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Prologue

Perched on the edge of one of many turrets adorning the floating fortress of SkyHaven, Verlis
unfurled hisleathery wings and basked in therays of the early morning sun. The warm sunshinewas
pleasant, but it caused the dragonlike creature a pang of guilt. He had no right to fed even the dightest
joy until he had accomplished the task that had brought him to thisworld in the first place. Therewasa
civil war going on among the Wurm in their world of Draconae, and hiskin werelosing badly. He could
not rest until histribe was safe from harm.

Verlissighed and smoke vented from the nogtrils on either sde of hisblunted snout. A railing flame
burned within every member of hisrace, a species descended from the great Dragons of Old, and there
was nearly dways smoke or firerising from their snouts.

Verlishad cometo Terra, aworld forbidden to hiskind, to seek out the help of amage known not
only for hisvast, magica power, but aso for his great wisdom and kindness. He needed the hel p of
Argus Cade. Y et dmost immediately upon passing through the dimensiona barrier separating hisworld
from Terra, he had known that something was wrong. He had used magic taught to him by Argus himself
to dip through the barrier, appearing ind de the old mage's home, but there had been something inthe air.
No, he corrected himsdlf. There was a lack of something.

Histaloned feet gripped the edge of the stone tower, and hetilted his horned head to look down at
the vast ocean surrounding this great fortress suspended above the emerald waters by powerful spells.

How peaceful it seems here, Verlismused. But no one knew better than he that looks could be
decaving.

He had come to thisworld of mages only to find that hisfriend and confidant, hislast hope, had
died. But now it seemed that Argus might not have been hislast hope after all. Verlis had learned of the
mage's passing from Arguss own son. The boy looked like the child of any mage, and yet hewas as
much an outcast in thismagica world as Verliswas. Timothy Cade had been born with amost unusua
malady. Terrawasaworld of magic; the entire planet hummed with interconnected lines of magic, akind
of power matrix. Everything had been built by magic. And every person in that world had magic insgde
them, the same way the Wurm had fire.

But Timothy Cade was without any magic at al. He had been born empty of it. Hewas an
un-magician—the only one that Terra had ever seen. Timothy could not perform even the smplest spell.
Worse, magic broke down at histouch. He was like ablank spot, ahole ripped into the magical matrix
of theworld. Timothy was amost unusud creature indeed, and Verlis had learned that the mages feared
the boy nearly as much asthey feared the Wurm. Perhaps more. For Timothy was something they could
not understand, a boy fast becoming ayoung man to whom none of their rules or expectations applied.

A gentle breeze blew in from across the ocean, caressing the hard, scaled body of the winged
creature, and again Verlisfet that brief respite of pleasure, but promptly dismissed it. Hisclan, hisfamily,
wasin danger.

Timothy had promised to help his clan just as Arguswould have, but first he had had to resolve a
crisson Terra, in the city of Arcanum. Nicodemus, the Grandmaster of the Order of Alhazred, had
murdered others of Verlisskind and used his position for foul purposes. When Timothy and hisloyal
companions had attacked SkyHaven, Nicodemuss home, Verlis had flown into battle dongside them.

Now Nicodemus was no more, and they were preparing to dip through the dimensiond barrier
again. Timothy was going to return to Draconae with Verlis and do whatever he could to help. The
Wurm did not know how much help the boy would be, but he had faith in Timothy, and he was pleased



to be going home,

Verlisturned to face the rising sun. It wastruly glorious, and he struggled to recall the last time he
had experienced ajoy so smple. Images of his own world filled his mind—the sky so often darkened
with clouds of thick, volcanic ash and the dreaded ice barrens that bordered his home city on Draconae.
The harshness of that environment, however, was nothing compared to the Situation his clan wasin now,
hunted by their own kind, in the midst of aterrible civil war. Time was of the essence, and Verlis prayed
to his ancient dragon gods that he would not be too late.

Spreading hiswingsto their full span, Verlis prepared to take flight. It was nearly timefor them to
depart. He would need to find Timothy and review their plans once more. There was far too much at
stake to leave anything to chance. His powerful wings best the air, and as he rose up from his perch, he
noticed out of the corner of his eye something was moving. He turned his great horned heed, but it was
not Timathy, nor any of hisloyd friends, who moved quickly toward him.

Six mages gpproached, four males and two females, dressed in vestments of solid black, the
morning sunlight glinting off diagona rows of golden buttons that adorned their chests. The Wurm was
about to address them when thefirst one lashed out.

A bolt of pure, crackling magic erupted from one of the men's hands, striking the dragon'sleft wing.
Verliscried out in surprise and fell to the rooftop, hiswing immediately numbed.

"What treachery isthis?' he roared.
But the six mages remained egrily slent, their eyes devoid of al emotion.

"l am aguest of Timothy Cade and Grandmaster Leander Maddox," he explained, certain that there
must be some kind of mistake.

Still the humans said nothing, their hands glowing and sizzling with magical energy.

TheWurm surged to hisfeet as his attackersencircled him. "If itisafight you seek," he snarled, his
voice like the rumble of an gpproaching storm, "then | am more than happy to oblige."

A female was next to attack, her voice high and shrill as she uttered a spell that created spheres of
solid magicintheair. Verlis spoke aspdl of hisown, erecting ashield of pulsing blueforceonly a
heartbeat before those spheres streaked toward him. They would have battered him, and even with his
tough Wurm hide, they might have shattered his bones. Another mage shot ahand forward and sent a
blast of blistering crimson magic searing through the air a him. Verlisturned his reptilian body to counter
the assault. The attack sparked and flashed asit smashed into his shield, and the Wurm stumbled
backward with the intengity of the blow.

He was hit from behind by three enchanted strikes and spun around with aferociousroar. Verlis
tried to deflect the magic, but his attackers spellswere relentless, pummeling him with their combined
strength and driving him to his knees. The Wurm's magical shield shattered with a sound like breaking
glassand the aggressors closad in, their spdllsraining mercilesdy down upon hisweakening form.

Liquid fire, the most destructive of wegponsin the Wurm's arsend, churned in hischest. Verlis
raised his horned head and gazed at his assailants through angry eyes. Heinhaed, opening his mouth of
razor-sharp teeth, flamesroiling at the back of histhroat, and let loose a stream of fire from his gaping
maw.

"How cardess," he heard an authoritative voice say from somewhere up on the tower. But he was



more concerned with the enemies before him. First thingsfirg.

The flames blossomed outward, hungrily reaching for thefirgt of the attackers. The men and women
recoiled as his burning breath drew near, but it did not touch them. Something had stopped thefire,
freezing the tongues of flame in midair. The Wurm took a deep breath and expelled another incendiary
blast, and again the flames hung petrified in the air like strangely beautiful sculptures of angry orange and
red.

A tdl, older magein along gray cloak appeared before the stunned Verlis, eyeing him with acurious
tilt of hishead. "How carelessindeed,” he repeated, along-fingered hand reaching up to smooth the ends
of hislong mustache. His hair was black and his eyesagray that matched his cloak.

Verlissnarled.
"My, you are afearsome devil, aren't you?' the cloaked stranger observed.

Then, as quick as athought, the stranger extended his hand and a powerful bolt of magic exploded
from hisfingertips, striking Verlisin the center of hisbroad, barrel chest. The Wurm was thrown violently
backward, the world spinning crazily as he struggled to remain conscious.

"Rule number one," the man announced to the others, holding up asingle finger for al to see. "Know
your enemy aswel asyou know yourselves."

Through bleary eyes Verliswatched the newcomer pace before his attackers, who now stood giffly
at attention, hands clasped behind their backs. He brushed his cloak back with aflourish.

"Know his every action, even before he decidesto takeit," he continued, looking sternly into each of
their faces. "That ishow you will survivein aworld fraught with danger.”

"Y es, Congtable Grimshaw," the Six mages responded in unison, eyes straight ahead.

Mustering his strength, Verlis climbed ungteadily to hisfegt, ganding to hisfull height, till refusing to
succumb. "'l have done nothing, yet you attack me." Hislegs trembled beneath him. "1 want to know

The congtable's back wasto him, and the man dowly turned, acruel smile on hisface. "'l would
think that rather obvious, monster," he answered. ™Y our kind does not belong in thisworld.”

The congtable walked toward him. "Wurms, savages, freskish little boys who cannot wield magic,
but can make men from metal. None of you belongs, and that iswhy | have been caled.”

Verliswas stunned. The constable was speaking not only of him, but also of Timothy Cade and his
companions.

Grimshaw raised his hand again and alowed the magic to flow. This spell was even more bruta than
thefirgt, and Verlis cried out in agony. Drained of the strength to fight, Verlis dumped to the rooftop as
the congtabl€'s assault pounded him into unconsciousness.

"I am hereto restore order from chaos," Verlis heard the Constable say ashe did into the embrace
of dark, cold oblivion.

Order from chaos.

Chapter One



Timothy Cade stood on the ocean floor, rocked by the rhythm of the water, and he gazed around at
the wondrous undersea landscape. It was so peaceful beneath the waves. He had aways found a cool
serenity there, asthough it were a dream. Reeds flapped like banners, pushed and pulled by the deep
tide. Dozens of breeds of fish swam in these waters, a kaleidoscope of colorsin motion. Burrow crabs
skittered from beneath clumps of prickly plantsinto the warrens of cord that jutted from the ocean
bottom, pale castles that looked as though they had been carved of bone.

He wore atunic into which he had sawn pockets that were filled with enough sand to weigh him
down. In hishands, Timothy carried a speargun, a device that had been smplefor him to construct. All
he needed to do was pump the barrel severa timesto increase pressure inside the chamber and then pull
thetrigger, and the short spear would fire, itsflint-rock tip dicing the water. In hisfirst excursions below
the waves, he had quickly learned that though some fish were good to eat and some served other
purposes, none of them was easy to catch. And some of them were truly dangerous.

Timothy bregsthed dowly, hearing hisinhaationsinsde hishead, and he was careful not to disrupt the
air tube that trailed behind him, leading up to the surface and then to the shore. At his end the tube had a
mouthpiece he fastened to hisface with Y aquis tree sap and straps that tied behind his head. On the
other end, back on the shore, wasthe air pump, adevice that used the crash of the waves, the pull of the
tide, to drive the bellows that sent air down the tube. Asayoung boy, Timothy had been sngle-minded
when an ideafor anew invention struck him. At the age of eight he had discovered that a hollowed-out
length of Lemboo plant was pliant, durable, and waterproof. Weeks later, he had laid enough of it end to
end—connections wrapped in an eastic sheath of boar skin—that he could walk afull minute straight out
from the shoreinto the water and still have air.

The combination of his speargun and the air tube made it smpleto catch fish or to scavenge other
things off the ocean floor. Y et it was not fishing that had drawn him benegth the waves to begin with. He
dill preferred the caming, dmost meditative experience of fishing off the jetty to submerging himsdlf in
search of dinner. No, what he loved best about the underwater world was the sense of discovery.

Until recently, Timothy had spent his entire youth on the tiny Idand of Patience, which sat in the vast
ocean of an unknown world. There might have been other idands, entire continents, species of intelligent
creatures, on that world, but Timothy had never encountered them. The idand had been his only home,
and it was small enough that he could have walked dl theway around it in aday and anight. It was o
small, in fact, that when he had realized he could venture into the ocean, it was one of the happiest days
of hisyoung life.

Timothy had found amystery to explore.

Intime, of course, he came to know the ocean floor all around Patience as well as he knew the
idand itsdf. But with the surge of the tides and the migrations of the ocean life, the sea changed far more
than the land. And so he returned from time to time to explore the waters, examine aplant he had not
studied before, or capture a fish whose flavor he had not enjoyed when cooked over afire, wondering if
his tastes had changed with age. More Lemboo tubes were added, to give him greater rangein hismarine
exploration, but he knew that his crude breathing apparatus would never let him explore as degply ashe
wished.

The ocean remained a mystery that he had only begun to investigate.

Now, as he walked aong the spongy bottom, speargun in hand, eyes long since grown immune to
the sting of sdlt water, he recalled the lingering sadness of curiosity. He had been curious about whet lay
beyond the idand, above and below the water. But he had been far more curious about the world of his
birth and about the city of Arcanum where hisfather was il living—hisfather, the greast mage Argus



Cade.

A whiskerfish darted past Timothy, only inches from hisface. He smiled, catching himsdf before the
smile grew too wide. If he stretched his face too much, it could unsedl the sap he had used to gluethe
mouthpieceto hisskin.

Troublemaker, hethought, glaring at the whiskerfish, which paused and then came back toward
him, dancing in the water, wanting to play. Severd others came out from the cover of the reeds and soon
they wereflitting about, chasing one another.

Then dl of them froze, sensing the arrival of something ese, something they feared.

The smal school of whiskerfish scattered, hiding, and amoment later amuck edl diced through the
water, shimmying to the ocean floor and snaking aong the bottom in search of prey. It ignored Timothy
completely. Hewas so dien to this place that most of the predatory marine life did not seem to take an
interest in him. Most. Poison sponges and bladefins could be very dangerous, but they rarely cameinto
shdlower waters when the sun shone brightly above.

Mogt of the marinelife Timothy had been forced to name himsdlf. Some of them were similar to
crestures from the world of his birth, and those he had named based upon the pictures he had seeniin
books hisfather had brought.

Father. Once more his mind turned to Argus Cade.

All through Timothy's youth, hisfather had visted him regularly. A magica doorway would appear
above the red sands of theidand's shore, and hisfather would arrive to bring him supplies—food and
fabric and books—and st with him and talk of love and magic and of his mother, who had died giving
birth to Timothy. Hisfather had taught him to read and to write and the basics of numbers and science.
But by the age of four, the boy had aready |earned much of what could be taught from those books, and
he had yearned for more, longed to explore with hismind just as much aswith his body.

That was his own type of magic. For though hisbody was confined to theidand, hismind could
wander asfar as hisimagination and hisintellect could take him. So he had built hisworkshop, and he
had begun to invent the things that made hislife on the Idand of Patience more comfortable and more
interesting.

Patience. Timothy had given theidand that name himsdlf. It was hislife, redly. Everything he had.
He had to have patience between hisfather'svidts, and patience each time he asked the old mage if he
would ever be ableto return to the world of hishbirth.

"Someday, | hope," hisfather would say.

But Timothy could hear another answer in hisvoice. The world of mages, the resllm from which he
came, was ruled entirely by magic. It wasin theair, in the ground, in every structure, and in every man,
woman, and child.

All except for Timothy Cade.

He was afreak, amonster, an abomination, who never should have been born. Or, at least, those
were the durs Argus Cade feared would be hurled upon his son. He had been certain that Timothy would
be in danger, that there would be those who would want to destroy him, asif thisinfant un-magician
could infect the world with a contagion of un-magic.

So Argus had used his great power to hide his son away, to open adoor to another dimension and



keep Timothy safe.

Though the boy had been lonely, he had been safe, and he was not without friends. Therewas Ivar,
thelast survivor of the Asuratribe, whom Timothy's father had placed upon the idand to save the warrior
from those who wished him harm, years before Timothy himsdf had arrived. And the boy had dso
congructed afriend. He had built a sleam-driven, mechanical man whom he caled Sheridan. The warrior
and the metal man had taken avery long time to adjust to each other, but they had been courteous
because both of them werefond of Timothy. Over the years they had developed a grudging respect for
each other. So though the boy was lonely, he was not entirely aone.

Y et he had dways longed for more, to explore not only thisworld, but that of hisbirth, and any
othersthat might exist. But he had been safe, and that was as his father wanted.

Now Argus Cade was dead.

Hisfather would never vist the shores of Patience again, would never smile and clap him onthe
shoulder, would never bring him another book, never wragp him in atender embrace and say those words
he had always said upon his departure.

You will see me soon.

But Timothy would not see him soon. Not ever again, except perhaps after his own spirit moved on.
Hisown soul. If he even had asoul. The Order of Alhazred—to which hisfather had
bel onged—bdlieved that a person's magica essence wastheir soul. Thiswas the part of them that
lingered after death, that lived again in arealm of spirits. Many of the other guildsthat belonged to the
Parliament of Mages believed the same.

If they were correct, then what did that mean for Timothy, who had no magic?

Now, striding across the ocean bottom, he tried to stop the thoughts from coming, stop the
guestionsthat cameinto hismind. Shafts of sunlight knifed down through the warm water and sparkled
likearainfal of gemsin the currents. He narrowed his eyes and searched for any sign of aBathdusk, the
fish he had come searching for today. A large, dark shadow moved beyond the columns of sunlight, and
he moved toward it.

But ugly thoughts snuck back into his mind. Memories both thrilling and unsettling. Thingsto
celebrate, and othersto grieve.

One morning the door had opened on the sand and it had not been hisfather cometo visit, but
Argus Cade's favorite student, a burly, red-bearded mage named Leander Maddox. He not only brought
the terrible news that Timothy's father was dead, but he a so brought freedom. Despite Argus's cautions,
Leander had not believed that Timothy would be reviled, that he would be afreak, an outcast in the
world. He had convinced the young man to return with him, to enter hisfather's house for thefirst time
gncehirth.

Timothy and hisfriends had taken up resdence in his ancesiral home, and Leander had introduced
him to Nicodemus, the Grandmaster of the Order of Alhazred. The boy had alowed himself to hope, to
become excited over the prospect of investigating the world of hishirth, thisream of magic and mages.

The tragedy was that Argus Cade had been correct.

For it was not long after Timothy had |eft the Idand of Patience that the first attempt upon hislife had
come. Assassins had infiltrated his father's house and tried to kill him. For his protection, Nicodemus and



Leander had suggested he move into SkyHaven, the Grandmaster's fortress, which floated in the air
above the ocean, just offshore from the city of Arcanum.

Y et even there he was not safe. Other ns came. Nicodemus explained to him that some of the
magical guilds wanted him dead because they felt he was an abomination, ablemish on the face of the
world. But others wanted to kill him because they feared what he was capable of. Without magic, the
Grandmaster had explained, he could be the perfect spy. The spellsthey used to defend their homes, to
senseintruders, would neither notice Timothy, nor keep him out. And the many guildsin the Parliament of
Mages were aways suspicious of one another, so the ideathat such aperson existed did not sit well with
them.

Afradfor hislife, frustrated and angry at having become their target, Timothy decided to become
what they feared—a spy for the Order of Alhazred. But in so doing he discovered aterrible truth.
Nicodemus had the darkest heart imaginable. He was akiller, and worse. The Parliament of Mages had
assigned Leander asa specia investigator to look into the mysterious disappearances of anumber of
mages. Nicodemus had killed them al and trapped their spirits aswraiths, as his ghostly daves.

Asthetruth began to revedl itsdf, Leander had confronted Nicodemus and been captured. Timothy
and hisfriends had attacked SkyHaven to rescue Leander. During their invasion the boy had come face
to face with the Grandmaster—who had been leeching the magicd life force from hisvictimsto extend his
own life—and destroyed him.

Now the Parliament of Mages was attempting to make sense of it dl, and Timothy had retreated to
the Idand of Petience so that he could center himsdlf, although briefly, before he fulfilled hispromiseto
Velis.

And every time he dlowed hismemory to go back to that fateful day when they had flown across
the ocean and stormed SkyHaven's battlements, one singleimage lingered: agirl inalong, gauzy green
dresswith ghostly pale skin and flowing, bright red hair. She had stood atop one of the towers amid that
fortressand gestured to him, asif guiding him toward the most strategic, the most vulnerable, place to
infiltrate SkyHaven.

Then she had disappeared.

Even after Nicodemus was destroyed and the battle was over, even after the Parliament had taken
over SkyHaven and begun to discover its secrets, there had been no sign of this mysterious, beautiful girl.
Leander had even suggested that Timothy might have imagined her.

But Timothy knew she was no product of hisimagination. He had seen her, and the images of her
red hair blowing in thewind, of her graceful form atop that tower, lingered in hismind.

Even here beneath the waves he could not escape her.

He sucked air through the mouthpiece of the tube, and with thoughts of the mystery girl in green
flitting across hismind, he amiled.

The sap he had used to glue the mouthpiece in place cracked, and water began to seep in. Timothy's
eyeswent wide in darm and he nearly dropped his speargun. His pulse sped up and he clapped hisfree
hand over the mouthpiece, pressing it into place and pausing to steady his breathing. Timeto get back to
shore. In hismind he cursed himself for being so foolish. Now he would return to the surface without a
sngle Bathelusk, the fish he had come down here to catch in thefirst place.

Frustrated, Timothy turned back toward shore and began trudging a ong the ocean bottom. He had



been careful to avoid touching it before because he did not want his vision obscured, but now hisfeet
kicked up clouds of dirt and sand.

Then hefroze.

In the brown cloud amid the green water was a pair of fat, yellow fish as big as his head, each of
them covered with crud-looking spikes that would prick anyone foolish enough to try to grab hold.

Bathelusk.
Timothy raised his speargun.
But he did not smile. He prided himsdf on not making the same mistake twice.

Timothy wasin hisworkshop, surveying the various tables and shelves for anything that might be
useful for histrip to Wurm World, as he had cometo think of it. Verlis had found away to dip between
dimensionsin search of Argus Cade, to plead for the mage's help in saving hisfamily from theterrible civil
war among the Wurm. Timothy's father was dead, of course, but the young man had promised to do
whatever he could to hep Verlis. Inreturn, Verlis had offered to help him defeat Nicodemus.

Now that Grandmaster of the Order of Alhazred was no more. Verlishad done his part, and it was
timefor Timothy to do his.

He scratched his head and looked at awooden crate he had begun to pack. The speargun wasin
there, dong with awegpon he had built for hunting birds, a crossbow. A smaler box containing two fresh
and severa dried Bathelusk went in aswell. There was adingshot. Now he stared at hisforge and
wondered if he would have time to hammer some of the metal in hisworkshop into armor for historso,
or even ahelmet.

It wouldn't be aterrible idea

More importantly, though, he wanted to make sure that the saltweed cloak he was making would be
ready. The garment would be ugly, but it would aso be fireproof.

"Time, time, time," Timothy whispered to himsdlf, rubbing his mouth where the tree sgp was il
gticky. "Oncedl | had wastime, and now thereisn't enough of it."

On another table was arack of various herbs and potionsin Lemboo tubes he wanted to bring with
him. There were healing remedies there, aswell as other things, tinctures to darken the skin, mixtures that
would start asmal firewhen exposed to air, and—

Histhoughts were interrupted by aloud clatter at the reed door of the workshop. It swung open and
Sheridan—the mechanicad man Timothy had built—clanked in, moving backward. Steam whistled from
the pressure valve on the side of hishead. Together, he and Ivar were carrying alarge barrel into the
workshop. The Asurawarrior frowned as Sheridan bumped the open door.

Timothy flinched.
"No, no .. . please, you two, be careful!”

He rushed across the workshop. Ivar's face was stoic as always, the tribal markings on hisflesh
shifting fluidly, beautifully. The Asuras skin was covered in pigment that could be changed smply by
willing it, so that he could blend into his surroundings and effectively becomeinvisble. Timothy had often
been mesmerized by the movements of those marks. Now, though, he was only panicked.



Iver raised afleshy brow.

Sheridan's head turned around hafway, but his body remained forward, holding up hisend of the
barrel.

"What'swrong, Timothy?" the mechanical man asked. "We've upset you.”

"No, it's... Look, you should've taken that around the front," the young man said. Then he shook his
head. "' Go through the shop and out the front door. But whatever you do, don't drop it. It might be
completdy safe... but it might not be."

"Not safe?' the Asurawarrior asked, one corner of his mouth lifting in amusement. "What will it do?
Y ou expect abarre to attack us?'

Timothy smiled, but his heart was till pounding. "No. But since the barrd isfilled with Hakka
powder and codl, | can't promise you it won't explode.”

Sheridan's eyeslit up, blindingly bright in the gray light of the workshop, and steam hissed from the
side of hishead. He swiveled around to Sare a Ivar. "Be careful "

"Oh, yes," Ivar replied.

He was kind enough not to mention that it had not been him bumping into doors with abarrel of
explosive powder.

Timothy turned to make sure their path was clear. Even ashe did, ablack shape flashed through the
open front door with aflutter of dark wings and an excited cry. It was Edgar, the rook that had been the
familiar of Timothy'sfather, and now of the boy himself.

"Caw, caw!" the bird called. "On the beach! The door. The door has returned! ™

Timothy smiled and would have gone straight out the door, but in that moment Sheridan bumped a
workbench and nearly dropped hisend of the barrel. Ivar muttered an Asura curse that Timothy had
heard him use hundreds of times, but that the warrior had never been willing to trandate. With asigh, the
boy waited to make sure his friends managed to get the barrel outside without blowing up the workshop,
or themsdlves,

Then he took off, sprinting toward the beach.

He had spent hislifetime with only Sheridan and Ivar for company. Much as heloved them both, in
his brief timein theworld of his birth he had come to gppreciate the companionship of others. Timothy
Cade was deeply grateful for the friendship of Leander Maddox, and hoped he would build other
friendships aswdll. Lacking even asingle blood relative, he was gathering around himself adifferent kind
of family. One of hisown choosing. And in that strange family, Leander Maddox would certainly be
counted as hisfavorite uncle,

Red sand flew up from benegth hisfeet as he ran toward the shordline. The surf rolled up the beach,
dampening the sand only inches from an ornate door frame that stood impossibly done. The door hung
open, and in front of it was amassivefigure in flowing robes of green and gold, ahood shading hisface
from the suns. Upon his chest, and upon the crest of his hood, was the insignia of the Order of Alhazred,
the deeping dragon.

"Leander!” Timothy shouted.



The man reached up with both hands and did back hishood so that it cowled about his neck. His
shaggy mane of red hair and full bushy beard shonein the sunlight. But that gleam did not reach his
expression. His eyes were dark.

Timothy dowed nearly to a stop, as though the bresth had been stolen from his chest. He could not
keep himsdlf from remembering, dl too clearly, thefirst time Leander had come through that door with an
expression much like this one. On that day, the mage had come to tell him hisfather was dead.

"What?' he asked as Leander strode up the beach to meet him. Timothy shuddered and his
shoulders dumped. "What isit?"

Anger passed across the mage's features like the surf upon the shore, and then receded. L eander
collected himsdlf and gazed steedily at Timothy.

"l have not wanted to burden you with bad tidings," the mage said. "Not here. Not until you returned
to the world, to your father's... or rather, to your home. But circumstancesforce my hand.”

Timothy saw that he was deeply troubled and reached up to lay asmall hand upon the thick arm of
the burly mage. "What's happened?'

"Since the truth about Nicodemus was discovered—and | was made acting Grandmeaster of the
Order—relations amongst the guilds have only worsened. With their greatest enemy gone, you would
think otherwise. Unfortunately, the Parliament of Mages has only grown lesstrusting of one another,
fragmenting further. Suspicion isrampant. Accusations of espionage and treason to the Parliament fly
daily. A constable has been appointed.”

Timothy frowned. "Whét is aconstable?"

"A peacekeeper. A sngle mage given far more power than any one person should have and
assigned thetask of setting thingsright. A constableisthe law.”

"But that sounds as though it should be agood thing."

"It ought to be," Leander agreed. "But the man they have gppointed, Constable Grimshaw, is cruel
and arrogant. He has waited for power most of hislife, and now hethat he hasit, he meansto useit.
When your father feared that there would be those who considered you a monster, afreak, because you
have no magic, Grimshaw was precisdly the sort of mage he was worried about.”

Timothy shook hishead. ™Y ou think he means me harm?’

"Not directly, no. But he will watch you very closely because he sees you and any being who is not
amage—not amember of one of the guilds—as somehow less than other beings. And aso, asathreat.”

Leander hung his head amoment and took along breath. Histhick hair cast hisface in shadow and
curtained hisfeatures from the sunlight.

"Wurms, for instance, would be considered quite athreat. Constable Grimshaw has ordered hismen
to capture Verlis. They have imprisoned him."

A dark anger passed through Timothy. His eyes narrowed and his nogtrilsflared. Sadness pierced
his heart, but he did not try to fight it, for it only made him angrier.

"Takemetohim."



Chapter two

The degant sky carriage that bore the family crest of Leander Maddox hovered in the air, beginning
its descent from the heights of August Hill, awedthy neighborhood on the outskirts of the city of
Arcanum. August Hill was the highest pesk in the area, and many of the homes built near its gpex hung
suspended inthe air by the power of magic, anchored to the hill itsalf only by asingle corner. Among
these was the Cade estate.

Once again Timothy had to leave hisfather's house behind. Caigphas, Leander's navigation mage,
sat up on the high seat on top of the carriage in his night-blue robes and veiled hood, blue magic crackling
from hisfingers. Timothy sat safely within the craft, amsfolded angrily acrosshis chest, asfar away from
Leander aspossible.

"Timothy, please understand,” Leander pleaded. "There was nothing | could do.”

The boy refused to make eye contact with the burly mage, choosing instead to gaze out the craft's
window asit soared above the greatest city in the nation of Sunderland, athough not even the splendor of
Arcanum could raise his spiritsthis day.

Upon hearing the news of Verlissimprisonment, Timothy had demanded that they depart from
Patience at once, leaving Edgar, Sheridan, and Ivar the task of packing up hisworkshop. He hated the
way they had looked at him as he left without explanation, but he didn't have the heart to tell them what
had happened. He was too ashamed.

"| understand that you're angry with me, but you need to redize that—"

“I'm more than just angry, Leander," the boy interrupted, hisvoice trembling with emaotion. "I'm hurt
and disappointed. How could you? How could the Grandmaster of the Order of Alhazred alow thisto
happen?' he demanded. "Verlisisour friend, never mind the fact that he's done nothing wrong.”

The great mage sighed, diding closer to Timothy. "I did dl | could to sway the Parliament, but
they're dtill reding from the redization of the heinous things Nicodemus was doing right benegath their
noses. The Parliament isin chaos, and al too susceptible to the recommendations of Constable
Grimshaw."

"But you're agrandmaster,” Timothy complained. "It hasto mean something."

Leander nodded. "Y es, that's true. But | am grandmaster of an order whose former |eader was
responsiblefor foul deeds. The most treacherous mage in modern history. Needlessto say, my words
don't carry much weight these days.”

Timothy turned to face hisfriend, pulling hisleg up beneath him on the padded bench. "Verlis hasn't
done anything wrong. He came to us—to my father—for help. | don't care how paranoid they are. What
judtification do they have for locking him away?"

Leander closed his eyes, squeezing the bridge of his nose between histhumb and forefinger. “I'm
afraid my answer to that question will be just as unsatisfactory, my boy," the Grandmaster said. "The
constabl€'s reaction isacarryover of mistrust and hate from another age. It isnot that Verlisis accused of
acrime. Constable Grimshaw has arrested him solely because heisaWurm, and his speciesis
consdered adanger.”

Timothy knew he ought to have been shocked. Theideathat Verliswould be imprisoned just for
who and what he was certainly struck him as horrible. But the words were disturbingly familiar. Ivar had



spoken of the Parliament'sintolerance for different races. The warrior's own tribe, the Asura, had
become extinct thanks to the suspicion and hatred of the world's most powerful mages. And Timothy had
experienced these attitudes firsthand from those who feared or hated him because he was an
un-magician.

It was even worse for the Wurm. Verlis explained that once the Wurm had lived in the wild places
of Terra, in jungle caves and the mountain caves of the hottest parts of the world. Their only natura
predators were their enemies, the Asuratribe. Wurm and Asura continued to struggle over territory for
centuries as both breeds expanded. They evolved together, locked in amutual hatred upon which both
seemed to thrive. The average lifespan of a Wurm was more than two hundred and fifty years, an Asura
more than three hundred, so new generations learned old hatred fresh from those who had kindled it for
centuries, and the animosity between the two never had a chance to die out.

The mages changed dl of that. Verlis had been achild when it had begun, but he remembered ill.
When the Parliament of Mageswas gtill brand new, the many guilds were beginning to come together, to
make peace, and to look at the world as theirs. Offshoots of Wurm and Asuratribes were springing up
far beyond their usual homelands, with their own types of magic and with powerful warriorsaswell. Y et
with no loyaty to any guild. The Parliament would not have welcomed them, of course. They were
different, monstrous, to the eyes of amage. But the mages might have been content if the monsters had
been willing to bow to the Parliament's authority. Neither Wurm nor Asurawould ever have bowed to
anyone. So they were seen asathreat.

It had begun quickly after that. In the areas where the Wurm and Asura existed, locked in their
eternd struggle, the mages began to oppress them. Alhazred, who had only recently founded his own
guild, the Order of Alhazred, drove the Parliament into a panic over the danger of these so-caled savage
races. He pushed them to create laws in an attempt to control them. Or better yet, endave them. Both
Asuraand Wurm were driven out of their homes, but the mages were not content with that. Alhazred
whipped the Parliament into afrenzy of hatred against both tribes, but the mages hated the Wurm even
more. The Asura, after dl, were humanoid. They were different—their skin, their eyes—buit at least they
were shaped like mages.

The oppression had become so bad that the Wurm and the Asura began to cast aside centuries of
feuding and work together in some areasto fight againgt the mages.

The Parliament would have none of that.

Timothy had heard the entire, ugly truth from Verlis, and the boy's own research and conversations
with Leander confirmed it. One hundred and seven years ago, the Asurawere wiped out. Thirteen
months later, the Parliament of Mages set out to do the same to the Wurm. Timothy's own father, Argus
Cade, had saved Ivar—the last of the Asura—by secretly moving him to the Idand of Petience, which
exiged in apardld dimension. This had ingpired Argusto do the same for the Wurm, but on a grander
scae. Though he was amember of Alhazred's guild, he spoke againgt his own grandmaster in opposition
to the daughter of the Wurm. He offered agentler solution.

Baniment.

Now, though, Alhazred was dead. Argus Cade was dead. And there wasaWurm on Terra, in the
city of Arcanum, for thefirst timein over acentury. But Alhazred had been wrong. All of the Parliament
had been wrong, then, to oppress the Wurm.

They weren't savage as arace. They were no different from mages. Perhaps some were crudl and
vicious, but somewere kind and gentle.



Verliswas more civilized than most of the mages Timothy had met.

"He's not dangeroud!” the boy ingsted, shooting ahard look at Leander. "I know the history. All his
kind ever wanted was to be |eft done. Now thereé'sacivil war in hisdimension, in Draconae, and hisclan
arebeing killed. All hewantsishelp! Herisked everything to get here. | promised to help him, Leander.”

Leander glanced out hiswindow, avoiding Timothy's gaze. "They understand completdly, but it has
done nothing to sway their judgment.” The Grandmaster smoothed histhick tangle of red beard with one
hand, then glanced at the boy again. "They have retracted your offer of aid to the Wurm."

Timothy fdt asthough he'd just been dapped. "Retracted my offer? How can they? It'smy offer, not
theirs. It isn't asthough | promised Verlisthat Parliament would help. | told him | would go to Draconae
with him, and that's exactly what | planto do."

The Grandmaster gazed a him solemnly. "They have forbiddenit," he said softly, hisface drawn,
eyesfilled with woe.

To Timothy, the man looked to have aged at |east ten yearsin as many days, but that did little to
restrain hisanger. "'l promised.”

"And they have negated that promise,”" Leander stated. "'I'm sorry, Timothy, but no oneisgoing to
Draconae. Y ou have no choice but to abide by the Parliament's decision, especidly during thistime of

upheavd."

The sky carriage dowed, and from his high seet, the navigation mage called down to his passengers.
"We have arrived, Master Maddox.”

"Very good, Caigphas," Leander called. "Bring usdown. I'm ready.” He began rolling up deevesas
though preparing to cast aspdll.

Timothy watched out the window as the carriage glided over an abundant expanse of forest, and
then the ocean camein sight. He frowned. "I thought you were taking meto see Verlis."

"l am," the mage replied, flexing hisfingers as he began to utter a strange droning incantation.

"l don't understand. | see nothing out there except ocean. Where have they taken him, Leander?Isit
hidden by magic?' Timothy pressed his face to the window and the spell-glass disspated &t the touch of
hisforehead. Air blasted into the carriage, buffeting him, but as he withdrew, the glass restored itself.

"Timothy," Leander said, histone grave.

The boy turned to find the mage staring at him with brow furrowed as though in anger. "Do not do
that again,” he said sernly.

Then Leander extended hisarms. Bolts of pure magica force arced from hisfingertips through the
walls of the craft and coaesced to form atransparent bubble of emerald energy around the hovering
carriage and its navigation mage. The magic hummed, tinting everything outside the windows green.

"The Wurm has been brought to Arcanum'’s most notorious prison,” Leander explained asthe sky
craft began its descent toward the churning ocean. "The prison is called Abaddon, and its ugliness, and
what it represents, is hidden from sengitive eyes by neither spell nor glamour.”

Within the trand ucent sphere of magic, the sky carriage bobbed asit touched down on the waves.
Timothy gasped when the craft began to sink, plunging the cab into darkness as water rose above the



windows.

They seemed to descend forever, and Timothy only redlized held been holding his breaeth when his
lungs began to burn for air.

"No need for concern,” Leander said. He conjured afloating baubble of silently spinning energy to
cadt light within the darkness of the carriage, yet still there remained akind of eerie gloom. "We're quite
sfe”

The protective bubble glowed, and Timothy received hisfirst view of the strange world benegth the
ocean. The water seemed gray, asif the color had somehow been drained away. Even the sealife darting
behind rocks or plants was devoid of any color.

"What asad, cold place," Timothy said, pulling his atention from the drab world outside the carriage
to look acrossthe seat at hisfriend.

Leander nodded in agreement. "Y et appropriate.”

The sky craft stopped short of touching the muddy bottom and glided forward through the murky
waters asif moving through astormy night sky, propelled by the expert skills of the navigation mage.
Leander dipped his head to look out Timothy's window. Slowly he raised a hand, pointing out into the
ocean depths.

"There" hesad. "Just ahead.”

Timothy squinted, looking in the direction that the mage was pointing. At first he saw nothing, and
then it was there, massive and foreboding, on the ocean floor.

"Abaddon,” Leander said in awhisper, asif to say the name too loud might beacrimeadl itsown.

The enormous structure appeared to be made from dabs of gray stone, its surface shiny and dick,
most likely from an accumulation of dgae, Timothy guessed. Circular windows like multiple eyes shonein
the darkness, and Timothy could not help but be reminded of some fearsome seabeadt, lying in wait for

prey to swim by.

"What aterrible-looking place,” Timothy said asthey drifted closer, his concern for Verlisdready
ontherise.

"Congtructed to house Sunderland's most dangerous criminals,” Leander said. "It isasif the face of
Abaddon reflectsthe evil that dwelswithinitswals.

Timothy fixed Leander in afierce sare. "Verlisisn't evil," he said emphatically. "He doesn't belong in
aplacelikethis"

The Grandmaster lowered his gaze, Sighing with obviousregret. "Y ou must believe me, if therewas
anything | could have done—"

A strange humming sound filled the carriage, startling its occupants.

"Attention, unauthorized craft,” said acold voice of authority. "Y ou have entered the perimeter of the
Abaddon Pend Ingtitution. State your business at once, or suffer the consequences of your trespass.”

Timothy looked out the window at the prison and could see movement up on the structure'sflat roof
as multiple weapons of some kind were trained on their gpproaching carriage.



" Abaddon Control, thisis Leander Maddox, interim Grandmaster of the Order of Alhazred," the
mage said with equa authority. "l believe we are expected.”

Thevoicewasdlent asit verified the Grandmagter'sclaim.

"Vidtation authorized, Grandmaster Maddox. Please have your craft piloted to the designated
arlock."

A light cameon, illuminating acircular entrance in the front of the prison, and Caigphas guided the
sky carriagetoward it. A pulsing barrier of mystical energy that seemed to act asagate faded briefly
away, dlowing them to passinto the facility beforeit sparked to life again behind them.

Onceingde the submerged chamber, the craft began to rise through acircular shaft to Abaddon's
docking bay. Timothy's ears popped uncomfortably asthey rose. The carriage broke the surface and
Caigphas guided it gently to the floor of the docking area. Leander muttered another spell and the bubble
of magic surrounding them dissipated in aslent flash.

Timothy pushed open the door, cautioudy stepping out onto the stone floor. The air was stde, and
he found breathing it unpleasant. He moved away from the carriage and surveyed his surroundings, the
inside of the prison facility wasjust as oppressive as the outside. Strange crafts bobbed on the water in
other nearby bays. He briefly studied them, hisinventive mind dready figuring waysto improve upon their
basic design.

"Timothy," Leander called, pulling the boy from hisreverie. "Stay with me." Hisstare wasfixed on
the doorway at the far end of the room, and as Timothy moved to join him, he heard the sounds of
multiple sets of footsteps drawing closer.

Six guards entered the room, dressed in high-collared uniforms arich shade of red, astartling
introduction of color to the cold, drab surroundings of the prison. Each of the stoic men and women
clutched along cylindrica object made of polished meta that tapered to a point. Even though he was
unable to widld the power of magic, Timothy had made certain to learn as much about the practice as he
could, and he knew that those objects were caled focus rods. He also knew that the rods enabled magic
usersto wield powerful forcesthat would normaly be harmful to them by alowing them to focus vast
amounts of destructive energy through the specid metdl.

The guards aimed their gazes at Timothy and Leander and the boy gasped, startled by the show of
aggression. Leander placed acalming hand upon his shoulder, clearing histhroat before addressing them
in hismog officid voice.

"l am Leander Maddox, Grandmaster of the Order of Alhazred. Who isin charge here?"

A tall woman with sharp features strode into the bay, the shoulders of her uniform decorated with
golden gtripes. "1 am Captain Smons, Grandmaster Maddox," she said, casualy adjusting the deeves of
her blouse. "Please excuse our cautionary measures, but thisis amaximum security facility. We can't be
too careful, now can we?"'

Captain Simons smiled a smile absent of dl warmth and humor, and Timothy felt acold chill cascade
the length of his spine. At the sametime, hefound it odd that there were so few guards, and that there
had been no onein the chamber when they had firgt arrived. 1t might have been amaximum security
facility, but he had the ideathat they had aminima gaff, relying mostly on magical defenses. After dl,
their prisoners were incarcerated, and the enchanted wegpons on the exterior would sense any uninvited
guests.



The woman gestured with a black-gloved hand and the guards snapped to attention, lowering their
focusrods.

"l believe you've cometo see our latest resident,” Captain Smons noted. "If you follow me, | will
take you to the monster's containment cell.”

"He'snot amongter,” Timothy said sharply. "HeisaWurm, and he hasaname. Verlis™

Thewoman fixed him in an unwavering gaze, the corner of her mouth gradudly risng in asneer. " Of
course," shesad. "Calling afire-breathing eater of children amongter, how thoughtless of me." The
captain abruptly turned on her hed and started for the door. "Thisway, gentlemen.”

Timothy opened hismouth to argue. Eater of children! Verliswould never have done such athing.
It was just the sort of thing Verlis had told Timothy the Parliament would say about hiskind to stir up fear
of them among al the world's mages. But the captain was dready waking away before Timothy could
come up with the words to defend hisfriend. Leander laid agentle hand on his shoulder and ushered him
aong, and so the boy could only grumble angrily and follow, walking quickly to keep up with the
woman's brisk stride.

Thefacility waslike amaze, filled with winding hallways and doors|ocked to anyone unableto
produce the correct spell-key. The guards followed close behind them, asif expecting some kind of
trouble. Timothy gazed back at them nervoudy, meeting their emotionless stares. Therewere at least a
million other places he would rather have been at that moment, but he had no choice. He had to see
Verlis—he had to be sure that hisfriend was dl right.

At the end of yet another winding halway, Captain Simons uttered ashort, gutturd incantation and
waved her hand in front of aglass orb that resembled agigantic insect eye set into the door frame. The
heavy door rose up into the ceiling with asnakelike hiss, and they stepped onto a catwalk that spanned
an enormous room. They werein avast chamber, hundreds of feet wide and just as deep. Everywhere
Timothy looked he saw prison cells of solidified magic, floating weightless within the open space. He
could fed the prisoners, peering out from their cages with hungry eyes, desperate to be noticed. Timothy
wasn't sure he had ever seen anything quite so disturbing. He flinched when he felt Leander's powerful
arm wrgp around his shoulders.

"Comeaong, Timothy," the mage said. ™Y ou shouldn't see any more of thisthan you haveto.”

They made their way across the chamber, Captain Simons leading the way. She had obvioudy
noticed how much her prisoners had disturbed Timothy. Standing before the door at the far end of the
catwalk, she gestured toward them.

"Better they bein here than out there. Trust me, the world isamuch safer place,” the captain said.

Another magica lock was undone, and the door rose to allow them access to another room. It was
much smdller than the one they had just |eft. A single cage rested on a platform, and within the cage stood
Timothy'sfriend.

"Took no chanceswith thisone," Captain Simons said, her eyes upon the cdll. "Wethought it wise
to keep it separated from the genera population.”

Timothy barely noticed the captain'swords, and theway she called Verlisit. The boy caled out his
friend's name and ran toward the cage.

"Come back herel" Captain Simons barked. "Utmost caution must be used around the prisoner at al



timed"
The guards standing in the doorway immediately snapped to attention, raising their focus rods.

"Wait, please. Y ou need not worry,” Leander said, appedling to the guards. "They are friends. The
boy and the Wurm. Verliswould never hurt him."

Timothy sowed as he reached the perimeter of the cage. Verliss cell was constructed not from
magic asthe other cages were, but out of thick black metal.

"Verlis'" hewhispered, peering through the bars. "Are ... areyou dl right?"

The Wurm did not respond, standing motionlessin the cdll's center. As Timothy moved closer, he
saw the reason for hisfriend's silence. Verliss mouth was covered in akind of muzzle— a precaution
againg breathing fire, Tim supposed. The Wurm was chained and his talons covered with gauntlets, most
likely to hinder any magicsthat could be conjured by gesture. Even hisfriend's mighty wings had been
bound closed, strapped against his back with aband of metal that appeared to be made from the same
materid asthe prison cell.

Timothy's heart ached. "I'm s0 sorry," hetold the dragon, gripping the cold barstightly. "Don't
worry," he assured hisfriend. "Leander and | are going to do everything in our power to get you out of
here"

He reached into the cage to lay ahand on the cold metal restraints that had been placed over the
Wurm'shands. Verlis pulled away, his dark eyes raging with anger and hurt.

"Velis, please. . . " Timothy pleaded, but the Wurm turned his back. The boy stepped away from
the cage, smarting from the rgection. "1 know you probably hate me now—probably hate al of us—and
| can understand why."

The Wurm did not turn around.
"But | want you to know, | will get you out of here. | promise.”
"Isthat s0?" boomed avoice Timothy did not recognize.

He spun around in time to see afigure clad in astarched uniform of solid black enter the chamber, a
long cloak swaying behind him. Captain Simons stood at attention and Leander did hisbest to hidea
scowl. Theman wastall and powerfully built, with hard eyes and a black mustache that dashed across
his chiseled features.

"Y ou must be Timothy Cade," said the stranger, his hand reaching up to smooth the ends of his
mustache. "Allow meto introduce mysdlf," he said, sriding further into the room.

"l am Congtable Grimshaw."

"Y ou'rethe onewho put Verlis here, "Timothy said, glaring at the constable and gesturing to the cdll
behind him.

Grimshaw's eyes gleamed with pride and he smiled politely. "Correct," he said, moving toward
Timothy and the cage. "The Wurm posed a serious threet to the security of our world, and to dl of the
guildsin the Parliament of Mages. We can't have vicious beasts wielding that kind of power and running
free. It would be chaos. That iswhy the Wurm were banished from Terrain thefirst place.”



"That'snot theway | heard it,” Timothy muttered.

The constable raised an eyebrow and shot a suspicious glance at Leander. "Redlly. | would be quite
interested in how you heard it. And from whom."

Leander only stared back at Grimshaw defiantly.

Verlishad turned to eye the approaching constable. A rumbling growl from somewhere deep within
his broad chet filled the chamber, and Timothy could seethat hisfriend wasfighting usdesdy againgt his
bonds.

"He's done no one any harm,” the boy said.

"Yet," Grimshaw stressed, holding up along index finger to make his point. "He's done no one any
harm yet. "The congtable clasped his hands behind his back and began to pacein front of the boy.

"You see, Tim—I can call you Tim, can't I?" Constable Grimshaw asked, stopping in midpaceto
glance at the boy.

"No," Timothy snapped.

Grimshaw chuckled as he began pacing again. "Y ou see— young Master Cade—you look at this
caged beast and see anoble creature, afriend even, but | see something far more dangerous. | 1ook at
the Wurm and | see our grest citiesin flames, our citizens destitute, injured, or worse, eaten. | seethe
seeds of athreat that must be stopped before it is given the opportunity to take root.”

The congtable stopped pacing and glared at Timothy with cold, caculating eyes. "Do you wonder
what | seewhen | ook at you, boy?"

The chamber was eexily silent, their eyeslocked upon one another.

"Congtable," Leander called from across the room, and Timothy could hear thewarning in his
friend'svoice.

"It's okay, Leander," the boy spoke up. He knew that the man was dangerous, but could not bring
himsdlf to back down. He was reminded of one of Ivar's many lessons about the art of combat: Never
show your adversary that you are afraid. Timothy was doing everything he could at that moment to follow
that lesson.

"What do you see, Congtable Grimshaw?"' he asked. "I'm curious.”

Again Grimshaw raised a hand to his mustache and smoothed one of the ends. "Y ou're asmart
boy," the constable said. "But you're not amage. In your way, you're no different from the Wurm, except
perhapsfor the fact that you are not in acage.”

Timothy gritted histeeth to stop the shudder that went through him, for he could dmost hear the
unspoken word that would have finished that sentence, the same way Grimshaw had finished his sentence
before. Yet. The congtable saw him the same way that many members of the Parliament of Mages had
seen him when he wasfirgt introduced to them. They saw athreat—something to fear.

Helooked away from Grimshaw and studied the metal bars of the cage that held hisfriend. It all
made sense to him now, and like aspark of hungry fire setting Hakka powder ablaze, he felt hisanger
flare.



"It's because of my ... affliction that you've used no magic to keep him prisoner.”

Verlisgrowled again, straining againgt hisrestraints, his dark, terrible eyes boring into the constable.
Grimshaw smiled coldly, turning to admire the cell. The congtable gripped one of the unyidding metd
barsin his hands and tugged on it.

"Precautions were taken to assure that the prisoner would remain with us." Grimshaw |ooked back
to the boy. "Every possible contingency was considered. Even little boys with the ability to disrupt

megic."
Timothy sneered, glaring at him, and again studied the cage, committing to memory the angles of its

construction, the points where the metal was joined together. He could build a cage like thisif he was so
inclined, or perhaps even take this one apart.

"How long, Congtable Grimshaw?' he asked in al seriousness. "How long before you try to put me
in one of these cages?"

The constable placed a hand to the front of his black, gold-buttoned waistcoat and gasped
theatricaly. "Y oung Master Cade, you wound me. One would have to be agreat threat againgt the nation
of Sunderland to be imprisoned here. Are you suggesting that you pose such athrest?"

Timothy seethed, unable to remember atime when held ever felt as angry—or as helpless. He had
to leave this place before he said anything that could get him or hisfriendsinto trouble.

He reached through the barsinto the cage.
"Be careful, boy," Grimshaw warned.

Timothy paid him no mind, laying atender hand on the metal shesth that encased Verlisshands. This
time, the Wurm did not pull away.

"l haveto go now," he said softly. "But I'll come back to see you again very soon." Timothy |ooked
into his eyes, hoping to reinforce the message that he would do everything in his power to set hisfriend
free

With afina nod, the boy turned away from the cage and went to where L eander waited, surrounded
by guards. "I'd liketo go now," hetold the Grandmaster, and the mage obliged, placing acomforting arm
about the boy's shoulder and escorting him through the doorway and out of the room.

"It was a pleasure making your acquaintance,” he heard the constable say from the chamber behind
him. "1 hope we have another opportunity to chat again soon."

Timothy turned to stare back at him, even as the door swung closed.
"Y ou can count oniit."
Chapter Three

Timothy hed spent almost hisentire life on the Idand of Patience, where he only had to answer to
himsdf. Theideathat the Parliament could imprison Verlis, that they could effectively erase the promise
Timothy had made to him, was deeply horrifying. Never had he felt such frustration, such utter and
complete helplessness. When he had an enemy, like Nicodemus or the Nimib nswho had once
tried to kill him, it was easy to know how to fight back.



But how could hefight Parliament?

The underwater prison of Abaddon wasamarve, and Timothy's anaytical mind had wished to
linger, to examineit and figure out how it had been constructed. He had been so furious and so sad for
hisfriend that he had not been able to focus on such things. Even o, there were things he had noticed
about the place and logged away in the back of his mind.

Oneway or another, he was going to get Verlis out of there. The Parliament was smply wrong. The
Wurm'simprisonment was unjust. And since nobody wanted to trest Timothy like acitizen of the nation
of Sunderland, he didn't consider himsdf bound by itslaws or by the rulings of the Parliament of Mages.

On the other hand, hewas no fool. He knew that if he crossed the Parliament, there would be
nowherein thisworld that would be safe for him, and he might end up down in Abaddon himself.

Once they emerged from the ocean, Caigphas guided the carriage south, along the air currents that
would lead them to SkyHaven. When they camein sight of it, that magnificent fortress floating above the
ocean, Timothy shivered. Hismemories of the things that he had experienced there fill made hisskin
crawl. Thewraiths, the bloodshed, the deception of Nicodemus—he doubted there would ever come a
day when those things did not echo in the hdls of SkyHaven.

Now, though, the place was in Leander's hands. As Grandmaster of the Order of Alhazred, he had
inherited ajob he had never redly wanted. Leander wanted to go back to the University of Saint
Germain, to return to his students. Despite the work he had undertaken in secret, as an investigator
answering only to the Parliament, in his heart, Timothy knew the mage would dwaysthink of himself as
Professor Maddox, and never Grandmaster.

But Grandmaster he was. And commanding the order was ajob Timothy did not envy.

Atop his high seat, Caigphas guided the sky carriage over the floating fortress. Banners flew above
SkyHaven, and Timothy could see mages practicing their spellcraft on the groundsinsdethewals. The
ocean was adeep blue-green far below . . . and then he could seeit no longer, for Caigphas had flown
them in among the towers of the fortress.

The veiled navigation mage guided the craft to agentle landing in front of the main entrance of
SkyHaven. Even asit set down, Timothy glanced out the window and saw a thin man running toward
them, hisface pinched with astrange combination of urgency and superiority, asthough he hated having
to run out to the carriage like some servant. Which was, of course, precisaly what he was.

"Him?"' Timothy asked, unable to contain himsdf. ™Y ou kept him here?'

The door swung open for Leander, and he had begun to step out when he paused and glanced back
in a the boy. "Carlyleismy chief aide. He knows more about the inner workings of the order than
anyone. Hesbeen invauable"

"But .. ." Timothy scowled and shook his head.
Leander amiled. "That doesnot mean | like him."

The massive mage got out of the sky carriage, the wind immediately whipping a his hair and beard.
Timothy hesitated amoment before following.

"Good day, Grandmaster. Welcome home," Carlyle said. He bowed his head as he spoke, agesture
of respect that seemed empty to Timothy.



Carlylewore agreen robe, cinched tightly a hiswaist, the fabric of it hanging as neatly asif it had
been painted into place. Everything about him was precise. But when he glanced past Leander and
gpotted Timothy, his nogtrils flared and one eyebrow twitched in disapproval.

The feeling's mutual, Timothy thought, but he did not spesk the words. Right now, Congtable
Grimshaw worried him alot more than the annoying, arrogant Carlyle.

"What isit?' Leander asked.

Carlyle nodded. "Y ou have received a message from the Parliament. Y ou're ordered to appear
before them immediately, Grandmaster. There was no mention of the purpose of thisaudience.”

Leander thoughtfully stroked his beard. Timothy noticed that there was more than alittle satisfaction
in Carlylestone, asif he thought his new master might be in trouble, and the idea pleased him. Leander
seemed not to notice, or not to care.

"All right. Has Magter Fraxis arrived?’
Carlylefrowned. "He has. But the message—"

"Can wait for afew moments of common courtesy. Well go insde and explain why our meeting
must be delayed, and then you will offer him every comfort until 1 return.”

The aide seemed about to argue, but then he relented. " Of course.”
Leander turned to Timothy. Carlyle glared &t the boy, but Timothy ignored him.

"l wish | could let you fed what | fed,” Leander told him, hiseyes sad. "Thereisaspell for that very
thing, but of courseit will not work on you. I'll beinside for afew moments, and then | must go.”

"Because Parliament commands you," Timothy said, unable to hide the bitternessin hiswords.

Leander nodded gravely. "Yes. Yes, they do. Thisisthe way of the world, Timothy. Along with my
teaching, the order and the Parliament are the things I've built my life around. 1 wish you could understand
that. | am very sorry for what has happened to Verlis. | was not yet born when the Wurm were banished,
but you can be sure | would have stood against their trestment, just as your father did. | do not dways
agree with parliamentary decisions, but | must abide by them.”

Timothy only shook his head. Leander hesitated a moment, then turned and strode quickly toward
the entrance to SkyHaven. Carlyle sniffed and then followed his master ingde.

"Y ou're being quite hard on him, young one."

Frowning, Timothy glanced up at Caigphas. The navigation mage sat on his high seet, draped in the
blue robes of his station, sparks of magic till dancing around hisfingers. In moments, Leander would
return and they would be off again. It occurred to Timothy for the first time that though he had focused
his magic upon a particular skill, Caigphas must be very strong to be able to propd asky carriage dl day.

"He desarvesit," Timothy replied, watching the eyesthat showed through the mage's hood. "He
could have fought harder for Verlis"

Caigphas sghed wearily. Only his eyes could be seen above the vell that covered hisface, but those
eyeswere expressive enough. "Heisdoing his best, Timothy. Professor Maddox always does his best.
At present, heistornin many different directions. It ismore of aburden than you imagine, becoming



Grandmaster. Every mage in the order has been made to appear a SkyHaven in recent days, and to
submit to questioning. Even those as respected as Master Fraxis. Most of them have turned out to be
more loyal to the order than to Nicodemus. But | have heard the professor—pardon me, the
Grandmaster—speak of otherswhose eyes are dark with malice. Others who cannot be trusted.

"That isaprecious commodity of late. Trust. Grandmaster Maddox is attempting to serve the
Parliament, and the best interests of the order, aswell as his own heart when it comesto the university
and to hisfedlingsfor you. But you and | both know that it isimpossible to please everyone. Yet hetries,
Timothy. Trugt in that much, at least. He will do anything in his power to protect you, evenif it meanshis
own life. If nothing else, at least give him your trugt.”

Timothy gazed at the sparkling blue eyes of the navigation mage and felt ashamed of himsdlf. Guilt
welled up within him. Caigphas wasright. Leander was doing his best, of course. But the Situation was
far more complicated than Timothy waswilling to admit.

"l will," he whispered to Caigphas. "'l do."

The navigation mage nodded, but then his gaze shifted, and Timothy turned to see that Leander was
returning.

"Thank you. | needed to hear that," Timothy said.
Cagphas said nothing.

The young man hurried toward SkyHaven. He did not want to discuss Verliss stuation any further
at the moment, and Leander surely had other things on his mind, but Timothy stopped him and gavehim a
quick hug before continuing on to the entrance. Ivar, Edgar, and Sheridan would be waiting for him.

At the door he paused to see L eander watching him, surprised by the embrace he had received.
Timothy smiled and waved to him.

L eander waved back, a curious expression on hisface, but he had pressing business and so he
hurried to the sky carriage. A moment later blue magic spilled from Caigphass fingers, and the craft lifted
up off the ground and whisked away across the sky.

What now?

This question echoed through Leander's mind over and over as Caigphas guided the sky carriage
high above the city of Arcanum. Normally he was soothed by such ajourney. The elegant spires of the
city'stowers were breathtaking, their pale reds and gleaming turquoi ses cregting a sort of elementa color
scheme, earth and fire and ocean. But there had been so much politica dtrifein the aftermath of the
revelation of Nicodemus's crimesthat he never seemed able to relax anymore.

It wasn't only the politics and this new summons from the Pearliament that worried him. Timothy was
on hismind aswell. The young man meant well—he always did—but he had to learn how to fight
injustice from within the system. No one boy, no matter how specid he might be, could take on the entire
Parliament of Mages. Even Argus Cade, who had earned the respect of all mages, had not been ableto
sway the Parliament's hatred of the Wurm, only to convince them that banishment was amore civil
punishment, and that continued, unnecessary warfare was just as barbaric as the sort of actsthey so often
accused the Wurm of . Leander was only seventy-six, barely middle-aged for amage, but he wished he
had been adiveto see Argus Cadein his prime, arguing before Parliament. Argus had mastered the art of
working within the system to improveit. His son, however, knew no such nuancesin theworld, only right
and wrong.



Leander Sghed. He and Timothy were going to have to have along talk when he returned from this
meeting. There was more than one way to fight.

The sky carriage banked to the |eft, and through the window Leander could see the Parliament
complex ahead, asprawl of buildings at the very heart of the city. There were stone Structures, traditional
Arcanum spires, and vast, cavernous hals. At the center of it al wasthe Xerxis, the oldest surviving
gructurein al of Sunderland. Once it had been the paace of Xerxes, one of the greatest of the legendary
Wizards of Old. Now it housed the grand meeting chamber of the Parliament of Mages. Y et the Xerxis
was only the core of the complex, which had been built up around it over the ages and now spanned
three entire blocks, filled with libraries, residences, offices, and restaurants. Its grestness was
appropriate, for it was the center of guild relations, commerce, and politics for the entire world.

Long ago the world had been comprised of countries whose fierce national pride put them at war
with one another. But over time the guilds had grown more and more powerful, each with members
scattered around the world. Mages were no longer divided by nationdity, but by guild membership. Now
national boundaries had al but disappeared. Arcanum might be the capitd city of the nation of
Sunderland, but such geographica definitions meant little these days.

The Parliament ruled the guilds, and the headquarters of Parliament wasin Arcanum. In avery red
sense, that made Arcanum the capita city of the world.

Arcanum was alarge, busy city—the lights and spires of itstowers stretched as far asthe eye could
see from Leander's current position. Sky carriagesfilled theair, but the air traffic was much worse
around the Parliament complex. It took Caigphas saveral minutes of avoiding collisonswith reckless
navigation mages before he was findly able to guide them toward the entrance to the Xerxis.

Leander stepped out of the carriage and glanced up at the Xerxis. The four corners of the tower
were formed by stone beams that began to curve hafway up, twisting in upon themsalves so thet the
tower grew narrower and narrower, ending in asolid, rounded stone cap far, far above the ground. It
aways gave him perspective, staring up at that structure. The Xerxis had been there thousands of years
before hewas born, and it would likely remain thousands of years after, and it represented to him the
very best that magic could accomplish, the best that could be found in the hearts of mages. For the
legends of the wisdom and leadership of Xerxeswere an exampleto them all.

It was an honor for him every time he set foot insde. Even today, with al the stressweighing upon
him, he took a moment to acknowledge that honor. He paused, then turned to ook to Caigphas, up on
the high seet of the carriage.

"I've no ideahow long thiswill be. Be at ease. Find refreshment. | will summon you when | am
ready to depart,” Leander said.

"Certainly, Master Maddox," the navigation mage replied.
Then the sky carriage was diding away into the air.

Thetal doors of the Xerxis opened for Leander as he gpproached. Sentries eyed him warily, in case
any of the defensive wards and spellsthat protected the Xerxis should identify him asan intruder or an
impostor. At theinterior doors heidentified himsdlf to the final sentry, though the woman knew him on
sght. She touched two fingersto her forehead, then to her chest, and executed a courteous half bow.

"Grandmaster Maddox. Kind thoughts on thisday," the sentry said.

Leander smiled and repeated the woman's gesture. Thiswas atraditiona greeting dating back, or so



it was said, to the days of Xerxes himself.
"Onthisand dl days" hesad, it being the traditiona reply.

She stood aside and let him pass, and Leander hurried down along corridor. He passed severd
aldes as he rushed toward the massive parliamentary chamber, and noticed two men whisper to each
other when they saw him. A frown creased hisforehead. Gossip did not bode well, and now his curiosity
about the nature of this urgent summonstook on an ominous bent.

There were four sentries a the ornate double doors of the chamber, two on either side. They
opened the door as he approached, and the corridor was suddenly flooded with the noise of dozens of
voices speaking at once—the buzz of conversation on the chamber floor.

"Professor Maddox," one of the sentries said in greeting as he passed.

Leander was aready indde the chamber when it struck him. Professor. The sentry had cdled him
Professor, rather than Grandmaster.

The circular chamber was vast, with twenty rows of seats ringed about a bare floor where anyone
wishing to speak would stand to address the Parliament. The room was the heart of the Xerxis, and its
wallswent al the way up to the gpex of the tower itsalf. There were no openings on the lower walls, no
windows save for one, at the very tip of the tower, where asingle broad pane of spell-glassalowed a
view of the ky. Unlessit was midday, however, daylight did not reach down onto the floor of the
parliamentary chamber, and so ghodtfire lanternsflickered from wall sconces and from posis at the end of
eechade.

At the moment the only mage on the speaker's floor was Alethea Borgia, a silver-haired woman of
advanced age who was both Grandmaster of the Order of Tantrus and the Voice of Parliament. Asthe
Voice, it was her place to conduct al of the parliamentary meetings, to make certain procedures were
followed, and to oversee the various committees established. Shewas, for al intents and purposes, the
most powerful mage on Terra

When Leander entered the chamber, dl conversation instantly ceased. All eyeswere upon him.

Alethea had been afriend to Argus Cade. There had been some who had suggested that the
two—who had known each other before many members of Parliament had been born— were more than
friends. But Aletheasfirst loyaty would dways be to Parliament.

"Grandmaster Maddox," the Voice said. "Thank you for coming so quickly. Thereisan urgent
matter that must be. . ."

She continued spesking, but though he held her in very high regard, Leander was no longer listening
to her. Hiseyes had gone, only naturdly, to hisown sest in Parliament, the first row on the second aide
to the left of the entrance. As he was standing, his seat ought to have been empty.

It was not.

In the place that had for over acentury belonged to each successive grandmaster of the Order of
Alhazred, there was abeautiful girl, only afew years older than Timothy. Her long hair was arich red and
it gleamed in the ghodtfire light, giving her an dmost etheredl aspect. She wore robes of gold. Stitched in
emerad green on the front of her robe was the deeping dragon, the symbol of the Order of Alhazred.

AletheaBorgia had at |ast noticed that he was not paying any attention to her. She cleared her
throat. "Grandmaster Maddox."



The red-haired girl crossed her arms and shot awithering glance at the Voice. "I do wish you
wouldn't cal him that."

"You will bedlent for the moment," Aletheaingructed her. "'l havethefloor."

Leander stared a the girl, then at the Voice. "What isthe meaning of this, Alethea?' he asked,
breaking protocol by using the familiarity of her first name.

The girl leaned forward, studying them both, and her fiery hair spilled across her features, hiding her
eyesfromhim.

"Professor Maddox," Aletheareplied. ™Y our appointment as Grandmaster of the Order of Alhazred
has been challenged by the granddaughter of the previous Grandmaster, who clamsthe right of
ascendancy.”

"Granddaughter?' Leander repeated, mystified. He stared at the girl, even asthe V oice continued.
"Y es. His granddaughter indeed. Leander Maddox, may | introduce you to Cassandra Nicodemus.”

Timothy had aworkshop in the lower levels of SkyHaven. There, just offshore from Arcanum, it
wasfar eeser for himto get materiadsfor hisinventionsthan it was on the Idand of Petience. Yet inthe
time he had spent back on the idand, he had redlized he still preferred that isolated workshop to thisone.
Leander might be able to remove dl of the bad eements from the Order of Alhazred, but Timothy would
never be able to diminate the bad memories from histime as aguest here, when Nicodemuswas till in
charge.

He hoped there would come atime when things quieted down enough so that he could move back
into hisfather's house—into his house. But for now he knew he and hisfriends were safer at SkyHaven.
Or, a least, most of them were. It seemed Verliswasn't safe anywhere in the world of mages.

"l should be doing something!" he snapped as he paced through the workshop. Ivar, Sheridan, and
Edgar were there, and he was glad to have hisfriends about. Leander had arranged for Caigphasto go
to Timothy's father's house and use the door to Patience, to retrieve them and bring them here. If the boy
wasn't going back to the idand anytime soon, he wanted hisfriends with him.

"Caw! What can you do?' Edgar asked. The rook perched on one of Timothy's worktables, head
tilted to one Sde, regarding him with black eyes. "Parliament has made itsruling. Y our father used to say
Parliament was created so that there would be one place in the world where mages fought with words,
not magic. It'scivilized.”

Timothy spun and glared a him. "Civilized? They've locked Verlisin a prison underwater, just
because hel's different from them! Isthat civilized?'

Thebird ruffled hisfeathers, but said nothing.

A hiss of sseam came from the valve on Sheridan's head, and the mechanica man took several steps
forward. He had been working on anew gadget for the arsena that was stored inside his metal torso, an
extendable arm that, when deployed, would give off afriction shock. Now hiseyes glowed apaered as
he gazed a& Timothy.

"No. Itisnot civilized. But it isnot entirely unexpected. Y our father used to bring booksto Patience.
There were history books among them. We both read them, Timothy. Mages have dways defined living
creatures by their differences, and conflict has often resulted.”



Timothy sighed. "I know. But that doesn't makeit right." He strode across the room to the large
window and stood looking down at the churning ocean beneath. The sun shone brightly upon the waves.
It was abeautiful day, but the plight of hisfriend left him unable to enjoy it.

He heard the ruffle of feathers and then the flap of wings, and Edgar settled down on the windowsl|
beside him. "Not right. Of courseit's not right. But until the Parliament understandsthet ..."

Therook did not finish histhought.
Timothy shook his head.
"And what if they never understand?’

The boy glanced up. He had just thought this very thing, but the words had not comefrom him. Ina
shadowed corner of the workshop, Ivar sat in acrouch, whittling a piece of wood into agartlingly
redigtic image of Verlis, wingsand dl. Timothy had nearly forgotten that the warrior wasthere, for Ivar
had used his ability to ater the hue of his skin to blend into the shadows.

Thewarrior'sfacewas grim. "Verlisisaprisoner because of what heis. Sheridan is correct about
history. Mages have no love for the Asura. They exterminated my tribe before they attempted to do the
same with the Wurm. If they do thisto Verlis, can the day be far avay when they will comefor me, as
wdl?'

Timothy stared at him. His heart ached with the sadnessin Ivar's voice, and hisface burned with
anger a theinjudticeof it all.

"That'sit!" he snapped. "That isit! I'm going to tell Leander to ask the Parliament if—no. No, no.
I'm going to tdl him that—as afriend of Verlis—that | demand the right to defend him, that | demand an
audience. My father did it, and I'll do the same. One way or another, they're going to let him go, and let
me get him back to hisownworld.”

Chapter Four

Timothy stood before the mirror in his bedroom gazing at his reflection. He tugged on the bottom of
the fancy dinner jacket and stepped back to scrutinize his attire. The high-collared shirt was tight against
his neck, and he pushed afinger between the starched materid and histhroat, trying to loosen it. He
briefly regretted his decison to dressformaly for dinner with Leander, but tonight he wanted to express
how serious he was about taking Verliss plight to Parliament, and Timothy felt that these uncomfortable
clotheswould lend credenceto hisviews.

He had never bothered to wear any of the myriad outfits Nicodemus had provided him upon his
arriva at SkyHaven, choosing instead to wear the more practical and more comfortable clothes he had
brought from Petience. Tonight was a different story, however. Timothy had to prove to Leander
Maddox how important thiswasto him.

A knock on the door interrupted the boy's thoughts. "Comein," he caled out, tugging on the deeves
of hisrich brown jacket, catching the reflections of hisfriends as they entered through the door behind
him.

"Caw! Caw! Look at you," Edgar said from his perch atop Sheridan's head.

"What do you think?" Timothy asked nervoudy, looking down at the heavy black trousers and
ankle-high boots. "Do you think Leander will take me serioudy?"



A short burst of steam hissed from the valve on the side of Sheridan's head. "I think you look very
serious,”" the mechanica man said politely. "Asamatter of fact, I'm not certain | have ever seen anybody
look more serious. What do you think, Edgar?"

Therook ruffled his feathers, looking the boy over once again. "If Leander can't see how serious
you are, heian't redly looking."

Timothy caught movement out of the corner of hiseye, adigtortion in the air, moving acrossthe
room. "Hey, Ivar," he caled. "What do you think?"

Thewarrior appeared asif by magic, hisskin turning its natura pale coloring as heleaned againgt the
windowslll. "I think you are wearing too much," he said with ascowl. He circled around Timothy,
reaching out to fed the fabric of the clothing. "How isit even possible to breathe—never mind do battle?"

"But thisisthe way people dress here—when they want to impress someone—and | don't think I'll
be fighting with anybody tonight. At least, | hope not.”

Ivar shook his head sadly. "I mean no disrespect, Timothy Cade, but | am not impressed.”

Timothy chuckled, checking hisimage one moretime in the mirror before making hisway toward the
door. "And no disrespect to you, ether, but the only person | have to impresstonight is Leander. Wish
meluck," he said to them as he went out the door with awave.

The Grandmagter's dining room was in the west wing of the floating citadd . Timothy made hisway
through the winding corridors of SkyHaven and only took the wrong turn twice before he managed to
reach the room. He took a deep bresath, letting it out dowly to cam himsdlf. The doors had been left
open, and he gtrolled in, hoping he exuded an air of maturity, of seriousness. Leander was seated at his
usud place at the head of the table, his back to the door, but there were other people around the table as
well. When he saw the red-haired girl at the table, he froze and his eyes went wide.

She was the same mysterious girl who had aided him on the day he and his friends had attacked
SkyHaven to stop Nicodemus. She had pointed out an entrance that had led him swiftly to the evil
Grandmeagter. And then she had, seemingly, disappeared. Y et here she was, sitting down for dinner.

"It'syoul" he said, far louder than he had intended.

"Ah, Timothy," Leander said, rising from his chair and turning to face him. He looked the boy up and
down and amiled, obvioudy taking note of hisattire, then placed afriendly arm around his shoulder. "As
you can see, we have some specia guests tonight, and I'm pleased that you dressed appropriately.”

"Leander, it'sher,” Timothy said in a shocked whisper, looking from hisfriend to the mysterious girl
gtting acrossthe table. " Shel'sthe one | wastdling you about. She wasn't afigment of my imagination at
al”

The mage arched an eyebrow. "No, sheisvery red indeed. Allow meto introduce to you
Cassandra Nicodemus and her aides, Nadda and Cyhil," he said as he extended his arm toward the
young woman and the others a the table.

The aides bowed their heads politely, but the girl did not. Cassandra Nicodemus stared at him, her
emerdd eyesholding Timothy's, asif daring him to look away fird.

"Cassandra,”" he found himself repeating as he swam in the intensity of her stare. "Nicodemus?' He
broke the gaze and |ooked up &t his mentor.



Leander nodded hislarge, shaggy head. " She isthe granddaughter of the former master of our
quild."

"And you must be the renowned Timothy Cade," Cassandrasaid. "The un-magician, asthey cal
you."

Timothy looked back at the girl, suddenly saf-conscious, her scrutiny making him fedl asthough heldd
been placed benesth a magnifying lens. The uncomfortable clothing made his skin begin to prickleand
itch.

"l—I never knew—~Nicodemus—"Timothy sammered, suddenly finding it difficult to stand till.

"That the former Grandmaster had afamily?' Cassandrainterrupted. "1 arrived at SkyHaven two
weeks before you. My parentswerekilled in an accident with their sky carriage, and my grandfather
thought it best for me to be brought here to recover.”

Though her words were plain enough, Timothy sensed pain benesth them, akind of hurt immediately
recognizable to one who shared asmilar loss. "I'm sorry,” he said, attempting to let her know that he
understood, that she was not alonein her sadness.

For amoment he sensed a connection between them, amutual understanding, but then it was gone,
and sherecoiled from hiswords asif dapped.

"And what on Terracould you be sorry for?' she asked, afrown marring her pretty festures.

"|—I recently lost my father," he began, fedling even morefoolish. "It'sjust that | know how it feds
to lose somebody close.”

"My grief isvery persond, Timothy Cade," Cassandra stated coldly, precisdy adjusting the place
setting before her. "'l do not wish to discussit with strangers.™

The tension in the room was almost palpable, and Cassandra's two female aides |ooked supremely
uncomfortable.

Timothy frowned. "'l didn't mean to—"

Alwaysthe diplomat, Leander stepped in. "Of course you didn't." He directed the boy to achair on
the opposite end of the table and gestured for him to Sit. "I am certain that our guest took no offense. But
perhaps we ought to turn the conversation to less intimate matters.”

Timothy sat as Leander returned to his own sest.

"Now that the introductions are out of the way, we shal enjoy anice dinner, hmm?' Leander asked,
awarm smile on hisface. The mage raised his hand, tracing asymbol of magic intheair, and the gentle
pedl of atiny bell was heard. Within moments, the room wasfilled with waiters bringing their meds.

For awhile they atein Sllence. Timothy was anxiousto discuss Verliss predicament, but he knew
thiswas not the time. Instead he focused on the magnificent food on his plate. The razorboar meat was
ddicious, and he wasn't sure held ever had vegetables prepared quite astastily asthese. The chefs of
SkyHaven have outdone themsel ves tonight, he thought, cutting another dice of the tender mesat and
popping it into hismouith.

"How doesit fed?' someone suddenly asked, and Timothy looked up from his plate to see
Cassandragtaring at him.



"Excuse me?" he asked, dabbing at his mouth with acloth ngpkin, swallowing thelast of hisbite.

The girl studied him closdly. Her aides seemed uncomfortable again. "How doesit fed to be not
connected to the magic around you?'

Timothy thought for amoment. "It redly doesn't fed like anything to me," he said with ashrug.

Cassandra picked up her crystal water goblet and sipped daintily. Her eyes were wide and curious
and alittle sad. "It must be very londly, to bethe only onelike you.”

Therewas pity in the girl's voice, and Timothy smarted from it. But she had known magic as part of
her life since birth, and he had known no such thing. It was like fegling sorry for the mudtoad because it
was unable to fly above the clouds.

"I'm not lonely at dl, really,” hetold her. "When | was on Patience, | had my friends Ivar and
Sheridan to keep me company, and now that I'm here'—Timothy looked to Leander and smiled—"and
now that I'm here, | have even more.”

The mage returned Timothy's smile affectionately, and suddenly the boy fdt that thiswasthe
opportunity he had been waiting for.

"But one of my friends has been taken from me," he said, watching the expression on Leander'sface
turn to one of disapproval.

"Timothy, please," he said, not without alittle exasperation. "I'vetold you, | have doneadl | can.”
"Thenit'strue?' Cassandra asked, eyes wide and excited. "Y ou actudly befriended a Wurm?

"Yes" Timothy answered. "Verlisismy friend, and they've put him in prison without any reason.
He'sdone nothing. It'sunfair. Unjust.”

Cassandra's aides gasped, gazing at each other nervoudly.

"Wurm are the enemy of al humankind," Cassandra stated. "Everyone knowsthat. It wasonly a
matter of time before your supposed friend betrayed you. They'relike that, you know."

Timothy's anger flared. "What do you know about my friend?" he demanded. Cassandra brought a
delicate hand to her chest in shock. "Have you ever even met aWurm, let one talked to one?"

Cassandralooked away indignantly. "Wurm are nothing more than mongters. My grandfather taught
me that—"

"Y our grandfather was more of amonster than Verlis could ever hopeto be."

"Timothy!" Leander sngpped, rising to hisfull height at the head of thetable. "1 will not alow you to
be rude to our guest. Apologize at oncel”

The boy rose aswell, throwing his napkin down onto the tabletop. "I don't think so. Theworld
knows what Nicodemus did. It's no secret. | meant no disrespect, but | can't stand the way the people of
thisworld talk about Verlisand his clan. Heis no more amonster than | an—and yes, | am aware that
some seemelike that.”

Save for Leander, no one would meet his gaze.

"l want to speak to them, Leander," Timothy continued. "I think | can convince Parliament to set



Velisfree"

" You want to speak to Parliament?' Cassandra asked, aghast. "If | were Grandmaster | would
dlow no such thing."

"if you were Grandmeagter, but you're not,” Timothy snarled.

"Not yet," sheretorted, placing her hands atop the table on either side of her plate. "But that'sonly a
metter of time."

Leander sighed and dowly nodded.
"What is shetaking about?' Tim asked in confusion. "Y ou're the Grandmaster. How could she—"

"Cassandraisthe heir of the former Grandmaster,”" the mage explained. "By right of ascendancy, she
has the authority to remove me and assume thetitle of Grandmaster of the Order of Alhazred.”

Cassandrashook her head. "I'm not yet ready for such a daunting position, but possibly, in the near
future

Timothy was growing frustrated. "Well, she's not Grandmaster yet, Leander. Please, let metak to
Parliament. I'm surethat if | could get themtolisten . .."

Leander sighed heavily, shaking his head from sdeto sde. "'l don't think that would be wise right

now.
"Whatever you asked of them, they would deny you," Cassandraadded curtly.
"She'sright. Now is not the time for you to be talking to Parliament.”

"l understand your doubts, and why you hesitate,” Timothy said dowly, quietly, attempting to remain
cam. "But | cant let that get in the way of what | know isright." He had made up hismind, and nothing
was going to changeit. "My father was Argus Cade. In hisname, | demand an audience. Out of respect
for him, if nothing ese, | know they'll comply. I've done my research. | know the customs. Please inform
Parliament that | am coming to spesk with them tomorrow,” he said with findity.

Leander was speechless as Cassandra lowered her eyesto her plate.

"Now if you'll excuse me, I'm not fedling very well and would liketo go to bed.” With those words
Timothy took hisleave of them, their disapproving stares boring into his back as he walked from the
room.

Sheridan's visua sensors activated with afaint click, and the mechanical man looked about the
darkened bedroom.

He wasn't sure what it was that prompted him to awaken before his designated time, but he knew it
had something to do with hisfriend and creator, Timothy Cade. Sheridan's head dowly swiveled, taking
in every detall of the room. Thelarge bed, where he had last seen the boy deeping, was empty, and
Timothy was nowhere to be found.

The boy had returned from his dinner with Grandmaster Maddox quite furious. When pressed by
Edgar, Timothy had begun to rant about Leander Maddox and the mystery girl with thered hair, who, it
seemed, was actudly the granddaughter of Nicodemus.

He had gone to his bedroom, frusirated, and removed hisfancy clothes, tossing them into arumpled



heap in the corner. Sheridan had followed, hoping the boy would confide in him once they were done,
but instead he had crawled into the bed and buried himsdlf degp benegath the covers. The mechanical man
had decided to remain functioning in case Timothy decided to talk, but as the evening wore on, and the
boy didn't move, Sheridan had shut himself down. He hoped that agood night's deep would give his
young friend afresh perspective, and that he would be able to share hisfedingsin the morning.

Sheridan moved away from his position against thewall, heavy metd feet clomping acrossthe
hardwood floor as he made hisway to the bedroom door. Carefully he opened it and peeked into the
living room.

"Timothy?' he whispered. "Are you here?' There was no answer, but Sheridan thought he knew
where the boy might be.

Heleft the suite, striding down the nighttime corridors as quietly as he could. Sheridan reached the
workshop in the lower level of the floating estate and saw that the heavy wooden door was gar. His
suspicions confirmed, he pushed open the door.

"Timothy?" he caled quietly.
"Over here"

Sheridan followed the sound to a corner of the cramped room, where the boy sat at the desk he had
recently constructed, illuminated by alantern that contained asingle bright flame of hungry fire.

The boy placed afinger to hislips, cautioning him to be quiet. Sheridan rotated his head completely
around to see adeeping Edgar perched atop the autogyro flying machine, and Ivar curled upon a
blanket beneath the large, shuttered windows.

"| reactivated early and found that you were not in your bed,” the mechanica man whispered. A
short burst of steam hissed from the vave on the side of hisheed. "1 was concerned. Are you well?'

"I'mfine" Timothy replied, setting his pencil down atop the many pages of notes and drawings he
had done since leaving his bed. "Thanks for your concern—especidly after | behaved so badly tonight.”

"That'squitedl right," Sheridan said, dismissing the boy's behavior asirrdevant. "I've got quite the
thick skin, you know." He thumped on his rounded chest with ametd fist for effect.

Timothy smiled, and it made the mechanical man fedl good to seethat his creator had at least
partialy escaped the dour mood that had weighed upon him earlier.

"I woke up and couldn't go back to deep, my thoughts were racing so fast," Timothy explained,
picking up his pencil again. "1 figured thiswas the best placeto go."

"It isquiteinspiring, isn't it," the mechanica man said, placing his hands on hisrounded hips and
looking around at the fully functioning workshop. It had only been afew months ago that this had been an
empty storage room, but now it was a place where Timothy Cade's crestive skills could run wild.

"| decided | should have a backup plan, just in case Parliament doesn't listen to me.”

"| don't like the sound of that," Sheridan said cautioudly. "Please tell me that you won't do anything
that will get you into too much trouble.”

Timothy chuckled, starting anew drawing on afresh sheet of paper. "Don't worry about me,
Sheridan. I'm aways careful.”



Something tickled the cogs and springs of Sheridan's mechanized brain, telling him otherwise, and he
immediately began to worry about the safety of hisbest friend.

"Will you be returning to bed soon?" he asked, watching as the boy continued to draw, fabulous
ideas spilling from his brain to the paper.

"l want to finish thisdesign first,” Timothy said, not looking up. "Why don't you go back to the room
and wait for methere. | should be dong shortly."

"Very well," the mechanica man sad, leaving the boy to hisdesigns, knowing that it would be quite
sometime before his young master again sought the comfort of deep.

Timothy sat nervoudy in atiny roomin the Xerxis, awaiting his summons from the Parliament of
Mages.

The morning had come, seemingly with the snap of afinger. The sun had barely risen when he was
awakened, still sested at the desk in hisworkshop, startled to discover that he had never found hisway
back to his bedroom.

"Parliament will hear you this morning &t the ninth hour,” Leander had said firmly, barely making eye
contact. "'l suggest you put on some clothes and fortify yourself with ahearty breskfast.” And with those
words, he had turned and left the workshop.

Timothy had been stunned by the coldness of hisfriend, but understood that Leander was still upset
with his defiance. His chair creaked loudly under him, disturbing the fragile slence of the waiting room as
he crossed hislegs, musing upon hismorning.

He had done as the mage suggested, and as he had dressed he considered another fancy outfit from
his crowded closet, but decided against it. He wanted there to be nothing artificial about his appearance,
eager for the various guild masters who comprised the Parliament of Magesto see him for what he
actualy was, not for what they believed him to be.

After hurrying through his breakfast, he had found Caigphas and Leander waiting for him a the main
entrance to SkyHaven, and they were off. The ride to his gppointment had been spent in an
uncomfortable silence, and he had briefly considered gpologizing to hisfriend, but hisfather had taught
him to stand firmin hisbeliefs, and he believed that what he was doing was right. Someone had to speak
up for Verlis, despite what the mgority believed, and it had to be him. Therewasno onedse.

From the air the Parliament complex was even more incredible than in the pictographs he had seen
in his books, and Timothy had found himself nearly breathless as the sky carriage descended through the
early morning traffic toward the sprawl of buildings &t the center of Arcanum.

He had stood staring in awe at the grandeur that was the Xerxis until Leander hurried him aong,
desperate to be on time. They entered the building through tall doors held open by two armored sentries.

Since the buildings defensive wards and spells would not work on him, Leander was required to
vouch for the boy's identity. Once that was done, he was ushered into the tiny room with the single chair
where he now impatiently awaited Parliament's summons.

Timothy wasn't sure how long he had been kept waiting—it felt like days. He stood and began to
pace around the tiny room, trying to imagine what his audience with the ruling body of mageswould be
like, and how he would handle them. His thoughts drifted toward the plans he had devised the previous
night in case Parliament denied Verlis his freedom, but he pushed them quickly away. They were



imaginings for another, more desperate time.

A door opposite the entrance to the tiny room opened silently, and a sentry dressed even more
elaborately than those guarding the Xerxisfilled the doorway.

"Parliament summonsyou," he said in abooming voice, and stepped back to alow the boy to pass.

Hestantly Timothy walked through the doorway into the meeting chamber of the Parliament of
Mages. Thisisit, hethought, each step feding heavier than the last. The sentry directed the boy to a
circular daisin the center of the high-ceilinged room, where he stood, turning his attention to those
gathered around him. Twenty rows encircled him, each of the one hundred and sixty-nine seats occupied.
Hisfather had taught him that in the days of old, only thirteen guilds had made up the Parliament. But as
the years passed, other guilds had formed, and now there were thirteen times that origina number. Today
the Grandmaster of every guild was present, and Tim could fed their scrutinizing eyes upon him.

It was eexily quiet within the chamber, the silence dmost desfening, but an anticipatory buzz
suddenly arose, spreading through the vast chamber as another door opened and atall, older woman
with silver hair, dressed in robes the color of dawn, walked toward him. She moved as though she was
gliding across the floor, holding a staff that appeared to be carved from a gigantic piece of bone. In his
nervousness, Tim tried to think of the anima from which abone so large could have come.

The silver-haired woman stopped before him and struck the base of her bone staff three times on
the floor—asignd, Tim guessed, that his audience was about to commence.

"l am the Voice of the Parliament of Mages," she said, her words echoing throughout the auditorium.
"Whoisit that has requested we gather thismorn?”

Timothy hesitated, not sure of the protocol, not knowing if he should answer the question.

"1 have caled for this gathering,”" said avoice that he recognized, and he turned to see Leander
Maddox gtriding toward him, dressed in hisemerad finery "I, Leander Maddox, interim Grandmaster of
the Order of Alhazred, have asked you here this glorious morning.”

TheVoice again stamped her staff upon the floor. "The Parliament recognizes Leander Maddox,"
she cried out, looking about the room. "Tell uswhy you have asked us here, Grandmagter.”

Timothy scanned the crowd before him, his eyesfinding familiar faces, representatives of some of
the more powerful guilds. He saw therat-faced Lord Foxheart, Grandmaster of the Malleus Guild, and
the enchanting Mistress Belladonna of the Order of Strychnos. Timothy shuddered in fear as his gaze fell
upon the fearsome, armored visage of Lord Romulus of the Legion Nocturne, his eyes seemingly burning
red from within the confines of hishorned hemet.

"The son of the late Argus Cade has requested the opportunity to address this assembly,” Leander
boomed, looking about the chamber.

"And do you vouch for this stranger to our gethering place?'

Leander bowed deeply toward the woman who wasthe Voice. "I do," he proclaimed as he
graightened. "And | shdl be hisadvocate, if it isso alowed.”

Timothy glanced at Leander, asmile of thanks gracing his tense features. Maybe the burly mage
wasn't as mad as he thought, or maybe hewas and it just didn't matter. Leander caught his eye, dragging
ahand down over his shaggy beard, and then the mage quickly looked away asthe V oice again began to

speak.



"The Parliament recognizes your role as advocate, Grandmaster Maddox. Now it istimefor this
convocation to begin." The woman lifted her staff and turned dowly in acircle, showing al present the
symbol of her authority. "What isthe name of the one who wishes this audience?’

Timothy was about to speak when his advocate did it for him.

"Hisnameis Timothy Cade," Leander proclaimed. "And | beg of you, brothers and ssters, keep an
open mind asyou ligento hisplea.”

A flash of something scarlet and gold caught Timothy's eye, and he noticed the stiff and proper form
of Cassandra Nicodemus seated in the gallery, her red hair in alarge knot atop her delicate head,
adorned with golden ornamentation. He wasn't quite sure how to fedl about the girl. On one hand, he
found her superior attitude extremely obnoxious, but at the same time, he suspected that her behavior
might be hiding something far more vulnerable.

But those were musings for another time, he knew, asthe Voice pointed her ivory staff at him and
directed his attention to those seated around him.

"Timothy Cade," she pronounced. "'l giveto you the ears of this Parliament of Mages.”

Timothy froze. The gazes of dl those gathered pummeled him like arain of hal, but then he
remembered why he had come, and for whose freedom he was about to petition.

Verlis.

"Grandmagters,” he began, hisvoice trembling softly. "Kind thoughts to you on thismorning.”
Looking out over the crowd, he touched two fingersto his forehead, his chest, and then he bowed, the
traditiona greeting of mages.

"Onthisand al mornings,” the gathered guilds responded as one powerful voice.

Hefdt his courage bolstered by the courteous greeting and continued with his address. " Thank you
for granting methisaudience." Hefdt his voice growing stronger, more powerful. "l have cometo you
with an important request, onethat | hope you will give your complete consideration after hearing my
plea”

"What do you ask of the Parliament?' asked the VVoice.

"| ask that you release the Wurm, Verlis, and grant me permission to travel with him through the
dimensiond barrier back to hishome world.”

The Voice's eyes grew wide as she turned her attention to the mages seated around them. "1 will
allow response to thisboy's request.”

"Thechildismad," said an ederly figure from the top row. He was clad in a hooded robe that
twinkled like the starsin the night sky. "I have been Grandmaster of the Order of the Winter Star for one
hundred and twenty-three years. Though only ahandful of you were also members of Parliament then,
there are others among us who were dive in those dark days when the threst of the Wurm wasredl,
when villages burned from their fire and children were stolen by night. When Alhazred's voice thundered
in this very chamber, exhorting usto defend ourselves, | wasthefirst to second his motion.

"| say this so that those of you who do not remember will know that these are not myths, but
memories. Y ou see ayoung boy before you, son of the wise but soft-hearted Argus Cade, and despite
what heis, this abominable non-magica thing, you might be tempted to look kindly upon him. Heishis



father's son, after al. But push aside al such thoughts. The world wasrid of the monstersfor areason.
To dlow adoorway to be opened from thisworld to theirswould certainly invite disaster upon us."

Timothy looked to the Voice, eager to respond, but not sureif he needed permission. "May |
answer?' he asked politdly.

The Voice nodded. "Proceed.”

"I have lived only thirteen years and most of that time in another place, not even of thisworld. But |
have learned the higtory. If the Wurm were athreat in those times, might it not have been because they
felt threstened, because they werein danger?"

An angry muttering came from severa spots around the room, but Timothy went on. "Never mind
that. Y ou can't blame an entire race for the crimes of afew. Verlis cameto our world not to menace us,
but to seek the aid of my father, who, unbeknownst to him, had passed on." Timothy felt apainful lump
of emotion formin histhroat. "I did what | felt my father would have done, and | agreed to help the
Wurm and his people.”

A figure seated not far from Cassandrajumped up from her sedt. "Y ou're lucky to be dive, son of
Argus Cade!" she shrieked. "The Wurm would just as soon burn you to ash aslook at you!

They are mongters of the worst kind. Retract your request and leave the abomination to rot at the
bottom of the sea”

Thistime he didn't ask for permission to rebuke the hurtful words. "Verlisisnot amonster! Heisa
thinking, feding cregture from arace of thinking, feding creatures. Are there bad among them? Wurm
who could wish to do us harm? I'm sure there are. But remember thereis evil among us, aswell, or have
you forgotten Grandmaster Nicodemus.”

A collective gasp escaped the gathering a the mention of that name, and Timothy could not help but
look in Cassandras direction. The girl hung her head in shame. He didn't mean to hurt her, but he had to
make his point.

"Velisand hisclan arenot evil," Timothy continued. "A civil war has broken out in Draconae. They
are being oppressed by their own kind and are in danger, and they have asked for our help—my help. |
beg you to dlow meto do this."

"l say welet him go," said abooming voice like the rumble of thunder, and Timothy saw the
foreboding shape of Lord Romulusriseto hisfeet, causing those seated around him to cringein fear. "l
say we let the boy go and close the doorway permanently behind him!™

A scattering of cheersand claps erupted from around the chamber, and Timothy felt his heart sink.
They weren't listening to him, their fear and ignorance not allowing them to think beyond their petty
prejudices. He hung his head, asthe weight of his sorrow sat heavy upon his shoulders.

"Please, show some respect,” said a powerful voice, and Timothy realized that Leander now stood
beside him. "Y ou may not agree with hisrequest, but at least show him the same courtesy thet heis
showing you."

Migtress Belladonnawas the next to rise, seeming to grow up from her seet like one of the beautiful
and unique flowering plants that the Order of Strychnoswas known for. "As his advocate, how do you
feel about the boy's apped, Grandmaster Maddox? Do you think that we should alow the Wurm to go
free, and adoorway between our two worlds to be opened?’ she asked. "I'm sure | could tell you how



the former Grandmaster of the Order of Alhazred would have answered.”

Leander sghed, clasping hislarge hands behind his back as he studied the hem of hisrobe. "My
opinion would have very much mirrored the responses | have heard thismorning." He gazed up at his
peers. "If | had not the pleasure of meeting the Wurm, Verlis. Y es, heis monstrousin appearance, but
within him, there beats a heart very much like our own. Verlisisafather and a husband and ason, and he
fearsfor hisfamily."

The Grandmaster pauised, looking about the room. "And if you are still wondering how | would
respond to young Master Cade's request, the answer is, | would grant it to him.”

A murmur went through the crowd. The fact that a respected member of Parliament like Leander
Maddox had taken Timothy's Sde had certainly thrown the proceedingsinto turmoil, and the boy dared
to wonder if hisrequest might actually be granted.

"But of course you were the one to bring the boy over from where he had been hidden away for
years, isn't that true, Professor Maddox?"

Another player had suddenly come onto the scene. Timothy felt his heart skip a besat, and he flushed
with anger as he watched Constable Grimshaw saunter arrogantly into the chamber.

"1 would imagine that you've grown fond of the afflicted youth,” the constable added, his hand
reaching up to smooth the end of histhin, black mustache.

"Yes, | have grown quite close to the boy, but that fondness has very little to do with what | see as
the meritsin hisreques.”

The congtable sneered, turning his attention to the VVoice of Parliament. "My deepest apologies,” the
man said with abow. "The tribulations of my postion as congtable kept me from arriving inamoretimely
fashion. I'm afraid another mage has disappeared from the streets of Sunderland, and | was called to the
sceneto invedtigate.”

The crowd murmured at thisrevelation, and Timothy was perplexed. He had thought the mystery of
the vanishing mages solved with the degth of Grandmaster Nicodemus. He was disturbed to discover that
thiswas not the case. For if Nicodemus was gone, then who was responsible for the recent

disappearances?

"Y our gpology is accepted,” the Voice replied. "Do you have anything to contribute to our gathering
thismorning, Congtable? Something that might help our representativesto make their decison?”

"And what, exactly, hasthe boy asked of Parliament?' The constable glanced a Timothy with ahint
of asmile,

Leander began to answer, but Grimshaw quickly raised ahand, silencing him. "L et the boy
respond,” he purred.

Timothy met the constabl €'s gaze without wavering. "1 want them to free Verlis from Abaddon and
let me go with him to Draconaeto help hisclan.”

Grimshaw's eye grew wide as he turned toward the assemblage. "Surely he jests,” the constable
said, hisastonishment obvioudy a pretense. "Free a creature from captivity whose sole desireisto see
our kind wiped from existence, and then open adoorway that could dlow more of itsfearsome kind
access to our world?”



The congtable narrowed his gaze and glared at Timothy as though he himself were the worst kind of
crimind. "If you are indeed serious, Master Cade, | would have to say that it ismy bdlief that you have
lost touch with your sanity.”

The crowd growled, emotions stirred by the constable's forceful words.

"Why should the esteemed members of Parliament even consider arequest from one such asyou?"
he asked. "With al that has happened since your arrival—the turmoil and the discord amongst the
guilds—why would they even entertain the idea?"

"See here, Grimshaw," Leander said. "To blame Timothy for the mistrust within the guildsis
outrageous and—"

"He'sright!" ydled amage from the gathering. " Things were fine until the boy showed up! He's
unnaturd!"

The guild members began to speak at once, each of them stirred to opinion by the constable's
ingnuaions.
"The son of Argus Cadeisto blame!" shrieked Lord Foxheart. "His presence in thisworld must be

respongblefor dl the disharmony. How else can one explain it? An abomination, that'swhat heidl I've
sadit before, and it'stimeyou dl listened.”

Timothy was shocked and disappointed. He had aways known that they were afraid of him—afraid
of hisdifference— but never could have imagined how much. Leander moved swiftly toward him, asif to
put himself between the boy and the angry Parliament members.

"Y ou have to do something!" amage dressed in robes of scarlet screamed.
"Y ou're the congtable, it'syour job to restore order!” bellowed another.

The Voice strode to the center of the circular room, her staff of bone held aoft. "Silencel" she
demanded, but her criesfdl on dedf ears.

"Do you hear them, Cade?" the constable asked. "They demand that | do something about you." He
smiled predatorily "And | believe | know just thething.”

Chapter Five

Tiny beads of swest rolled down Timothy's forehead. He was bent over atablein hisworkshop, the
flicker from ahungry fire lantern casting eerie shadows on the wall. His chest rose and fell, the furnace of
his heart stoked with anger, and he narrowed his gaze as he studied his handiwork. Not long now, he
thought. Not long at all.

With a grave sgh he snatched up arag from the table and mopped his brow. Then he set to work
once more.

Something disrupted the shadows dancing in the lantern light, flickering at the edge of Timothy's
vison. He glanced up and redlized it was Ivar, moving closer to see what he wasworking on. The
Asuras skin matched the color of thewall, the lantern light playing the same whispers of shadow and light
on him. If Timothy had not been familiar with the color-shifting of the Asura, he would never have noticed
Ivar's approach.

"What do you havein mind, Timothy?'



Theyoung man frowned and stared at hisfriend. "1 don't think anyone'sseeing dll of thisclearly. |
need to talk to someone who has better perspective.”

Ivar crossed hisarms, brow furrowing with contempl ation.

From behind him there came the fluttering of wings. Timothy turned to see Edgar perched on the
windowsill. Therook cocked his head dightly to one Sdeto regard the boy.

"Caw! Y ou're being awfully cryptic. Not to mention that I'm tempted to take it asan insult. Were
your friends. | think we see the Situation pretty clearly.”

Inthefar corner Sheridan stood quietly, as though he had been shut down. But the mechanical man's
eyes glowed, and so Timothy knew he was not resting. He was merely observing. Asif to confirmthis, a
hiss of steam escaped from Sheridan'svave.

"Indeed,"” he said.

"Y ou know that isn't what | meant,” Timothy replied, exasperated. Hisfriendswere al watching him
expectantly. He threw hisarms up and gestured to the workshop around him. "Y ou're just as much
prisonershere as| am. So | don't think you qudify as having much better perspective, do you?'

Hisface felt warm, flushed with hisfrustration. Constable Grimshaw had confiscated his gyrocraft
and confined him to SkyHaven under guard. And not only him, but Ivar and Sheridan aswell. He could
move about the floating fortress, mostly from his quartersto his workshop to the dining room, and
sometimes out on the grounds. But for the past day and a hdf, he had been escorted everywhere by
guards. It was not quite the same as being held captive in Abaddon, but it was not very different, either.

Sheridan's eyes brightened. "Please, Timothy, do not do anything rash.”
Ivar only studied him quietly.

Timothy smiled grimly. "1 don't think the constable left me with many options. Anything | do now is
likely to be rash by his standards.”

A heavy knock came on the door. Timothy started, glanced around anxioudy, then snatched up the
rag he had used to wipe his brow and spread it out to cover up his current project.

“"Comein," hecalled.

The door siwung open. A pae, wispy-haired guard with dangerous eyes stepped inside, glanced
around as though searching for some hidden threat, then moved out of the way to allow Leander into the
room. The Grandmaster—he was the Grandmaster to Timothy, no matter what the debate—nodded to
the guard, who removed himsdf from the room and closed the door once more.

Leander glanced around the room, taking in each one of them in turn. He frowned, as though he had
asense that something out of the ordinary was going on here but could not quite figure out whet. At last
his gaze stopped on Timothy.

"l am s0 very sorry," Leander said, and hiswords nearly collgpsed under the weight of the genuine
sadness and guilt in hisvoice. "1 knew that they would not be pleased to hear from you, but | never
imagined it would cometo this."

Timothy crossed hisarms and leaned againgt the worktable. "It probably wouldn't have, if not for
Grimshaw," he responded. "But they all seem pretty bad. One worse than the next. They hate anything



different, and they treat the Wurm like vermin. But it'sasif al they needed to take their suspicion and
hate one step further was permission from the congtable. And he gaveit to them, al right.”

The burly mage shook his head, his shaggy mane fdling across hisface. He crossed the room and
put both strong hands on Timothy's shoulders, gazing into the boy's eyes.

"Don't you understand? Before this, the guilds were plit over how to dedl with you. Some wanted
you dead, though they would not spesk the suggestion aoud. Others wanted to exile you. Y ou know
they fear you. Magic cannot harm you. Y our touch can nullify any spell. They cannot really keep track of
your comingsand goings. . . without guards like this." He gestured toward the door.

"But there were others who wanted to believe the best of you because you are Argus Cade's son, or
because they were sympathetic to the hardships you have faced. There were those who were grateful to
you for your participation in exposing the evils of Nicodemus. And there were otherswho smply
believed that you should not be discriminated against because you were born without magic.”

Timothy stared at him. He glanced at Ivar, who looked on without expression. A soft whisper of
steam escaped the side of Sheridan's head. Edgar's wings ruffled.

Theyoung man shook his head sadly. "There were. But now that I've cometo Verliss defense, now
that I've publicly said | want to help the Wurm, to go to Wurm World, they all hate me, right?"

"'Hate istoo strong aword," Leander told him. "L et us smply say that those who might have
supported you do not dare to speak in your favor now. And you are right about one thing. Constable
Grimshaw has only madeit worse."

"Why?"' Timothy shouted, throwing up his hands. " Some of the Wurm arevicious. | know that! But
not al. Verlissclan are being daughtered. They'reliving, bresthing, thinking, and fedling creatures. How
can the Parliament smply turn their backs?"

With aloud click, the door to the workshop swung open. The pale guard stepped into the room
agan.

"Professor Maddox," he said. "Your timeisup.”

Professor, Timothy noticed. Not Grandmaster. Professor. He had to wonder what his address to
Parliament had cost Leander. Apparently it had tipped the balance in Cassandras favor. No matter what
the girl had said about not being ready to be Grandmaster hersdlf, it seemed the choice might be made
for her.

Thefire of Timothy's anger burned even higher.

Leander gazed at him, face heavy with regret. Y ou're fighting more than a century’s worth of
perception that the Wurm are monsters, Timothy. Savages, incapable of kindness or reason or morality.
Most of Parliament istoo young to remember atime before such attitudes were prevaent. And those old
enough to recdll those dayswill be loathe to even entertain the idea that they might have been wrong.”

"But why?"' the boy pleaded.
"If they were wrong about the Wurm," Leander said, "that would make us the savages.”

Hours after Leander's vist Timothy was till in hisworkshop, but he was no longer working. The
project he had been finishing was now completed. He stood by the broad window and glanced nervoudy
at the workshop door. The guards had only interrupted to let Leander in. There was no reason to think



they would try to enter. But till, he could not help being nervous.

"What do you wait for?" Ivar whispered from the shadows by the door. The Asurawould be there
waiting if anyonetried to enter.

Timothy smiled gratefully and shook hisheed. "Nothing. I'm going.”

"l annot a dl surel likethisidea," Sheridan said, hiswhisper dmost indistinguishable from adow
hiss of steam. The mechanica man was prepared to make noise from time to timein the workshop, so
the guards would think Timothy was still at work. But Sheridan was clearly worried.

Edgar cawed and beat hiswings, gliding acrosstheroom to land at Timothy'sfeet. "Well, I'm sure |
don't likeit," therook said. "Not at al. But since none of us has come up with any better ideas asto what
we should do next, | votefor Timothy's plan.”

The boy gazed at the bird. "It isn't up to avote. It'sup to me."

The rook's feathers ruffled, and he preened amoment. "So it is. Which brings us back to Ivar's
question. What are you waiting for?'

Timothy glanced around the workshop, his gaze stopping again on the door. His heart pounded in
his chest. He fdt asthough he could almost see the sentries through the walls, but that was only his
imagination working. Ivar shifted in the dark, drawing his attention. The Asura nodded.

The boy nodded back.

His gaze went to the windowsilI, where he had set down the items he had made. They were gloves,
inaway, but not like any gloves any mage had ever seen. They were made from the dried, yet supple
skin of the Bathelusk fish, complete with dozens of its deadly sharp, unbreakable quills, attached to the
palms and fingertips. The Bathdlusk quills weretipped with an acidic enzyme that continued to be
produced long after the fish's death. The acid helped the quills penetrate dmost any surface.

Ontheldand of Patience Timothy had made Bathelusk gloves once or twice ayear asthe enzymes
dried. He had used them to climb various treesto retrieve fruits or fronds or other items of interest. But
he had never used them for anything like this before.

His mouth fet dry, hislipsrough, and he moistened them with histongue as he carefully picked up
thefirst glove. Great caution was required with thisinvention. A single quill could put ahole right through
hishand if he did not take care. Slowly, he dipped hisright hand into a Bathelusk glove, then cinched it
tight with the straps at the back of the hand. He was forced to wiggle hisleft hand into the other glove.
Timothy was prepared to ask Ivar for help, but he managed al right, though he had to use histeeth to
cinch the straps on that second glove.

"Okay. Here goes," he said softly.

Hisfriends were silent, watching as he turned to the window and reached out ahand. It was not redl
glassthat kept the wind and the €l ements out, but spell-glass. Pure magic. Timothy pressed the back of
his hand againgt it, and even through the fabric of the glove, his proximity to the spell disrupted the magic,
and the barrier disgppeared. Thewind rushed in, rustling his hair.

At firgt Timothy had thought that he had to touch a magical object to disrupt itsinherent sorcery. But
it wasin his nature to experiment and he had been doing agreat dedl of experimenting recently. Though
he had said nothing yet to Leander, he had discovered that if he focused his mind enough, the nullification
effect he had on magic could be extended beyond him. He wondered if there was some enzyme he



exuded, like the Bathel usk, that was the cause. Whatever the explanation, though, he had learned that if
he could concentrate enough, histouch was not necessary. At present he needed to be within inches of
the spdl. But hewas Htill experimenting.

Timothy took a deep bresth and leaned out the window. Outside there was a sheer drop to the
ocean far below, and in the darkness he could see the tips of the waves gleaming by thelight of severa
moons.

He heard Edgar's wings flutter again, but he ignored the sound. The boy turned and sat on the
windowsiI, his entire upper body outside of the fortress now. With hisright hand he reached up and
pressed his pam againg the outer wall. The Bathdusk quillsdid into the stone as eesily asif it wereloose
sand. A smile spread across Timothy's face. He glanced back in through the window and saw the glow
of Sheridan's eyeslooking at him from the darkened room.

"Just like home. Therésnothingtoiit," he said.
And, imagining the Y aguis trees back on the Idand of Patience, he began to climb.

The moment Timothy was out the window, Edgar hopped up onto the windowsi Il to watch him go.
And to report to the others. Timothy tried not to look down. Instead he watched the straps that bound
the gloves below hiswrigts. They wereimpossibly tight, but he had never done aclimb so flat and vertica
before, and he feared that the strain would tear them, sending him plunging into the ocean below.

It was something hetried not to think about.

Thewind tugged a him, whistling past hisears. It was chillier than he had expected, and he shivered.
His muscles burned with the exertion, and he was grateful he was skilled at climbing with the gloves, and
that he and Ivar had kept up their sparring regimen. If he had not had enough upper-body strength, he
would have ended up stuck there on the wall, like a skuib trapped in the web of a Sundin spider.

By the time he had dragged himsdlf hand over hand and passed the window just above his
workshop, he was dready gritting histeeth. At the next leve of the fortress there was asmall balcony,
and he considered pausing there to rest. His muscles felt as though they were on fire. But he did not dare
stop there, for fear he might be seen.

Once he had passed the balcony, he paused for arest. With one hand above him, and one below,
he hung there, catching his breath. His cheek was pressed against the cold stone, and he debated the
wisdom of looking up to see how much farther he had to travel. He decided againgt it. At this point,
becoming discouraged could spell hisend.

After severd more minutes of climbing, Timothy did look up. Off to the right, dong the curve of the
fortresswall, he saw the window he was searching for. As he was moving hisright hand to start in that
direction, the wind gusted, pushing him away from thewall.

He swayed, hiswhole body twisting in the wind, hanging only by the grip of the Bathelusk quillson
hisleft hand. Timothy held hisbresth. Animage of hisfather, smiling a him asthey sat together on the
sands of Patience, swam up into hismind. But Timothy was not ready to join Argus Cade in the spirit
realm. Not yet.

Pain lanced through his shoulder. Something popped. The musclesfet asthough they were tearing.
With supreme effort, Timothy twisted himsdlf back toward the wall, fighting the wind, and dapped his
right hand againgt the stone. The Bathelusk quills sank in deeply, and anchored him there.



For along moment he felt pardyzed. Moisture welled in his eyes, but he gnawed at hislip and
refused to let the tears come. Then the wind tugged at him again, and agrim determination seized him. He
tilted his head back to check his position, then continued on toward his destination.

Momentslater he reached the window that had beckoned him from below.
And then he paused.

The truth was that he was not entirely certain thiswas the right window. He had gauged its location
from the internal layout of SkyHaven, for he had never, of course, scaled itswalls before. But Timothy
had not come dl thisway to hesitate. And he could not climb back down without giving hismusclesared
chanceto rest.

Tentatively he reached up toward the spell-glass of that window, and it disappeared. Bathel usk
quills sunk into the window frame as he climbed into the room, as quietly as he could manage.

"Thank the spirits," he whispered, and atriumphant smile cameto hisface. He uttered a soft laugh
and shook his head in amazement. Only then did he dlow his gaze to survey this extraordinary room his
courage had brought him to.

The Repository, it was called. Leander had shown it to Timothy after the defeat of Nicodemus. On
that day it had seemed fascinating, but somehow not as wonderful as he had imagined. Now, though,
with only the light of the moons streaming through the window, it was eerie and imposing. Fantasticaly
0. Thevast chamber wasfilled with artifacts and relics, ancient scrollsand magica charmsthat the
Order of Alhazred had collected over the course of centuries. Somewhere in this room were the Rings of
Alhazred himsdlf, dong with the Eye of Phaestus, and other items that had been salvaged from the wars
that had ended the days of the Wizards of Old.

Moonlight gleamed off strange, ornate boxes, medallions, engraved swords, and amyriad of other
objects. Timothy hoped that one day he would be able to explore the Repository to his heart's content.
But thisnight it was not to be. Tonight he had come here seeking only one object—an object that wasn't
redly an object at all.

"Helo?" he cdled into the gloom of that chamber, his voice barely above awhisper. "Are you here?
It'sme. Timothy Cade."

For along moment he waited, his hopes sparking, and then beginning to fade. "Hello?" he asked
again, abit louder.

His heart sank.
And then thereply came.
"Timothy?'

He narrowed his gaze, tracking the voice, and then he saw what he had come for. On ashelf beside
astrangely distorted skull and ahand that looked asif it had been carved from beeswax, there sat a
beautifully carved box: the Box of Vijaya

Now that he had found it, atiny darm went off in Timothy's mind. He remembered Ivar guarding the
door of the workshop below and tried to calculate how long he had been gone. There was no way to
know if the guards would wonder how late he was going to be in the shop, or if they would inquire, but
he thought he must hurry, just the same.



Swiftly he navigated through the Repository, trying not to let his attention waver, though severd
items he saw tempted him sorely. Now was not the time, however.

He reached the box and opened it, pushing back the lid, and then stepping away so his presence
would not affect the contents.

The contents. That isn't very polite, hetold himsdf. Not a nice way at all to refer to someone
who has helped you before.

The Oracle of Vijayawasjust awithered head in abox. Y et more importantly it—he—wasaso a
true seer of the future. The oracle knew things that no one could possibly know. This had been hismagic
inlife, and now, hundreds or even thousands of years after his death, that magic il survived.

"Itisniceto seeyou, Timothy," the oracle said, gazing a him with dark eyesthat gleamed with
pinpoints of moonlight.

"Youtoo," the boy replied. And though it was strange conversing with such acreature, he found that
he meant it. The oracle had been fair and kind to him before. He hoped the same would be true now.

"Your friend, the Wurm, isin trouble" the oracle said.

Timothy's eyes widened. The oracle knew! But of course he did. Knowing was what hedid. It was
everything hewas.

"Yes" Henodded. "I can't just leave him there, in prison. It isn't right. | wonder what he must be
thinking. Does he think I've betrayed him? | know he must be worried about hisfamily, hisclan. |
promised to help him, and | will. But | don't know what to do. The Parliament—"

"Hush," the oracle said, so sternly that Timothy blinked in surprise.
"But—"

"Hush," the oracle repeated, dark eyes squinting, withered flesh crackling. ™Y ou have only moments
before you must leave.”

Timothy wanted to ask why, to ask what was coming, but he thought better of it. If the oracle said
he had to hurry, then that was good enough for him. Go on.

"A moment of greet changeis upon you, Timothy," the oracle said. "The futureisin turmoil, and
difficult for meto see. It s;emsthat where you are concerned, thisisoftenthe case. | findit . . .
disturbing. Still, there are severd things| can tell you.

"There are forces at work upon thisworld that will expose the secrets of the past. These revelaions
will ignite afirethat will smolder for sometime before at |ast blazing brightly, wreaking havoc, throwing
the Parliament into chaos. These things have been set in motion and are immutable. Mages will die.
Otherswill be cast down in shame.”

The words chilled Timothy, but he could only shake his head in confusion. "I don't understand. What
doesdl this have to do with me? What should | do? About Verlis, | mean.”

The edges of the oracles mouth creased, asthough in asmile. The effect was unsettling. If the boy
had gotten used to speaking with a disembodied head, it would ill take him avery long time to become
accustomed to the oracle's whims and moods.



"l cannot tell you what to do. All | cantdl youiswhat | see”
"And what do you see?' Timothy asked.

"You," the oraclereplied, itsvoice adry rasp. "Y ou, in the Wurm world, Timothy. In Draconae.
Whatever else you do, whatever else happens, you will go to Draconae. Y ou mugt.”

Timothy's mind was filled with questions, but the oracle blinked severa times, eyes wandering.
"Now," the oracle said. "Y ou must go now. Hurry!"

The descent dways went far more quickly than the ascent. But the problem with the swiftness of
climbing down, with hisweight pulling a him, wasthat he was dways tempted to move too quickly. With
the ocean below, he dared not. Hand under hand, he moved down the wall, now bracing himself with his
feet and elbows, legs splayed againgt the stone.

He had been gone from the Repository only briefly when he redlized that the Oracle of Vijayas
ingstence that he rush had made him forget the strain in his muscles. He ought to have rested longer.
Timothy winced now each time he lowered hisright hand, for doing so meant putting dl of hisweight on
hisleft arm .. . and on the shoulder he had torn.

Timothy hissed ar in through histeeth, jaws grinding with the pain. He did the quills on hisright
gloveinto the stone and paused amoment. Still, the urgent voice of the oracle wasin the back of his
mind, prodding him to hasten his pace. He had no ideawhy the seer had rushed him, but the boy had
visgons of guards coming into the workshop, of hisfriends thrown in Abaddon with Verlisfor their
complicity in histraitorous deeds.

Ivar would die in a place like Abaddon. Somehow he knew it. The Asura could endure amost
anything, but imprisonment in some cold cell, so far from nature and the open air ... Ivar would not
urvive,

With this haunting thought, he began to move again. Hand under hand. Down and to the left. Moving
toward the balcony that had tempted him before. Out of the corner of hiseye he could seeit, and itslure
was even greater thistime. Two stories farther below was his workshop. He would get there. He was
certain of it, but at the moment it seemed so very far away.

When next he stretched out hisleft arm, he reached too far. As he pressed the Bathelusk quillsinto
the stone and released hisright hand, his body did dong the wal, the momentum putting even more strain
on hisshoulder.

Timothy groaned doud, barely aware he had made any noiseat all.
"Thet looksdifficult."

He had his eyestightly closed, wincing with the pain. Now they flew open and he twisted his head
around to look up.

Cassandra Nicodemus stood on the balcony, her red hair blowing behind her and her pale skin
gleaming under the caress of three moons, as though their light were hers and hers done. One eyebrow
was arched, and she gazed a him with a certain amusement that held none of the cold distance he had
seen in her before. Instead a sweet benevolence danced in her eyes.

"Perhaps you'd better rest here for afew moments,” she suggested.



Timothy Stared at her, speechless.

He was caught! Her words made no senseto him at al. She had found him out. No matter how
beautiful she was, she was till Nicodemus's granddaughter. She wanted to be Grandmaster of the Order
of Alhazred. Thisgirl was not afriend to him, nor to Leander. Shewsas.. . the enemy?

"Or," she ventured, "you could just hang there until your armstear out of their sockets and the rest of
you plummetsinto the ocean. Y ou'd have adifficult time swimming for shore without arms, | imagine.”

Thistime, there was no mistaking it. Cassandrawas smiling.

Timothy could barely breathe. He had no ideawhat to make of her words, or that smile.
"You've been to seethe oracle, | takeit?'

At last he summoned words. "How—how d-did you know?" he ssammered.

Cassandratucked a strand of red hair behind one ear and shrugged. "It'swhat | would have done, if
| werein your situation. Though | suspect I'd have found away to get there from inside SkyHaven."

For another long moment she watched him, obvioudy waiting for him to speak. Timothy's shoulder
was throbbing with pain, but he could only stare at her.

"Ah, well. Do asyou wish. If you decide to rest here, take aslong asyou like. But you'd be well
advised to be back in your workshop before sunrise. The guards are unlikely to bother you tonight, but
they will cometo escort you to breskfagt.”

Once again she arched an eyebrow. "Good night, Timothy. And good luck. | do hope you survive
the night. Thisworld isfar moreintriguing withyouiniit.”

With that, she dipped through the open ba cony door, then closed it firmly behind her, disappearing
into the darkness of her room. Timothy waited severa moments|onger, but the strain was too grest. If he
did not get to the balcony, he would fall.

He pulled himsdlf, grunting softly in pain, onto the balcony. Whatever the reason for the oracl€'s
urgency, there was nothing he could do now. He had to rest hisarms.

For perhaps haf an hour he sat on the balcony, forcing himsalf not to try to peer through the
spdll-glass st into the door. He wanted to see Cassandra, but he did not dare ook for her. Hismind
was awhirl with confusion. Was she hisenemy, or might she be afriend?

It was only when he began at |ast to descend once more, with great care and great pain, that another
thought occurred to him.

What if the oracle had known Cassandrawould see him, there on the bal cony? What if that was
why the seer had hurried him dong?

By the time he climbed back in through the window of hisworkshop, every muscle on fire with the
grain, he was more confused than ever.

Chapter Six

"And do not forget your noon appointment with Professor Phineas about his assuming your ancient
Arcanum classes a the indtitute this coming semester," Carlyle said, reading from ascroll of itemsthat
Leander would need to address this day.



Leander nodded, but he was not listening; his thoughts were e sawhere this early morning. He
couldn't stop thinking about Timothy Cade, and for thefirgt timein hislong career, Leander Maddox felt
ashamed to be associated with Parliament.

What would Argus think? he wondered as he sat at the table in the dining room, awaiting the boy's
arival. In hismind he pictured Argus Cade as he had been just beforefaling ill. Leander could imagine
the great mage Sitting across the table, dowly shaking his head in disapproval.

"Excuseme, Sr?' Carlyle asked, sartling the Grandmaster from hisreverie.
"Yes, Carlyle?' Leander asked, trying to refocus his attentions.
"You sad it wasout of your hands. What is, Sir? What's out of your hands?!

The Grandmaster ran ahand through histhick red beard, histhoughtsin turmail. "Nothing, Carlyle,”
he said, realizing he must have spoken his concernsaoud. "That will bedl for now."

"But we must still discuss the menu for next week's cd ebration of the Feast of—"

"l sad that will bedl," Leander repested with agrowl of findity, pounding hisfist on the tabletop
and making the place settings jump. There were timeswhen hewas al too aware that hisade had
previoudy been employed by the last Grandmaster of the Order of Alhazred. Leander had grown to rely
upon Carlyle, but he would not have called the man hisfriend.

Carlyle bowed gracioudy and quickly departed, leaving the Grandmaster done with histroubled
musings

Leander gtill imagined Argus Sitting acrass from him, alook of disgppointment on hisface, and felt
ashamed. Argus had been the spitfire, the one who often challenged the judgments of Parliament, and had
devel oped quite areputation before his death. Leander had aways wanted to be more like his mentor,
but it was often so much easier not to question. Still, he had questioned. He had protested their treatment

of Timothy, but Parliament had insisted that it agreed with Congtable Grimshaw's judgment, and Leander
had acquiesced. There seemed little room for further struggle. Parliament had spoken.

"Y ou would have fought them tooth and nail, wouldn't you, Argus?' he said to the memory of his
friend, knowing full well how the mage would have answered.

And with that thought, there came aknock, and the doors opened to admit Timothy flanked by two
of Congtable Grimshaw's men.

"Timothy Cadefor breskfast, Grandmaster," said one of the guards.
"WEell bewaiting outside to escort him back to his quarters as soon he's finished,” said the other.
And the two |eft the boy in the dining room to assume their posts outside the door.

"Good morning, Timothy," the Grandmeaster said in his cheeriest voice. "'l hope you're hungry.” He
picked up his plate and headed to the buffet at the side of the room.

Timothy followed slently, taking his own plate from the table. Once again, the cooks had outdone
themsealves. Leander helped himsdlf to some diced fruit, numerous strips of smoked mest, and some
freshly baked bread.

"How are you faring?' he asked, watching as the boy spooned a heaping portion of eggsonto his



own plate.

"Well enough, | guess " Timothy replied with ashrug, eyeing the items on the el aborate breskfast
table.

Leander dmost gpologized again, but decided againgt it. The damage had been done; now wasthe
timeto move beyond it. And if hewas correct in his assumptions about the boy's rebellious persondlity,
Timothy was doing just that. He was planning something, the mage was certain, locked away in his
workshop from early morning to late evening. But the mage would expect nothing less from the son of
Argus Cade.

Leander filled a ddlicate-looking cup, emblazoned with the crest of the Order of Alhazred, with
steaming hot brew from asilver decanter. "l just want you to know that I'm willing to help, if | can.”

"Help?' Timothy asked, using tongsto place aspiny jagger fruit on his crowded plate. The boy
sudioudy avoided looking a him. "Help with what, exactly?"

Leander dipped a spoonful of honey into hisdrink and stirred. "Don't play the fool, boy. Others
might be deceived by it, but | believe | know you well enough by now. | have no doubt that you've
already concocted some way to escape the watchful eyes of Constable Grimshaw's guards and free
Verlisfrom Abaddon, though for thelife of me, | can't imagine how you could do it."

Taking his plate and drink, Leander returned to the table. Timothy paused by the buffet, his back il
turned toward the Grandmaster, as though he were biding histime, trying to determine how best to
respond. It pained Leander to think that the boy might no longer trust him, but he knew he had not given
Timothy much reason to havefaith in him of late. At last Timothy joined him & the table.

"If | told you that you weren't wrong, would you be mad at me?" Timothy asked.

The mage chewed on adice of smoked meat, wiping his greasy fingers on the cloth napkin in hislap.
He studied the boy amoment and then swallowed, hesitating only amoment before speaking hismind.
The words about to issue from his mouth were treason, and as such, the hardest words he would ever
speak. Leander reached out and placed acomforting hand over Timothy's on the table. The gesture
made the boy meet hisgaze, al pretense falling away. Leander saw al the pain and doubt hisyoung
friend was feding, but dso saw his determination. How could he be any less determined in the face of
injustice than this remarkable boy?

"Wheat they have doneto you and Verlisiswrong, Timothy," Leander said grimly. "For your sake, as
well asfor the memory of your father, and not least, to save my own honor, | offer whatever help | canto
rectify the stuation. And no, | most certainly would not be mad a you.”

The boy smiled, thefirst real smile Leander had seen grace the lad'sface in what seemed like
months. It was aswarming as alate summer sun, and he redized again that there was something
incredibly specid about thisyouth, something that went far beyond hisinability to do magic.

"1 know you think I'm brash, that | rush into things without thinking them through,” Timothy began, a
bit sheepishly. "But | was not unredigtic in going to see Parliament. | knew there was every chance that
they would deny my request. So | began to work on an dternate plan.”

Timothy grinned excitedly and shoveled aforkful of orange egg yolk into his mouth, barely stopping
to chew. "I would never have expected to be held captive in SkyHaven, but it's given metimeto—"

“Tim," Leander said, hismug of brew pausing hdfway to his mouth. "Please, you're not a captive.



Parliament is being cautious. Observing you."

The boy's smile dissipated. "If you want to help, the first thing you can do isto stop making excuses
for them!" Timothy snapped. He looked away, obvioudy embarrassed by this show of emotion. When he
raised his eyes once more, there was an gpology in them. "I'm sorry. | know you're stuck in the middle of
al this. But, Leander, did you see the two guysthat are waiting for me outside thisroom? They're outside
my door when | wake up, and when | go to bed. They aren't observers. They're guards. I'm a prisoner,
no matter how you word it."

The Grandmaster set his cup down with aheavy sigh. The boy wasright. If he redlly was going to
help Timothy, he was going to have to confront his own reservations about Parliament. Certainly he felt
that it was possible, and preferable, to change mage society fromwithin . . . but that could take time.

Y ears. Generations. And Verliss clan back on Draconae did not have years. Even if they had, Leander
did not know how many nights he could deegp comfortably in SkyHaven knowing that Timothy—a boy
he had vowed to care for—was a prisoner under his own roof.

"You'reright, of course" he sad, carefully wiping his mouth with the napkin. "Now, tel me asmuch
asyou fed you can about what you have planned, and how | can help set these plansin motion.”

The boy had placed hisjagger fruit in the center of his plate with afork and wasusing aknifeto dice
it open, reveding its bright green core. "I haveto get out of SkyHaven undetected and reach my father's
edtate." He spooned amouthful of the sweet fruit into his mouth. " Are you willing to help me do that?"

Leander thought of what was being asked of him, and of the danger that he and Timothy could be
facing in going againg Parliament, but saw no aternative. Mages were being murdered, cresting an
undercurrent of fear and paranoiawithin Parliament. The appearance of the un-magician and an Asura
warrior, and now the arrival of aWurm on Terra, were only making thingsworse. The Parliament of
Mageswasin chaos, ancient fears, suspicions, and prejudices governing their every move. There would
be no change unlessit was forced.

The Grandmaster picked up the last piece of smoked meeat from his plate and bit it in two. "How
shall we proceed?'

Timothy'sradiant smile returned, but dmost as quickly, it was dashed. With no knock to signd his
arriva, Constable Grimshaw swung the door open and strode into the room.

"Ah, justintimefor breskfast," the constable said, hands clasped behind his back as he eyed them
both suspicioudy. "May | join you?'

Leander caught Timothy's gaze and saw that it wasfilled with darm.

"Why, good morning, Congtable Grimshaw," he said, politely risng from his seet, asif genuinely
pleased to see the man. "Please, do join us. Timothy and | were just discussing matters of the day."

Leander winked pleasantly at the boy, letting him know that it was not atime for panic.
It was atimefor courage, and for subterfuge.

"Caw! Caw! Sowhat, exactly, are we waiting for?' Edgar asked as he aighted upon Sheridan's
head, taons scratching againgt the metal.

“I'm not sure," Timothy said, dropping an armload of blankets and pillows from his room onto the
floor of the workshop. "But Leander promised he would help me get out of here.”



Sheridan released some steam and rubbed a segmented hand across his metd chin. "But won't the
guards be coming shortly to escort you to your room for the night?"

Timothy smiled dyly, stepping over the pile of bedclothesto get to hissmdl desk in the corner. "'l
told them | wasredlly closeto finishing aproject, and that | wanted to stay in the workshop. They'll be
out there, but | doubt they'll bother us again tonight.” He began to read over his notes, discarding some,
and placing othersinside aleather satchel that he wore dung over his shoulder.

A familiar scraping sound filled the workshop, and Timothy saw that Ivar had stedlthily joined them
and was in the process of sharpening the knife that Timothy had made for him back home on Petience.
The Asura had been meditating earlier, reconnecting with himsdlf, as he liked to describeit.

"Thisplaceislike alarge beast with many eyes," Ivar said, never alowing his concentration to waver
from hisblade, the strange black patterns writhing over his pale flesh. "How will you leave SkyHaven
without being seen?’

It was aquestion that Timothy had been asking himsdlf repeatedly since leaving breskfast that
morning. He and Leander had been unable to finish their discusson after Grimshaw's untimely
interruption, and the boy was | eft to wonder exactly how hisfriend intended to help him escape the
scrutiny of the constabl€'s watchdogs. He had to admit he was abit worried, but held on to hisfaith in the
Grandmagter.

"l have noidea," he answered in al earnestness as he continued to peruse his notes and drawings.
"But I'm sureit will happen.”

The room was silent, except for the sound of Ivar's metal blade diding over the rough surface of the
sharpening stone. The boy gathered that his friends did not share his confidence, and was spurred to rally
them.

"That'swhy | need you al to be ready with the next phase of the plan when the time does come," he
said, focusing his attention on Sheridan and Edgar. "Are we clear on what youre to do?' He closed the
flap on his satchel and approached them.

Something whirred and clicked inside Sheridan's head before he answered, and Timothy knew that
the mechanical man was having some trouble with what was being asked of him. But there was no other

way.
"l am not especidly skilled at lying, Timothy but I'll do my best.”
"Thank you, Sheridan."

"Caw! Don't worry about me, kid," said the rook. "Working with your father for so many years, and
dedling with the likes of Parliament, I'm an old hand at cregtive fabrication. Not that | have hands, but
you get the picture. The steampipe over here may not be ableto lie very well," Edgar added, nodding his
black-feathered head toward Sheridan, "but I'll make sure he doesn't get too close to the truth.”

"Excdlent." Timothy turned to the Asura. "Ready, Ivar?'

Thewarrior scrutinized hisknife, then picked up asiray piece of parchment from the floor. He
tossed the paper up into the air and let it drift down upon the waiting blade, dicing the parchment in two
with the mereflick of hiswrist. Both havesfluttered to the floor.

"Ready," he confirmed, carefully diding the knifeinto aleather sheath at hiship.



Thenthey weredl slent, waiting. At first the apprehension in the air was suffocatingly heavy, but as
the hours passed and there was no sign of Leander, theintensity began to rise. Timothy didn't know what
to think, and the first seeds of doubt began to blossom. Asthe night wore on, they grew. His gaze was
drawn again and again to the timepiece he had built. It hung onthewal, its pendulum dowly swinging
with the incremental passage of time.

Timothy drifted off briefly, and when he woke, found that it was only afew hours before dawn. He
began to wonder if Constable Grimshaw had somehow found out about L eander's plan to help him
escape SkyHaven, and put astop to it. Or, even worse, that Leander had abandoned him. Timothy
hated even to think such athing, but he knew how torn Leander was about acting against Parliament.

Edgar dozed, till perched atop Sheridan's head. The mechanica man had long ago shut down his
primary functionsto review the workshop's inventory of supplies and building materids stored in his
automated brain. Only the smallest light glowed in Sheridan's eyes.

Exhausted, his own eyes burning, and his head muddled from thelittle degp held had, Timothy
sighed and looked into the shadowy corner. He could barely make out Ivar there, blending into his
surroundings. Even then, he could only see the Asura because he knew what he was looking for, and
how to focus his eyes to perceive the shape of the warrior against the identically shaded background.

"Wemight aswell get some deep,” Timothy said glumly. He sat down on his blankets, put the pillow
behind his head, and leaned back againgt thewall. "I don't think we're going anywhere tonight.”

The Asurawarrior did not tir, and Timothy wondered if hisfriend was even awake.

"Did you not say that you were sureit would happen?' Ivar asked, breaking the sllence and startling
the boy.

Timothy shrugged. "Well, yeah, but now | don't know."

"Isyour faith such afragilething that it can be 0 easily shattered?" Ivar asked, hisflesh returning to
its natura tone, hisdark eyes dowly opening.

"But look at thetime," Timothy said, pointing to the timepiece. "Weve been waiting dl night.”

"It has not happened because it isnot yet the proper time," thewarrior said. "Remember the name of
the place where we once dwelled,” he said. "Theidand that is more your home than thisworld will ever
be. Its meaning will serve you wdl in times such asthis.”

Patience, Timothy thought, understanding fully what hiswarrior friend wastrying to teach him. They
had lived for years on theidand, their daysthe very definition of smplicity. Rise with the sun. Build and
learn. Eat and think. Then deegp when the sun hides behind the horizon and the night comes on.

| have to have patience.

Asdifficult asit was, heforced himself to do just that. He was so tired now that it would not serve
him well when thetime finaly cameto escape. A lack of deep over the past few dayswasfindly
beginning to take itstoll on him, and he found himself gradudly drifting down into a deep, dream-filled
dumber.

In hisdream he had escaped the confines of SkyHaven and freed his Wurm friend from prison with
ease. Now al that remained wasto travel to Draconae and help Verlisstribe. As he stood with his
monstrous friend, the Wurm seemed to grow before his eyes, standing as high as one of Arcanum'stallest
towers, like one of the Dragons of Old.



We have to take you home, heyelled up to the enormous Wurm, and Verlis dowly nodded his
great head, reaching down to snatch the boy up by the shirt, bringing histiny form close to his gaping,
smoking jaws.

Timothy was speechless, staring wide-eyed as the Wurm opened its cavernous maw to revea the
roaring firesthat seethed at the back of itsthroat.

You wish to go to Draconae? asked avoicethat he did not recognize. Timothy began to struggle
as he was dangled closer to the fires that bubbled and churned inside the mouth of the dragon. Then go!
screamed the voice that was not hisfriend's, and he felt himself dropped into the liquid flame, his body
consumed by the ravenous blaze.

At that moment he knew theidentity of the one responsiblefor hishorrible fate.
Grimshaw.

Timothy came awake with agtart, hisbody prickling with a cold swest. Ivar had shaken him and
was pointing to the large window of the workshop.

"Look," the Asurawhispered.

The boy did as he was ingtructed, banishing the horrible dream from hismind. He blinked, asif to
accuse hiseyes of lying to him. But hisdream had not lingered. Thiswasred. A sky carriage hovered
outside the workshop window.

"Caigphas," Timothy whispered, crawling out from benegath his blanket to quickly cross the room.
He reached a hand out to the spell-glassin the window's frame, which dissipated at histouch. The chill
night air breezed into the room.

"Itistime," the navigation mage whispered from his perch atop the vehicle, which hovered outside of
SkyHaven, far above the churning ocean below, with only alow crackle of magic to give away its
presence.

Timothy turned to hisfriendsto see that they al had gathered around him. "Are we ready?"' he asked
in anear breathless whisper, and from the looksin their eyes, he could see that they were.

Thetime, at last, had come.

It was one of Timothy's favorite fantasies, to have the Cade estate as his own. Not just in name, but
truly belonging to him. He wanted to live there dl the time, exploring the corridors of the big, old house
anytime of the day or night. But the way things were going, he doubted hisfantasy would ever become a
redity. Could he ever live anormd life in thisworld and not be looked upon as afreak or something to
be feared? He redly didn't know, and a the moment, he didn't have timeto indulge in fantasies.

Caigphas had taken Timothy and Ivar from SkyHaven, expertly piloting the carriage away from the
floating citadd with no one the wiser. The navigation mage had explained that he was there a the behest
of hismaster, and that he wasto offer them aid in any way he could. Timothy had thanked the coachman
for hisassstance, directing him to take them to hisfather's home, where dl that he needed to set his
schemein motion would be found.

He instructed Caigphas to moor the carriage to an entrance at the rear of the estate, away from
curious eyes, and they had al goneinto the grand house beneath the cover of what little remained of the
night.



Entering the home of Argus Cade was like wrapping onesdf in adown-filled quilt on acold winter's
night. Though large and somewhat foreboding in its design, there was something wel coming about the old
mansion, amogt asif the kindly attributes of the man who had lived there for so many years had
somehow permeated the structure. There would have been nothing Timothy would have enjoyed more at
that very moment than to curl up in one of the large, overstuffed chairsin hisfather's study and just soak
up the amaosphere of the place. It would have been dmost like having hisfather back again.

Almost.

But there were other, more important things that required his attention, and hopefully there would be
timefor comfort later.

Timothy went toward the door that led to Patience to ingpect the suppliesthat Ivar and Sheridan had
brought from theidand for Timothy'strip to Draconee.

"Isthisdl of it?" Timothy asked Ivar, examining the baskets, barrels, and cratesas hereviewed a
menta checklist.

"Yes" the Asuraanswered, "aswel as someitemsthat you did not ask for, but Sheridan suggested
might be ussful.”

"Excdlent,” the boy said, removing the lid from one of the cratesto verify its contents. He grinned.
"That Sheridan, dwaysthinking."

"Itislike awholly new kind of magic," Caigphas observed, his voice awhisper as he studied the
inventions, tools, and building materids brought from Patience.

The navigation mage had been both startled and amazed by the few renovations Timothy had made
to the mansion in the short amount of time he had lived there. He marveled at the oil lampsthat
illuminated the household with the light of what mages called hungry fire, and the system of meta piping
that allowed non-magica accessto the flow of water.

"Wondrous," Caiaphas had muttered over and over again, eyes wide above the blue veil.

"Not redly," Timothy said in dl modesty. "It'sjust what | do to get by—what | need todoiif I'm
going to survivein aworld of magic. | look at dl the magica thingsthat everybody else can do, and try to
imagine how the same thing could be done without it, and then, most of thetime, | make it happen.”

Caigphas had been gazing into one of the crates. Now helifted his eyesto gaze at the boy. "They
wrongly call you the un-magician. Thereis more true magic found here than in half the hands of
Parliament.”

"And it's going to be this kind magic—my own specia magic—that's going to dlow usto free
Verlis'" Timothy sad, opening the leather saichd that he still wore at his Sde and removing the folded
notes and pages of drawings that made up his plans for the Wurm's rescue. He spread them out atop one
of larger crates, using it as aworkstation, then gestured for Caigphas and Ivar to come closer.

"Forgive me, Magter Cade," the navigation mage said in earnestness. He shook hisvelled head as he
looked over the boy's pages of scribbles and strange drawings. "But | cannot imagine how thiswill be
possible. Y ou have been to Abaddon. | took you there mysdlf. It isfar beneath the ocean's surface,
unreachable without the aid of magicsthat are not among my skills. | have neither the power nor the
socid station to possess such spells.”

Timothy shuffled through his stacks of drawings, searching for onein particular.



"Trust me," he said, locating the design he was looking for and holding the intricate drawing out so
that his companions could see. "We're going to build this," he told them. The excitement he dways
experienced when inventing was building insde him.

Caigphastook the drawing from Timothy's hand and studied it.

"Hmmm," Ivar said, scrutinizing the drawing aswell, standing alongside the navigation mage.
"Wondrous," Caigphas said yet again. "Absolutely wondrous.”

Chapter Seven

Heavy fists pounded on the workshop door.

Edgar ruffled hisfeathers, tilted his head, and glanced a Sheridan. He was perched on apile of
blanketslaid out on the floor, and the mechanica man stood by the door, on guard. Asthe rook was
Timothy'sfamiliar, he should have been with hismaster at al times. But the boy had been awvay from him
far too often of late, and Edgar did not likeit at al. He would do whatever was necessary to see that
Timothy came back to him safely, and he knew Sheridan felt the same.

"Lookslikethisit," therook muttered, crawling beneath the rumpled covers. "Give meaminuteto
make sure I'm hidden before you open the door."

Again the fists banged on the thick wooden door. "Timothy Cade, it istime for usto escort you to
breskfast," called one of the sentries from the corridor outside the room.

"Areyou reedy?' Sheridan whispered, modulating the volume of hisvoice as he tentatively reached
for the door latch.

"When you are," Edgar replied, his voice muffled under the bedclothes.

Sheridan'sjointed metal hand closed on the door latch, his mechanical brain revisiting hismaster's
ingructions. He didn't want anything to go awry. Thiswill be the tricky part, Sheridan thought, pulling
open the door to revea two annoyed sentries. He had not seen these two before, and wasn't sureif he
had ever seen such an obvious example of complete opposites. One guard was short and heavy, his
shape practicaly round, while the other was very tdl and impaossibly thin.

"It'stime for your master to go to breakfast,” said the rotund guard, peering past the mechanica man
and into the room.

"It'sterrible,” Sheridan said, and he shook hishead worriedly, releasing awhistle of steam from the
vave a the sde of his head. "No matter how | try to wake him, he won't get up. All he doesis moan.”

And asif on cue, Edgar began to moan from benegath the blankets, doing his best impression of
Timothy inthegrip of illness.

Thetal, thin sentry shot anervous glance at his partner and then peered deeper into the room, but
he came no closer. "What's wrong with him?* he asked warily.

"l don't know," Sheridan replied, swiveing his head to ook back at the hegped bedclothes. "But he
seemsvery, very ill. Quitesick.”

"Sick?" both guards repeated, taking a step back into the corridor.
"He has awful red spots on hisface, his neck is swollen like a puff frog's, and | do believe hishair



has begun to fal out,” Sheridan told them, atinge of panic in hismetalic voice. Thislast he spokeina
whisper, asthough he did not want the shape under the blankets to hear this unfortunate news.

Again Edgar began to moan, moving about under the blankets.

"| certainly hopeitisn't. . . contagious," Sheridan added, bringing one of his segmented handsto his
mouth.

"Con-contagioud!" the tall guard Ssammered, stepping back even farther, covering hisnose and
mouth with his hand. His heavyset partner did the same, sumbling over hisown feet.

"Well," Sheridan said sadly, "he's certainly in no condition to eat anything. If he had breskfast, he
would only vomit it up, | should think. And if heis contagious... my, it might not be wise to parade him
through the hals of SkyHaven."

The mechanical man stepped aside and lowered his head with asigh. "But do as you must. Only
please, if you cannot wake him and are forced to carry him, please be gentle with him. He'sin abad

way."

The sentries stared at him for amoment, exchanged a quick look, and then both began to shake
their heads.

"Probably best not to risk exposing everyone,” the rotund sentry muttered.

"Right, right. Just as| wasthinking,” said the other. "Matter of fact, might bewiser al around to
consider the boy quarantined until he'sfeding better. Just to be sure. Bring him hisfood here.”

Sheridan watched their conversation with fascination. He had never been fond of decelt, but
observing its results turned out to be quite interesting. It was agood thing the sentries were unfamiliar
with him and so could not tell that he was amused. At length, the two of them backed up one last step.

"Y ou've aready been exposed—," began the stout one.
"Wdl, hesmetd, isn't he?' histal comrade interrupted. "1 don't suppose he can get sick.”

The other nodded reasonably. "Right. In any case, you can see to the boy. Well let Grandmaster
Maddox know that heisunwell."

"Yes," Sheridan said, lacing hisfingers together and glancing back at the moaning blanketsin
concern. "l think that'sawise decison.”

The sentries continued to back away from the workshop door, asif they were expecting the mystery
illness that had infected the boy to storm from the room and attack them. Then they nodded to each other
and hurried down the corridor, in arush to get as far away from the workshop as possible.

Sheridan dammed the door and leaned back againgt it, releasing ageyser of seam, the equivaent of
asgh. "Wedidit."

Edgar poked his head out from beneath the covers. "And it's about time, too,” the bird croaked. "
thought | was going to suffocate under there. Caw! Caw!™

"I do hopethischarade will provide Timothy and Ivar with enough time to complete their task,”
Sheridan said as he moved away from the door.

The familiar flew out from beneath the blankets to soar about the workshop and stretch hiswings.



"Don't you fret. They'll have enough time," he said as he touched down on the windowsil, ruffling his
jet-black feathers. "Never underestimate the power of a contagious disease.”

Calgphas tirred the contents of the metd cauldron hanging over the blazing fire. The chunks of dried
tree sap had been solid when he dropped them in, but were now melted to agolden, glutinousliquid, the
thick aromamaking the navigation mage fed lightheaded, asif hed indulged intoo much ae,

"How's the sgp coming, Caigphas?’ Timothy asked from the other side of the room, where his latest
invention was beginning to take form. Hewas glad of the navigation mage's help. Hisinjured arm was il
quite sore.

"l believeit'sready," Caiphasreplied, again peering in at the amber liquid.

They had begun congtruction of Timothy'slatest creation dmost immediately, moving dl theitems
that would be needed for its fabrication to the solarium at the back of the Cade estate. The boy said that
it would be messy work, and he did not want to cause any harm to the main body of the house.

The coachman was fascinated by the boy's activity as he darted about the room, assembling various
aspects of the device. Timothy now stood within the framework of a sphere made from the flexible reeds
of amarsh plant quite abundant on the idand in the pocket dimension where he had grown up. The
Asura, Ivar, was securing the joints with thick twine, a'so made from the leaves of aplant on Patience.

"The frame looks good," Timothy said. "' Caigphas, would you mind bringing the sap over here sowe
can begin to attach the outer skin?"

Staring at the bare skeleton of what Timothy had called his diving sphere, the navigation mage could
not yet see how it would enable the boy and the Asurato travel beneath the ocean. What the boy had
explained to him was nearly incomprehensible, but he had seen what Timothy was capable of, what he
could create with hisimagination and his hands, and so he did not doubt.

Sparks of icy blue legped from the mage'sfingertips. Using aspell smilar to onethat hewielded to
lift his carriage into the sky, Caigphas levitated the heavy cauldron across the room to Timothy.

The boy thanked him, then dipped athick brush into the steaming liquid and used it to attach a patch
of thin, transparent materid to the framework. Timothy had told him that it was the skin of awhiskerfish,
and Caigphas marveled at the precise number of such fish that must have been caught in order to provide
enough materid for the boy'sinvention. In addition to his other skills, hewas clearly aremarkable
fisherman.

"When the sap dries, it'll create an airtight sedl,” Timothy explained, moving with deft speed. "The
only water we want in here with usiswhat we let in through the valvesfor balagt.”

"But are you certain you'll be dl right?' Caigphas asked.

Ivar was working with the fish skin aswell. "The sphere is not so different from the huts my tribe
oncelivedin," the Asuratold Caigphas as he laid the skin on the framework in long strips. He bonded
one end of the pliable patch to another with the supremely sticky tree sap. "The floors were sometimes
raised off the ground on stilts. The sap sedled the skin so tightly that it could hold the weight of asmall
family and their possessions. We will be quite safe.”

Caiaphas watched them for afew minutes to see how it was done, then he, too, began to paste the
skin to the frame. The three worked diligently, and soon enough the framework was nearly enclosed, an
opening at the top of the sphere created to allow accessto its hollow center.



They stopped for a brief rest, sharing a pitcher of water and some stale, yet tasty, biscuitsthey had
found in the pantry.

"So, what do you think of it sofar?' the boy asked proudly, sipping from agoblet asthey studied
the sphere.

The navigation mage lifted hisvell to take abite from his biscuit, his eyes upon the craft taking shape
before them.

Ivar grunted in amusement. "Heis speechless, Timothy," the Asuranoted, pedling dried sgp from his
fingertips
"It fascinates me, and yet | have no understanding of how it will work," Caigphas admitted.

He could see that the boy was frustrated by hisignorance, but at the same time there was an e ement
of excitement, atwinklein hiseyes.

"When thisisdone," Timothy said, directing their attention to hishollow cregtion, "a bregthable
environment will be created insde by adevicethat will remain on the surface of the water, pumping air
down along hose made of tubes from the Lemboo plant. The Lemboo tubes will be seded together with
the same sap we're using for the sphere.” He moved to knedl beside another of his machines, placed
safely inthe corner. "Thisisour pump. It float dong behind us at first, and then above us aswe sink

Ceeper.”

On his hands and knees the boy crawled across the floor to awooden crate filled with hollowed-out
reeds about two feet in length. "And these are the Lemboo tubes well usefor our hose," Timothy said,
showing theflexihility of the plant by bending it in his hands. "We should have more than enough to reech
Abaddon.”

"If the sphereisfilled with oxygen, how will you keep it submerged?’

"Twoways," Tim explained. "Well both be weighted down, of course, but welll aso have tanks
attached to the craft's sde that we can fill and empty by manipulating these vaves. Filling the tanks will
make our dengity greater and cause the sphereto sink.”

Caigphas climbed to hisfeet and walked around the craft, once more ingpecting their work. " So
much more complicated than the reciting of aspell,” he said, hands clasped behind his back.

"But at this point, our only option,” Timothy replied.

There was a spdll-key that would open the workshop door at SkyHaven, but Timothy had added
his own locking mechanism, ametd bolt that did into the frame, to keep unwanted visitors avay.
Leander knocked severa times on the heavy wood.

"I'd think twice before going in there without some kind of protection, sir,” said one of the sentries
Grimshaw had put in place, aheavyset mage named Y arnill.

"If you ask me, the lad's extremely contagious,” the other sentry added. "Protection is most definitely
inorder."

Leander despised having to deal with Grimshaw's lackeys. The two were practicaly cowering with
fear in front of the workshop door. Leander had to hand it to Timothy, the boy certainly had come up
with a clever schemeto mask his escape. Sheridan would put off discovery of the boy's absencefor as
long aspossible.



"Wise advice, gentlemen,” the Grandmaster said in hismost authoritative tone. " Precautionary
measures, then.”

He pulled aspdl of shieding from hisvast memory of incantations and recited it, Sketching at the air
with hisfingersto summon the magic he needed. An opague vell of shimmering energy formed around the
Grandmagter as he prepared to enter the supposedly disease-infested workroom. "I believe thiswill
suffice," he said, and reached out to rap briskly upon the door.

The guardsimmediately stepped back, their hands covering their noses and mouths to keep any
contagion from entering their systems.

"Perhapsit would be wise if you two wereto leave the area,” Leander suggested, as he heard the
sound of movement from the other sSde of the door. "Y ou can't be too careful.”

"That'sagood ideg," said the extremely thin sentry, who turned and bolted down the hallway, the
rotund Y arnill trailing close behind.

"It'sjust terrible! Terriblel™ Sheridan wailed as he opened the door acrack. Hiscircular eyes
glowed like warm heatstones as he stuck his metal head out to examine the hallway.

"Oh, it'syou, Master Maddox," Sheridan said. "Are you done?'
"The guards couldn't get away from here fast enough,” Leander replied, dropping the magical shield.

The metal man opened the door farther to alow him entrance. A low, painful-sounding moan filled
the room, and the Grandmaster noticed a pile of bedclothes in the corner writhing, asif whoever was
benegath them was in grest discomfort.

"It's Master Maddox, Edgar,” Sheridan caled ashefirmly closed the door.

Therook erupted from benegth the covers, fluttering hiswings and ruffling hisfeethers. " So, how are
we doing?' Edgar asked, his short, spindly legs giving him difficulty walking on the rumpled blankets.
"Anybody suspiciousyet?!

"Word of Timothy'sillnessis spreading through SkyHaven like hungry fire," the mage said, tugging at
the end of his scruffy beard. "And | sent the resident physician away yesterday under the pretense that
he'd not taken aholiday in quite some time. People are keeping their distance from thiswing, never mind
thisworkshop. They'reterrified.”

"Caw! Caw! Can't betoo careful these days," Edgar crowed.

The Grandmagter walked toward the room's large windows and peered out at the early morning
sky. It was breezy, wispy clouds being forced across the sky by abullying wind.

"1 hope and pray to the bright ones above that this ploy will alow Timothy and Ivar timeto
accomplish their task.”

A high-pitched hissing sound drew his attention, and he turned to see Sheridan approaching, steam
escaping the valve on the sde of the mechanica man's head.

"Don't worry, Master Maddox. I'm sure that Timothy has more than enough time to secretly gain
access to Abaddon, break Verlisfree, escape the prison undetected, and accompany the Wurm back to
Draconaeto help histribe." Sheridan paused, reviewing what he had just said and counting the number of
tasks on thefingers of one meta hand.



"Oh, my," hefretted. "That'squitealist, isn't it?"

Edgar flew up from the blankets to land upon Leander's shoulder. "HEIl pull it off," the bird said, but
he did not sound completely confident. "Don't you think?" he asked the Grandmaster.

"Let'sjust hope we have enough time before Grimshaw becomes suspicious,”" Leander said,
returning his gaze to the morning beyond the window.

A touch of gray now streaked the sky. It looked as though a storm was brewing, and Leander could
not help but fear its coming.

Congable Grimshaw leaned back in the chair behind the desk in his office within the Parliament
complex.

"1'm so glad you took the time to bring this information to my attention, Councillor Pepoy,” he said,
pyramiding hisfingers beneeth his chin, contemplating the news he had just heard.

Pepoy, afussy gentleman, advanced in years, sipped from his cup of herb tea before placing it back
down on the saucer balanced on hislap. "When Fitzroy went missing, | wasn't sure what to do,” the
councillor said with ashake of his head. "I'd dwayswarned him that he could get into trouble or worse.”

The old man had come about hisfriend, the latest mage to mysterioudy disgppear from the city of
Arcanum.

"You did theright thing, Sr," Grimshaw said, reaching for the carafe upon hisdesk. "Moretea?' he
asked.

Pepoy extended his cup so that the constable could pour for him.
"S0, you are unsure of what your associate was investigating?' Grimshaw continued.

Pepoy took a careful sip from his refreshed cup. "That's correct, Constable. He had been
working—along with some others— without Parliament's knowledge, for quite sometime. | could make
aligt of who dsewasinvolved, if you'd like," the councillor volunteered. Heleaned forward in his chair
before Grimshaw's desk, asif concerned that even here, in the office of the foremost law officer in
Sunderland, he might be overheard. He spoke in a conspiratorial whisper. "One of them was Argus
Cade"

"The great Argus Cade, you say?' Grimshaw raised his eyebrowsin mock surprise. "A pity about
hisson ... and his defect.”

The old man nodded in agreement. " Shameful. An embarrassment to al mages.”

Grimshaw thought about the boy and how disruptive one chaotic force could be to the ddlicate
balance of things. But that force of chaos had now been isolated, alowing him to continue with histask of
restoring order unhindered.

"That list would be most helpful, Councillor,” Grimshaw noted. "I will leave no stone unturned in my
investigation of these disappearances.”

Pepoy smiled, obvioudy proud of himsdlf for having had secretsto share. "I'll compileit
immediately,” he said, placing his cup and saucer on the edge of the constable's desk. "And now I'll take
my leave. I'm certain that one in your position has other matters to attend to."



Grimshaw rose from hischair. "My thanksto you again,” he said as he took the man's dainty hand in
his and squeezed. The congtable watched with amusement as Pepoy winced. "And | would appreciate it
if you would be so kind asto keep the subject of our meeting this morning confidential .

"Mog certainly, Congtable Grimshaw,” Pepoy said, flexing the fingers on his smarting hand. ™Y our
secretsare mine." And with that last statement, the councillor bowed at the waist and turned toward the
door. "Good morn to you, Sir," he said, and was gone.

A list of those who had been working in secret without Parliament's consent would be most
helpful indeed, Grimshaw thought. He lifted the carafe of tea, pouring a cup for himsdf, asmple reward
for ajob well done. He began assessing what he would need to do once Pepoy'slist wasin his

possession.

A patch of air above his desk began to shimmer and grow dark, and Grimshaw steadied himself. A
passageway was opening from another place to admit amessenger. The constable sipped histea,
watching with a curious eye as the portal opened and alarge mud toad, its flesh mottled and gray,
crawled from the opening to squat on his desk. The flesh of itsthroat expanded and contracted asit
gared at him with bulbous ydlow eyes.

The creature dowly opened its mouth, wider and wider still, and avoice drifted from out of the open
maw.

"A warning to you, Congtable," said the voice, dry and brittle like ancient parchment. "A warning to
you about the boy, Timothy Cade."

He sat down upon the edge of hisdesk, his hand coming up to smooth the curling ends of his
mustache. "No worry there, I'm pleased to report,” Grimshaw said with confidence. "He has been dedlt
with, and will interfere with usno longer."

The toad's mouth opened larger, its body seeming to swell until it would burgt.

"So sure of yourself and your authority, are you, Grimshaw?' asked the voice. "Perhaps one should
verify hisfacts before heis made thefool."

The congtable sneered at the reptilian messenger. 1 take insult a your implications. Timothy Cade
has been placed under house arrest at SkyHaven, and has guards stationed outside hisdoor at al times.
There are far more pressing matters to concern oursalves with at the moment. I'vejust received
information that Fitzroy and Cade were not the only ones suspicious of your—"

"You try my patience, Congtable," growled the voice from somewhere degp inside the toad. "Y ou
will go to SkyHaven at once. | sense that something thereis amiss. The boy attemptsto stir the ghosts of
the past, to uncover truths long since buried. Such athing would interfere with my current plans. See that
it does not."

And with that find command, the creature's mouth began to close, Sgnifying that the discussion was
at an end and there would be no opportunity for further argument.

"Very wdl," Constable Grimshaw said. He rose, bowed to the toad, and proceeded toward the
door.

After dl, hismaster had commanded him.

Chapter Eight



Timothy did not think he had ever been so aware of the passage of time. Every hour that passed
was another span in which it seemed impossible that his absence from SkyHaven could go undiscovered.
It was far too late for such concerns, however. He was committed to his plan. Regardless of what
happened now, he was going to get Verlis out of Abaddon. The Parliament of Mages might have trouble
telling the difference between right and wrong, but Timothy had no such difficulty.

Still, the young man was well aware that Leander had jeopardized everything that mattered to himin
theworld, and so he did his best to hurry. If he and Ivar were able to get back to SkyHaven without
anyone the wiser, Timothy fdt that it would be amiracle, the sort of magic that not even the most
powerful mage could ever count on.

He stood now on the sandy shore of Hylairus, atiny idand that was the sole bit of uninhabited land
near their destination. Had they tried to reach Abaddon from the mainland, the air-circulating pump on
the shore would certainly have been discovered, and he and Ivar might well have died benegath the ocean
waves, not from drowning but from suffocation.

Caigphas had flown them here in Leander's ky carriage—and it was not lost on Timothy that the
navigation mage was aso risking everything by aiding them. He was agood man, Caigphas.

Even now, the navigation mage waswalst degp in the water, holding the diving sphere steady while
Ivar stood inside the contraption, setting the last of the postsin place. Timothy had been forced to break
the invention down to transport it here, but once it had been built and the outer skin had been sedled, it
was asmple matter to deconstruct and reconstruct its inner workings.

The sun shone warmly down upon them, but the breeze off the water was cool and Timothy
shivered. Hetilted his head to one side and studied the diving sphere. It was perfectly round and, though
thefish skinwas yellowed, it was transparent enough that they would be able to see underwater. But they
had to hurry, for the sunlight would only reach so far benegth the waves, and then they would haveto rely
upon the lights of Abaddon itsdf to guide them.

Andif night fel whilethey were still degpinthe ocean . . . well, Timothy did not want to think about
that.

Caigphasturned to him and nodded.

Timothy took a deep breath and strode into the surf. The long tubes attached to either side of the
sphere were floating on the waves, but they would not be for long. He tested the two dingsthat were
draped across his shoulders—each of them weighted with haf adozen bags of sand—and found them
secure.

Ashewalked toward the ladder that |eaned against the sphere, Caiaphas gazed at him doubtfully.

"I mean no disrespect, Timothy," the mage said, his blue eyes gleaming in the sun, "but are you
certain thiswill work?'

A flutter of trepidation went through the young man. He smiled as he considered lying. Then he
shook hishead. "Not at dl. But it should."

"How will you sed yoursdlf in? How will you keep the water out?"

Timothy glanced at the sun and saw that it had already dipped past the noontime position. He had
little time, but he owed Caigphas an explanation for dl that the man had done. Patiently he waded nearer
to the sphere and pointed at the round door built into its topside. He and Ivar had constructed it so that it



was all sealed astightly astherest of the sphere.

"The pressure from the ocean will help keep it closed. Thereisalaich ontheinsde," he added,
pointing to the meta clasp that would help pull the door tight againgt the frame of the sphere. Timothy had
added alayer of the malleable, gummy wood from the swaying trees from Petience that Ivar called Wind
Dancers. It was yet another precaution againgt the water.

"But well dso be using aless permanent adhesiveto glueit closed from within," hetold the
navigation mage.

Caigphas stared at the door amoment, and then a smile blossomed on hisface. "Y ou'vereally
thought of everything, havent you?'

Timothy gave anervouslaugh. "Well, when your lifeisin the balance, it just won't do to leave
anything out.”

Even with hisfeatures cloaked by the veil he wore, Caigphas seemed grim as he turned to Timothy
and extended his hand. "Good luck, young gr. | shal remain here and await your return.”

That wasit, then. Timothy heard the farewell in Caigphass tone and knew it wastime to get on with
it. He had been filled with righteous anger about the injustice that was being doneto Verlis, and to him as
well, but now that the moment had come to do the unthinkable, to lash out at al of the rulesand customs
of thisworld and the authority of Parliament, he hesitated. A tremor went through him. When he glanced
at Caigphas, he saw that the mage sensed his trepidation.

"Courage, young Master Cade," the man said, his eye shimmering with magic and kindness. "If you
are half the boy Leander Maddox thinks you are, you will make short work of this adventure.”

Timothy smiled and nodded. Then, without further comment, he climbed up the ladder and then
down into the submersible sphere, and pulled the door closed above him while Caigphasheld it in place.

The submersible was cramped inside, crisscrossed with tubes that supported the framework of the
sphere. Ivar had aready taken his seat amid the support structure, and he nodded grimly to Timothy as
the young man made hisway to his own makeshift seet, in front of Ivar's place. There had been atime
when Timothy had believed that hisfriend did not get nervous, but as he grew older he had cometo
redize that the Asurasmply did not show such emotions on their faces. Timothy, at least, had been deep
underwater before, with his diving apparatus so that he could breathe. Ivar had never ventured upon such

ajourney
But there was only strength and confidence in the warrior's eyes.

Timothy smiled at him but said nothing as he took his seet. They often passed time thisway,
comfortable with each other. Ivar had taught him the value of slence.

Taking care not to rush, Timothy went over the controls he had set into the submersible. Thelong
tanks on either side of the sphere were not merely for balast—weight to help drag them under the
water—but also for propulsion and navigation. There were pumps that Timothy could control with foot
pedals attached to the inner structure of the submersible. These would draw water into the tanks. At his
hands were levers that would vent the water out the rear of the tanks. Hisarm still ached a bit, but he
was confident he could operate the craft.

Full tankswould pull them underwater. A constant combination of suction and vent would propd
them forward. If Timothy cut off the suction but vented water, the submersible would rise. If he cut off



the vent on one side and not the other, he could turn the sphere to the left or right, and thereby guideit
wherever he needed to go.

Last, but most important, was the pump that would float on the ocean surface above them and pump
air down to the sphere. As soon asthey set out from the shore, Caigphaswould set it in the water. It
would drag behind the submersible and then follow above them as they went deeper. He only hoped he
had measured enough Lemboo tube for the depth of Abaddon. He had gauged it as best he could.

When he was satisfied that the controls were in working order, he glanced over his shoulder &t Ivar.
"Herewe go, old friend." Timothy grinned, his heart pounding. " Sedl the door.”

Ivar dipped from his seat and took up asmall tub of adhesive sap, which he spread liberdly all
around the entrance, filling even the tiniest gap between the sphere and the door. When he was finished,
he returned to his seat, and Timothy counted to one hundred in hismind. That wasall thetimeit would
take for the sap to take hold.

Through the strange yellow skin of the submersible, Timothy saw Caigphas il holding them steedy.
The waves crashed upon the shore of that tiny idand—a place that reminded him very much of
Patience—and Timothy waved to the mage to set them free. Caigphas gave the sphere ashove, and it
did out over the water, rocking on the waves. The coachman would be hurrying, even now, to set the
pump into the water aswell.

A moment |ater there came the hiss of the pump working, and fresh air filled the sphere.

Immediately Timothy began to pedal. He suctioned water into both ballast tanks, and the
submersible became heavy in the water. When the tanks were only partidly full, he began to vent water,
and the submersible began to move out over the ocean.

"Twenty degreeseas,” Ivar ingructed. He was navigating by the position of the sunin the sky, the
idand behind him, and by the dark outline of the very distant shore of the mainland. Therewasa
compass, but they needed to confirm their heading first before they could be confident of their direction.

Timothy adjusted their angle, gauged that they were far enough out from theidand shore, and
stopped venting. He continued to pedal, water flooding in to fill both ballast tanks, and then they began to
snk. The waves lapped higher on the outer skin of the sphere. Though there was plenty of air insgde the
submersible, till Timothy held his bresth. He gazed in amazement as they went under, dragged by the
ballast tanks and the sandbag weights they both wore.

The sunlight was diffused by the water, and the world undernesth the ocean waves was adeep
green-blue. They were rocked by thetida flow. A school of tiny fish swam by, and then along, flat el
paused amoment to regard them before hurrying on, dicing through the depths.

"Oh, my," Timothy whispered.

And in the gloom behind him, he heard Ivar reply, "Y es." That single word, more awhisper, was
enough to tell him that the Asurawas fedling al of thethingsthat he himsdlf fdt. Timothy was a once
terrified, asthey continued to descend, the water flowing up around them, and exhilarated. He had built
thisthing! He had congtructed something unimagined in thisworld. All of hislife he had invented things,
more out of necessity than out of alove for creation. But never had he been so thrilled with the result.

"Timothy," Ivar said, hisvoice dill ahush.

"YS?'



"We should not delay.”

It took him amoment to hear the words. When he did, Timothy nodded, snapping himself out of the
awed trance he had been in. He began to work the pedas and the levers, and the ballast tanks functioned
perfectly, jets of ocean water shooting out from the rear of those chambersto propel them forward.

Ivar corrected his heading severd times, and Timothy had to dter their course. The space within the
submersible had adways seemed narrow, but now it was more cramped than ever. Hefelt it begin to
close around him. The deeper they went, the faster his pulse raced. Histhroat became dry. When he
thought of Caigphas back on the shore, hefelt an urge to go back and join him. However, part of him
was il fascinated by the underseaworld around them, by long swaying reeds, plantsthat grew up from
the sea bottom to be dozens, perhaps hundreds of feet high. Schools of cloudfish drifted by, their jellied
bodieslike ghosts, glowing with an ethered light that was generated from within. Their long, poison
tendrils hung down benesth them as though harmless, when they were anything but. It occurred to
Timothy that he had met saverd magesthat were much the same.

Over the course of long minutes, the sphere dropped deeper below the surface and forged through
the water toward their destination. They left the sunlight far behind, and the gloom of the ocean
enveloped them.

Once again Timothy held his breath. Only when his chest began to hurt did heinhale sharply. The
ocean was growing darker around them, and he could barely see the controlsin his hands. He could
sense lvar behind him, but wondered if hewould be able to see hisfriend'sface if he wereto turn and
look. His eyes darted from side to Side, and he peered into the water, trying to see afish, or any other
sort of lifethat might be out there. And yet a part of him wanted to look away. A part of him was
frightened by that endless, shadowy redlm under the water, growing darker by the moment.

Intruders, Timothy thought. We'reintruders. He shivered at theidea, but it clung, spiderlike, in his
mind. He did not want to make asingle noise, not even to breathe, though he had to. It felt to him as
though something lurked out there in the deep ocean that might not want them here. It was not so foolish
athought, for he knew that there were such things as sea mongters, giant, hideous beasts that lived in the
deep. But not in this part of theworld. At least, not according to the books hisfather had taught him
from.

Still, hedid not fed that they belonged.

"It's...itisnt asfun as| thought it would be," he whispered, breaking the silence because he could
no longer bear it, daring to make anoise because awhisper was better than a scream.

"Why would you think such a dangerous endeavor would be fun?' Ivar asked.

Timothy had no answer to that, so he gave none. He only held his breath and continued onward, the
submersible gliding smoothly. More long minutes passed, and his hands and arms began to grow tired
from working the ballast tanksto propel them. His muscles ached. Hewasthirsty.

Theinterior structure of the sphere creaked with the pressure of the ocean around them.

Only by summoning an image of the arrogant Congtable Grimshaw into hismind could Timothy
banish the anxiety that filled his heart. The man was hateful, and Timothy refused to alow him to succeed
inhiscrudty to Verlis. He himsdf had been treated like acrimind, not merdly because he had challenged
Parliament, but because they all knew what he was capable of. They al knew that he could move amost
invishbly in their magica society, and it frightened them.



When he had first come to thisworld, they had treated him like a spy, and so he had become one.
And now that they weretreating him like acriminal, he was about to become one of those aswell.

"There" Ivar whispered.

Timothy looked around. At first he saw nothing but the impenetrable darkness. After severa
moments, however, his eyes caught aflicker of light in the depths. He adjusted his course just dightly,
and as he worked the contrals, the lights of the undersea prison of Abaddon came into view.

Congstable Grimshaw was not to be denied. He stormed dong the main corridor of SkyHaven with
two of hisaidesfollowing in the thunder of hiswake, and the Grandmaster's ass stant, scurrying aong
beside him like some petulant child.

"Congable, thisis very improper!" Carlyle whined. The skinny little man seemed as though he were
about to throw atantrum. "Very improper! If you will smply wait inthe main hall, as| asked,
Grandmaster Maddox will be informed of your presence and will join you there. I'm afraid | must
protest! Y ou cannot Smply—"

With athump of his boot upon the stone floor, Grimshaw spun on one hed and pointed a spindly
finger a Carlyle."Yessssl" he said, punctuating the word by poking the Grandmaster's assistant in the
chest. "Yes, | can. | have been commissioned as specia investigator for the Parliament of Mages. | wield
the authority of al the guilds, including thisone. As congtable, | will follow my investigations wherever
they may lead. At thismoment, | wish to speak with the freak. And | have been told by the sentries|
placed here that the Cade boy isill—dtill in hisworkshop, though | find it curious that asick young man
would bein hisworkshop rather than hisbed.”

" Supposed to be contagious, Congtable," one of his aides grunted.

Grimshaw ignored him. Instead he leaned in and glared at Carlyle. "1 sense deception. | smell
mendacity at work here. Y ou, Smpering lapdog that you are, will beg scraps from whatever master owns
the table at which you sit. So fed freeto run and tell Professor Maddox that | am here. But | will
continue on course. | am quite familiar with the location of the room the boy has chosen for his... .
workshop."

Hefdt hisown mouth turn up in asneer of disgust at thisfina word. Theideaof such aworkshop
was wretched, like animals mimicking mages. Without magic, the Cade boy was no better. An
abomination, he had heard it suggested. And oh, how he agreed.

With that, Grimshaw turned, his cloak billowing out behind him, and strode toward the stairwell that
curved down into the bowels of SkyHaven. His aides followed, but Carlyle scampered off to inform his
magter than they had an uninvited guest.

Hisfootfals were heavy on the steps that wound down into the heart of the floating fortress, but his
heart |egped with the pleasure of thwarting the hopes of his enemies. When he reached the appropriate
leve of SkyHaven, Constable Grimshaw hurried down along hall and at last rounded a corner, where he
saw two of the guards he had et at this post snap to attention when they noticed his approach.

"Theboy!" he snapped without preamble. "When wasthe last time you laid eyes on him?"

"Why, thismorning," one of the guards said, brow furrowing in confusion as though the question had
been difficult to answer. "Hesill, Congable. Deethly ill."

"Ishe?" Grimshaw replied, wondering if the chill of his sarcasm waslost on the thick-headed guard.



"And you saw him thismorning?'
"Moaning, he was, under his bedclothes.”
Grimshaw froze, glaring a the man. "Under his bedclothes?!

The guard, too stupid to understand the implications of this, nodded, eyes flashing with concern. He
knew hewasin trouble, but could not fathom why.

The congtable glanced &t the other guard. "Openiit.”
The guard hesitated. "Constable. Well, you see, he's contagious.”

Grimshaw began to shudder with fury. His hands twitched and contorted dmost into claws, and he
raised them abruptly. Jets of aily black magic erupted from hisfingers, coiled instantly around the throats
of thetwo guards, strangling them.

They collapsed to the floor as he turned to his aides and gestured toward the door to the workshop.
The nearest of them stepped forward and reached out a hand to the door. It shook in itsframe, but did
not open. Its spell should have opened for them, but something was blocking the way.

"Openit!" Grimshaw shouted.

Thetwo aides drew back from the door and then dammed their shouldersinto it. From within came
the crack of splintering wood. Whatever had barred the door was breaking. He smiled grimly. They
could have used asmple spell to blow the doors open, but he liked to have magesin his employ who
were not afraid to get physica if such became necessary. That would be important when dealing with the
Cade boy. The two magesin Grimshaw's service drew back once more.

"Congtable Grimshaw!" avoice called, booming down the corridor.

Grimshaw glanced up to see Leander coming around the turn in the hal, even asthe doorsto the
workshop gave way and swung open. Framed in the open door was the metal man that the Cade boy
had constructed. It, too, was an abomination.

"l do not suppose you are very concerned with contagion,” the metal man said, and then along
whistle of steam erupted from a pipe that jutted from the side of its head.

"Grimshaw!" Leander shouted again.
The burly, bearded mage stomped up to him, and Congtable Grimshaw sneered at him.

"Y ou'll pardon my eschewing some of the forma nicetiesin thisvist, Professor Maddox,” Grimshaw
sd. "l aminquiteahurry.”

"l do not pardon your insulting behavior, Congtable. Thereis protocol. Thereis common courtesy!
Anditis Grandmaster Maddox, if you please."

Grimshaw raised an eyebrow. "Isit?"

Hefollowed his aides into the boy's workshop, ssomach churning with disgust as he saw the various
Srange inventions that sat upon every table and shelf. The metal man said nothing more, only withdrew to
acorner and stood silently, as though hoping they would see him asjust another invention. Near the
window was a heavy blanket, and standing upon the blanket was the black-feathered bird who had been
Argus Cadesfamiliar. Therook stared at him with night-dark eyes.



"A surprise party?' the bird said. "For me?'Y ou shouldn't have, but ... wheresmy gift?"
Grimshaw scowled and spat at the bird, which flapped its wings and jumped out of the way.
"Learn how to knock, jerk," the familiar muttered.

The congtable shook his head, fedling both anger and exultation at the discovery that the boy was
gone. He had been thwarted, yes. But only for the moment. In the end, the boy had only fed the flames of
Parliament's suspicions about him.

Congtable Grimshaw smiled and glanced at Leander, who did not even attempt to explain the boy's
absence, or pretend that he was surprised to find Timothy Cade gone.

"Grandmaster, en?' Grimshaw said. "L eader of the Order of Alhazred?' He laughed softly.
"Perhaps, Professor, but not for long ... not for very much longer at al.”

For severd dreadful minutes Timothy wasforced to entertain the ideathat he and Ivar might have
failed, that they might have to return to the surface and leave Verlisimprisoned. Abaddon had severa
entrances, each of which was guarded only by amagica ward that would prevent any mage from
entering without the proper spell-key.

Caigphas had told them that each of these entrances led to a short tunnel, which would itsef endina
large emergence chamber, where they might surface and find themselvesin a pool inside the prison.
Timothy knew some of this, having been to the prison before, but he had been so overwrought with
concern for Verlisthat he had not paid as much attention as he perhaps should have, and so Caigphas's
information had been quite welcome. There were very few visitorsto Abaddon, the navigation mage had
explained. And though he had himsdlf used two of the entrances, he knew of athird which he believed
was only ever used for the arrival of prisoners, never of visitors.

It was possible—and their only hope—that the prisoners entrance would be largely ignored if there
was no new captive set to be brought to the underwater prison. Logic was on their sde—no one had
ever escaped from Abaddon, and no one had ever entered the prison without authorization. Not ever.
The magic spdlsthat guarded the entrances were the most powerful that the joined skills and sirength of
the Parliament of Mages could weave. It was inconceivable to them that anyone should attempt what
Timothy and Ivar were about to attempt, and so it was likely they could be taken by surprise.

Even so, there was away's the chance that the prisoners entrance would be monitored, that they
would be discovered the instant they surfaced in the emergence chamber. But Timothy and Ivar had
known the risk, known the odds againgt them, dl dong, and still had made the journey. They were not
about to turn back now.

"Movedowly, Timothy," Ivar whispered. The yellow skin of the sphere glowed now with the
illumination of the underwater prison, and when Timothy glanced a Ivar, the Asurahad blended, his skin
tone taking on the gleam of those lights. "Do not let your nervousness force your hand.”

Timothy took adeep bresth. "I won't."

His hands worked the levers dowly, and he vented a single spurt of water from each ballast tank.
The submersible rose severd inches and drifted forward. They had been at a complete standstill in the
water. Now the sphere glided toward the prisoners entrance to Abaddon. They passed beneath an
overhang, into adimly lit, unpleasant acove in the lower portion of the prison.

"Now," lvar said.



Timothy gnawed hislower lip, hisbreath coming in short gasps, and he let go of the leversand
leaned forward. By stretching as far as his body would dlow, he was able to place his hands on the
inddewall of the sphere, the fish skin rough benesth hisfingertips.

He closed hiseyes.

The un-magician, they called him. At firgt it had seemed ridiculous. Magic did not work on him. But
he was beginning to like the name, the word, for it seemed more appropriate now. With his eyes closed,
he could fed an odd numbnessin hisfingers, in hisskin, in the air around him. He had begun to notice this
fedling whenever there was powerful magic nearby. And if he focused, he could make the fedling go

away.
Through trid and error, he had learned what this meant.

When he forced that numbness away from him, he was expanding the null areathat existed within
him, the space in which magic would not function.

Now, asthe submersible drifted forward, dowing down since he had stopped venting water from
the balast tanks, Timothy concentrated harder than he ever had. Lids closed, he could dmost seein his
mind's eye an image of that null field expanding. For just amoment, he felt something ressting that
numbness, that un-magic, and then it gave way as smply as a bubble popping.

An opening appeared in the magica barrier that guarded the prison. The submersible did through the
prisoners entrance and dong ashort tunnd, into the ominoudy slent belly of Abaddon.

Chapter Nine

Grimshaw snarled in frustration, his face flushing deep red. Dark magic danced upon hisfingers, but
his nogtrilsflared, and helifted his chin as though he was disgusted at having to involve himsdf in matters
he felt were benegth him. Leander watched him with a certain fascination, wondering what he might do
next. He did not have to wait long to find ouit.

"Arrest Professor Maddox at once," the constable snapped, fixing Leander with amenacing stare,
barely acknowledging the presence of Sheridan and Edgar.

The congtabl€'s deputies acted without hesitation. The pair murmured in unison what could only have
been aspdl of containment, and their hands began to glow asif suddenly white hot.

Leander reacted in kind. How dare they treat me like some lowly criminal? He had expected
repercussions, but he would not be dedlt with thisway. The burly, shaggy mage summoned hisown
magic. "Y ou dare conjure againgt me as though I'm some petty thief or gutter rat? In the home of my
order?' the Grandmaster growled.

The air around him stirred with the arcane energies he was prepared to unleash, the power of the
unnatural wind ruffling his hair and robes. The deputies cautioudy stepped back, and he could seea
touch of gpprehensoninther eyes.

"Just who do you think you are?'
"Master Maddox," Sheridan began, a puff of sseam venting from his head.

Leander ignored the metal man's warning tone, ready to combat Grimshaw's thugsiif necessary. The
pair looked briefly to their master and then back to Leander. The magic that Leander commanded was
an anxious predator, eager to leap forward, but he held it fast, the air aout him snapping and sparking



from the restraint.

"They aredeputiesin my service," Grimshaw declared, stepping forward to aid hismen if they
required it. "Servants of order who have sworn their dlegiance to the centuries-old laws set forth by the
Parliament of Mages—the laws you have broken, Professor."”

Edgar cawed loudly and said nothing, though the bird seemed poised to attack if there was a battle
to be fought.

Grimshaw raised his hands, mystica energies poised for rdease. " Stand down, Leander Maddox,"
he commanded, histone leaving no doubt that he would unleash the full fury of his power if he was not

obeyed.

Leander gritted histeeth, unwilling to give way, yet he was faced with amost precarious situation.
Hewasinfuriated by Parliament'sinability to change—to see beyond their fears and prejudices—and
here, standing before him, wasthe physical representation of that ignorance.

"| tel you, stand down," Grimshaw ordered. "Do not force our hand.”

And with those words, Leander caught the dightest hint of asmile at the corner of the congtable's
mouth and the light of anticipation in hiseyes. You want this! he redlized. Nothing would make you
happier than to strike me down.

Despite his better judgment, Leander could not bring himsdlf to surrender. There wasamoment in
which the magics of the opposing forces in the room hummed and pulsed asiif taunting each other, but ill
he and Grimshaw and the constabl€'s deputies dl held fast, neither sde willing to make the first move.
Leander had to wonder what Argus Cade would have done.

The sound of meta clanking upon the workroom's stone floor disrupted the tension momentarily. All
eyesturned to find Sheridan approaching.

"Stand your ground, monstrosity!" Grimshaw bellowed. With aflick of hiswrig, the constable sent a
spark of aily black magic snaking out to touch the mechanica man, and Sheridan froze, pardyzed by

meagic.
"Please, Master Leander,” the metal man pleaded. "Don't make a bad Situation worse.”

A stregk of black feathers moved through the shadows, and Edgar perched atop the head of the
unmoving metal man. "Caw!" cried the rook. " Sheridan hasa point. Therésatimeto fight. Now isn't it.
Y ou're not hel ping anyone that way."

He knew they wereright. Theimmensity of destructive power present in the room at that moment
was gtartling, and he shuddered with the thought of it unleashed. If thiswereto go on, it would help no
one, Timothy least of all.

"Listen to your accomplices, Professor,” Grimshaw prodded. "It appears that they are now the
voices of reason.”

Leander took along breath and let it out dowly. Hisfury began to abate, and he lowered his
defenses. The power that thrummed inside him receded to the vast reservoir of magica energiesthat
powered the world, to be used, he hoped, for something more beneficial than the pursuit of violence.

"Congable," Leander said, "that is probably the first thing you've said that | agree with."



Abruptly released from Grimshaw's spell, Sheridan staggered closer as Edgar hopped down from
atop his head to land on the mechanica man's shoulder. Partnersin crime, the Grandmaster thought as
they stood defensel ess before the constable and his deputies.

"We surrender,” Leander said, raising his hands, pams out to show that there was no longer any
magic at hisdisposd.

"A wisedecision,” the constable sneered, the power he had amassed at hisfingertips dispersaing with
asputter and crackle. "But it doesn't change the fact that you cannot be trusted. Incapacitate them.”

Leander reacted, but too dowly. The beginnings of aspell that would have shielded them was &t the
tip of the mage's tongue when he and his so-called accomplices were struck down by an attack from
Grimshaw's deputies. Pain seared through Leander, and he was driven down into darkness.

Timothy had seen little of Terra, but aready there were at least two locationsin thisworld he never
wanted to see again. One was the Tower of Strychnos, the headquarters of the guild, for his memories of
the place were unsettling. The second, however, wasfar worse. If not for hisloydty to Verlis, if not for
his promise, he would have been happy never to see Abaddon again.

Y et here hewas.

The diving sphere bobbed in the docking berth ashe and Ivar carefully peeled away the sap that
affixed the craft's door. It came away from its frame with the faintest sucking sound, and the oppressve
aromaof the prison facility wafted inside to welcome them. It was an odd stench—astale smell, and
something else more foul: astink made from the fear and oppression of the poor souls forced to resdein
thisawful place.

Timothy could see lvar's nose twitching. The Asura had an acute sense of smdll. Inthisplacethe
boy did not envy hisfriend. The dark patterns on the Asuras flesh grew more pronounced, angular and
sharp, asign that the warrior was preparing for the worgt.

"The scent hereiswrong," he said as he poked his head out of the sphere to investigate their
surroundings. "Thereismuch misary in this place.”

Timothy emerged just behind his companion. "I'll agree with you on that," he said, looking around
the docking bay. As Caiaphas had guessed, the prisoner transport had its own docking place, separate
from where he and Leander had entered on their first visit. Thisroom was much smaller and, luckily for
them, unstaffed. There was no need to have any sentries on duty in thisarea, since no one could get in
through the ocean-bottom entrance without the proper spell.

No one but Timothy Cade.

There wasn't amoment to spare. Here was a perfect opportunity to penetrate the main facility
unnoticed. Timothy ducked back into the craft to retrieve hiswork belt from its place behind his seat and
fastened it about hiswaist. The belt was made up of various pouches, each containing itemsthat he
thought might be hdpful to him.

"Let'sgo." Hejumped down to the stone dock. " The quicker we get this done, the quicker we can
get out of here.”

"Then let ususe dl our speed and wit. | do not likeit here. Ivar hurried after him, one hand hovering
by the knifethat hung in its sheeth at hissde.

Abaddon made the Asuranervous, and Timothy could understand why. It was dark and oppressive,



and it fet within that prison asthough dl theterrible weight of the seawere pressing in on the wallsfrom
outside, waiting to crush them and sted the air from their lungs. Ivar did not like enclosed spaces.

Timothy darted to adoor, Ivar a his hedls, and pressed his ear to the cool surface, listening for
activity on the other sde. He heard nothing. "L et's see where thistakes us," he whispered, placing his
fingersin the crack between the door and frame.

Immediately the nullifying effect of histouch dispersed the magic that kept the door locked. It swung
open easly. Cautioudy the two moved swiftly into an even larger bay area.

"Thislooksfamiliar," the boy said. "I think we docked over there on my first visit." He pointed to an
empty stdl, itsdark oily watersreflecting the faint light thrown from the ghodtfire lamps adorning the
walls. The spirit lights danced within their glass spheres.

"And ... we exited through here.”

They stopped before another, larger door and listened before prying it open. This door was heavier
than thefirst, and Timothy appreciated hisfriend'sassstancein diding it asde.

"The placeiskind of likeamaze, but | think | remember the layout. Come on."

They |eft the bay, pressing closeto the wal and sticking to the shadows. Ivar moved so slently that
Timothy had to glance back from timeto timeto assure himsdf that hisfriend was till there. Asthey
dunk down the long corridor he looked back once more and saw that Ivar's flesh was taking on the
shade of the wall and the gloom around them. The Asurawas blending into his environment. Timothy
paused and stared, forcing his eyesto adjust so that he could see Ivar's sithouette. He didn't like not
being able to hear or see hisfriend. It made him fed adone.

Theideaof being donein Abaddon at the bottom of the ocean was not one he wanted to think
about for an ingtant.

"l find thelack of lifein this place unnerving,” Ivar whispered asthey stopped at yet another door.
"Arethere no guards?'

"| think they're just overconfident,” Timothy replied, even as histouch neutralized the door'slocking
mechanism. "Given itslocation, and the incredibly powerful magic they used to build thisplaceand to
keep its prisoners captive, they'd never dream anyone would be able to break in. Cometo think of it, |
can't imagine they'd believe anyone would ever try."

The pair continued on, weaving down seemingly endless halways, and passing through countless
doors.

"Areyou sure you know wherewe are going?' the Asurafinally asked as they stepped through yet
another doorway. "It dl looks very much the same.”

"1 know exactly wherewe are." Timothy fixed his gaze upon the door &t the end of this latest
corridor. He recognized the large glass orb set into the door frame, the one that reminded him of an
insect'seye. "That onewill take usinto—"

A sudden clanging reverberated through the stone hallway as the door before them began to open.
Timothy's mind raced. Therewas no timeto run for cover. A brief flash of an imagined future appeared in
hishead: Verlisin chains, and himsdf sharing acdl with the Wurm.

The door siwung open, and aguard draped in ared uniform stepped into the hall even as Ivar



grabbed Timothy firmly by the shoulder and yanked him backward, dragging him along the corridor to a
bend in the wdll. It was darker there, pooled in shadow, but certainly not enough to conceal them. Ivar
shoved him flat againgt the cool, stone wall and then covered Timothy's body with his own. The boy was
confused at firdt, but then realized what his friend was doing as he watched the surface of the Asuras
flesh begin to change, blending with the shadows and the drab color of thewall.

Thiswill never work! Timothy thought, fighting the panic surging up insde him. His heart hammered
50 loudly in his chest that he thought for certain it would give them away. He trembled. Histhroat went
dry ashe held hisbreath, willing himsdf thinner, flatter, as he listened fearfully to the guard's approaching
footfdls

The guard let loose amournful howl, and Timothy was about to shout and try to attack, when he
redlized that the mage was yawning. He wastired, probably coming off along, nighttime shift, Timothy
thought. Hoped. Timothy closed hiseyestightly and fdt Ivar's muscular body shielding him, conforming
to him to block any view of him. The Asurawas not breathing.

Then the guard was there, right next to them. Timothy could fed his presence. Again the man
yawned, the soles of his boots clopping loudly on the stone floor. There was amoment that seemed to
last for years, and then he was past them, stepping through a side door. And they were one again.

Without aword, Ivar began to breathe again and stepped forward to allow Timothy to move avay
from the wall. It took the boy afew seconds before he dared to take abreath. Then the air rushed into
hislungs, and he shook hishead in awe.

"Thank you," he whispered, putting afirm hand atop Ivar's shoulder. "That was amazing. Now let's
go get Verlis before we have any more surprises.”

Ivar grunted in agreement as they continued aong the corridor until they reached the door with the
glassorb. Thiswas not spell-glass, but the handmade variety. Most mages |ooked down upon anything
crafted by hand rather than by magic, but not all of them felt that way. The Legion Nocturne, for instance,
were powerful mages, but aso worked with their hands. They lived in wilderness, hunted by hand, and
were known as craftsmen. But Timothy had no ideawhether there were mages who specidized in blown
glass.

"I'm going to need help with this, | think," he whispered as he braced his feet and tried to dide the
heavy meta door open. Then he paused and glanced back at Ivar. "I should warn you that what's behind
thisdoor isvery disturbing.”

Ivar obliged, the door resisting at first, but soon succumbing to their combined efforts. Quickly they
stepped into the room, closing the door behind them, and found themsalvesin avast chamber, hundreds
of feet wide and equally deep. They stood on a catwalk, the air above and below them filled with
honey-yellow spheres of magic, and within each one of them was a prisoner of Abaddon. A criminal. The
worst of the worst.

But were they al? Timothy wondered about that. If Verliswas here only because Parliament felt
threatened by him, how many others were in Abaddon because they had enemiesin Parliament, or
because their opinionswerejust alittle too radica for their more conservative peers? It was aterrible
thought, and onceit entered hismind it wasimpossible for him to dismissit.

"Thisis. .. terrible" the Asurawarrior said, his eyes moving from onefloating, petrified shapeto the
next. "1 would rather be put to desth than to suffer like this."

Timothy only nodded. He did not have words for the dreadful way this place made him fed.



"C'mon," he said, tearing his attention away from the prisoners of Abaddon, tugging on Ivar'sarm.
"Verlisisjust beyond thisdoor."

Timothy turned to the last obstruction and ran his hand aong the smooth surface of the door. He
could not imagine being amage and trying to get in here without authorization. No door would have
opened for him. And yet, as the un-magician, there wasn't adoor that could keep him out. Even ashe
touched it, he could fed aflux inthe air asthe spell keeping the door closed was shattered. The boy
grabbed the door handle and tried to dide it open.

It would not budge.

He frowned. Just amoment ago he had been thinking about how no door could keep him out. Now
he fdlt foolish. What wasthis? Timothy studied it, wondering if there was sometrick here, sometrap, but
no. It seemed this door was only heavier, sturdier than the others, asif they had wanted to take extra
care to keep the prisoner within.

"I need your help again, Ivar." He grunted with exertion as he tried once more to open the door.

Hisfriend did not respond. Worried, Timothy spun around to find the Asurafrozen in histrackson
the cawalk, till staring wide-eyed a the mystica cages hanging weightlessin the air around him like stars
in ahideous sky

"lvar?' he whispered, dmost afraid to break the warrior's intense focus.

The Asuras head whipped away from the nightmarish sight, and Timothy saw something in Ivar's
eyesthat he had never seen before.

Fear.

It waslike looking into the eyes of acornered anima. Timothy did not know much about the Asuras
pag, for the warrior did not talk of such things, but he remembered his father once mentioning that Ivar
had been in captivity for some time before being brought to Patience. Is he remembering that right
now? Timothy wondered. He sympathized, but they didn't have time for this. Every moment they spent
lingering in one place increased therisk of discovery twofold. They had to get to Verlis, free him, and get
out of thisawful place asquickly as possible.

"lvar, | need you," Timothy said, attempting to cut through the panic he saw in the warrior's eyes. "'l
need help." He gestured toward the barrier before him. "Remember, the quicker we're through here, the
quicker we can get out. Please, Ivar.”

With those words, the last of the Asuratribe took one find gaze at those hanging cages, and turned
back to the boy, an eeriefire burning in his pitch-black eyes. "We must leave this place a once," he
growled, charging the door, practically pushing the boy out of the way. "Not even aWurm deserves
punishment thisfoul." The patterns upon his flesh flowed and expanded across the muscular surface of his
body as he exerted al his strength to dide the door open with agrinding rumble.

Timothy didn't waste any time, running past Ivar into the room, toward the platform upon which sat
the metal, non-magica cage where the wardens of Abaddon had confined the Wurm.

"Verlis?' Timothy whispered as he approached the bars of the cell. The Wurm waslying on hisside,
hiswrigts, snout, and wings still shackled. Verliswas so il that for amoment Timothy feared the worst.

In utter sllence, Ivar appeared a Timothy'sside.



"He'sso 4till," the boy noted. "Do you think he's ... 7'
"TheWurmlives" Ivar sad, scrutinizing the dragon's prone form.

Then there arose from within that cage adow, soft rumbling growl that reminded Timothy of the
approach of asummer thunderstorm.

"Weve cometo get you out,” the boy said, moving to the cell's door, studying the lock. Thiswas no
magica contraption, but asturdy metal thing. He had never seen anything likeit, and it occurred to him
that devising it must have forced the magicianswho designed it to think as they had never thought before.

They would have had to think like Timothy.

It would have been his pleasure to dismantleit, to take it gpart and figure out how it worked. And he
was confident he could have doneiit, given time. But there was none to be had.

"Wedon't havetimefor meto figurethisout,” Timothy said aloud. "I need to get this open fast, s0
subtlety isout of the question." He reached down to one of the pouches hanging from hisbelt and
unhooked it, placing it carefully on the ground. He knelt on the floor and opened the satchel to reved
three teardrop-shaped pieces of fruit.

"Thisisnot thetimeto think about your somach, Timothy," Ivar said worriedly.

"l wouldn't want to egt these," the boy said as he gently lifted one of the fruitsfrom the satchd. "It's
just the hollowed-out shell of the Xiumi fruit.” The boy loved the bitter flavor of Xiumi fruit. It had been a
pleasure scooping it out of these shells, because from there it had ended up in his mouth. But now the
shells served a much more important purpose. Slowly he brought one Xiumi shell toward the lock on the
cdl door.

"There's enough Hakka powder and coal in here to blast open thisdoor.”

The Asurastared as Timothy wedged the Xiumi shell between the door and itsframe. "The fruit will
explode?'

The boy laughed. "That'sthe plan." There was a strand of dry, woven tree vine that trailed from a
small opening at the top of the shell. Timothy removed apair of flint stones from another pouch on his
work belt and rubbed them together near the end of that fuse. "When this burns, step back," he said, and
aspark legped from the sonesto ignite the dried vine.

Thetwo quickly retreated, watching as the sputtering flame burned the length of the vine, finaly
making itsway ingdethe shdl. At fira Timothy thought his plan had falled, but even ashisbrain was
moving on to his backup plan, he was suddenly, explosively, proven wrong. He felt the blast in the hollow
of hischegt, asthough an invisible hand had just shoved him, and it thumped loudly in the room, echoing
inhisears.

Verliss cage stood open. The door had been blown off its hinges and now lay bent and twisted on
the platform.

"Maybe | used alittle too much Hakka," Timothy said as he waved a hand before hisface to clear
thear of smoke.

Ivar had moved swiftly and was dready inside the cage, squatting beside their ally. Timothy
frowned, though, as astrange sound reached his ears. At first he thought it was just the falout of the
explosion, the strange ringing sound that filled his ears, but then redized it was something far more



gniger.
"It'sandarm,” he said breathlesdy, entering the cell. "They know we're here.”

Verliss eyes opened, but there was a strange film over them, and the Wurm seemed unable to
focus. Helooked deepy or drunk. It took Timothy only amoment to redlize that the wardens had kept
him sedated. Tranquilized. There were drugsin his system. That was going to complicate matters even
further.

"Tim," the Wurm rasped, bardly able to mumble through the metal muzzle over his snout. He lifted
his shackled hands. "Y ou came back."

"l promised,” the boy said, asif that explained everything. Andto him, it did.

Again Verlis shook his manacled wrigts, but Timothy shook hishead. "I know, you want meto try to
use the Hakka powder to break them. But it'stoo dangerous. Y ou'd probably lose your hands. We have
to think of another way."

The aarm continued to echo ominoudy through the chamber.

"Itisasyou say, my young friend," Ivar said, placing afirm hand on his shoulder. "We have no time
for subtlety.”

The Asurawasright. If they wanted any chance at al to escape, he needed to act at once. He went
to the pouch and retrieved another of the explosive shells, removing the dried vine and emptying some of
its powdered contents onto the floor. "Obvioudy, we're going to want alot less of this."

He threaded the vine back insde the shell and stuck it the best he could between Verlisswrist and
the unyielding, metd restraint. "I know your hideistough, but thisis il likely to hurt you,” he said,
working theflint stones. "So I'll apologizein advance.”

The Wurm only nodded and stared at the explosive shdll. On the third try, the fuse caught fire, and
Timothy and Ivar turned their backs, shielding their heads againgt the smadler detonation.

"Ishe...?" Ivar began asthey squinted through the swirling smoke.

The sound of talons scraping metal echoed through the chamber. Asthe smoke cleared they saw
that Verlishad risen to his feet and was tearing away the restraints that hindered hiswings. Some of the
scales at the Wurm's wrist had been badly singed by the blast, but the damage had been kept to a
minimum. Timothy smiled, his chest swdlling with pride and joy at hisfriend'srelease.

Verlissretched hiswingsto their fullest expanse and then best the air, fanning away the il drifting
smoke. He then tore away the muzzle that restrained his snout, tossing the twisted meta to the floor.

"l am forever in your debt,” the Wurm said, looking down on him with dark eyes, swaying from sde
to Sde under the influence of the sedtives.

"What arefriendsfor?' Timothy asked, grinning, even asthe clanging of Abaddon's alarm spurred
them to move. "Y ou ready to move?'

Verlisnodded, his monstrous face etched with grim determination. And then the Wurm pitched
limply to one side, falling unconscious on the floor.

The darm grew louder and fagter in itsingstent pedling, asif to echo the drumming of Timothy's



heartbest.

"WEIl never be ableto carry him to the diving sphere,” he said, knedling down beside Verlisand
running aconcerned hand adong the rough scae of the Wurm'sface.

Ivar turned to gaze toward the entrance to the chamber. "No need for further worry about reaching
the sphere,” the Asurasaid asthe door did open to admit asmall cadre of Abaddon guards, their
uniformsasred asblood. "I doubt that we will be leaving by those means."

The guardstook up a position to block any escape, focus sticks s1zzling with magic and amed at the
intruders. A moment later captain Simons strode into the chamber.

"Timothy Cade," she said, her eyes narrowing to ditsthat made her ook unbearably crud, "you will
surrender immediately.”

Ivar stood facing the guards and the captain, but Timothy was still on his knees, holding on to the
falen Wurm. He lowered his head asthough in dismay and surrender, his face turned away from the
guards. But hiseyeswere open and he sared at Verlis, willing him to awaken, trying by sheer force of
will to shake the Wurm from his stupor.

"Velis" hewhigpered. "Thisisit. | thought Ivar and | could get you out of here, but it lookslikeit
was athree-person job. Y ou're the third one. We got you out of the cage, but if you don't wake up and
do something, well al bein Abaddon for the rest of our lives."

"Boy!" Captain Simons barked, her voice echoing throughout the chamber. "1 am only going to give
you one opportunity to do this painlessy.”

"Velis, please” Timothy hissed.

The dragon nodded his great, horned head and his eyes flickered open. An understanding passed
between them, and Timothy stood, turning around to join Ivar at the edge of the cell's platform.

"Captain Smons," the boy said, speaking loudly, "it's a pleasure to see you again.”

The captain strode closer, her focus stick lowered dightly. "How did you get in here, boy? Who
granted you access?"

"l got in hereon my own," he explained.

She stopped before the raised platform, her guards following behind her. "Impossible," she snapped.
"Thisfacility isimpregnable. To think that amere boy could—"

Verlis surged up from where he lay, adeafening roar escaping his cavernous mouth as he unfurled
hiswings and began to beat them with gresat ferocity. The guards jumped back, focus sticks raised, but
before they could fire, the Wurm belched liquid flame down among them, the searing hest causing them

to panic.

Blasts of magical force crackled through the air, aimed at Verlis. The Wurm had surprised them, but
it would be for nothing if they could not take advantage of the moment. In amatter of seconds the room
would be overrun with prison security.

"Verlis" Timothy called asthe Wurm let loose with another stream of orangefire. "We can't escape
theway | intended. Magic isour only hope. Y our magic.”



An arc of crackling white power struck the Wurm in the shoulder, and Verlisroared in fury. The
chamber wasfilling with thick, billowing black smoke from Verlissfire breath, and the three companions
had amoment—just afew heartbeats—to collect themselves.

"They're getting braver, Timothy," Ivar said, crouched in a battle stance but waiting to act until they
had a plan.

Verlisfurled hismighty wings, bringing them in closer to hisbody. "I will need afew momentsto
gather my srength.”

"And you'l havethem,” Timothy said. Heleft Verlisto move closer to Ivar. Even without the smoke,
it would have been difficult for their enemiesto see the Asurathere. Timothy did not have the same good
fortune, but he was prepared to fight.

"Verlis needs sometime. Let's see what we can do about giving it to him. Hold back, and wait for
my signal.” Timothy smiled and Ivar nodded in return. The boy legped down off the platform, into the
billowing smoke, and the warrior followed, his skin taking on the hue of black smoke. Through the
obstructing haze they could hear the guards eagerly approaching.

They're afraid of us, Timaothy thought, gathering up his courage.

Timeto really show them what thereisto fear. And the boy charged at them with aferocious cry
filled with rage and desperation.

The guards clutched their focus stickstightly Captain Simons was shouting orders, but no one was
listening any longer. Chaos had erupted. They opened fire on him with the magically-charged wegpons,
multiple arcs of white magic, like lightning snaking through the air. But the attacks—the devastating
energies summoned up by the guards and channeled through their weapons—dissi pated inches away
from him, not even sngeing him.

The astonishment upon their faces, the confusion and fear, gave him more than alittle pleasure.
Magic made people arrogant, he had determined. And it was aways entertaining to see what happened
when the arrogant learned that magic could not solve everything. He advanced on the guards. Foolishly,
they attacked again, as though somehow their previous attacks had gone awry.

"Try dl you like," hetold them astheir magicsfaled miserably. “The resultswill dways bethe same.
Didn't anyonetdl you? I'm the un-magician.”

Out of the corner of his eye he saw the dightest hint of movement, adistortion of ar, something that
an eye unfamiliar with the Asurawarrior's abilitieswould fail to notice. Ivar was sanding right in the midst
of the guards, his presence hidden to them.

"Now, Ivar!" the boy shouted.

The guards were poorly trained in physical combat, depending too heavily on magic. Timothy and
Ivar moved among them with swift brutdity, usng Asurafighting techniques that the guards smply could
not counter. One after another, they were beaten and thrown or kicked to the ground. The guards were
intota panic, some fleeing from the room, unable to comprehend afoe whom they could not defeat with

megic.

Captain Simons had retreated to acorner of the chamber when the smoke had begun to clog the air.
Shekept acareful distance now, bellowing her commands across the room. Timothy grabbed aterrified
guard by the front of hisuniform, swept hislegs out from underneath him, and brought him down hard to



the floor. He chanced aquick look toward the platform where they had left Verlis.

The Wurm appeared to be in degp concentration, his talons performing intricate gestures, asan
incantation flowed from his mouth, accompanied by grunts and clicks of the tongue.

A guard who had mustered some courage tried to strike his head with afocus stick, but Timothy
eadly disarmed him, tossing the metal wegpon away. The guard's courage evaporated and hefled,
running from the room asif the devils of Harrdishak were chasing him.

"Timothy, | believeitisnear time" Ivar said, gliding gracefully up dongsde him. The Asuras color
briefly returned to its natural state before shifting again to near invisibility.

Ivar wasright. As helooked to the platform, Timothy saw that Verlis had conjured a swirling black
holein theair, and the portal was growing larger.

"Let'sget out of here," Timothy said. He and Ivar sprinted to the platform. The porta was even
larger now, and asthe boy peered into its swirling innards, he redlized that the sight he glimpsed on the
other Sdewasfamiliar.

Father's study?
"Quickly now," Verlis grunted with exertion. "I'm not sure how much longer | can hold it open.”
"Youfirg, Ivar,” Timothy said.

The Asuraturned to give Abaddon onefinal look. Face twisted with contempt, he spat on thefloor,
then legped into the yawning hole to be swallowed up.

"Now, Timothy," the Wurm urged. "If you love the sky, go now!"

The boy could see that the doorway was indeed growing smaller.

"See you on the other Sde," hetold the monstrous creeture that he had learned to call friend.
Timothy Cade hurled himsdif into the swirling vortex.

CHAPTER TEN

Leander awakened in adungeon chamber deep in the lower regions of SkyHaven, with Edgar and
Sheridan watching over him, waiting for him to return to consciousness. The three of them were trapped
within ashimmering, crackling cell made entirely of magic, abox created by anetwork of powerful spells
to hold them imprisoned. He sat up, hisbody still aching from the manner in which Grimshaw's deputies
had attacked him even though Leander had surrendered. The constable had commanded his men to
attack regardless. The Grandmaster would not soon forget.

He said aslent prayer to the bright ones, wondering what had become of Timothy and if Grimshaw
had managed to catch up to him. The worst part of being incarcerated here was that he had no way to
find out if the boy had succeeded in breaking Verlis out of Abaddon. How devastating it would be to
have risked so much, and failed, hethought, but quickly pushed such negetivity from hismind. Timothy
Cade was aremarkable boy, and if anyonein the whole of the world could accomplish such afest, he
wasthe one.

Thewallsof their cdl hummed with the strength of their enchantment. Beyond that shimmering magic
he could make out only the shadowy recesses of the dungeon.



Edgar waddled close to onewall of their cell and studied the red ripples of energy that ran acrossiit.
"Not to complain,” the rook began, dowly stretching his neck toward the shimmering barrier, "but with
you being the Grandmaster and dl, | would have expected you to have enough power to counter this

el

The wall sparked asthetip of hisbeak touched it and the bird fluttered back, hisjet-black feathers
practically standing on end.

"Don't you think we've exceeded our trouble quotient for today, Edgar?’ Leander asked, Sitting up
and swinging hislegs over the edge of the cot where the guards had left him. Hefolded hisarms across
hisbarrel chest.

Sheridan's release va ve hissed as the mechanica man placed hishands on hiships. "Y es, unlessyou
want the three of usto end up in Abaddon along with Verlis," he said, ahint of annoyancein histinny
voice. "Poor Timothy will have to rescue usaswell.”

The rook fluttered up from the floor to land atop Sheridan's head. "'l just wanted to know if the
option wasthere," Edgar squawked, beginning to groom himsdlf with the side of his besk.

"Truthfully, I'm not certain | could escape,” the mage admitted, combing hisfingersthrough histhick,
red beard. "But | don't think it would be wise even to attempt it. Any further action on our part would
only sully whét little credibility | still have with Parliament. | think it best that we bide our time until we
learn of Timothy'sfate. If he has been captured, rash action might become necessary. But perhaps he will
succeed, and heisaready on hisway to Draconae. | have always wondered about the world of the
Wurm. | wonder what marvels he will have to share with us upon hisreturn.”

"Do you honestly believe he will be alowed to reach Draconae?" asked a soft voice from the
shadows of the dungeon, beyond their arcane cell.

Leander rose to hisfeet and peered through the magica barrier into the shadows. "Whao'sthere?' he
bellowed. " Show yoursdlf a once.”

Cassandra Nicodemus emerged from the gloom of the dungeon, her skin unusudly pale, dmost
spectrd, inthefaint light.

Her red hair framed her face, draping shadows across her eyes.

"l had hoped that the news of your arrest was nothing but amisunderstanding,” the girl said with an
ar of disapproval.

Leander offered her adight bow. " So sorry to have disappointed you."
"Caw! Cometo gloat, have you?' Edgar crowed, flapping hiswings, feathers ruffled in annoyance.

"Y ou presumeto know me, familiar,” the girl said haughtily. "But let me assure you that you do not. |
am not your enemy.”

"Then why have you come?' Leander asked. "To offer us our freedom? Y ou'll forgive meif | am
skeptica.” Leander studied her, deeply curious. Thisgirl wasamystery.

"Ohyes, that would be lovely." Sheridan perked up, hisinner workings clicking and whirring
excitedly.

Cassandra smoothed the front of her green silk cloak. "1 am afraid that setting you freeisnot within



my power a the moment,” she said. ™Y ou have broken the law, Professor Maddox, and I'm sorry to say
that you and your compatriots will remain imprisoned until the constable seesfit to arrange for your trid.
Word hasit that Parliament does not share our fascination with the son of Argus Cade.”

"Our fascination,” Leander noted, Sitting back down on the cot. "1 wasn't aware that the boy had so
captured your fancy," he said, asmile growing on hisface.

The young woman appeared flustered. "1 find him . . . interesting,” Cassandra said, nervoudy
twisting alock of her hair and looking everywhere but a him, "and Parliament's fear of him completely
unfounded.”

Leander chuckled. Cassandrawas flustered and he thought that it suited her, made her more like
other girlsher age. "Then if it isnot to gawk at us fearsome lawbreakers, mistress, why exactly have you
come?'

"Fearsome lawbreakersindeed,” Edgar grumbled benegth his bregath.
"Quiet, Edgar,” Sheridan scolded. "There's no need to berude.”

The rook squawked and tilted his head to glare at the mechanical man. "Have you not noticed that
we've been arrested?”!

Thegirl scowled at the bird's derision, then returned her attention to the mage. "1 come with
information about Timothy."

Leander shot to hisfeet and approached the barrier that separated him from freedom. "What have
you heard?" he asked eagerly. "Has he succeeded in releasing Verlis from Abaddon?'

Sheridan, with Edgar still perched on hishead, moved closer, eager to sharein the news of his
creator'sfate.

"Do ... do you know if heiswedl?' the mechanica man asked hdtingly, histimbrefilled with concern.
"| do so worry about him."

"Of course heswell," Edgar said, annoyed. "I'm hisfamiliar. I'd know if anything serious had
happened to him. I'd fed it in my bones."

Cassandramoved closer to the crimson barrier that separated them. "All | know iswhat | have
overheard in the halls of SkyHaven," she said in an excited whisper. "And if the rumors aretrue, then
what he has accomplished is momentous.”

L eander experienced an odd mix of excitement and dread as he waited for Cassandrato continue.
"They say that heinfiltrated Abaddon prison and has set the Wurm free. ..."

The girl was nearly breathless, and Leander noticed a pink flush upon her normally aabaster
cheeks. Ah, someone has been charmed by the boy's adventurous exploits, hethought with
amusement. Timothy might have been so impressed by her that he failed to notice they are
separated in age by only two or three years, but apparently Cassandra has not.

"They escaped through amagica porta conjured by the beast.

"Caw! Caw! Caw!" Edgar cried excitedly, flying up from Sheridan's head and soaring about the
confined space of the cdll. "Hedid it! | knew heid pull it off! Didn't doubt it for amoment.”



"Edgar, please,” Leander barked, not sharing in the bird's excitement. There was till too much they
did not know, too many thingsthat could gtill go horribly wrong. "Can you tdl us anything more? Has the
boy yet returned with hisfriend to Draconag”?’

Edgar lit upon the Grandmaster's shoulder and folded hiswings. "Good question,” he said, anxioudy
leaning forward for the answer.

Cassandra shrugged lightly, alook of worry gracing her delicate features. "I know nothing, other
than that Constable Grimshaw and his deputies are pursuing them. The rumors say that the constable was
ableto conjure aspell to track the Wurm's path.”

"Blagt!" the Grandmeaster exclamed, fedingill. "Where to? Where have they goneif they are not yet
in Draconee?'

"August Hill," Cassandrawhispered. "To the home of Argus Cade."

Congtable Arturo Grimshaw had spent most of his adult life seeking the perfection of order. He
imagined that his obsession waslikely aresult of his upbringing. Though he walked among the wedthiest
of mages now and received their respect, his parents had been smple people. Mages who were not from
noble or wedlthy families were required to choose avocation in which to apprentice. Grimshaw's mother
and father had met in a clothier where the most € egant uniforms, cloaks, and gowns of Arcanum's dlite
were designed and the fabric woven with magic. An honorable profession, and yet young Arturo's home
life could best have been described as chaos.

Late that afternoon he sat within the constabulary transport asit sped across the sky toward August
Hill, and adark satisfaction settled heavily upon his heart. The transport dipped dightly forward and he
knew they were nearing their destination. He tried to push thoughts of the past aside and studied the
faces of those who accompanied him. Some of these men and women had been with him since he had
first received his congtable's rank; others he knew only from reports of their magica aptitude. They were
histoals, hisinstruments of order. If only he had been in command of such implementsin the days of his
youth.

Mother and father imbibed, the juice of the vine helping them to relax after along hard day at the
clothie—or so they said. The drink seemed to release something trapped within the normdly placid
couple, something wild and turbulent. Many anight Arturo had gone to deep hungry, forgotten by his
parents, listening fearfully from his bed to the sounds of their raucous laughter asthey drank themselves
further and further into oblivion. He remembered how afraid held been, wishing that he had the power,
the magic to make them right. To make them stop.

"We're gpproaching our destination, Sir," the navigation mage caled from his place atop the deek,
black transport, pulling the constable back to the present.

"Takeusin," he ordered quickly.

But the memories of the past were not yet ready to release him fully. With aclawing dread degpin
hisbdly, he remembered the night that an act of chaostook away dl that defined his young existence.
Theinvestigating officids had said that it was an accident, the cardless use of hungry fire. But Arturo
knew otherwise, for it had been hisfirgt attempt at bringing order to histurbulent life.

From chaos there will come order, avoice had whispered from somewhere insde hishead, and it
had compelled him to act. His parents had been drunk again, quarrelling as they seemed to do night after
night, and something snapped insde him. Ashe had lainin hisbed, gazing up &t the cracked and
water-stained celling of hisroom, acam silky voice that he had never heard before that night urged him



to take action.

His thoughts still upon the past, Grimshaw gazed out the window at the darkened manse. They had
arrived. Hefdt his officers eyes upon him, and turned to look at the men and women awaiting his orders,
waiting for him to take charge of the situation as he had done that night so long ago.

That night. Just aboy, younger than the Cade freak, he had lain in his bed, fighting the lure of deep,
waiting for hismother and father to succumb to the effects of the a cohol. When the house wasfinaly
glent, he had carefully crept out into the main room. Colorful reams of magically spun cloth lay strewn
about, waiting to be fashioned into fabulous clothing for some socidite to wear to agaaball. How his
parents had yearned for an existence that would have found them invited to such events, but that was not
the path their lives had taken.

He had found them dumped in their chairs, surrounded by their work, the stink of fermented grape
wafting from their gaping mouths. They were silent, but he knew it was only amatter of time before the
pandemonium that wastheir lifewould rise up again to claim them.

From chaos there shall come order, the voice whispered, and he had known what he had to do to
carry out that edict of change. Beside each of his parentswasasmall lantern of hungry fire, the flame
withinitsmeta casng casting alight far superior to that of ghostfire for the purposes of their intricate
work.

Histhoughts were interrupted again by the voice of Hestia Trill, one of his deputies. "How shall we
proceed, Constable Grimshaw?"

Grimshaw could not respond. He was trapped in hismemory.

In hismind he could still seethe way the hungry fire danced, eager to leave its confinement, ravenous
for ataste of the magically woven cloth. As he had stood, watching everything he had ever known
consumed in the growing flames, it would have been so easy to be caught up in the flow of madness. But
the voice insde his head had not alowed it.

| have special plansfor you, it had whispered, urging him from the burning homeinto the cold,
dark night. | shall make you an instrument of my return.

"Sir?" urged avoice from somewhere nearby.

Grimshaw finally focused his eyes on the present and saw Deputy Denham standing before him, a
look of concern upon hisnormaly stoic features. Hestiawas behind him, her features also etched with
worry. They were frightened of him, these law mages. But they cared for him aswell. It was addlicate
but valuable balance.

"Yes, Deputy?’
"Weve reached our destination, sir," Denham explained. "How shdl we proceed?’ he asked.

The constable considered the request, again glancing out the window. He saw the Cade estate and
imagined it engulfed in flames

"Movein, but use extreme caution,” he ordered. "And, Deputy, if you are met with any resistance,
kill them."

From chaos there shall come order.



“Kill themdll."

"Verlis?Velis, pleasetry to stay with us. Timeisshort,” Timothy said, gnawing on hislower lip as
he watched the Wurm dip in and out of consciousness.

They had arrived a the home of the boy's father through the porta Verlis had conjured, completing
thefirst phase of their mission by escaping Abaddon. Now they desperately needed to begin phase two,
but in order to do that, Verlis had to conjure yet another portd, this one interdimensiona. Without hisfull
grength, such aspell might beimpossible. Thingsdid not ook promising.

Ivar knelt beside the Wurm and placed a gentle hand on his armor-plated back. "Whatever the
mages used to dull your senses,” the Asurasaid, "you must overcomeit. For our sake, and for the sake
of your clan.”

"Something in the food they fed mein that damnable place," Verlis hissed, his horned head seemingly
too heavy to hold doft. "Makesit difficult for meto Stay awake."

"But you haveto," Timothy urged. ™Y ou have to conjure the doorway that will take usto Draconae.”

The Wurm's eyes began to close. "Perhapsif | had sometimeto rest,” he grumbled, hislarge skull
beginning to droop toward his chest.

"No!" Timothy cried, moving to stand before the dragon, grabbing hold of one of hishorns. "Timeis
something we don't have.”

Verlis opened hiseyesto dits, the normaly dark, piercing orbs clouded with amilky film.

"Congtable Grimshaw and his deputies are sure to figure out where we've gone. It can't be long
before they're pounding on our door," hetold Verlis. "What can we do to help you? Think, Verlis, think
redly hard, because my brain has just about had it for today."

The room was eerily slent except for the heavy, bellowdike breathing of the Wurm. They were
losing him again, and something told Timothy that it would probably be some time before they could
wakehim.

"Perhapsif hewereto eat,” Ivar suggested.

Thelogic seemed sound. After dl, if they had been feeding him food spiked with drugs at Abaddon,
maybe untainted sustenance would act as a purifier and move the poisons through the Wurm's system
fadter.

"What do you think, Verlis?' Timothy asked. "If you were to eat some untainted food, could it
hdp?'

The dragon considered theidea "Perhaps,” he said weskly. "It has been avery long timesincel
consumed a proper med."

"Excdlent,” Timothy said, trying to restrain his excitement. "What can we get for you? | think there's
some bread and biscuits in the pantry, and some fruit preserves—"

"Volcanite" the Wurm whispered, dowly lifting his heed.
Timothy was confused. "Volcanite?" he asked, looking to Ivar for clarification. "What's that?"

"Itisthefood of the Wurm," Ivar explained. "The common rock you know as heatstone.”



"Heatstone?" Timothy said aloud. "Volcanite is heststone?"

Ivar nodded as Timothy felt the world drop out from beneath him. Back on the Idand of Patience
the black rock was found in great abundance, and he had used it to fuel hisforge. But that was Patience,
and he doubted there was time for atrip to theidand.

"Heatstone," the boy said, sitting down hard on the floor beside the barely conscious Wurm. "All the
things we brought over from Petience, and it had to be heatstone. It couldn't be Y aquis fronds, or
whiskerfish skin; it had to be heatstone.” He shook his head in disgust. "The one thing we didn't take with
lﬁ"

Timothy felt himsdlf dipping deeper and deeper into despair. If they couldn't come up with away to
make Verliswdl enough to use hismagic, they would never be able to reach Draconae, and everything
they had accomplished so far would be for nothing.

"We have heatstone,” Ivar said flatly.
"What did you say?' Timothy asked with surprise.

"We have heatstone," Ivar repested, raising hisarm to point in the direction of the solarium where
they had built the diving sphere. "In that room. At least abarrel of it. Sheridan thought that it might be
useful.”

" Sheridan? Remind meto give him anew coat of polish!” Timothy jumped to hisfeet, suddenly
optimidtic.

Then aseries of explosionsrocked the Cade estate to its very foundation.

Dusk wasfdling across Arcanum. The homes on August Hill cast long shadows. The constable's
deputies stood on the stone stairs leading up to the Cade house, their transport hovering in the air
aongside the steep face of August Hill, which was nearly acliff at this height. Powerful energies sparked
from their hands as they attempted to breach the Cade estate's defenses, working in the shadow of the
house,

In unison they raised their arms, casting spdlls that threw waves of destructive force at the facade of
the esteemed residence, but al that raw power went to waste. The attack was harmlesdy deflected by
enchantments infused into the structure. Grimshaw had expected as much. Argus Cade had been a
powerful mage and a gifted conjure-architect. Had the defenses of his home been anything lessthan
formidable, the constable would have been greetly disappointed.

"Stand asde," he commanded, climbing the stone daircase.

"The shidds arelike nothing I've ever seen," Deputy Denham noted as the constable studied the
structure, searching hisvast memory for a pell that would be strong enough to counter the arcane artistry
of Argus Cade.

"Understandable,” the constable replied. Y oure alaw mage. Whereas | have studied many skills,
many vocations. Conjure-architecture among them.”

Grimshaw could dmost sense his prey indde, the boy's horrific handicgp a stain on the magica
fabric of theworld. And he was determined to remove that stain. The constable sang out his spell of
decongtruction, the staggering energies unleashed from his hands ling the barriers established by
Argus Cade. At first the opposing force held, standing fast againgt his casting, but then, dowly, small
cracksin the structure of the magic began to appear.



"Most impressive, Sir," Denham said with abow while the other deputies prepared to storm the
house.

Grimshaw's hand dowly moved up to smooth the ends of his mustache, even asthe large double
doors exploded from their frame in jagged fragments. He smiled.

"Yes. lsnt it, though?'

The house shook as though a storm raged againgt itswalls. Thunderous explosions reverberated
through the hals as the defenses constructed by Timothy's father were torn away.

"We're running out of time," Timothy said nervoudy. "Does helook any better to you?' he asked
Ivar asthey watched Verlis dowly bring another jagged heatstone to his mouth. He and Ivar had
managed to bring the heavy barrel of volcanite from the solarium into Arguss study and had fed their
friend until he had the strength to do it himsdlf.

"l could not say," the Asurareplied with asad shake of hishead. "I have aways found the look of
the Wurm disturbing.”

Another explosion rocked the house. Timothy glanced up in darm and shot Ivar anervousook.
Ivar nodded. They both knew that time was running out.

The Wurm bit down on the black stone, producing aspray of sparks that rained upon the floor.
"What do you think, Verlis?' the boy asked. "Areyou feding up to it?'

The Wurm swallowed with awet rasp and |ooked at the boy with hooded eyesthat reveded
nathing.

"Here" Timothy said anxioudy, reaching into the barrel for another chunk of the stone. "Thislooks
like agood piece. Eat up.”

Verlisslently accepted the heatstone.

There came aclamor from the front of the house ... but thistime the thunderous noise was different.
Closer. And it wasfollowed by the pounding of booted feet. Timothy knitted his brows and glared at the
closed, double doors of the study. They wereinsde now. There were intrudersin hisfather's home—his
home—and hefdt hisblood begin to bail.

"Not much longer now," Timothy said to Ivar.

The Asuras flesh had dready begun to change, jagged patterns blooming upon the pale, exposed
flesh of hisface, chest, and arms—the markings of war.

"Wewill fight them?' he asked, reaching for the knife hanging at hisside.

Timothy shrugged. "Don't really see the use now." Helooked back to Verliswho now knelt, his
great wingswrapped around his crouching form asif protecting him from the cold. Thelast of the
heatstone lay in fragments on the floor. "He doesn't look better. He looks worse than ever.”

He whipped around, ready for afight, as angry fists began to pound on the study doors.

"Surrender!™ avoice boomed from outside the doors. " Give yoursalves up, and we guarantee you
will betrested fairly!"



"Why don't | believethat?" Timothy muttered. His gaze shifted from Ivar, who was crouched and
prepared for battle, to the deathly till form of Verlis, enshrouded within hiswings. The Wurm's scaly
flesh had taken on adull, grayish hue.

"Becauseyou arenot afool,” Ivar told him, freeing his knife from its sheeth.

"I'm sorry, Verlis," Timothy said softly. "Wetried, but it wasn't enough.” He reached out to touch the
Wurm'sflesh and found it unusudly hat.

The doorsto the study exploded inward, sailing through the air to shatter against one of the
bookcases across the room. Ancient texts spilled from the shelves and littered the floor like falling leaves.

The deputies swept into the room, their hands radiating crackling magic.

Ivar tensed, preparing to spring at the invaders, when Timothy reached out to grab hold of his
muscular am. The Asuralooked at the boy, violencein hisdark gaze.

"No," Timothy said flatly, shaking hishead. "Were done. Wevefailed.”

Therewasthe dightest hint of resistance from the Asura, amoment when Timothy wasn't quite sure
if hisfriend would submit, but then he felt the coiled musclesin Ivar'sarm begin to relax, and the grave
expression on his face receded, replaced by one of bitter resgnation.

"If that isyour wish," Ivar said quietly, returning the knife to its sheath.

The deputies encircled them, fear in their eyes. They knew that their magica powerswould have no
effect on Timothy, but still they had ajob to do. Though he did not agree with the deputies mission, the
boy could fed nothing but respect for their courage.

"Timothy Cade, you are under arrest for crimes againgt the nation of Sunderland and the Parliament
of Mages," proclamed a particularly nervous law mage.

"You canrdax,” Timothy said camly. "Wewon't be putting up any fight.”

The deputies|ooked at one another with quick, nervous glances, none of them wanting to be thefirst
to trust his statemen.

"Areyou sure about that, Timothy?

The boy glanced at the ravaged doorway just in time to see Constable Grimshaw gtrolling casually
into the study, hands clasped behind his back.

"Are you absolutely certain that you and the motley crew you cal friendswouldn't careto resist us?
The constable stopped in the center of the room, his eyes darting about the study, asif searching for
something. "My men were so looking forward to killing you,” he said idly.

"Sorry to disgppoint them,” Timothy responded with equa vehemence.

"Oh, well," Grimshaw replied, and from behind his back he produced apair of heavy manacles
smilar to those that had been used on Verlis. "I had these made especially for you." The constable tossed
them to thefloor in front of the boy. "I suggest you put them on at once.”

Timothy stared at the chains coiled at hisfeet asif they were a poisonous serpent. Slowly he bent to
pick up therestraints.



"Timothy, no," Ivar said, defiancein hisguttura tone.
"That's enough out of you, savage,” Grimshaw warned. "Go ahead, boy. Put them on.”

"It'sdl right, Ivar," he said as he opened one of the manacles. They were much heavier than he
imagined. "Maybeif | do asI'mtold, they'll treat you and Verlis better." Helooked at each of the
deputies and then Grimshaw, hoping for some kind of confirmation.

"Of course. They will betreated the same asal criminds; fairly, humandy"—Grimshaw paused, his
eyestwinkling maicioudy—"before they are put to deeth.”

Timothy felt asthough he had been struck. "No," he cried, shaking the chains at the lawman. "Y ou
can't! What crime have they committed that was so terrible you would execute them for it?"

Grimshaw chuckled. " Escaping Abaddon, assaulting officers of Parliament. And if | wereyou, |
would be more concerned about my own skin."

Timothy threw the chainsto the floor, feding both enraged and helpless. "Y ou're amongter,” he
gpat, scading emoation filling hiseyes.

Congtable Grimshaw smiled cruely as he motioned for his deputiesto retrieve the manacles. They
converged on the boy. He fought hard, but these were not ordinary mages. In addition to magic, they had
been trained in hand-to-hand combat, and their number soon overwhelmed him. Hefelt hisurgeto
struggle bleeding away. Two more of the deputies had restrained Ivar, containing him in a sphere of
crackling force.

Thisisit, Timothy thought as he felt the cold metal touch of the manacles.

They were preparing to put them on him when he noticed an odor. It was familiar, but he'd never
smelled it quite so strong. It was the smell of the forge in hisworkshop, of heatstone brought to its highest
temperature.

Vol canite, he thought, looking to where Verlis huddled, wrapped in hiswings. Vapors had begun to
drift upward from the now glistening flesh of the Wurm, and the pungent aroma of superheated rock filled
theroom. A dight tremble passed through Verlissflesh. " Something's happening!" he called out, loudly
enough that Ivar could hear from within the containment sphere that now imprisoned him.

Magic szzled and danced dong Grimshaw's fingers as he raised his hands. "The Wurm!™ he
bellowed to his officers. "Contain the—"

Verlisunfurled hiswings and let loose aferocious roar, his eyes blazing with such fury that even
Timothy was terrified for amoment. The heatstone had done itswork. The Wurm was hedlthy again.
And enraged.

"Don' just stand there," Grimshaw barked, but his deputies had frozen, stunned and terrified by the
sudden turn of events.

The Wurm opened his jaws and everyone in the room could see the churning inferno deep in his
throat. Smoke furled from his nogtrils. Seething heet radiated from hisflesh. All wassilent in Argus
Cade's study, except for the sound of liquid flame dripping from the corners of Verlissvast,
razor-toothed maw, Szzling and hissing asit landed on thefloor.

Drip, hsssssssss, drip, hsssssssssssss, drip, hsssssssssssssssssss. ..



A tension built inthe air and time seemed to stand ill. Timothy was reminded of the anticipation he
felt when helit one of his own explosive devices, and the deceptively prolonged wait as the fuse burned
down to detonate the deadly mixture within.

"Kill it," Grimshaw commanded, his voice cutting through the pa pable slence. "Kill the beast and be
donewithit!"

And that was when Verlis exploded.

The great Wurm's roar was deafening, hiswings expanding to pound the air. Plumes of liquid fire
erupted from his gaping mouth, scattering the constable's men. Tim watched as the glowing bubbl e that
encased |var dissipated now that its conjurors were seeking cover from the dragon’'s wrath and could no
longer focus on it. His concern for hisfather's house was quickly relieved as he witnessed enchantments
ingtilled in thewalls cance out the raging blaze before it could do any serious damage.

"Cometo me!" Verlisroared over the besting of hiswings.
Timothy and Ivar ran to the Wurm as the constabl €'s voi ce shrieked above the confusion.
"Kill them! Kill themal!"

Theair wasfilled with blasts of deadly magic, and dthough the boy had nothing to fear from the
bolts of hazardous energy, he worried for the safety of hisfriends. The Wurm best hiswings, cresting
gdeforcewindsthat hel ped to keep their attackers at bay.

"Grab hold of me," Verlisgrowled, and Timothy and Ivar did asthey weretold.

The congtable and his deputies were dmost upon them, enchantments that were surdly meant to
murder crackling a thetips of their fingers.

"Hold tight," the dragon roared.

Verlistensad his powerful legs, then sprang from thefloor, hiswingslifting them into the air with
incredible speed and taking them up through the celling with athunderous crash. But the dragon did not
stop there, continuing on his destructive path, breaking up through the next section of ceiling, and the
next, and the next after that. Argus Cade had put wards in place to protect his house from fire and from
attack, but there were no spellsin place to prevent their escape. Timothy's father had never imagined
anything would haveto crash out of hishome.

Timothy could hear the cries of dismay from the soldiers somewhere far below them, the sounds of
angry voices growing smaler and more distant as Verlis propelled them through the roof of the old house,

escaping into the open air.

Clutching the dragon'swaist for deer life, Timothy opened his eyesto see that they soared far above
August Hill, the fabulous city of Arcanum spreading out below to the emerad green ocean. If he hadn't
been so frightened he would have thought thisto be one of the most bresthtaking sights he had ever seen.

Ivar woreasimilar look of sheer wonder, the patterns on his flesh expanding and changing at a
breakneck pace as Verlis continued to flap hislesthery wings, taking them higher and higher till.

"Where are we going?' Timothy yelled, hoping to be heard over the rushing air, fearful that the
dragon would take them up farther into thefrigid, near airless atmosphere.

"Take your handsfromme," Verlisingructed.



Timothy glanced down. "I don't think s0."
"You must in order for the spell to work,” said the Wurm. "Hold fast to Ivar.”

Carefully Timothy did as Verlis asked, moving his grip from the Wurm. He arted to dip, but Ivar
grabbed hold of him with one hand, while with the other he clung tightly to the Wurm's scaly torso.

The Wurm extended hisarms, histalons moving about precisely in the air above him. Timothy heard
the start of aspell, amagica incantation spoken in the guttura tongue of the Wurm race, and watched in
wonder asablack rip in the very fabric of the sky tore open above them. Then he knew where they were

going.

"| take you now to the land of my people,” he heard Verlis bellow. What had first appeared asa
tear in the sky above their heads was now more ayawning black mouth, opening wide to swallow them
whole.

Draconae, Timothy thought, holding tightly to Ivar. We're finally going to Draconae.
Chapter Eleven

Congtable Grimshaw let loose aroar of frugtration. His body shook with hisanger, and it took him
severa secondsto settle down and remember that he was not alone. His deputies surrounded him,
scattered around the foyer of the Cade estate, obvioudy at atotal loss asto what to do with themselves
now that the boy, the savage and the filthy Wurm had escaped. The mages who served Grimshaw fretted
in awkward slence, looking everywhere but at their master, shifting from one foot to the other,
apparently unable to decide what to do with their hands.

"Go," he said through gritted teeth. With one hand he waved them away. " Search the entire house. If
you find wards that are too powerful for you to break, call for me. Look for any hint asto wherethe
criminals might have gone. It'slikely they'll try to go to the Wurm's dimension, but we may be ableto
stop them before they do.”

They responded instantly, disappearing into the depths of the home that had been built so long ago
by Argus Cade. Grimshaw was confident they would rather be anywhere other than in his presence. Nor
did he want them nearby. Hetried to cultivate a calm, confident persona, but he felt ready to explode. It
would be best if his subordinates did not witness any more of this. The boy had beaten him, for the
moment, and the constable did not like being bested . . . but it was particularly infuriating when it
happened in front of others.

He was humiliated.

It occurred to him that the deputy constables who were there at the house with him, who had
witnessed his embarrassment and loss of control, might be better turned to other duties. Far from
Arcanum and the Parliament. Far from anyone who might hear of the scenethat had just unfolded. After
al, Congtable Grimshaw's reputation was at stake.

The more he thought about it, the more he thought perhaps even that was not enough. Perhapsit
would be best if his deputies were to be diminated in a more permanent fashion. Grimshaw was going to
have to give the idea some serious condderation.

While the deputies were searching through the house, the constable wandered about the foyer, his
cloak swishing behind him and his boots clicking on the floor. He frowned deeply as he studied the
aterations that the Cade boy had made to this part of his ancestra home. There were sconces on the



wallsthat had been rigged to burn with hungry fire rather than magical ghostfire. Dangerous, but the boy
was clearly unafraid of the voracious nature of such flames.

Grimshaw sniffed, attempting to dismissfrom his mind the thoughts that wererisng there. Hewas
beginning to think that he had underestimated Timothy Cade, that the boy was an adversary who could
proveto be avery long-term thorn in hisside. All dong, the constable had assumed that the defeat and
destruction of Nicodemus had been afluke, that the boy had gotten lucky.

Now he wasn't so sure.

He listened for amoment to the sounds of his deputies moving through the house, their footfals
echoing down from the upper floors, and he nodded in satisfaction. If there was anything to be found—

A low hissinterrupted his thoughts. Grimshaw turned toward the familiar sound and saw theripplein
theair that Sgnified the passage from one dimensiona space to another. With asneer heraised both
hands, bruise-purple light flickering from hisfingers as he prepared to execute Timothy Cade and his
dlies

But it was not the boy returning. He realized this the moment he saw aform beginning to coalesce on
the third step of the grand staircasein the foyer. A moment later the transition was complete. There, upon
that step, was a hugely fat mud toad, itsyellow eyes shining sickly.

Grimshaw's upper lip curled asthough he had just sipped curdled milk, and he reached up and
tugged at one end of his mustache. He was loyd to his master, but he despised the toad. It stank like
rotting vegetables, and though it had no voice of its own, there was something about its features that
suggested it disdained him.

Him!

If it had not been his master's familiar, Grimshaw would have cast ahex upon it that would have
turned it ingde out.

Now the mud toad's mouth opened, and asingle, long croak escaped from itsfoul innards. And then
another voice echoed from itsthroat: the voice of his master.

"Argus Cade was a clever mage, Congtable Grimshaw," came the voice from inside the toad. "He
was suspicious, and | believe that are many things he learned, or at least was curious about, before his
death. His study ison thethird floor. Go there and search every crevice, every nook. If he kept records
or journds, they may be magically hidden, and they may contain secrets| would not like to have
discovered.

"Go. Search.”

Thiswas punctuated by aloud croak from the toad that sounded more like abelch, and then, with
that hiss of didocation, the air shimmered and the toad disappeared.

"Damned toad,” Grimshaw muttered as he stormed up the stairs, his cloak flapping in hiswake.

Moments later he found Argus Cade's study. There was award at the entrance, but Constable
Grimshaw had not achieved successin hisfield of expertise without becoming amaster of shattering such
wards. It was among his specidties, dong with torture, interrogation, and immobilization.

Hisarms ached as aresult of the spell required to break into the deceased mage's private sanctum,
but it was an dmost pleasant feding. Grimshaw stood in the center of the room, with hisarms crossed,



surveying the shelves that were empty savefor afew old, yellowed manuscripts, threetiny bottles of
tincture, and adisplay case that appeared ancient enough to date back to the days of the Wizards of Old.
Magica archaeology had been one of Argus Cade's passions. There were indentationsin the fabric insde
the case that indicated there had been tdlismans or artifacts of some kind within, before the study had
been cleared out.

Grimshaw frowned. Maddox. The Order of Alhazred's current Grandmaster—a Situation that was
about to change—had been Argus Cade's primary apprentice and acolyte. Someone had cleaned out
Cade's study, packed away his belongings, and organized his manuscripts, and Grimshaw felt certain the
job had fallen to Maddox. But if the professor had found anything suspicious, surdly it would have come
to light by now.

Perhaps he had not looked hard enough.
Another of Congtable Grimshaw's skillswasin the magic of discovery.

With adeep sgh he threw his head back and stretched hisarms out. A low chant began in his chest
and rose up into histhroat. He huffed air out of hislungs, grunting the words to the chant that were painful
to utter. Anicy chill gripped him and fingers of cold ran up and down his spine and up the back of his
neck. His handsfelt frozen, as though they might shatter likeiciclesa any moment.

The congtable shuddered, and then he doubled over in pain. Gritting histeeth to avoid crying out, he
held the spell inside him for amoment, and then he sood up Straight. Hiswrists twisted with aflourish.
He exhded aplume of icy blue breath that crystdlized intheair. It joined with adraft of cold air that
swept off his hands and began to scour the study like the north wind itself, whipping through the room
and across shelves, searching for acache.

Onthefar sde of the study, above a high-backed chair and alamp of ghostfire, there wasamirror
whose slvery spdll-glass shimmered, awaiting a mage whose reflection it could provide. But the mirror
was more than that. Asthefrigid air and icy crystals of Grimshaw's spdll struck it it froze ingtantly. The
surface turned white and tranducent, and then it Smply shattered. Shards of ice showered down upon the
ghostfirelamp and the high-backed chair, reveding anichein thewall, and a set of thin books bound in
leather.

Grimshaw grinned and strode across the room to pluck one of the books fromits hiding place. He
opened it and found within that the writing was as crude as the manufacture of the books themselves.
Argus Cade, an archmage, had written the words with his own hand rather than through magic, and the
books themsalves had been crafted by hand. Why the mage had gone to such lengths he could not
understand . . . and then the constable redlized why the old man had done such athing.

The boy. The boy could not have read the journasif they had been magica devices. If the words
had been written with aspell, they would have disappeared the moment Timothy Cade touched them.
Argus had written these journalsfor his son.

A broad smile formed upon Constable Grimshaw's face, and he grabbed the rest of thejournds,
dipping them into amagica pocket inside his cloak, where he could have hid the entire house if hed had
amind to. If hismaster's secrets had been in jeopardy from the existence of these journa's, Grimshaw
had just ensured that they would not be a problem in the future. His master would be pleased.

But that was not the reason for Grimshaw's smile. His mood was considerably improved by the
knowledge that these were the persona communications of Argus Cade to his freakish offspring, and
now the boy would never seethem.



Perhaps the day had not been acomplete waste after all.

In fact, even the boy's escape was not of enormous concern. After al, Grimshaw till had Leander
Maddox in custody, dong with Timothy'sfamiliar and thet ridiculous metal man.

The boy would be back.
And Congtable Grimshaw would be waiting.

Timothy's only experience with traveling between dimens ons had been through the door thet
separated the Idand of Patience from his ancestral home. But hisfather had been a powerful mage and
had carefully constructed that passageway—a passageway that he hoped Constable Grimshaw would
not discover. It was awell-traveled path between worlds, and perhaps because of that, passing through it
caused no discomfort whatsoever, only amomentary fegling of disorientation.

Once, while he was growing up on Patience, Timothy had been climbing aY aquistree and falen
from its upper branches. Theimpact when he struck the ground had cracked severa of hisribs and
stolen the breath from hisbody. He had lain there, unable to breathe, trying to gasp for air, hiseyes
bulging out, and had been certain that he was about to die.

Traveling through dimensions using the spell Verlis had cast to bring them to Draconae was much
like that experience.

They tore through the fabric of redlity on Draconag, intruding into that world with enough force to
create aloud noise, dmost an explosion of air. Ivar fell to hisknees, bresthing deeply as though to avoid
throwing up. Timothy wished he was that fortunate. For his part, he went down on hisface, jittering as
though he had been struck by lightning, and barely managed to roll over and stare up at hisfriends. His
handsflailed as he gestured to them, trying to indicate to them that he could not breathe. Hisface felt
warm. Blackness began to seep in around the corners of hiseyes and his chest felt as though Verliswere
gttingonit.

He began to think the blacknesswould claim him, then Ivar kndlt beside him. The Asurahad
recovered dmost immediately, and now he lay one hand on Timothy's chest and bent to stare into his

eyes.
"Cdm," hewhispered.

Timothy felt a peaceful ness soreading through him. For amoment he was frightened, thinking that
this was his body's surrender to death. Then he found himsdlf ableto inhale, and hedrew in along,
grateful breath of the air of Draconae.

And he began to choke.

It was savera anxious moments before he had steadied his bresthing and gotten the coughing and
choking under control. The air was thick with the smell of smoke and burnt things. Ashe got up on his
knees at last, Timothy frowned, wondering why Verlis had not been there to help him recover from the
dimengond jump.

Then, as herose, Timothy saw the reason.

They were on astegp mountainsde. A tiny stream ran down from much higher up the mountain. In
the distance were thickly forested areas, with dark-hued trees whose leaves were the color of drying

blood. Built into the mountainside were shadowy openings, the mouths of caves, but Timothy could not
tell if they were naturd or if they had been dug into the stone and soil.



All around them was acircle of devastation. The ground was charred black from fire. In some
places embers still burned and smoke rose in swirling eddies. The dead husks of trees, now just withered
fingers pointing accusations at the golden sky, dotted the blackened |andscape.

Verlisstood, wings folded tightly against his back, and stared up the ravaged mountainsde. The
Wurm shook his massive head from side to side, asthough by smply denying it he could erase the horror
that waslaid out before them. Suddenly he let out a hitching gasp, and hiswings spread. With three sharp
bests of those broad wings he flew like adagger through the air above the burnt ground and landed
among agroup of sguat, twisted tree husks. Their charred branchesjutted in al directions.

Then he saw the dead treesfor what they were. Timothy hissed air in through his teeth and hugged
himsdf.

Ivar moved to stand beside him, one gentle hand resting on the boy's shoulder.
"It'sterrible" Timothy whispered.
The Asuranodded grimly, and uttered one, smple word. "Wurm."

Long ago Ivar'stribe had been morta enemies of the Wurm. Though they would eventudly both
becomethe victims of the cruelty and prejudice of mages, at that time, their hatred for each other had
been even greater than the mages hatred of both of their tribes. In his childhood Ivar must have seen the
results of an attack by the Wurm. But Timothy never had. He wished he could make the memory leave
hismind.

For the small cluster of twisted, gnarled, blackened treesthat Verlis had landed in were not trees at
al. They were the charred bodies of members of histribe, Wurm who were probably hisfriends, perhaps
even hiskin. Thevestiges of their wings and their bonesjutted upward like those dead trees.

Therewasacivil war here on Draconae. But from the look of it, Timothy waswondering if it wasn't

dready over.

Slowly hewalked acrossthat ravaged landscape and joined Verlis. The Wurm furled hiswings
againg hisback again. When he glanced up from the corpses, there were tears of liquid fire diding down
hislegthery face. Plumes of flame shot from his nogtrils.

"One of them is Gavlor, the brother of my father. The others... the others are burned so badly |
cannot identify them. My family was encamped here. My mate. Our children. All of my compatriots. All
of those who wished to live in peace, to avoid the hateful, spiteful philosophies of Raptus and those like
him. That was al we wanted. Peace.”

Timothy nodded, but found himsalf unable to speak any words of comfort. In his heart hefet the
weight of terrible guilt. If Verlis had not helped him to defeat Nicodemus, he would never have been
captured. If they had been able to come back to Draconae sooner, this horror might have been avoided.

"Friend Verlis," Ivar began softly, "1 grieve for your kin. But there are few dead here. The others of
your clan might yet live. There may ill be achance that they could be saved.”

"Or their remains might bein the caves" Verlissad bitterly, snorting fire.

Timothy went to him and reached up to put ahand on the Wurm'slesthery shoulder. "Well help you
look."

"No," Verlissad, shaking off the boy'stouch. "They are my tribe. Thetask ismine."



With a shuddering breath, Timothy nodded. He bit hislip to keep from spesking again. Verlisstone
was clear. Timothy blamed himsdf for delaying their return, and Verlis blamed him aswell. He wanted to
say how sorry hewas, but now was not thetime.

The Wurm turned from them and started up the mountainside toward the mouth of the nearest cave.
Ivar came up beside Timothy again.

"Itisnot your fault," the Asurasaid, hisvoice low. "Y ou cannot be blamed for the crimes of others.”
Hewasright, but it did not make Timothy feel any better.

The two of them watched Verliswak toward the cave. So focused were they on their friend that
they did not see what emerged from the cave. Instead they only saw theway Verlisreacted. The Wurm
froze for amoment, then hiswings spread out wide, and he rose, wings beating the air, bellowing fire.

Only then did they seethefigure of another Wurm emerging from the mouth of the cave. The
creature was taller than Verlisand clad in armor the same blood red as the leaves of the trees. In one
hand it held along chain, at the end of which wasameta bdl with spikesjutting from it. The other hand
was dight with aburning yellow sphere of magic.

Timothy and Ivar werein motion at the same time. The two of them wererunningto ad Verlis.

Therest of it happened so fast they barely had time to react. Wurm flew down from the sky, some
of them armored. Others spilled from the caves up the mountainside, armed with vicious bladed
wegpons, with swords and maces and axes. Timothy and Ivar paused only a moment, and then they
heard the beating of heavy wings above them and glanced upward to see alegion of Wurm descending
from the yellow sky, claws reaching for them, fire hissing from their open jaws.

They never had achance.

Heat seared Timothy Cade's left cheek and the back of hisleft hand. He woke up hissing through his
teeth from the pain, but when he put his palms on the ground to push himsalf up, they were scalded as
well. Timothy put his hands on hislap and sat, not letting his bare skin touch the floor now, and surveyed
hissurroundings.

It was acave, but heimmediately sensed that this was not one of the caves he had seen upon
arriving in Draconae. The air was so dry that hislips where chapped, and when he bresthed in, hislungs
were sung by the heet. Jets of steam blew up through cracksin the stone floor at various pointsin the
cave, and thefloor nearly glowed with the heat coming from somewhere below.

Where hisflesh had touched the ground while he had been lying unconscious, his skin was burned.
He winced as he reached up and touched the left Sde of hisface. Painful, but not much real damage. He

hoped.

Even now, the heet radiated up from beneath him, and he could not it on the stone any longer. He
stood, shaky on hisfeet at firgt, but then regained his equilibrium. The soles of his boots protected his
feet, but the temperature insde the cave was lethally hot. He felt as though he were being cooked, and
the cave were one big oven.

With his unburned hand Timothy pushed his hair away from his eyes and stepped carefully, exploring
the cave. It was not large, but he appeared to be its only occupant. A frown creased hisforehead. This
made no sense at al. He had not redlly expected to ever wake up at dl after the Wurm had attacked him,
Ivar, and Verlisin such numbers and with such savagery. They had fought and he had been pummeled.



Sipping into unconsciousness, Timothy had believed that they were dl about to die.

Y et here he was. Stiff, bruised, scratched, and with new burns from the floor of the cave.
Otherwise, he was unharmed. There was no sign of Ivar or Verlis, but Timothy had to hope that if the
Wurm had taken him prisoner, that hisfriends were aso prisoners. He tried not to remember the gridy
image of the charred corpses of the Wurm on that mountainside.

"Helo?' Timothy called into the recesses of the cave. Only the hiss of steam and the echo of hisown
voicereplied.

He retraced his steps, careful not to put his hands on the walls. They werelikely as hot asthefloor.
His chest burned ingde, and histhroat felt scorched, as though he himself wereaWurm and at any
moment might exhde an inferno of liquid flameinstead of bresth.

Alone, hethought. You're alone. But thiswas not thefirst time that Timothy Cade had found himsalf
adoneinaworld that was dien to him, and he did not have it within his character to surrender to fear.
Somewhere nearby, perhapsin caves much like thisone, hisfriends il lived. Hefet sure of it.

It was smple enough to find the entrance to the cave. But through that opening his gaze beheld a
hellish panorama, avision of darkness and fire and terror. Timothy shuddered and tried to swallow back
the dread that rose up within him.

"Oh," he whispered softly, not even aware he had spoken.

The cave he wasin was one of hundreds that riddled the inner walls of the throat of aterrible
volcano, asif the entire thing were a beehive. The Wurm kingdom was dive with motion. The
descendants of dragons circled and soared and glided al through the vast open space, traveling between
the cave mouths or up and over the rim and out into the dark night of Draconae. Some of them were
spitting fire, though for no apparent reason. Timothy guessed it might be some form of communication—
some system of signals. Far below, hot, molten lava boiled, casting a reddish-orange glow upward,
illuminating the extraordinary city of the Wurm. Though there were garsand asingle, slver mooninthe
night sky, visible above the rim of the volcano, the glow of the lava overpowered the celestid light.

The caves were of varying sizes, and many were surrounded by ornate formations of dried lava that
seemed to have been sculpted into aesthetically pleasing shapes. There were cracksin the volcano walls
of the lower parts of the city, and fire belched up from those cracks in spurts that shot hundreds of feet
intotheair.

"Beautiful, isnt it?"
"Aaah!" he barked as he flinched and looked straight upward, searching for the source of the voice.

His boot dipped on the ledge, superhesated stone giving way, and he could fed his balance shifting.
Timothy flailed hisarms, trying to keep from going over the edge, but it was no use. He fdt the heat from
below blast upward, baking his skin, and he caught a sngle glimpse down &t the boiling lava, knowing
that it would melt even hisbones.

A powerful claw clamped his shoulder, caught him in midair, and Timothy was dangling there, afiery
death waiting below. He looked up into the face of his rescuer, a hideous Wurm with asingle deep scar
running from its forehead down across one grotesquely empty eye socket and out to one nogtril. Tiny jets
of flame erupted from its nostrils, one of them wider than the other, where the scar cut through its snout.
The Wurm wore no armor, but ajagged insgnia had been branded into the lesthery hide of its chest.



"l would suggest that you watch your step, boy, but | imagine even your kind are not so stupid that
you have not redlized thisdready."

Asthe Wurm set him down again insgde the cave, Timothy marveled at the creature. It gppeared
crud, but its voice was warm, even kind, with adry humor to it that made him confused. They had been
attacked and captured.

"You're.. . you'rebeing niceto me. You saved my life."

The Wurm snorted, and Timothy had to back up astep to avoid being singed. "Do not waste the
bregth to thank me, young mage. | am your guard. Raptus would not be pleased with meif | wereto
dlow youto diewhilein my care.”

Timothy frowned. He did not like the sound of that. But at least the Wurm was willing to spesk to
him.

"Y ou're to keep me prisoner, then. What's your name?’
"Y ou may cal me Hannuk, young mage."

Young mage, Timothy thought. Obvioudy, the Wurm did not know yet that he had no magic. And
he decided he would keep that fact to himsdf for now.

"And thereis no door on my cell because—"

Hannuk interrupted him with alaugh. "Because you have no wings. Y ou are welcome to attempt an
escape, but | wish you would not. As| said, Raptus would not be pleased if you fell to your death, and
no other outcome of an escape attempt islikely. Y our hands are too soft, your musclestoo weak. And a
spell has been cast upon you so that you cannot use magic here.”

Timothy was only barely ableto prevent himsealf from smiling at that. " And what of my friends. What
happened to them?"

Only now, as Timothy mentioned Verlisand Ivar, did he seethe glint of cruelty in Hannuk's eyes.
The Wurm's entire demeanor seemed to change. He glanced out at the kingdom that sprawled over the
inner circumference of the volcano'sthroat.

"The Asura has been put to work. Hiskind are good workers if they can be broken. If they cannat,
they make excellent mealsfor our spawn. Oh, | remember the rich flavor of Asuramest. We thought they
were dl dead, dain by the scheming mages. It isa pleasant surprise to find one aive. They areaddlicacy.
No child of this new generation of Wurm has ever tasted the flesh of an Asura. If it comesto that, and he
failsto prove himsdlf acapable dave, they will befighting for ascrap of him.”

He remembers, Timothy thought. He knew that Wurm could live hundreds of years, but Verlishad
been only achild when his people had been banished to Draconae and Timothy had never met another
Wurm. This one was old and battle scarred, but still strong, still powerful. And yet he remembered the
time when the Asuraand the Wurm had been engaged in congtant tribal warfare, before the mages began
to persecute both races.

"Asfor thetraitor ... heisbeing questioned.”

Timothy felt every musclein hisbody stiffen. Hisjaws clamped down and he breathed through his
nose to keep from screaming and panicking. If Ivar did not cooperate with them, the Wurm would eat
him! And Verlis. . . Timothy could only imagine the torture that might be used to question him.



"And me? What about me?"
Hannuk snorted fire again. "For now .. . you are here.”
"But Raptuswants me dive?"

"Y ou have many questions, young mage," Hannuk muttered. With ahiss of liquid fire that drooled to
the ground and burned therein asmall pool, he turned and launched himself away from the cave. His
wings beat the air severa times, and he circled around to come to a stop once more above the entrance
to the cave.

Timothy hesitated only amoment. He needed to know what was going on here. There might be
some bit of information that would help him stay dive, that would help him save hisfriends. He moved
carefully to the cave opening, trying not to look down &t the churning lake of burning lava below.

Hannuk raised one thick brow and glared down at him.
"IsRaptustheking?'
"We have no king," Hannuk spat dismissively. "Raptusisour leader. Our generd."

Timothy paused. He had to learn more. Hannuk seemed to like to talk, but obvioudy had decided
the less said to his captive the better. He tried to think of away to get the Wurm to speak.

After amoment, atiny smiletwitched at the edges of his mouth.
Hannuk sneered. "What do you mean, ‘why'?"
"Why is he the leader? Why is Raptus the genera ? Why him and not someone else?

Hannuk grunted in frustration. Hiswings unfurled, and then he pinned them back again. His
shouldersrose and fell with asigh, and he glared down at Timothy. "Had | known you were going to be
so talkative, | would have let you drop and burn.”

"But Raptus wouldn't have liked that."

The upper part of Hannuk's snout curled into asneer. "No. No, he would not. In answer to your
guestion, Raptusisleader because he has vison. Heis genera because we will al follow. We know what
he has suffered because of your kind, your monstrous, traitorous kind, and we know that with himin
command, you will al be madeto suffer for our pan.”

Timothy shook his head. Despite the torturous heat and the knowledge that these creatures would
never st him free, he felt some compassion for them.

"I'm sorry,” hesaid.
Hannuk flinched.

"l am. Truly. | grew up away from mages, from my world. | know very little about the past. Most
people on my world—the younger people especialy—know only what's been taught to them. They see
you as mongters.”

The Wurm grunted. "We are monsters? We made no war on mages until they began to attack our



settlements, al driven by the demon Alhazred, Prince of Lies. He showed us what to expect of
mages—betraya and treachery.”

Timothy frowned. "Y ou spesk of betraya and treachery. What do you mean? Alhazred and the
Parliament were stupid and brutal . But treacherous?’

Fumes drifted from Hannuk's nostrils as he considered Timothy's words.

"L ook, if I'm going to be your prisoner,” Timothy prodded him, "if my friendsand | are doing to die
for the crimes of others... | think it'sonly fair of meto ask what those crimes were. The mageswere
your enemies. | understand that. But betrayd ... | don't understand.”

Hannuk stared at him for along time before at last he spoke, his voice no longer friendly. Now he
seemed only cold and distant. The heat shimmered in the air, but there wasicein the Wurm's eyes.

Hannuk began, hiswords dripping with venom. He told the story of his own experiencesin the
months leading up to the banishment of the Wurm to Draconae and revedled things Timothy could have
never even dreamed of.

Timothy knew that the Parliament had banished the Wurm out of hatred, but had never known the
extent of their betraya—the secret truth behind the mages war againsgt the Wurm and the destruction of
the Asura. As Hannuk concluded, Timothy could only stare at him, horrified.

"One of the origina peacemakers, one of the ambassadors who met with the Parliament of Mages
that day, was Tarqilae, father to Raptus. Thanks to the wounds hereceived in that struggle, Tarqilae did
not live long after the banishment. He was the one who called this place Draconae, the land of dragons,
harkening back to the primitive beasts al Wurm are descended from. The generd never saw hisfather's
eyes, the ambassador was dead before he was born. Tarqilae wasthe first Wurm to die on the soil of
Draconae, and his son wasthefirst to be born here. Raptus was raised with hatred for the magesin his

Hannuk's snout contorted into what might have been asmile, his scar stretching obscenely. "He will
use dl of the resources of Draconae to find away back to your world, young mage. And we will destroy
youdl."

Timothy shook his head. "But not dl Wurm believein Rgptussvision. Verlisand histribe, hisclan,
they wanted peace. They only wanted to make the most of their lives here. Why did you have to destroy
them? Couldn't Raptus have just gone ahead with his plans without them?"

"You areamage. It isno surprise that you do not understand. They aretraitors. If they will not
support the generd, then they are betrayersto all of Draconag, to our entire race. Astraitors, they must
die"

Timothy felt an aching sadnessfill his heart, overpowering even the searing heat and hisfear.
"They must die, and yet here | am, amage, and you're going to keep me dive."

Hannuk tucked hiswingsin tightly to hisbody and bent down so he could curl his head into the cave
and peer into Timothy's face. Merriment seemed to dancein his eyes. Theflickering flamesfrom his
nogtrilsrose abit higher.

"Y ou misunderstand, young mage," Hannuk growled. "1 am to keep you dive, yes. | am to keep you
from killing yoursdlf whiletrying to escape. But that isonly so that Raptus will not be robbed of the
pleasure of tearing your heart out with his own talonsin a public execution, so that al the Wurm of



Draconae can watch, and cheer.
"It will be excdlent for morde"
Chapter Twelve

It was along and terrible night. Timothy did not deep. Severd times he began to nod off, but the
moment one of hisbare hands or hisface would touch the floor of the cave, hewould hissin pain and St
up again. At best he had perhaps an hour's rest, propped up carefully with hislegs beneath him, his back
againg thewall, and hishands on hislap.

Morning came far too soon.

Sometime during the night Hannuk had brought him atall stonejar filled with weter to kegp him from
dehydrating completely. Therewasonly asmdl gulp of it remaining when the red glow outside the cave
began to lighten to agolden orange.

Whatever star served as the sun for thisworld had risen.

Heraised the stonejar to drink the last of the water, and when he lowered it, Hannuk stood just
ingde the cave entrance, silhouetted by the golden orange glow from outside. Two other Wurm camein
behind him, both of them in the same dark red armor he had seen on the warriors that had attacked them
the day before.

Half adozen witty barbs came into Timothy's head, but his mouth would form none of them. He
gnawed hislower lip and could only watch as Hannuk stood aside to dlow the Wurm warriorsto
gpproach. He let hislimbs hang loosdly and lowered his head asif in surrender to hisfate. But Timothy
had spent years being trained to fight by an Asurawarrior. He would not surrender without abattle. Asa
tiny child he had sparred in combat with afull-grown Asura, and learned that greater Sze could be turned
againgt an opponent. The moment one of the Wurm reached for him, he acted.

Timothy grabbed the wrist of the nearest Wurm and hauled the monster down toward him, at the
same time bringing up his knee with every ounce of strength histired muscles could summon. He
dammed hisknee into the creature'sjaw, then drove his knucklesinto a pressure point at the Wurm's
temple. Its snout hung dack, and a snarl came from thefiery bellows of itsgullet. Then it collgpsed on the
floor beside him.

The second warrior lunged a him, but there was no room for it to fly. Timothy batted its hands
away, spun sideways, and shot ahard kick at its head that made aloud cracking noise as it connected.
Flaming spittle shot from its nogtrils, and Timothy darted past the Wurm, grabbed hold of itswings, and
began to shove it toward the open mouth of the cave. Even with histraining, he knew that his chances of
surviving the next few seconds wereridiculoudy dim, but they were going to execute him anyway. He a
least had to attempt an escape. The Wurm tried to get its footing back, but Timothy had it off balance.
Hewould shoveit out into the air over the volcano. It would haveto fly to saveitsown life. If he could
just get to therim ... or aplace from which he could climb to the rim—

Hannuk grabbed him by the hair and hauled him backward. Timothy cried out in pain asthe Wurm
dammed him to the searing stonefloor.

"l told you," the Wurm grunted, "my assignment was to keep you adive. And | mean to do so. If you
are broken and bleeding when you are presented for your execution, Raptuswill not mind.”

Timothy froze. He fdlt the heat from the Wurm's breath and pressed his eyes shut. Fear and sadness



filled him, but he refused to | et the monsters see it. When he had gotten control of himself again, hedid
backward, ignoring the scorching heat of the floor on his pams, and sat up. Hannuk moved out of his
way, and Timothy rose to hisfeet. The warriors who had come to take him were wary now, and
enraged, but Timothy could seein their manner that they would not damage him. Raptus was the oneto
decide hisfate.

"The time has come," Hannuk said, and then he gestured for the warriorsto take him.

The armor-clad Wurm each took one of hisarms and shuffled him to the mouth of the cave, to the
ledge overlooking the railing lava beow. Timothy glanced up at the golden sun, and then he felt the
forward momentum, the second of free fal asthey launched themsalves out of the cave. Therewasa
jarring tug asthey spread their wings, and then they were flying upward with him.

A roaring cheer echoed off the interior walls of the volcano'sthroat. Gushing jets of fire blew out
from nearly every cave, and then the Wurm showed themselves, crawling out across the rocky walls and,
clinging by their talons, watching the spectacle of the boy whom their |eader was about to daughter.
Therewas alow, humming sound, and it took Timothy severa secondsto redizeit wasasort of chuffing,
grunting noise that came from the throats of dl of the Wurm, asound of their pleasure.

Leve with the rim, in the center of the space above the volcano'sfiery heart, a cluster of armored
Wurm hovered like carrion birds, beating their wings and swaying in the updraft from the inferno below.
Some of them had swords, others the spiked ball-and-chain combinations he had seen the day before.
Severd had no wegponsaat al. Onethat Timothy could see had glistening green-black energy spilling
from her eyes and pooling around her fingersin midair. The female Wurm were just as hideous asthe
maesand, if anything, they looked more dangerous. Their talonswere longer, their snouts thinner, but
with fangs that jutted downward over their lower jaws.

At the center of thisgroup, though dightly higher in the ky, asingle Wurm beat hiswings, hands
crossed in front of him asthough he were completely at peace. Twin jets of dancing fire swirled upward
from hisnogtrilsin long plumes with every bresth he took. Though he was clad in the same blood-red
armor asthe other warriors, there were black stripes on his chest plate that |ooked like claw marks, and
his head was covered dmost entirely by ablack hemet, hornsjutting up through holes.

Raptus, Timothy thought. It had to be him.

The young man expected some kind of great speech. He thought that Raptus would address his
people, the way the leader of the mages would have done. But the Wurm were not mages. Their cusoms
were not the same. Raptus only waited patiently while the two warriors begt their wings and carried
Timothy up toward the cluster of Draconae's leaders.

They brought him before Raptus. Two additiona warriorsflew up below him, each of them grabbing
one of hislegs so that four of the mongtersheld him, one by each of hislimbs. They pulled hisarmsand
legs out straight so that he was completely exposed, completely vulnerable. Timothy could bardly bresthe
for thefear in him. His eyes burned with tears that demanded to be shed, but he denied them. Hewould
not cry. They werethe villains here, and he had done nothing wrong.

Quickly he surveyed the wdlls of the volcano, searching the cave openings and the ledges. He
thought he could see Ivar far below near the mouth of acave. It was not difficult to identify him, asthe
Asurawasthe only other creature in the Wurm city who did not have wings. Ivar wasin chains.

From off to hisleft there came aroar of pain and misery. Timothy hung his head to the |l eft, twisting
around enough so that he could see Verlis. He was aso in chains, hanging upside down from an
outcropping in thewall, dangled above the boiling lava by his bonds. Hiswings had been pinned together



with black spikesthat pierced them.
Timothy felt asthough he might vomit.

Then the four warriorswho held him pinned in midair pulled on hisarmsand legs again, and pain
wracked his body. He let out a shout and snapped his head around to glare at Raptus.

The Wurm generd only watched him with the same passive expression he had shown dl along.
Anather twin spurt of liquid flames danced up from his nogtrilswith along exhdation. The black metal
helmet Raptus wore had ditsfor hiseyes, but Timothy could see only darkness within, asthough there
were no eyesthere at al, and it made hislegs weak.

Hewasgoing to die.
"No," he whispered.
Raptus snickered. "Y ou spoke? Y our last thought, then?”

Hisvoice was low and rough, like stones grinding together. Timothy only stared at him. Raptus
nodded and then he raised both hands. The Wurm had been cheering for his execution, but now they fell
slent. Their leader, their generd, lowered hisleft hand but kept the other raised. Histaons shonein the
light of thisworld's golden sun. Timothy tried to picture hisfather'sface. Tried to comfort himself with the
knowledge that he would soon see hisfather again. He only prayed that his spirit could travel between
dimensions, that his ghost could join hisfather's, regardless of what world he was on when helogt hislife.

Raptus swooped from the sky, darting downward.

Timothy blinked, following his path. The generd flew at blinding speed around the circumference of
the volcano. He dove toward the bottom of the city, then circled on hisway back up. Raptus was not
cheered by hisfelow Wurm. All of the citizens of Draconag's city were silent, asthough it were part of a
ritual. And perhapsit was. They watched him circle, whirling up and up and up. He passed the place
where the warriors held Timothy and continued upward as though blown by the updraft of the volcano.
Findly, when he soared up above the rim, Raptus stopped, stretched out hiswings, held out the talons of
his right hand, and swooped down toward Timothy.

At firgt Timothy flinched, turning his eyes away, knowing those talons were going to pierce his chest
and tear out his heart.

But then he redlized he had to look. He would not turn away from his death.

Raptus diced the sky, dropping toward him.

Timothy's anger boiled over.

"You haveno right!" he screamed. "What have | done? Only a savage takes innocent lives!”

The generd’swings spread, tipped up, and he stopped himself only inches from Timothy. The boy
could fed the heat of hisfiery breath, and it stank like agarbage pit. Now he could see the eyes beneath
that black meta helmet, and he understood why he had not been able to before. They were even blacker
than the metal. Blacker than the blackest heart. Dark with hatred.

"Innocent?" Raptus growled, hiswings beeting dowly to keep himsdf aoft.
He darted backward, stretched out his arms, and addressed the city around him, all the creatures



who thrived in the volcano's throat. " Innocent?' he screamed.

The roar that shattered the silence of Draconae was deafening. Timothy gritted his teeth and refused
to let himself be cowed by it. If hewas going to die, it would not bein silence. It would not bein
surrender.

"If 1 am not innocent,” he called, "then before you execute me, at least tell memy crime.”

At this, Raptus seemed dmost to forget the city around him, to forget the Wurm that were his
followers, hissoldiers. He flew nearer to Timothy again. Hunched over in the sky, asthough prepared to
rip into the boy at any moment, smoke curling from his maw, the generd glared furioudly a him.

"Your crimeistha you areamage. You are atraitor, like al of them before you.”

Timothy shook his head. "Not al. Alhazred and his lackeys twisted the truth and manipulated the
mages. He used you, and when he couldn't use you anymore, he used Parliament. What they did was
wrong. Horrible. But you can't blame an entire race for the actions of afew The Parliament of Mages
represents al the mages of the world, or most of them. But that doesn't mean the whole world knew
what Alhazred was doing—how he planned to double-cross your people. The history of Terraisn't
written that way. | don't think even the Parliament knew. Not most of them, anyway. Y ou can't blame all
mages for the actions of one evil man and hisfollowers."

The Wurm tilted his head to one side, and for severd moments he only stared at Timothy. And then
Raptus began to laugh, aterrible sound that spilled liquid fire out of hisjaws, drizzling it down into the
long throat of the volcano, where it would merge with the molten lavafar below.

"You arealiar. And even if you spoke the truth, it would not matter. The world was taken from us.
Wewill takeit back. And every mage shdl bear the punishment for what we have suffered.”

Timothy swallowed, histhroat ragged and scorched from the heet. But he had one last gambit. "All
right,” hesaid. "If that iswhat you have to do. Even so, you cannot punish me for the crimes of mages.”

"Why not?" Raptus scoffed. "Because you are aboy? Y our age means nothing." Heraised histalons
and with asubtle change in the angle of his besting wings, moved closer.

"No," Timothy said. "Because I'm not amage.”

Raptus paused and stared at him.

"l have no magic a all. None. | can't cast spells. | can't touch magic and it can't touch me.”
"Youlie'" Raptus snarled.

Timothy shook hishead dowly, hisarmsand legs till held taut by the warriorswho carried him
aoft. "Test me. Attack mewith magic. Cast agpell onme.”

Baring hisyellowed fangs, Raptus gestured toward the female Wurm Timothy had noticed before,
the sorceress whose green-black magic was pouring out of her asfluidly asthefire spilled from the
others. She nodded to her commander and raised asinglefinger. A tendril of sparking, snaking energy
arced through the air toward him and struck his chest.

Green-black light spread across his shirt for amoment and then was gone.

The sorceress Wurm's jagged brows knitted together, and now she brought both hands up. With her



talons contorting, she seemed to sculpt the air into a sphere of crackling power. With aflick of her wrist
she sent it surging toward him, growing. Timothy could fed the tug of its presence, asthough it were
cregting itsown well of gravity asit passed through the air.

The destructive sphere evaporated just before it reached him. Timothy heard agrunt of relief from
both of the warriorswho held hisarms. They had been in mortal peril amoment ago, and he had saved
them from severe injury, possibly even from death.

"Yourewecome" he muttered.

Raptus held up a hand, and the sorceress lowered her head and glided away on her wingsto a
perch upon thewall. The spell had drained her, apparently, and she needed to rest.

Then the genera stared at him, black eyes glaring from beneath hishelmet.
"It isn't only that the magic cannot touch you. Y our presence disruptsit.”
"l annot amage," Timothy ingsted.

"Perhaps not. But you came here with Verlis, himsdlf atraitor, and afilthy Asura Mage or not, you
have declared yourself an enemy of Draconae.”

Timothy had no answer to that. He might have said he was an enemy only of the citizens of
Draconae who wanted bloodshed and violence, and afriend to those who wanted peace. But that would
not have kept him dive. Not for another moment. There was atime for valor and dignity and atime for
using his head. Something was going on in Ragptuss mind. The generd might till congder him an enemy,
but Timothy's words and hisinvulnerability to magic certainly had made Raptus hesitate.

At length the generd pointed at the warriorswho held Timothy. "Bring him. Follow me."

Timothy felt asurge of relief beginto risein him, but it receded an ingtant later as Raptus flew down
to look himin the eye once more.

"You livefor now. | think | may be ableto make use of you. And if | am mistaken, | will amply
execute you tomorrow, instead of today. | was so looking forward to holding your little black heart in my
hand." Raptus nodded to himsalf, smoke pluming from his nogtrils. "' Perhaps tomorrow | will havethe
pleasure.”

Chapter Thirteen

Ivar held hisbreath as he watched Timothy being brought before Raptus for execution. If he had had
more time he would have been able to help, but it wastoo late for that. There was not enough time, and
Timothy wastoo far avay. The Wurm held him high up in the air, most to the rim of the volcano. His
young friend would have to rely upon his own wiles and upon luck. Fortunately Timothy had agrest ded
of both, afact proven when Raptus apparently abandoned plansto execute the boy. Ivar watched in
fascination as the commander of thisWurm city led theway, flying up and over therim, out of the
volcano. Perhaps adozen of hiswarriorsfollowed, two of them carrying Timothy with them, hislegs
dangling benesth him.

Time, Ivar thought with a satisfied nod. The boy had just bought them sometime. But he did not
know how much, and so he could not waste another moment.

Since he had been taken captive by the Wurm, Ivar had been tortured and chained with heavy metal
bonds. He had been forced to work, mining heatstone from a quarry that had been tunneled into the side



of the volcano wall. Hours of thislabor had passed, and he wastired and sore, but he barely noticed his
own discomfort. His attention, throughout his brief time in davery, had been spent observing. He had
taken note of every aspect of the Wurm city that his eyes could see, including the comings and goings of
their warrior class. Not al of the dragon-kin were warriors. There were families here. Teachers.
Laborers. Artigs. All of the Wurm had some innate magic, but those who had studied and honed their
skillswere the city's sorcerers. And then there were warriors. All of the Wurm were dangerous, but not
all of them were used to combat. Most would have learned in their livesto rely upon the warrior classto
do thelr fighting for them.

Ivar was pleased.

Now that Timothy had been removed from the Situation, it also made his own course of action much
clearer. With the boy in acave under guard, and Verlis hanging from the outcropping far above, bound
and motionless, the Asurahad had difficulty devisng a course of action that would alow them dl to
emergedive.

But with Timothy gone, the course was clear.

Ivar had been marched out to awide ledge deep in the vol cano to watch the spectacle of hisfriend's
execution. Now that Timothy's life had been spared, the trio of Wurm that had aighted upon the ledge
grumbled to one another in disappointment and took flight, soaring on the scorching air that vented
upward from the churning, molten lavabelow. Thet Ieft only asingle Wurm, the one who wasin charge of
supervising the mining operation—the very same Wurm who had aready tortured Ivar dozens of times.

The heat from the volcano made it nearly impossible to breathe. Ivar ignored the discomfort, the
pain and tightnessin his chest, and turned back toward the tunnel where he had |€ft his quarrying tools.
The ledge was rough benesath his bare feet and had his skin not been far harder and thicker than a
mage's, the heat would have burned him horribly. His senses were attuned to everything around him, the
eddying of the blistering breeze that wafted up from the volcano, the location of the dozens of Wurm that
darted across the air above him, and—more importantly than anything e se—the grim lumbering presence
of the Wurm behind him. The creature snickered derisively asit noticed that he was returning to hiswork.

"All the stories I've ever heard about the Asuratalked of your tribe asfierce warriors, as proud and
dangerous and clever. Asadwayswith legends, the redity seems a pae shade of the whispers.”

Ivar paused and turned dowly to gaze a the ugly, monstrous visage of his captor. It amused him to
think that the Asurawere legendsto this generation of Wurm. Though many of the older crestures would
dill remember the conflict with the Asura, it was so long ago that they had obvioudy dlowed themsalves
to think the tribe's reputation had been exaggerated. Clearly they did not consider Ivar athreat. Hewas
in the bowels of the Wurm city, surrounded by sheer rock walls, and he had no wings. He had shackles
on hisarms, but there was along chain between hiswrists so that he could still work. Where could he
go? Onewarrior. Thelast of hiskind.

He did not respond to his captor's antagonism.

"Get back to work," the Wurm snarled, and raised the whip. It came whistling down toward his
face.

Ivar reached up and snatched the end of the whip out of the air. He leaped &t the Wurm, ignoring
the astonishment etched upon its features, and dipped the whip around its neck. With asnap of his
wridts, Ivar wrapped his chains around the Wurm. In asingle, swift move, he didocated both of his
thumbs and tugged his hands free of the shackles. Then he pulled the chain tighter, snapped the shackles
together, and trapped the creature's wings againgt its back. It would not lagt, but it would take severa



seconds at least for the Wurm to free its wings from the chains.

Silently Ivar shoved the cregture off the ledge. It tumbled end over end, struggling againgt the chains
asit fdl into the molten, churning lava below. Wurm were fire beasts. Their hides were thick and difficult
to burn. They had furnacesin their bellies. But even that heat was nothing compared to the heart of the
volcano. The Wurm would not resurface.

“No morework," |var muttered.

Free of hisbonds, he ran with uncanny speed to the tunnd entrance, but he did not go inside.
Instead he stood for amoment against the volcano wall, and his skin changed pigment, the color matching
the black glass sheen of the volcano's throat. Then he dug his fingersinto the rock, pressed his body
againg it, and used hisfeet to search for the tiniest crack, the smallest bit of leverage.

Then hewasclimbing.

For long minutes he clambered up the inner wall of the volcano, completely unnoticed. The heat was
terrible a first, searing hisflesh, but it diminished as he climbed higher. He was more than hdfway to the
outcropping where Verlis dangled in chains out over the abyss, when an darm wasraised far below. lvar
paused and glanced down. Several Wurm, including two warriors, had dighted upon the ledge where the
heatstone quarry tunnd was. His absence—and that of the guard he had killed—had been discovered.

It occurred to him that it would be far easier to escape undetected if he left Verliswhere he was. But
regardiess of the fact that he wasaWurm, Verliswashisdly. To leave him behind, evenif it meant
sacrificing Ivar's own surviva and the possibility of rescuing Timothy, would be dishonorable and
undignified.

The Wurm began to hunt for Ivar. Warriors and guards and even some of the ordinary citizens of the
city joined the search. They started from the heatstone quarry, thinking the Asura could not have gotten
far. lvar's ears were quite sensitive, and so he even overheard one warrior calling to another that he had
probably falen into the volcano.

Invisible againgt the wdll, he continued to climb. Severd times Wurm flew by so close that he could
have spit on them as they passed. When this happened he grew till and waited until they were gone so
that his motion did not give him away He knew that the creatures had a powerful sense of smell, and that
if they came close enough they would scent him. Thusfar he had been saved by the fact that there was
only updraft here, and none of them had comein directly above him. As he climbed, Ivar moved from
gdeto sdeto avoid being immediately below any of the cave openings.

Swords were drawn. Shouts of rage and disgust were raised. Ivar ignored them and continued to
dimb.

Every musclein hisbody hurt. Thetips of hisfingers were scraped raw, and he hoped they would
not begin to bleed badly, for that would make climbing very dippery. Histoes found purchase wherever
they could. He stretched hislegsfar out to either side, contorting hiswhole body however it was
necessary to continue upward. And soon enough he found himsdlf just below the outcropping where
Verliswasimprisoned.

Hisaly hung upside down, chained, wings pinned back and together. Verlis had his eyes closed, but
Ivar sensed he was awake. The Asurawarrior climbed onto the top of the outcropping that jutted from
the volcano wall. Still blending the color of hisflesh with that of the rock, he crawled dowly to the
farthest tip of rock and then hung hishead over the Side.



"What, precisdly, were you waiting for?' Verlis asked, hisvoice alow growl.

A dow smile crept across Ivar's fegtures. " The moment when it seemed least likely one of uswould
die. You knew | would come?'

The Wurm opened hiseyes. A small puff of smoke rose from his nostrils. He looked absurd,
hanging upside down with hislegswrapped in chains. "1 caught your scent while you were climbing. You
do smdl quite badly, you know."

Ivar raised an eyebrow. "After your experience in Abaddon and now here on Draconae, | would
have thought you would be more interested in your freedom.”

Verlisdid not react. He knew Ivar would not leave him there, so the threat was hollow. The Wurm
only grunted. "In addition to your persond gtink, there is one other, smal thing that concerns me.”

The Asurareached down and ran hisfingers dong the chains. Before he released Verlis, he wanted
to free the Wurm'swings. It was the simple matter of releasing a catch on the clamp of black spikesthat
had pinned hiswingstogether. A device for the torture and imprisonment of their own kind, invented by
Wurm. Ivar was horrified.

When he unlatched it and Verlisswings were free, the Wurm sighed with relief, moving only alittle
inthe coil of chainsthat held him aoft.

"What isit that disturbs you?" Ivar asked, his hands now moving again aong the chains, searching
for the place where they would be locked together. It took him only amoment, and then he began
working hisfingers over each link, searching for awesk one.

"l can aso smdl your blood."
Ivar froze. His brow creased in afrown.

"They whipped you, did they not?'Y our back will be striped with bloody wounds. Even if you
managed to get al the way up here without them noticing the splashes of blood that would not blend, the
way your skin does, into your surroundings, they must have smdlled it.”

For the first time since childhood, the Asurawarrior felt like afool. Hewas on hisbelly on the
outcropping, hisarmswrapped around it, fingers tugging on the chain, trying to break Verlisfree. Now
he raised his eyes and gazed down past his captive dly.

He counted seventeen Wurm in arough semicircle just below him. There would be others above.
They had swinging maces and swords, and in their midst were apair of sorcerers whose magic
shimmered around them.

Ivar knew they were going to die, and yet his only concern wasfor Timothy.

Hisfingersfound the weak link, and he twisted it Sdeways. The chain sngpped. Verlis shrugged out
of it, the metal bondsfaling away toward the volcanic magstrom far below. He spuninto the ar, wings
gpreading, and caught an updraft. With aroar, he beat hiswings and hovered there, facing his enemies.
Ivar stood up on the outcropping and let hisflesh return to its natural color. The timefor battle had come.
If hewasto die by the sde of hisaly, Ivar would do so proudly, asthe last of the Asura.

One of the Wurm warriors shouted a command and each of them opened their jaws and let loose a
short blast of liquid fire, not an attack so much as an intimidation.



A chorus of roaring replied, but it was not from below. It was from above. Far above.

Ivar glanced up and saw Wurm darting through the air, streaking downward, soaring on the
superheated draftsinto the throat of the volcano. None of them wore armor, but they did carry wegpons.
For amoment he presumed these were only reinforcements. But then the new arrivals began to attack
Raptusswarriors, swords and spears flashing in the golden glow of the sun above, and the red glow of
the volcano below.

Verlisroared something in the ancient language of the Dragons of Old, and Ivar, whose people had
known the Wurm as enemiesfor ages, understood. Upon their arrival, they had found Verliss settlement
destroyed, but only afew corpses. The others had not been captured or destroyed; they had escaped.
ThiswasVerlissclan, hisfamily.

With agrin, the Asuralegped off the outcropping, landing on the back of the nearest Wurm. It tried
to knock him off, but he broke the monster's wrist and stole his bal-and-chain mace. Then Ivar began to
swing the spiked ball over hishead, letting loose the ululating battle cry of the Asura

Thevolcano city existed in the midst of an oasis of lush vegetation that was supported by the warmth
of the volcano itsdf. But a short flight from the base of the volcano, the vegetation was smaller, grayer,
and then findly died out entirdly, giving way to frozen tundra. Timothy saw dl of thisasthe Wurm flew
with him over that inhospitable landscape. In the distance he could see that the tundrabecame a
mountai nous region of ice and snow. The barrens, he heard the Wurm cal it in hushed and reverent
tones. They were creatures of fire. They would not venture very far into the barrens.

Though the land was comprised of such different environments, it dl bordered aroaring, frigid
ocean. Thewaves churned and leaped far higher than anything he had seen, either on the Idand of
Patience or in the harbor of Arcanum. At the edge of the frozen tundra, ahigh cliff fell away in asteep
drop down to the ocean.

AshisWurm guards carried him toward that place, Timothy stared, transfixed with horror, at the
trangparent, shimmering wall of energy that rose from the cliff's edge so far up into the sky that the top of
it could not be seen. On the cliff there were two smadll buildings that looked asif they were made of
heat-stone. These were clearly meant as shelters for the Wurm who were posted out here. Working out
here. From adistance, he could easily make out ateam of eight or nine Wurm on the cliff. Severa
seemed only to be observing, but the others were al sorcerers. They were arranged on the bluff
overlooking the crashing waves so that they could al face the shimmering magica barrier before them.

Not just abarrier. But the barrier. He was sure that was what it was. The one that the mages put
between their own world and Draconae, to keep the Wurm from ever returning. Raptus had his sorcerers
gtationed here, on the cliff, attempting to breach it, to get back through into the world of their birth.
Timothy tried to imagine how long they had been at it, how many yearsthey had spent attempting to get
home to take their revenge, and the thought chilled him.

"Oh, no," hewhispered to himsdlf.
He knew where thiswas going.

Up ahead, he saw Raptus dip his wings and swoop down toward the cliff. The warriors that were
his persona guard followed. Then the Wurm that were carrying Timothy followed, and he had to hold his
breath as the ground rushed up toward them, the wind whipping at hisface. His somach lurched and he
nearly vomited. And then they were on the ground.

The warriors yanked him upright. Raptus roared acommand at the sorcerers and they backed



away, saring at their generd, and then at Timothy himself. The ocean crashed far below. The cold wind
swept around Timothy. Thewall of magic, the barrier the mages had built, rose as high as he could see.

Raptus strode toward him, dightly hunched. Timothy stared at the black helmet, at those black eyes,
asthe generd bent to stare a him. Raptus clutched Timothy's face in one hand, talons digging into the
boy's throat and cheeks, drawing blood.

"Y ou are afascinating creature. Unique, to my knowledge. There are many ways you might be
useful tome. If nat, | could smply kill you."

Timothy swallowed hard, trying not to inhae the general's stinking breath. Hiseyeswatered. His
face and throat stung where the talons cut him.

Raptus released him and stepped back. He gestured toward the barrier. ™Y our touch disruptsthe
presence of magic, unravels spdls. So beit. Touch the wall. Push through it. Open the door.”

Open thedoor. . ..
Not on your life.

Timothy shook his head. "I've never tried to disrupt anything this powerful before. It... it probably
won't work. It could kill me."

Hewaslying. But he would have said anything at dl just then to avoid doing Raptuss bidding.

"Not so confident now?" the generd sneered. A snort of fire came from his snout. Then he reached
out and grabbed Timothy by the hair. He hauled the boy off hisfeet. "Doiit!"

Raptus dropped him and Timothy collgpsed to the ground. He took histime rising, first to his knees
and then to hisfeet. Hefelt sick to his stomach thinking about the Wurm attacking Arcanum
unannounced. There were Wurm who were adept sorcerers, but even the warriors—even the least
creature among them—had some magic. And they were savage. Fierce. The Wurm might eventudly be
stopped, even destroyed, but first there would be a massacre.

For along moment he stared at the transparent wall, and at the ocean beyond. Then he turned and
faced Raptus, standing as sraight and tall as he could manage, till barely more than haf the generd's
height.

Timothy shook hishead dowly. "No."

Raptus snorted, hisjaws opening and closing as though he were ravenoudy hungry. Those black
eyes sared out from insde that helmet.

"If you refuse, we will forceyou.”
"If you force me, I'll fight to my death. Then what good will | beto you?'

Raptus snarled and beat hiswings. He darted back and forth in the air in such afashion that it
reminded Timothy of theway hisfather had sometimes paced. Severd moments went by. Thewarriors
dternately watched their generd, their captive, and the shimmering barrier that kept them from sating their
bloodthirsty vengeance.

When at last Raptus landed, Timothy knew what his reply was going to be. The generd gestured
toward him again.



"Push him through. Try not to hurt him. But if he diesfighting, that is preferable to never knowing
whether or not his power would end our banishment. Take him."

Timothy Cade had been trained in armed and unarmed combat by the last of the Asura. The Wurm
could not have known this. When the first of them reached for him, he fought back. He dodged, |etting
the Wurm's left arm dide beneath his right, and then he twisted, snapping bone. When a second lunged
for him, Timothy dashed hisfingers acrossthe air and tore at his eyes, blinding the Wurm. Severd of
them raised their wegpons, but they would not use them, not after Raptus's caution.

He punched another Wurm, then took the sword right from the creature's grasp.

They moved in around him and Timothy turned around and around, trying to keep them dl in Sght as
they circled, closing in.

"Raptus" one of the warriors barked. "L ook!"

Dozens of Wurm were flying toward them from the volcano at blinding speed. Beyond them, many,
many more were pilling out of the volcano's gullet in pursuit. In the front of the oncoming group, Timothy
saw aWurm carrying a person— Verlisand lvar!

"Therebeld" Raptusroared in fury. He began barking orders, pointing into the sky as Verlisand
Ivar led the others—Verliss clan, Timothy assumed, miraculoudly aive—toward the cliff. Toward those
shdters and the shimmering magicd barrier. Toward Timothy himsdf.

They outnumbered Raptus and the few warriors he had with him by far. Even with the sorcerers,
who were now being summoned from their shelters, Verlisand his clan had a superior force. But the rest
of the Wurm city, Raptussfollowers, werein pursuit, and Verlisand his clan had less than a minute's lead
on them.

Timothy had only one course of action.

Sword in hand, he took advantage of the moment of distraction, of the chaos as Raptusswarriors
prepared to repel an attack. He darted past the Wurm nearest to him and ran right at Raptus. The
genera was staring into the sky, ordering hiswarriorsto take flight, to combat the rebels.

Timothy gripped the sword in both hands and ran him through. The generd roared in pain, but
Timothy did not attempt to stab him again, or to see what result his attack had wrought. He turned and
ran with every bit of speed he could muster. Around him the Wurm were taking flight, most of them not
even noticing that Raptus had been wounded, their attention fixed upon the attackers flying in from above
and the commands that Raptus had issued only amoment earlier.

The boy ran below them as they took off, ducking under clawed feet and wings. Asfast ashislegs
could pump, he sprinted back toward the volcano, toward Verlis and hisrebellious clan. He did not even
look back, focusing only on Verlisand Ivar.

Above him, the Wurm were clashing now. Wegpons clanged. Battle cries olit the sky. Spells
crackled and sparked in the air, knocking Wurm down, causing them to crash into the ground or the
magica barrier. Past them dl he saw the citizens of the Wurm city giving chase. Verliss clan could defeat
Raptus, destroying him forever, just by overwhelming hisforces here. But there was no time. Raptus's
reinforcements would be there dl too soon.

Verlis must know that, hethought. Ivar must know.

Timothy redlized that they did not hope to win. They were not battling for victory, but for him.



And then Verlis dropped down out of the Sky with afemale Wurm beside him. Ivar shouted
something Timothy could barely hear and did not understand, and then the female Wurm picked the boy
up and they were flying, soaring away from the battlefield at a peed that stole his breath away. Timothy
twisted around, trying to see what was happening. Asthey gained more distance, the air became colder,
evenfrigid, and he shivered. Verlisand Ivar were right beside the Wurm that carried Timothy. She was
strong—perhaps even stronger than Verlis.

Behind them came the rest of Verliss clan. Raptuss warriors— those who were not aready dead or
dying—were giving chase. Those from the volcano had nearly arrived at the site of the melee, and now
there were not adozen, but hundreds of Wurm pursuing the group that gathered around Verlisinthe air
now. Hisclan. Thirty of them. Perhaps ahandful more than that. Nothing in comparison to the others.

They were headed straight toward the barrens.

Theair grew ever morefrigid, abizarre counterpoint to the scorching air inside the volcano. They
had passed beyond the tundrainto the barrens and were flying over mountain crags covered with ice and
snow. He kept craning his neck to look behind, and at firgt it seemed that Raptuss warriors would catch
up to them.

The cold felt like daggersin his skin. Every exposed bit of hisflesh started to grow numb. The
Wurm flew more dowly, their flesh getting gray. Some of them looked frightened.

The next time Timothy looked around, Raptusswarriors had turned back, given up the pursuit.

But Verlisand hisclan, carrying Ivar and Timothy, kept on flying, up into the frozen mountains of the
barrens of Draconae, where nothing awaited them but an icy death.

Chapter Fourteen

Timothy, Ivar, and the Wurm took refuge in the shadow of asteep cliff. They werein avalley of
sorts, but the wind was blowing at such an angle that the mountain took the brunt of it. Still, with theice
and snow it was very cold. Ivar did not seem terribly bothered by it, despite the fact he wore very little,
but even in histhick shirt, Timothy shivered and histeeth chattered, and he knew that this cold, endured
for too long, could kill him. The Wurm, though, were even worse off than hewas. Their skin had quickly
become mottled and gray and their eyes had clouded over.

In spite of the obvious truth—that the cold was devastating to them—Verlisand his clan seemed in
no hurry to depart. Light snow fell from the sky. Theice cracked and shifted beneath them. The wind
howled off the edge of the cliff high above, but might shift direction at any moment. Y et the Wurm were
too busy arguing to even natice.

"What are they waiting for? We can't just st here. Well dl diel" Timothy said, glancing &t Ivar.

The Asurawarrior crouched in the snow with hisback to the cliff face. He was not far from
Timothy, but he seemed intent only upon the arguing Wurm. The boy would have liked to move closer, to
share lvar's naturd warmth, but he could tell from hisfriend's stance that Ivar did not want to be
disturbed. He was obvioudly on edge, dert, as though he expected an attack. That made no sense, of
course. They had euded Raptus and hisfollowers. Their enemy now was the wegther.

Ivar did not respond to his comment, except to raise asingle eyebrow. Timothy did not understand.
Hefocused his attention again on the Wurm who were scattered in arough circle a short distance away.
They were spread out across the plateau beneeth the cliff, the ugliest most monstrous creatures Timothy
had ever seen. And yet he was not going to make the same mistake Parliament had. Despite their



appearances, these wererationd, thinking creatures, no better or worse than amage, or himself, for that
métter.

Whatever | am.

The Wurm hopped around on the snow, their wings spreading and then wrapping around them
again. They snapped their jaws closed in aseries of clicks, and they made certain grunts and gestures and
snorts of fire that he could only assume were some form of communication among their kind. Like Verlis,
the clan al seemed to be able to speak the tongue of mages, but Timothy realized now that it was not
ther native language. Verliswas arguing furioudy about something, and only occasonaly would his gaze
shift toward Timothy and Ivar.

But they were dl weakening, dowed by the cold. From time to time one or more would stand back
from the others and let loose along blast of fire that would warm the place where they gathered. Timothy
could bardly fed the heat from where he stood, and he longed for it.

He wrapped his handsin the bottom of his shirt, and then he could take no more. Cautioudy, not
wishing to interfere or offend, he approached the Wurm nearest to him. Throughout the argument, the
one among the clan who had not seemed to move at dl was the femae who had scooped Timothy off the
battlefield, who had saved hislife. During their escape, he had learned that her name was Cythra, and
that she was Verlisswife. Now, as he moved nearer to her, it occurred to him that she was not so much
standing around as she was standing between himself and Ivar and the other Wurm. He furrowed his
brow at thisrealization.

"Cythra," he said quietly, the howl of the wind high above drowning out any chance the otherswould
have of hearing him. Histeeth chattered and he hugged himsdlf. The cold had started to work frozen
fingersinto his head, and it ached.

"Y ou should stand back, Timothy Cade." Her eyes were kind, but also hard, and her expression
was grim. Something was happening here. Whatever it was, it had Cythraand Verlisvery worried.

" think I've done enough standing back," the boy replied with far more confidence than he felt.
"Verlisismy friend. Herisked alot for me, and I've done the same for him. What isit, Cythra?"

The massive female Wurm turned to look down at him, her yellow eyes narrowing. She looked at
him as though for the first time, and alow snarl came from her throat and twin jets of fire seethed above
her nogtrils. Still, he had the idea she was amused.

"You are quite like your father,” Cythrasaid.

Timothy did not understand. He shook his head. "I'm nothing like my father. He was a great mage.
A great man."

Cythrabent low and he could fed the heat emanating from her. It warmed hisface. Her massive
jaws were close enough that she could have bitten off his head. With onelong talon she tapped his chest.
"Greatnessisin here. Magic, too, the kind that matters.”

Then alow, rumbling sound came from her throat, and she glanced over at her husband and the rest
of the clan for amoment, as though contemplating what she would say next. After amoment her gaze
locked on Timothy's again.

"Y our father taught Verlisto cast the pdll that let him break through to the mages world along time
ago. Itwasa.. . safety measure. Verlis has only performed the spell twice. Onceto travel to your world,



and the second time to come home, with you and the Asura by hisside. He never dared use the spell
otherwisg, for fear that Raptus would discover it. One day the tyrant will succeed in his effortsto shatter
the barrier between worlds, and then the blood of mageswill run, and their flesh will burn, and thereisno
knowing what will come of it. But we would not hasten that day by letting Raptus know that this spell
exigs, or how it isdone.

"And we had no real reason to use the spell. Though we were banished here, Draconae became our
world. We were content with it. Even when Raptus and the others began to rise to power and the
violence began, even when civil war erupted, we till hoped to remain here, to combat their terrible
philosophy and make thisaworld of peace and prosperity. We never imagined wanting to return to the
world of the mages, and even if we had, we know we are not welcome there. We know they think of us
as mongters, as unclean things to be destroyed.”

Timothy nodded. "Trust me. | know exactly how you fed."

"Now we have no choice," Cythrasaid, her gaze drifting back toward the others. "It has cometo
this. We must flee to the world of mages, or Raptus will daughter usall. He has not pursued usinto these
frozen barrens because he expects usto die here."

Timothy followed her gaze and watched the gesturing and listened to the snorting and gnashing of
jaws and guttural words that made up the argument among the clan.

" S0, that's what the fight is about? Some of them don't want to go, and Verlisistrying to convince
them they don't have achoice?"

Cythraturned to look at him. At first she seemed confused. Then, when she understood, she shook
her head dowly. "Oh, no, Timothy Cade. None of usis so foolish to think we can remain here. They are
arguing because, though your Asura friend has been Verlissdly and helped saved hislife, al Wurm are
natural enemiesto histribe. Asde from Verlisand me, dl of our clan want to kill him beforewedip
between worlds."

Timothy'sthroat went dry and his eyes widened. "But—Ivar has saved—"

"Yes, yes" Cythrainterrupted, her wingstwitching upward. "Agreed. Verlisis honorable, not to
worry. Hewould sooner give hisown life than see harm cometo the Asura. Itisonly that it will take
sometime before the others are willing to redlize exactly how sincere heisin his conviction. Then it will

paess.”

Timothy looked over at Ivar, whose eyes darted back and forth. He was watching the debating
Wurm intently, and for the first time Timothy redlized that with the Asuraand the Wurm being ancient
enemies, lvar must understand their strange language. He knew exactly what they were saying. Which
explained, asfar as Timothy was concerned, why he looked as though he were preparing to fight off an
attack.

"WEell, they'd better cometo that conclusion pretty fast,” Timothy replied, worriedly watching the
arguing Wurm and shivering with the cold. "Or welll dl freeze, and then Ivar will probably be the only one
of usto makeit out of here. Therest of uswill be deed.”

It was |ate afternoon, and though the spell-glass window at the apex of the Xerxis showed aclear,
bright sky beyond, the light did not reach down into the shadows of the parliamentary chamber. Only the
flickering ghostfire lamps shed light upon those proceedings, and that light seemed gloomy indeed.

Leander wished that it was night, and that through that small window he could see Terra's moons.



He often wished upon Hito, the cold, icy moon that was the smalest and most distant. But wishes so
rarely cametrue. He stood in the center of the parliamentary chamber and gazed around at the
assembled grandmasters of al of the world's magica guilds. Many times he had addressed such a
gathering, both as a professor from the University of Saint Germain and as a respected gpprentice to the
late, venerable mage Argus Cade. More recently he had addressed the Parliament as the Grandmaster of
the Order of Alhazred.

Never in hislife would he have imagined that one day he would stand before them as a prisoner, and
addressthem in his own defense.

A short distance away Edgar ruffled his black feathers, perched on Sheridan's cold meta shoulder.
Leander had been firm with Edgar, indsting that the often disrespectful bird remain silent during the
proceedings. Sheridan did not have to be cautioned. Leander knew the mechanica man would say
nothing for fear of making thingsworse for Timothy, and for Leander himself. It Sckened the mageto see
Sheridan held there by apair of Constable Grimshaw's deputies, for he was not a prisoner so much ashe
was considered evidencein the case, an example of Timothy's unnaturd tendencies. Or so Grimshaw and
many others would have Parliament believe.

Grimshaw himsdlf stood by the door, asthough he were afraid Leander might try to escape. His
deputies stood around the circular chamber at the base of each set of stairsthat led up into the gallery
where the members of Parliament were seated.

In the chair that was assigned to the Grandmaster of the Order of Alhazred, Cassandra Nicodemus
sat, intent upon every word spoken in that chamber. The young woman was eerily beautiful and grimly
serious, and though she was the granddaughter of one of the most despicable mages the world had ever
seen, Leander had no reason to think of her as hisenemy. He did not blame her for challenging him for
the role of grandmadter. In truth, he wanted to believe her motives were pure, that shefdlt thetitle and
position were her right and due, and not that she was anything at dl like her grandfather.

Perhaps he was afool. If so, hewould confessto that crime when the time came.
Just as he had confessed to other crimestoday.

The tribuna had begun hours earlier, conducted by Alethea Borgia, the Voice of Parliament. But
though Aletheawas the V oice, Grimshaw had done most of the talking. As his accuser, the constable had
brought forth witnesses—his deputies, aswell as several Alhazred mages, and Leander'saide,
Carlyle—to corroborate Grimshaw's version of events at SkyHaven. Leander had denied nothing.

Now asilence descended upon the chamber, a silence that seemed to echo up to the peak of the
Xerxis. The Voice strode around the floor, pausing in front of each section of the gallery to regard the
gathered grandmasters gravely. The Cuzcotec Grandmaster actualy chuckled when she passed. The
elegant, sensud Drayaidi, Mistress Selkie, shook her head in sadness. Lord Foxheart of the Malleus
Guild bared his sharp teeth and nodded in approva of the proceedings. Leander noticed that Siberus, the
aged Grandmaster of the Order of the Winter Star, remained completely still. Siberus had not so much as
whispered to any of the others seated around him throughout the proceedings.

At length the Voice returned to the center of the chamber and paused to gaze a Leander. There
was an extraordinary eleganceto her aging face, and her gray hair gave her aregd air that caused himto
nod once, deferring to her. Whatever else happened, he had far too much respect for Aletheato
challenge her authority. She drew along breath and looked at him with kind and gentle eyes.

Then her expression hardened and she turned away .



"Y ou have heard the accusations against Professor Maddox," the Voice declared. "Y ou have heard
the testimony of the witnesses. And you will note that Professor Maddox has yet to refute any of their
Statements. Asisour custom, Professor Maddox will now be afforded an opportunity to spesk in his
own defense.”

Alethea bowed her head to the assemblage and then stepped to one side. All eyeswere on
Leander. He could fed the weight of their anger, their curiosity, and their expectation. He cast along
look at Sheridan and Edgar and took a moment to wonder, for perhaps the thousandth time that day,
what had become of Timothy

Leander frowned. Even with al of the members of Parliament staring a him, he could fed the glare
of Constable Grimshaw. He glanced at the man, saw the smug satisfaction and disdain upon hisfestures,
and Leander Maddox grew angry.

"Members of Parliament. Magters. Venerated friends," he began. "My fateisin your hands. |
confessthat | wish | had greater hope that you would treat it with fairness and great deliberation, but | do

The Parliament gasped at thisinsult to their integrity. Leander did not care. He scanned the chamber,
defiantly meeting the eyes of as many of them as he could.

"Y our treatment of Verlisthe Wurm was rash. To condemn one cresture because of the behavior of
others of itskind istheworst kind of prgjudice. It isblind and foolish and dark at heart. Never would |
have thought such a collection of sages and scholars as stswithin these walswould fall victim to such
gupidity. And it only grew. The Parliament isfilled with such hatred and fear that you have given absolute
authority to aman filled with more sadigtic cruelty and venom than | have seenin any mage sincethefal
of Nicodemus."

A wave of hushed whigpering went through the chamber. Shocked expressions turned nervous, and
many glanced over at Constable Grimshaw. Leander did not bother to ook at the man.

"Y ou forget yoursdlf, Professor,” Grimshaw said from the doorway, his voice cutting through the
room. "Those wordswill not go without response.”

Leander shook hishead. "I am the only magein this room who has not forgotten himsdlf. And you
will shut your mouth now, Constable. Unless the Parliament wishes to completely abandon the entire
history of its protocol and procedures because you frighten them too much, it ismy timeto spesk.”

Leander glanced over at the Voice. Aletheanodded for him to continue.

"Argus Cade was the greastest among you. His son has no magic, but in hisheart and mind heis
much like hisfather. Heis kindhearted and strong willed, courageous and clever. But heis different. For
that, you think him afreak or an abomination. A danger. An enemy.

"Anenemy! A boy not yet old enough to grow abeard, and you hate and fear him. Y ou disrespect
the memory of Argus Cade, and you dishonor yourselves with your ignorant treatment of the boy. You
hand over hisfate to Grimshaw. Y ou will not listen to reason when he speaksit, asking about the Wurm.
The Wurm who wasintegral to the defeat of Grandmaster Nicodemus. Who had proven himsalf our
dly.”

Leander shifted his gaze so that he was |ooking directly at Cassandra. Her expression was
unreadable.



"When it became clear to methat he intended to free Verlis, | knew immediately that | had no
choice but to aid himin his escape from SkyHaven. Did | try to hide his absence for aslong as possible?
Certainly, | did. And before you determine my fate—adecision | trust will be made with the same fear
and pregjudice and hatred that has ruled this chamber of late—I want to tell you why.

"l gave my loyalty to Timothy Cade because he earned it. | gave him my help because though he
was ignoring the commands of Parliament, his decisons were honorable.

"And yours have not been.”

With aroar, Lord Romulus stood, hisfur cloak flapping. "How dare you, Maddox? Y ou'll face the
executioner for such talk.”

Leander only smiled and chuckled softly. "Honestly, my lord, | expect nothing less. What esewould
you do but kill or banish or imprison al that you do not understand, al that you fear? If that isto be my
fate, then so beit. As| stand heretoday | find thereisfar less shame in being your prisoner than there
would bein being your colleague.”

Leander clapped his hands twice, the symbolic end to his defense—though he had hardly defended
himsalf-—and took one step back. He was meant to bow his head, as custom demanded, but he did not
bother. Alethea stared at him for along moment, taken by surprise at this abrupt end to his speech. At
length she looked to Grimshaw.

"Congtable, you have thefind word."

With a sneer Grimshaw strode to the center of the chamber. His cloak flowed like shadows behind
him. The ghostfire light shimmered on hisface. He came face-to-face with Leander, then glanced & the
Voice before turning around and gesturing to the assembled guild masters with aflourish of both hands.

"Y ou have heard him damn himsalf with hisown words. Thereislittlemore | could add, save that
the Wurm, Verlis, and the boy, Timothy Cade, are not to be pitied. They are dangerous, and their
ingenuity in escaping Abaddon has proved that the honorable members of Parliament were correct in
distrusting them. There was suspicion that they were plotting against Parliament, and there can be no
doubt that they have reved ed themselves as the adversaries of honor and decency and the rightful rule of
the Parliament of Mages. Asyour servant, | have done my duty to the best of my ability. For mysdlf, |
can only say that | hope you will take Lord Romulus's suggestion, and execute him.”

Grimshaw paused. Slowly now, he stared up into the gallery, his gaze sweeping the entire
Parliament. There was menace and dark promisein hiseyes.

"Professor Maddox is highly regarded asalecturer at university. Heiswell spoken and passionate.
Y et thetruth hereis as clear asthe law. And the law isirrefutable. Why, even to suggest otherwise would
be no less treason than the actions of Professor Maddox."

Leander gaped at Grimshaw. The man had just threatened the members of Parliament with
imprisonment should they disagree with him. It was outrageous, and yet from the continued hush in the
room, he could tell that the guild masterstook the implications of Grimshaw's warning quite serioudy
indeed.

Only Alethea Borgiareplied. She crossed her arms and studied Grimshaw closdly. "Congtable, are
you presuming to tell this Parliament how to conduct its business?’

Grimshaw bowed deeply. "Not at al, Madame Voice. | am confident that the members of



Parliament are more than familiar with the law."

For along moment, not even the V oice spoke. Leander knew that he could not change hisfate. He
glanced over a Sheridan and nodded to the mechanica man, and to Edgar, proud of the bird for having
remained quiet. He suspected the Parliament would let the bird live, but Sheridan would surdly be
dismantled. Destroyed. For that, Leander wastruly sorry. But he was certain they would not have argued
with himif he had been ableto tell them earlier what he planned to say to the Parliament. At the same
time hefet Edgar's and Sheridan's approva, he sensed the disdain and the fear from the mages gathered
in theroom.

"All right,"” Aletheasaid a last. "All right. The time for words has passed. Now isthetime for
judgment. Is Professor Leander Maddox guilty or innocent?”

Leander felt histhroat go dry. His heart pounded in his chest. He did not understand why, for though
some foolish hope till flickered in the back of hismind, he knew what the outcome would be. He
glanced around the room. In their seets, each of the members of Parliament held out ahand, and from
each palm there sorang acrackling ball of flame. Red for guilty. Blue for innocent. As commanded by the
Voice, none of them spoke, but the flame of judgment was statement enough.

Therewas not asingle blue flame.
"And what of his sentence? |s Professor Maddox to be executed?'

Every hand closed, snuffing out the red flames. Leander's gaze darted about the room, trying to see
who would bethefirg to judge him. After severa moments asingle red flameignited in the open palm of
Mistress Belladonna of the Order of Strychnos. Several other reds quickly followed.

And then ablue,
A red.
Three more bluesin quick succession.

A tiny spark of hope sprang into Leander's heart. Two thirds of the Parliament had to vote for his
execution in order for the sentence to be carried out. The dternative—imprisonment in Abaddon—was
probably not much better than being executed, but he would certainly choose life over death, regardless
of the circumstances.

One by one Parliament voted. Leander did hisbest to calculate the votes quickly in hismind. Many
of them wanted him executed. Too many. In the end it came down to asingle vote. One mage. A red
flame would mean his degth, ablue flame would give him hislife. Leander stared into the gdlery at the
one mage whose pdm was till closed.

Cassandra Nicodemus.
She clutched her figt tightly and grimaced as she stared at him, hesitating.

The building shook with asudden impact. A rush of air swept through the chamber, and Leander
looked up. Roaring fire, Wurm burst through the spdll-glass windows in the spire of the Xerxis. Their
own magic had shattered the spell-glass. There were only afew of them at first, but dark wings blocked
out the daylight, and he could see there were many more behind them.

Parliament erupted in chaos. Mages shouted in anger and fear and began to scatter from their seats
in the galery. Ghodtfire lamps were broken, the souls that provided illumination disspating, drifting into



the afterlife.

Wurm opened their jaws and seared the air above the Parliament with liquid fire. Mages threw up
their hands and began summoning spells. Magical energy arced through the chamber. A femade Wurm
was struck, and her wings furled and withered as though they had been crippled by age. Sheféll.

"Stay together!" Lord Romulus shouted. " Stand your ground!”
"Yed" Congtable Grimshaw said. "Fight them! Thisisthe boy'sdoing! Thetraitor!"

But Grimshaw did not fight the Wurm. He did not raise hisarmsto cast asingle spdll inthelr
direction. Instead he rushed at Leander and, with aflick of hiswrist, produced along, ridged dagger that
glittered with dark purple light.

"Traitor!" he shouted, and he raised the blade.

If Cassandra Nicodemus had opened her hand to reveal ared flame, Leander might have accepted
that dagger as hisfate and his due. But he had yet to see what her judgment would be, and so he stepped
back to defend himsdlf. Even with the Wurm descending, with mages shouting and fighting, and some
fleeing for the door, he mustered al the magic in him and gritted histeeth as golden light spilled from his
fingers, stresking theair.

Grimshaw raised the dagger in both hands. Leander hoped that his magic was more powerful than
the congtable's.

AletheaBorgia, the VVoice of Parliament, shouted for Grimshaw to hat and ran toward them,
summoning aspell of her own. But shewastoo late.

Leander never let loose hismagic.

With asnarl Verlis darted down from the heights of the chamber, grabbed Grimshaw with asingle
talon, and then bit hisarm off al the way to the ebow. Verlis dropped him then, and Grimshaw hit the
floor with ascream of pain. The Wurm spit out hisforearm, and it hit the ground not far from the
constable, cursed dagger till clutched in dead fingers.

Leander spun, the magic dill spilling from his hands. Aletheawasright behind him, and when he
faced her, she shook her head firmly.

"Do nothing, Professor. Nothing. We shall see what comes.”

And shewasright. For even as Leander turned around in acircle to see that the Wurm had dighted
in force upon the ground, three dozen strong, and were in astandoff with the gathered mages—a moment
that could erupt into all-out war in an eyeblink should any Wurm or mage make awrong move— he
heard the cry of the rook.

"Caw, caw! Tim! It'sabout time, kid! Y ou had usworried!" Edgar caled.

L eander looked up to seeapair of Wurm gliding down to the main floor of the parliamentary
chamber, one carrying Ivar of the Asura, and the other carrying Timothy Cade himsdif.

"Grandmagters, listen to me!” the boy shouted, his voice echoing through the chamber. "The Wurm
are not hereto fight, but if they are attacked they will defend themselves. Don't et your hatred make you
do something stupid.”



"Timothy, thank goodnessl™ Sheridan said, and ablast of steam burst from the valve on the side of
the mechanica man's head. It whistled such a high note that it sounded dmost like music to Leander.

Alethea crouched beside Constable Grimshaw, using her magic to staunch the flow of blood. She
was not aHedler, had not studied those skills, and though she could not restore his arm, she would be
able to keep him from dying from hiswound. It was adisturbing sight, and yet Leander paid little
atentiontoit.

Ivar dropped from severa feet up and landed in a crouch. He ran to Leander's side and then turned,
asthough to stop anyone who might dare try to attack him now. Timothy was set down lightly, and the
boy rushed to Leander and threw his arms around the mage's middle.

"I was so worried about you!" Timothy said.

"You were worried about me?' Leander shook his head in amazement. "It's wonderful to seeyou.
And your timing isimpeccable.”

One of the members of Parliament pushed past the others, climbed over arow of seats, and
clambered down the sairs. The Wurm in the center of the chamber blocked hisview at first, so Leander
could not seewho it was. But he knew that voice.

"Thisisan outragel" Lord Romulus bellowed. "Proof of Grimshaw's every word!"

Romulustried to push through the Wurm and one of them spit athin stream of flame at him. It set his
fur cloak aight. Lord Romulustoreit off as black smoke rose from the cloak; he threw it asde and
raised hishands, black light dancing on hisfingers.

Leander stiffened. Surprise had caused the grandmasters to hesitate, and then Timothy's words had
given them pause just seconds before an al-out battle would have erupted in the chamber. The Wurm
were hated—the enemy, asfar as most of them were concerned. But aslong as the fire-breathers did not
attack Parliament, the mages might hold back, knowing the daughter that would otherwise ensue. Or if
Romulus made afight of it, the stalemate would be over. 1t would be a massacre, leaving very few aive
ingde that chamber.

Timothy's smile disappeared. He shook his head and walked up behind the Wurm. They moved out
of hisway as though he commanded them, and L eander could not help but be impressed that they trusted
him so completely. "When they had moved aside, that |eft Timothy face-to-face with Lord Romulus.

"|sthere a problem?"’ the boy asked.
The mere question made Romulus shake with fury. "Y our insolence will be the degth of you, boy."
"Maybe," Timothy said. "But not today."

He reached out swiftly and tapped Romulus on the chest. The black fire disappeared from his
fingers, and it seemed to Leander that Lord Romulus shrank alittle bit. The warrior mage's eyes bulged
and his mouth dropped open.

"My magic. What have you done?"
Timothy shrugged. "Y oull get it back in aminute or two. If you behave.”

A ripple of fear went through the room. All dong they had been inventing reasonsto be afraid of
Timothy Cade. Now, Leander saw, he had finally given them one. The boy turned and addressed the



room.

"Grimshaw was attacked because he was trying to kill Leander. | told you before that these Wurm
arenot hereto hurt you," he said. "They are here for your help.”

Thistimeit was Cassandra Nicodemus who spoke. "Help? Why would we help them? Wasn't one
Wurm bad enough? Now you have brought us dozens of them."

Her fist, Leander saw, was till tightly closed. Her voice wasfirm, but filled with anohbility that could
not be denied. Her eyes sparkled, and there was no mistaking the effect her beauty had on Timothy.
Though, if Leander was not mistaken, there was something else in the look that the two exchanged, as
though they shared some secret.

Timothy studied her, and then he regarded the entire assemblage once more.

"Many of you are not old enough, or have not been members of Parliament long enough, to know
the true history of the conflict between the Wurm and the mages. But some of you are. Some of you
were probably in this very chamber when it was decided that the WWurm would be driven from their
homes, many of them murdered.

"But you dl know that piece of history. And because you know apiece, you think you know it all.
But you dont. Or, at least, most of you don't.”

"Go on, then, boy," Lord Romulus scoffed. "Tell usthis secret history.”

Timothy nodded. " Secret history. Y es, that's exactly what it is. And, yes, | will." He scanned the
facesin the room and saw that he had their compl ete attention. Timothy wondered if some of them had
alway's suspected there was more to betold, if they had sensediit.

"To those of you who were in Parliament in the days before the Asurawere daughtered and the
Wurm driven out—in the days when Alhazred was in power—I ask this. Did you ever hear of mages
being attacked by Wurm or by Asurabefore Alhazred began to warn you about their savagery? About
the threat they posed to your society?”

"There were villages burned to the ground! Mages and their children daughtered!” snarled the
Cuzcotec Grandmagter.

"Yes," Timothy agreed. "But that was afterward, wasn't it?" He glanced around again. "Wasn't it?
The Wurm and the Asurawere bent on destroying each other's tribes, and they paid little attention to
mages. When they made new settlementsin areas that mages claimed astheir own, they did so without
violence"

"That's not true. They were barbaric—"

"No," Timothy interrupted. "No, they weren't. That was only what Alhazred wanted Parliament to
believe. He manipulated it dl. Filled this hall with panic, with stories of cregtures he painted as mongters.
Helied."

There were angry shouts and low mutterings, and some of the mages moved asif to atack. The
Wurm hissed and beet their wings to remind them of the bloody consequences of an all-out battlein the
Xerxis

"Why?" Alethea Borgia asked.



"Don't ligen! Helied" cried Lord Foxheart.

"Why would he do such athing? Alhazred was one of the greatest mages who ever lived," Alethea
went on.

"I know." Timothy sighed, but he stood up straighter. "Buit it wasn't enough for him to be one of the
greatest. He wanted to be the greatest. Alhazred saw the Parliament coming together, and he wanted to
control it. Wanted to control all of it. His successor, Nicodemus, was much the same, wasn't he? Trying
to gather the power to take over. Well, Alhazred was sneakier about it. The Asuraand the Wurm he
gaveto the guilds as a common enemy. Fear of these strange races helped to solidify the dliance that the
Parliament represented. It united the guilds. And Alhazred presented himself asthe only onewith aplan
to dedl with this seeming threst."

The Cuzcotec Grandmaster stepped forward and spread his hands wide, appealing to the other
grandmasters. "Thisis absurd. Parliament would never have ceded power to one mage. Even if Alhazred
had such ambition, it would never have worked."

"That'strue," Timothy agreed. "It didn't work, thanksto my father. Argus Cade was the voice of
reason. He was the conscience of this chamber. But when Alhazred saw that his plan wasn't going to
work, he came up with another plan. He nurtured the hatred of the Asura, and the fear of them, and
plotted the series of attacks that wiped out the entire species. All except for one, Ivar, whom my father
saved.”

Timothy paused. He glanced at Leander, then around the room, and finally looked at Aletheaagain.
"Alhazred went to the ambassadors of the Wurm then, including Targilae, and told them that he had
destroyed the Asurain agesture of good faith, and he proposed an alliance.”

The effect of hiswords wasimmediate. Gasps filled the room, and the mages began to glance
around at one another, somein suspicion, somein defiance, and othersin disbdlief.

"Alhazred presented himsdlf as sympathetic to the Wurm. He wanted to help the Wurm attack
Arcanum, to destroy the Xerxis and as many members of Parliament as possible. Hewould lead a
counterattack on the Wurm, but it would al be for show. All of the guilds would have ralied behind him
them, given him whatever power he wanted aslong as he could protect them from the Wurm. Andin
exchange, Alhazred would leave the Wurm in peacein their jungles and mountains.

"I've been called an abomination. Ivar is consdered asavage. The Wurm are called mongers. |
can't think of better wordsto describe Alhazred. It isterrible enough that Parliament was so easily
manipulated, that such wise mages were so eager to wage war on arace of beingsjust because they
looked different. Just because they weren't like you. And before any of you who weren't around in those
daystry to clam innocence, I'll remind you that it's exactly the samething that you al did to me, not very

long ago.”

The uproar in the chamber was desafening, al denying the things Timothy had said about them, and
about Alhazred.

Lord Romulustook a step toward him. Leander tensed, because while most mages would be
helpless without their magic, Romulusled one of the few guildsthat did not rely entirely on their magica
power. Timothy had been trained by Ivar, but Romulus could probably still kill the boy with hisbare
hands.

"Youarealiar! A crimind! A traitor!"



"If 50, then | hope my cdll in Abaddon isbig enough tofit al of us, because I'm no worse acrimind
or atraitor than any of you."

"Filth!" Romulus shouted, and before Timothy could react, he struck the boy across the face.

Timothy could have fought him then. Instead he stood, al eyes upon him, and faced Lord Romulus.
Wurm had started to move on the warrior mage, but Timothy gestured for them to stay back. He stared
boldly up a Lord Romulus, but the mage was taken aback by hislack of reaction and did not strike him

agan.
"I'mnotlying"

Alethea stepped toward him. Congtable Grimshaw lay unconscious on the floor behind her, but he
gtill breathed. He il lived. There was aterrible dread in Aletheals eyes. "How have you come by this
knowledge? If these are secrets, where did you learn them?'

Timothy smiled. "From aWurm named Hannuk, who was one of the ambassadors who dedt with
Alhazred directly.”

"From aWurm?' Romulusroared. "From a\Wurm, and we'reto bdieve such lies? You are dl that |
said, boy, but you are dso afool!”

"l can provethey arent lies," he said, and the room fell silent again, though he had not shouted. The
grandmasters watched him expectantly. He turned to Alethea. "When | was studying the customs of
Parliament, | read that the V oice has access to spdllsthat can compel the truth.”

TheVoice nodded. "Within the Xerxis, yes. But magic won't work on you, Timothy. And even if it
did, thisis hearsay fromaWurm!"

"l don't mean for you to cast the spell on me," he replied. Then his eyes scanned the mages who
were gathered on one side of the room. He saw afamiliar cloak, night black and sparkling with the glitter
of stars. "You see, Alhazred had followers. Congpirators who worked with him. If you want to find out if
what | say istrue, then the Voice should smply ask someone who was close to Alhazred at that time.
Ask Lord Siherus of the Order of the Winter Star.”

Silence reigned for severa heartbesats. The rest of the mages retrested from Lord Siberus as though
he had been stricken with the plague and might infect them. Even those who were Timothy's most vocal
critics gazed at Siberuswith suspicion.

The ancient mage only gazed at them, eyes glowing yellow in the shadows of the hood that hid his
face. "Alethea," he said, hisvoice asicy asthe winter star that was the symbol of hisorder, "you cannot
possibly believe this. Alhazred was one of the founders of this Parliament. And thisboy ... heislessthan
nothing.”

The Wurm darted to fume, smoke and fire drifting from their nogtrils. They best their wings, and
some of them moved closer to the mages. Verlis and Cythraforced them back with commandsissued in
gruntsand clicks,

Alethea Borgiaraised her hands. When she began to speak, the room thrummed with her words, the
ar vibrated, and it sounded as though every mage in the Xerxis were speaking through her.

"l am the VVoice of the Parliament of Mages. Grandmasters, open your hearts to me so that we may
seeinto the heart of another."



Then shelooked at Lord Siberus, and in that same voice that was many voices, she asked him:
"Grandmaster Siberus, does the boy speak true?!

Siberus began to shake. His head whipped back and forth, as though he were attempting to defy the
Voice. Then heféell to hisknees, head bowed in defeat.

"Yes," hehissed. "The boy speakstrue.”
The outcry was deafening. It was afull minute before Timothy could draw their attention again.

"Listento mel" he shouted. And at last they did. ™Y ou were wrong about the Wurm," Timothy told
them, spesking softly. "Wrong about Verlis. Wrong about me." He pointed to hisfriends. "Y ou're wrong
about Sheridan and Ivar, and certainly wrong about Edgar and about Leander. There's no mage more
loyad to the Parliament, and more a credit to his guild, than Leander Maddox.

"But none of that matters anymore. Y ou see, the Wurm were banished to aworld they named
Draconae. They havethrived there. Built armies. And in al the time they have been there, they've been
feeding on their hatred of the people who betrayed them. Mages." The boy pointed one finger and waved
it around the room. "Y ou. For what you did—and they blame you, no matter how Alhazred manipul ated
you—they want to kill you al. You. Your families. Y our guilds. They want to kill every mageinthe
world. They'reled by aWurm called Raptus.”

This news was met with more gasps of horror and mutterings of disbelief.

Now Timothy nodded toward the Wurm who gathered in that very room. "Verlisand his clan were
the only ones to oppose Raptus. They wanted peace. For that, Raptus tormented them. Attacked them.
Killed and tortured many of them, including Verliss parents. | brought them al back here, to ask the
Parliament of Magesto put aside the past, and to give them sanctuary.”

At last, despite their fear, the mages in the room reacted. There were boos and hisses, shouted
curses, and even laughter. But after Timothy's revelations and Siberus's confession, not al of the
grandmasters reacted thisway. Mogt of them only listened.

"Evenif dl you say istrue, you've said yoursdf they want to kill us. Why should we trust them?Why
help them?" Cassandra Nicodemus asked, moving closer to Timothy, studying hisface. For amoment it
was as though the two of them were done there a the center of the room.

Timothy looked at her gravely.

"You haveto," he said. "Cassandra, you have to. Raptusis not some stupid beast. He's vicious, and
very smart. And he has sorcerers who have been working for agesto tear down the dimensiond barrier
that keeps them on Draconae. | got acloselook a what they're doing. | don't think it's going to be long
before they figure out how to get through.”

Timothy nodded toward Verlisagain. "If the Wurm of Draconae do get through, with Raptus leading
them, then my friends here are the only hope you've got."

Alethea cameto the center of the chamber. Congtable Grimshaw lay on the floor behind her, only
beginning to stir to wakefulness again. But Alethea seemed to have forgotten the constable. Her focus
wason Velis.

"You, Verlis. Wurm. Y ou would do this?'Y ou and your clan would pledgeto aid us againgt others
of your kind in exchange for safe haven here?’



The Wurm snorted smoke and fire. Their wings flapped dowly asthey dl gazed about at one
another. Verlis snapped his jaws shut with aclack. One by one, dl of the others did the same. When they
werethrough, Verlisturned to look at Alethea.

"We swear it. On the hearts of the Dragons of Old, we swear it. But will you swear? On the souls of
the Wizards of Old, Voice of Parliament, will you swear it?"

Leander held his breath as Alethealooked firgt at him, then at Timothy, and then around the
chamber at the guild masters who huddled there, unsure what was going to happen next. They were
afraid and ashamed and angry, dl a the sametime.

Cassandrawas still face-to-face with Timothy. She studied him for along moment. Then Cassandra,
thisgirl who held Leander'slifein the palm of her hand, opened her figt.

Blue fire danced on her palm.

Leander'slife was spared.

Aletheanodded at her, and then the Voice addressed Verlis again.

"We shall see" the VVoice declared. "A vote will be taken, and we shall see”

"What?" ashrill voice shrieked. "How can you? How dare you? Thisiswar! These mongters have
attacked the Xerxid They are vermin! They must be exterminated. Do something!" Grimshaw shouted to
Lord Romulus as hetried to struggle to hisfeet, clutching the white ssump where his arm had once been.
"All of you! Y oumust do something!"

Timothy raised an eyebrow and glanced at Leander. He looked at Aletheafor amoment. Therewas
aconfidencein his gaze that Leander had never seen there before, and it reminded him powerfully of the
boy's father. Alethea had cared deeply for Argus Cade, and Leander had no doubt that she saw it too.

The un-magician strode over to Grimshaw and reached out toward him. The congtable flinched at
Timothy's gesture. Bright slver energy began to crackle in Grimshaw's one remaining hand and to spark
inhiseyes.

"Don't you dare!" he commanded.

Timothy shrugged. "I only wanted to give you aword of advice. Y ou might want to keep quiet now.
Y ou've had your say. And if you don't want to hold your tongue, well"—he glanced over & Verlis—"I'd
guessthe Wurm are probably till very, very hungry.”

Epilogue
The Cade estate was filled with the sounds of the Wurm.

Timothy and Leander stood in the foyer of the great old home and listened: the pounding best of
leathery wings; the heavy tread of clawed feet on the floors above; theroars, clicks, and clacks of their
ancient language. The Wurm had been introduced to their temporary residence two days prior and were
gtill acclimating themsalves to their new surroundings. They had been agreat ded of help inrepairing the
damage Verlis had done while escaping from Grimshaw with Timothy and Ivar, not to mention cleaning
up the mess Grimshaw's deputies had left behind. There were agreat many of them, but it wasan
enormous house, with rooms and entire wings Timothy had yet to even begin to explore.

"It'squite noisy today," Leander said, flinching as one of the new residents glided down from the



second floor, ashrieking roar exploding from its cavernous mouth while two smaller Wurm doggedly
pursued it.

Thelarger beast flew twice around the chanddlier hanging above the foyer, then dropped down to
skate mere inches above the floor before rocketing skyward, heading back from whence he came. The
smaller Wurm did their best to keep up, roaring their excitement as they continued the chase.

"l didn't notice," Timothy said, and he smiled asthe two walked degper into the house. "How are
thingsat Parliament?' he asked the mage, frowning deeply.

The mage shrugged. "They are asthey've dways been, Timothy. Afraid. Afraid of you, the Wurm,
even me. Afraid that the fragile world they've built for themsaves will come crashing down around them.
There are changesin the wind, and even the most subborn of them can see that.”

Begrudgingly Parliament had decided to alow Verlisand hisclan to stay on Terra, not that they
redlly had much of achoice. Just the thought of an invasion led by the fearsome Raptus was enough to
cause even the most stubborn of grandmastersto reconsider their position on the Wurm. If an attack was
indeed inevitable, and ingtinct told Timothy that it was, Parliament needed to be prepared. The clan's
offer of support was but thefirst step in along and arduous journey for both the mages and the Wurm.
Mages had betrayed their species horribly in the past. A trust had to be built if the two were ever to exist
together. Now the threst of war provided the proper incentive.

The boy and his mentor walked down the halway toward Argus Cade's study. "I think you'll be
pleased a how far Verlisskin have comein just ashort while" Timothy said.

The sound of Sheridan's metallic voice could be heard drifting out from the room. They stopped in
the doorway to see the mechanical man standing at the front of the study, Wurm of dl szessitting on the
floor, listening to his every word with rapt attention.

"Yes, | would love acup of brew," Sheridan said, lifting a ddlicate cup from a saucer and pretending
to drink. He then bowed his metal head toward his audience, urging them on.

"Yes, | would love acup of brew," they repeated, some of the Wurm pretending to drink from an
imaginary cup.

Sheridan's head swiveled away from his students as he noticed Timothy and Leander standing in the
doorway.

"If you will pardon me," he said to the gathered Wurm, setting his cup and saucer down and
clomping across the room, short bursts of steam escaping from the valve at the side of his head.

"If you will pardon me," the dragons repeated in unison.
"Good morning to you, sirs.” Sheridan bowed. "My pupils are making great progress today."

Leander chuckled. "Y ou are doing aremarkable job, Sheridan,” he said, patting the mechanical
man's shoulder. "They'll be speaking Terran better than Verlisin no time. Carry on." He motioned for the
mechanica man to return to hisduties.

"Very good,” said Sheridan, and he bowed again, waddling back to his class.

"It gppearsthey are adjusting well," Leander said as he and Timothy |eft the study. " Parliament will
be pleased with the positive progress.”



Timothy was glad. Anything to get on Parliament's good side would be astep in theright direction.
By disobeying their laws—freeing Verlisfrom Abaddon and traveling to Draconae— Timothy had
greetly strained his already fragile relationship with the mages who comprised Parliament, but he hoped
that the damage was not irreparable.

"Has anything been decided . . . about your penance?’ Timothy asked Leander, ill bearing the guilt
of what his actions had done to the Grandmaster's standing within the Parliament of Mages.

Though Leander had been found guilty of his crimes, he had yet to be sentenced. Apparently there
was great debate about how serious his punishment should be.

"Nothing officid yet," he said, resgnation and sadnessin histone. "Most of my duties as
Grandmaster have been given over to Cassandra, and my presence at parliamentary gatheringswill no
longer be necessary, unless requested. What more can they do?" he asked, hands clasped behind his
back asthey walked. "Although somefed that being given the responsibility of monitoring the activities of
our Wurm friends hereis penance enough.” The large man chuckled.

"I'm sureit'sonly amatter of time before they decide my fate," he continued, "but right now, they are
digtracted, the winds of changeand al.” The mage waved hishand inthe air.

Timothy felt horrible, and had ever since his return with the Wurm. "I've been nothing but trouble
snceyou found me" he said, hanging his head sadly. Maybe thiswas what hisfather had feared all dong,
the reason he had hidden the boy away. "1 guess you wish you'd never stepped through that door to
Petience."

"Il hear none of that talk," Leander responded, dipping an arm about Tim's shoulder and giving him
areassuring squeeze. "What has happened, has happened. Thereis nothing that any of uscan doto

changeit.”

"But since |'ve been around, everything's been thrown into turmoil. Maybe it would have been better
if I had just stayed where you found me."

Leander stopped in the doorway to the solarium and turned to the boy, placing alarge hand beneath
hislowered chin, lifting hisface so their eyes could meet. "If you had not come, would we ever have
learned of Nicodemussevil? Or of the potentia for a\Wurm attack? No, | think it is good that you have
cometo livewith us, and besides, think how boring my life would be otherwise. With your father gone,
there would have been no oneto get meinto trouble.”

They both laughed as they stepped into the solarium. The room wasfilled with boxes, each packed
to the brim with hest-stone from Petience, brought to feed the dragon residents. Edgar was flapping
about the room, having been placed in charge of coordinating the collection of the stones.

"That'sit, boys," the rook croaked, directing five Wurm, each of them carrying alarge, heavy crate
of heatstone with ease. "' Set 'em down wherever you see an open space.”

The bird fluttered to land upon one of the rock stacks and craned his head as he noticed Timothy
and Leander. "This should keep their belliesfull for afew more weeks," he squawked, "or at least until
Parliament figures out what to do with 'em.”

Although the Cade estate was fine for now, it wasfar too smdl for the Wurm to live comfortably.
Parliament, however, had yet to decide upon amore permanent location for Verlissclan.

"There has been talk of avolcanicidand off the Trindian coast," Leander said.



"Yeah, well, | suppose Parliament's got bigger thingsto worry about,” Edgar said, and the room
became edrily slent, dl of their thoughtslikely dwelling on the samething.

The threat of Raptus.
"Do you redly think helll be able to get through the barrier?’ the familiar asked.

Leander looked a Timothy, and the strange sense of intuition returned, warning of adanger yet to
come.

"If therésaway, | think hell find it," the boy replied, remembering the cold hatred in the Wurm
generd'sdark eyes. "We haveto beready.”

Timothy turned, walking toward the spell-glass windows that separated the solarium from the back
of the estate. The spell-glass blinked from existence as he neared it, alowing him to pass.

Leander followed him outside, onto a broad stone patio with aview of distant towns and of the
steep, rough face of August Hill. In the sky the Wurm honed their agrid combat sKills, flames shooting
from their mouths. On the broad expanse of the patio, Ivar trained others of the draconian clanin the
deadly fighting techniques of the Asura. Even so, the wind was cool and gentle, and despite the
preparations for war, it was amost peaceful.

Almost.

Verlisstood side by side with the Asura, asight that most of the older Wurm would never have
thought possible, while Ivar demongtrated that skill and swiftness could overcome size and strength, and
even magic.

" pray to the bright ones that Raptus never succeedsin bresking free and dl thisisfor naught,”
Leander said grimly as he watched the Wurm and the last of the Asura prepare for future combat.

"Sodo," Timothy agreed, watching the Wurm in flight above them. "But if prayersfail us, and
Raptus does break through, well be ready for him."

"1 hope you'reright,” Leander said, turning away to return to the great old house.

Timothy stayed on the petio, thinking about what the future held—for him and hisfriends, for the
Parliament of Mages, for al theworld of Terra—and he was afraid.

Very afraid indeed.
It was long after dark in the city of Arcanum and the shadows were deep.

Councillor Pepoy squinted through the crack of the dightly open door, the expression on his pinched
features showing annoyance, and perhaps the dightest hint of fear, that he had been pulled from hisbed
at thislate hour.

"Congtable Grimshaw?" he whispered in surprise, hisbony hand clutching the top of hisslken
dressing gown. The fussy older man allowed the door to open wider. "Please, do comein.”

Grimshaw entered, the insde of the councillor's abode stiflingly warm, anoticesgble contrast to the
evening's damp chill, dthough he wasn't sure which one he preferred.

"I I'd known you were planning to stop by, | would have had some refreshment to offer, but asyou
can seel've dready retired for the evening,” the councillor said. "Here, let me take your cloak.”



"No concern, Councillor,” the constable said as he stood in the entryway, shrugging off hiscepeasa
serpent would doughiitsold skin. "Thisisnot asociad cal." Grimshaw turned to face the man. "I've come
for thelist you promised me."

Pepoy's eyes widened with shock.

Sincetheloss of hislower arm to the Wurm's bite, the constable had grown used to the Sartled
stares.

"Attractive, ign't it?" he said, raising the sump, the deeve of hisuniform pinned back withasmple
placement spell. "Just another example of the chaos I'm attempting to squelch.”

The old councillor brought an age-spotted hand to his mouth. "Oh, my," he murmured. "I had heard
that you wereinjured, but | didn't redize... Was reattachment not a possibility?" he questioned.

The congtable gazed down at the space hislower arm had once occupied. He could il fed its
presence, asif the ghost of hisarm were haunting him. "The acidity of the beast'ssdliva, you see. . . the
damage was too extensive."

"My condolences," Pepoy whispered.

" Accepted with heartfelt gppreciation,” the constable said, clamping down tightly on the rage that
sammered within him. "But thelist of names you promised to provide would prove far more vauable to
me than your sympathies.”

"Certainly," the old mage muttered nervoudy, moving around the congtable, his eyeslooking
everywhere but where the arm used to be. "I'll get it for you now."

The fussy old man entered aroom to theright of the entryway, and Grimshaw followed. Lamps of
ghodgtfire cameto life as Pepoy hung the congtable's cloak, and he moved around his desk, searching for
the requested list. The surface was cluttered, chaotic, and the foul mood that Grimshaw had beenin since
hisarm was taken from him grew al the moreintense.

"l completed it earlier thisevening,” the old man was saying as he carefully moved about pieces of
parchment, asif to disturb their placement would be to throw off some intricate cosmic balance. "Ah,
hereitis." He pulled along sheet of yellowed paper from benegth a stack of others very much likeit.

"And thislist comprises dl the mages who were working outs de the authorization of Parliament?’
Grimshaw asked, anxious to be finished with thistask, so that he could move on to more important
matters. "All of the. . . rebels.

Hetasted the word. It was sweset.

Pepoy studied thelist, asif he were seeing it for the very first time. "Yes, thisisdl of them,” he said,
his eyes moving down the page. "l find it very unnerving that most of those who make up thislist have
ether passed from life, or have mysterioudy gone missing." He lowered the parchment to fix the
congtablein afearful gaze,

Grimshaw snatched thelist from the old man's trembling hand.

There were thirteen names. Eleven of them, including Argus Cade, bore an intricate star symbol
beside them, indicating that they had died or disappeared.

"Very good, Pepoy,” Congtable Grimshaw purred, reading the names of the two remaining mages



and committing them to memory. "Thisisal of them?'

The old man nodded. "Fitzroy was quite excited, and atad arrogant, if | might say so, to be mesting
with mages of such caliber,” the councillor explained, referring to the close friend whose disappearance
had led Pepoy to seek out the aid of the constable. The constable, among whose duties was the
investigation of those very disappearances. "He was very specific asto whom he had become acquainted
with."

"Excdlent, this should make my job much eesier.”

The councillor smiled, nervoudy playing with the collar of hisdressing gown. "I'm so glad thét |
could be of assstance," he fawned. "So | would imagine you will be placing the final two mages under
your watchful eye?" the aged man pried. "To protect them from the dangerous threet that stalks our fair

ity?"

Grimshaw looked up from the ligt asit suddenly burst into flamesin hishand. "Ohyes, I'll surely be
protecting them," he said, the burning parchment dissolving to nothing before it even had achanceto land
onthefloor. "I'll be protecting them just asdiligently as| protected the others on your list."

And then he smiled, even though he knew he shouldn't have, and by the look that blossomed on the
face of the old man, the expression must have been something to behold.

"l ... 1 don't think | understand,” Pepoy stammered nervoudy, twisting his nightclothesin his hands.

"But given time, you might," Grimshaw growled, extending hisarm and opening hisfingerswide.
"Which iswhy you must be dedlt with, just asthe remaining two enemies on thelist will be.”

"Congtable Grimshaw, please," the councillor yelped, hisface twisted in amask of fear. "I haven't
the dightest ideawhat you are talking abouit. I've done nothing—"

Fivetendrils of crackling black energy erupted from Grimshaw's outstretched hand to strike the old
man in the center of hischest, cutting off his panicked speech and hurling him against the wall of the
office

"Hush now," Grimshaw said, manipulating hisfingers so that the ebony magic a his command could
perform itsfunction.

The old man opened his mouth in asilent scream, but the constable's black sorcery had stolen the
councillor'svoice avay.

"Fed pridein knowing that your sacrifice this night will bring my master's plans that much closer to
fruition.”

Pepoy's body had begun to wither. Held aoft by the five spears of magic trailing from Grimshaw's
fingertips, hisbody shriveled with asound very much like the rustling of autumn leaves.

Flesh and bone became dust, and the councillor's clothes fdll to the office floor in alondy heap.
Grimshaw retracted his voracious power, the crackling energies returning to spin upon hisfingertips. He
retrieved his cloak from the rack and, with just the one, deft hand—the one that had just committed the
act of murder—he draped the cloak over his shoulders and attached the clasp about his throat.

It wastimefor him to be on hisway. He glanced once &t the pile of cloth on the floor, which had
begun to burn with an eerie green light. Soon that, too, would be gone, not atrace of the fussy old man to
be found.



Just likedl of the others.



