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Chapter One
Anticipation crackled in the air. His expectations were S0 high that it tingled upon his skin like magic.

Or, at least, the way Timothy Cade imagined that magic would fed. Y et in thisworld where
everything and everyone was connected by magic, Timothy was a blank space. Magic could not touch
him, and he could not wield it. He was uniquely aone, cut off in away that no one else could ever
understand, and so he had to create his own kind of magic.

That was the source of his excitement today. He fdlt jittery, and his somach fluttered, and hefelt a
prickling all over hisface and hands and the back of his neck, and wondered if thiswaswhat it felt like to
be in tune with the magica current that ran through the world. In his heart he suspected that even this
wonderful feding could not compare with the sensation of magic that would aways be denied him.

But even s0, he could not erasethe grin on hisface. If thiswas al the magic he would ever havein
hislife, Timothy would still consider himsdlf lucky. It would do. It would most certainly do.

On that crigp, cool morning, Timothy and severa of hisfriends had gathered in an open, grassy knall
behind the servants entrance to SkyHaven's kitchen. SkyHaven was a magnificent estate, anidand
fortressthat floated hundreds of feet above the ocean, just ashort distance from the shores of Arcanum.
High above the water, the wind could blow quite cold, and so the boy raised the collar of histunic and
renewed hisfocus upon the task at hand. His friends had come to see him test hislatest invention.

Timothy called it the Burrower, and he had built it to drill into the earth. The original design had
occurred to him in adream, back in the time when he had lived on the Idand of Patience. He had woken
and quickly sketched out arough design, thinking that if he could only get the parts together, it would
alow him to build an underground workshop that would be a safer refuge when the tropical storms swept
acrosstheidand in the spring.

Now, that dream had gone from rough sketch to redity. Or, amost. The vehicle he stood before
now was the prototype for amuch larger digging machine that he would build if this version proved
successful. It was a boxy-looking thing, about the size of a sky carriage, with a studded, conical nose that
would twist to tear into the ground and funnel the disturbed soil toward the back of the Burrower. It had
one seat behind athick shield of metal to protect the driver from flying debris as the cone spun, digging
into the earth. There wasasmall window at the center of the metal shield so that the driver could monitor
the progress of the dig. The window was made of atransparent and quite durable materia called vitreous
that he concocted by mixing together the gummy saps of two of the land's most prevaent plants. The
vitreous would not shatter. The Burrower's power source was located behind the seat, a steam engine
aso of Timothy's design, and powered by the burning of the heatstone Vulcanite. The entire craft rested
on asix-whedled chassis,

Timothy waked around the Burrower and made yet another final ingpection, fegling the expectant
eyes of hisaudience upon him. He had been readying the craft for itstrid run for nearly an hour.

"Arewe going to do thistoday, or should we come back later thisweek?" agrating voice
squawked, and Timothy turned to glare at Edgar. The black-feathered bird was his familia—his anima
companion—aswell ashisfriend.

"Caw! Caw!" Edgar squawked, waiting for Timothy to speak. Taunting him in the way the rook
adwaysdid. Timothy smiled. The bird could dways get asmile out of him.

Three of Timothy's other friends were aso there for the test run of the Burrower. Edgar flew ina
circle and cameto afluttering stop on the shoulder of Sheridan, a steam-powered mechanica man



Timothy had built while growing up on theidand. His other companion during those years had been his
mentor and teacher, lvar, thelast surviving warrior of the Asuratribe. Last but not least, therewas Verlis,
anew ariva to Timothy's company of odd comrades. Verlis was a Wurm, arace descended from the
Dragons of Old, and his presencein the world of Terrawas the subject of much debate. But for the
moment, not one of hisfriends was focused on anything other than the success or failure of hislatest
endeavor. Their attention was making him nervous. Timothy could tell by their expressionsthat they
shared Edgar'simpatience.

"You know how | am about testing my inventions," he said. "I haveto be absolutely certain that
everything will function properly beforel giveit atry.”

"Oh, we know. Were just getting bored waiting for you to start her up,” Edgar squawked, feathers
ruffling.

A blast of steam erupted from avave at the sde of Sheridan's head, and the mechanical man
reached up to take a swipe at Edgar. The bird's talons clicked and clacked upon the metal as he evaded
Sheridan's attemptsto silence him.

"Keep quiet, you!" Sheridan scolded. "Timothy can take aslong as he likes. 'Better safe than sorry,’
that'swhat | dways say"

Over the years Sheridan had become so much more than one of Timothy'sinventions. Asfar asthe
boy was concerned, he was as much flesh and blood as any of his other companions, even though made
of metd and powered by steam.

"Thanks, Sheridan,” Timothy called. "It's nice to know that somebody understands.”

Edgar flapped hiswings, taking to theair, flying in acircle around the gathering. "'Y ou've been over
thething ten timesdready," the bird complained. "It'stimeto giveit ago.”

Timothy looked back to the Burrower and thought of al the things held like to check one moretime,
just to be sofe.

"My friend," came arough, deep voice. The boy turned to see Verlisunfurling hislarge, leethery
wings. "The bird is correct. Thereis ill much to be done to prepare for the expedition to Toranah,” the
Wurm reminded him. "1 mean no disrespect, but timeis of the essence.”

Timothy nodded. It was true enough, but he was till reluctant to go ahead until he was absolutely
certain he had done everything possible to ensure asafe tria of the Burrower. He did not want to waste
hisfriends time, but he had to be sure. Too much depended on the success of thislatest invention. For
thefirst time since he had cometo live in thisworld, the Parliament of Mages—the ruling body of
Terra—had asked for hishelp. Many of them were still suspicious of him because he had no magic. They
cdled him the Un-Magician . . . and many other things, far lesskind. Abomination. Freak. And worse.
But now the Parliament had asked him to help them prepare to defend al of Terraagainst the threat of an
impending invasion. The Wurm had been banished years ago to an dternate dimension, and now, led by
acrud, vengeful commander called Raptus, they intended to return to Terraand make war.

With the safety of every man, woman, and child hanging in the balance, Timothy could not say no,
regardless of how he felt about Parliament. He needed the Burrower to work properly. He didn't want to
fall the Parliament. He didn't want to fail thisworld.

Frustrated by Edgar's attitude, he turned his back on hisfriends and continued his examination of the
craft. There could be no room for error. Timothy concentrated on the Burrower's engine, flipping open



the door to the compartment that contained the craft's power source. The V ulcanite rocks glowed
white-hot, heating the large, meta container of water that would create the steam necessary to fudl the
Burrower.

"Timothy?" said asoft voice, like the whispering of thewind, very close by hisear. He jumped,
gartled. He hadn't heard Ivar's approach, but that shouldn't have been asurprise. The last of the Asura
was the stedthiest being Timothy had ever encountered. It was natural for him to move about unheard.

"Is there something wrong with the machine?' The Asuraleaned closer, looking for sgnsof trouble.

So far, Timothy had found nothing out of order. "No. But you can never betoo careful with these
"Then you expect to find something wrong?* Ivar asked, eyeing the Burrower camly before turning
his gaze upon the boy.

Timothy shook hishead. "No, but it'sjust that ... thishasto work right. There istoo much at stake
forittofal.”

"And if thereis nothing wrong," Ivar said, cocking his head and raising an eyebrow, "it will work."

The boy took adeep breath and let it out in asigh. He stared at the beautiful black patterns that
shifted and moved across the surface of Ivar'sflesh. They were triba markings of a people who no
longer existed. The Asura could control the pigment of their skin so that they could change their color to
blend in with amost any environment, becoming nearly invisble. But at rest, those tribad markingswere
awaysthere. Something about them had always calmed the boy.

"But what if it doesn't work?" Timothy asked quietly.

The Asurashrugged. "Then wewill fix it soit does." He bowed his head dightly to indicate that he
had spoken his mind and that, for now, the conversation was done. Ivar turned to walk back to join the
others who had gathered to watch.

"Thank you," Timothy called after him. Ivar had dwaystried to indtill in him a sense of confidence.
Asisour confidence, so isour ability, he had said on more than one occasion. Timothy marveled at the
amplicity of the thought. The Asura had aways been able to see things with such clarity.

Ivar ood with the others, crossing hisarms over hisbarrd chest, waiting patiently.
And deep down, Timothy knew. It wastime.
"Sorry for thedelay,” Timothy apologized. "Let's seeif thisthing doeswhat it's supposed to.”

Timothy pulled himsdlf up into the seet of the Burrower. A pair of protective goggles dangled from
one of the machine's operating mechanisms. He grabbed them up and pulled them on over hiseyes. He
looked toward his gathering of friends and again felt anticipation crackling inthe air. He thought of al the
things he would have liked to check onefind time, but quickly pushed them from hismind. Thetime was
now, and there would be no turning back.

His hands went to thefirst of the valves, and heturned it asfar asit would go. A hisslikethat of a
gigantic serpent filled the air. The craft shuddered dightly as the steam that had been building upina
Storage tank was released into the main body of the Burrower through a series of pipes. Timothy turned
the next knob ever so dightly, and asmile blossomed across his face as the conical-shaped drill at the
front of the craft dowly began to turn, with each full rotation growing faster and faster lill.



Quickly he pressed hisfoot on athick peda and began to pump it. The rear of the Burrower began
to gradudly rise asthe front of the craft angled toward the ground. As he released the brake, the craft
did forward.

Timothy held his bresth as the furioudy rotating drill touched the grass, cutting through it with ease
and then into the dirt and rock beneath. He pumped the pedal further, and the machines back end
continued to lift. The drill spun faster, emitting a high-pitched whine, digging deeper and deeper into the
ground, cresating the beginnings of atunnd. The Burrower was working exactly as Timothy had planned.

Cassandra Nicodemus removed the cover on the old chest and stared down at the rolled pieces of
parchment stored within. A musty smell wafted up from within the box, and for amoment she thought
that she might sneeze. Suppressing the need, she went about her task. She had an important job to do
thismorning that required her full concentration, but try as she might, she could not stop thinking about
Timothy Cade.

A flush of warmth flowed into her cheeks. She didn't know why, but she found everything about him

srangdly fascinating, most especidly that excited twinklein his eyes when he talked about the fabulous
inventions he intended to build.

Cassandramoved her hand over the top layer of scrollsin the old box, muttering the words of a
magica incantation. The rolled parchments on the top dowly rose and began to unroll to reveal what was
written on them. And again she found herself thinking of Timothy.

He was unable to perform even the smplest acts of magic. How different everything must be for
him, Cassandra thought as the contents of the scrolls were exposed to her. She could barely focus on the
information they revedled, lost in her thoughts about the boy and how much he had changed the world
gncehisariva.

"Have you found anything yet?'

Startled from her daydreams, Cassandra turned toward the large, bearded mage who sat behind the
desk on the other side of the office. Leander Maddox was surrounded by ancient writings, from the
oldest parchment scrollsto more recent texts. He was the one who had found Timothy, hidden avay ina
pocket world by hisfather, the great magician, Argus Cade, and had brought him into thisworld upon the
mage's death.

There was an unusud edge of impatiencein Leander's voice today.

"Not yet," shetold him, attempting to clear her mind so that she could focus on the documents
floating in the air before her. But there was so much to think about.

Leander was the current Grandmaster of the Order of Alhazred, the guild of magesto which the
Cade and Nicodemus families had always bel onged. Cassandra could not help but wonder how the burly
mage felt about the changes that had come since he had brought Timothy into thisworld where the boy
was an oddity.

An outcast.

It had been Timothy who had reveded the ingdious plot of the former Grandmaster—her own
grandfather—to try to take control of the entire Parliament of Mages, to rule all of the various Orders.
Cassandrafelt apang of sadness as she recaled the death of her grandfather during a battle with
Timothy, and the resultant chaos that followed in the Parliament of Mages.



So much had occurred in so littletime.

She thought about the coming of the Wurm, Verlis. Thiswas seen by many asyet another threat, but
in fact, the descendant of the Dragons of Old had come seeking help against amuch larger evil, an evil
that now threatened to spill into her life—into her world. Long before she and Timothy had been born,
the Wurm had existed peacefully on Terraaongside mages. But in time there had been conflict, and the
Wurm had been driven from the world and forcibly relocated in aparadle dimension named Draconae.

Now, on Draconae, their leader, Raptus, was planning to breach the barrier that separated the
dimensions. According to Verlis, Raptus sought revenge upon the world of mages and planned to take
control of Terraand destroy the Parliament entirdly. The mages had been manipulated in those dark days
by Alhazred, founder of Cassandra's own Order, and thus Parliament had betrayed the Wurm. Raptus
and hisfollowerswould not rest until they had their vengeance.

With asigh, she at last focused upon the documents floating in the air. She and Leander had been
charged by Parliament with the task of studying the ancient scrolls, searching for anything that might help
intheir defense againg the impending Wurm attack. Cassandra found nothing of use on four of the
scrolls, dlowing them to roll closed again and drop to the floor. It was something on the fifth that caught
her eye.

"Leander," she said, reaching up to pluck the scroll from the air before her. "I think | may have found
something of interest.”

The Grandmaster looked up from his own work, hiseyes red and his face haggard with exhaustion.
Cassandra knew the job was ataxing one, but had never redlly stopped to think about the toll that
leading an entire guild might exact upon a grandmaster. Though it was something she would have to
serioudy condder, if she ever planned to assume the mantle of Grandmaster to the Order of Alhazred.
For, as granddaughter of Aloysius Nicodemus, the previous leader of the guild, the post was hers as
soon as shefdt ready to takeit upon herself.

"What isit?' he asked, rigng from hischair.

She brought the scrall to him. "It's nothing specific, but in this correspondence between two guild
craftsmen, thereis sometalk about what | presumeisthe original mining operation near the origind
Wurm settlement a Toranah.”

Leander snatched the document from her hand. " Give that to me," he hissed, and she was taken
aback by his abruptness. She had noticed some subtle changes in the Grandmaster of late, and was
worried that the pressures of the position may have had an unpleasant effect on the normally unflappable

gentleman.

"Yes," hesad, scanning the ancient writing. "'Y es, thismay indeed prove very useful to uson our
journey.”

Leander, dong with Timothy and Verlis and some specialy chosen representatives of Parliament,
were planning an expedition to the former home of the Wurm race to check on the gability of the magica
barrier between Terraand Draconae. In addition, they were to oversee anew mining operation there and
begin formulating plansto defend againgt invasion if the Wurm were indeed able to breach the barrier.

"The writer of the scroll talks about the creation of a map designating the areas of the Wurm
territoriesrichest in natural resources,” the Grandmaster said, and looked at her intensdly. "We must find
thismap at once. It could save usweeks of surveying theland, allowing usto begin digging for Maleum
amog immediatdy.”



"Do you have any suggestionswhere | should begin my search for the mgp?' Cassandra asked,
returning to the chest where she had found the scroll. "Perhapsit's still in here?' she suggested, knedling
down to begin her search anew.

She heard the rush of air and glanced toward the Grandmaster to see him in the midst of conjuring.
The spell struck the wooden chest and Cassandra jumped back, watching in amazement as the remaining
contents of the box flew into the air, unrolling in unison.

Leander moved out from behind his desk, hisrobes of scarlet and black billowing around him ashe
studied each of the many floating documents. One by one, asthey proved not to be the map he sought,
they fluttered to the floor, discarded.

"Thereisnotime," he muttered benegth his breath as he waked among the scralls. "The fate of dl
we've known hangsin the balance.”

Leander stiffened and reached out for one of the floating pieces of parchment. "Thisisit,” hesaid,
turning to her excitedly, and the remaining scrolls fdl to the ground. He held the parchment out before
him. "Crude, but useful nonethdless.”

And then the Grandmeaster started to laugh, an eerie sound the likes of which she had never heard
from him before, and hoped never to hear again.

"Master Maddox?' she said.

Helooked away from his prizeto glare a her, and for afrightening moment she did not recognize
him. Then hisfeatures relaxed, and the older gentleman she had come to admire and respect had
returned.

"Yes, child?' he answered in avoice that seemed much too weak for aman of hisusud vigor.
"Areyou... are you unwel?'

Leander dowly rolled the scroll. "I'm quite dl right,” he told her, forcing asad smile upon hiswan
features. "Judt alittle bit tired. There's no need for concern, my dear.”

Y et as she watched him make hisway dowly back to his desk, clutching the map to his chest, she
wished that she could believe him. For aslong as she had known the mage, Cassandra had found him
tirdlessin hisexuberance. In fact, sheimagined that when the time came for the position of Grandmaster
to be passed to her, Leander would be the example upon which she would mode her own authority. But
something was amiss.

Hedid thelast of the scrollsinto alesther satchel with other documents they had found over the last
three days, apell of closure keeping the contents sealed tightly away. "I think we're just about ready to

go.

Shewatched him carefully, searching for any clue asto what might be troubling him, but al she could
detect was weariness. Perhaps the Grandmaster really was just exhausted, his nerves frayed by the
demands of his post.

Leander glanced at the large timepiece on the wall and then back at her. "Cassandra, please go tell
Timothy thet it istime." He gathered up histhings. "I shal await him with the other members of the
expedition at the main entrance.”

She bowed her head and | eft his study. Cassandra thought she had heard Timothy mention



something about testing his new invention in one of the open areas at the back of the estate, so she
headed in that direction. She bustled dong the seemingly endless corridors, hiking up the hem of her
emerald green dress so as not to trip as she descended staircase after staircase. To the uninitiated,
SkyHaven would be like amaze, but she had made a study of the place upon her arriva following the
tragic death of her parents. She doubted that there was any place lft in the floating manor that she had
yét to see.

Cassandra descended a set of marble stairs that would take her to the back of the estate through the
kitchen. When she entered the room she was a bit surprised that the staff was not hard at work preparing
the afternoon mesl. Instead, she found them dl clustered at the back door, watching with rapt attention
some display outside. Therewas aloud clamor from outside the building, accompanied by a high-pitched
whine

She made her way toward the gathering, nobody taking notice of her approach, and stood on tiptoe
to see over the heads of the servants and cooks. Cassandra laughed softly to herself. Timothy Cade, |
should have known, she thought, watching the boy astride a strange contraption that was digging into
the earth, tossing dirt here and there.

Cassandra cleared her throat once, and then a second time, louder. The staff of SkyHaven's kitchen
gradudly reacted, reluctantly returning to their jobs, fearful that they would be scolded. Shedidn't blame
them for their fascination. After al, how often did people see a boy riding a machine that could burrow
down into the earth? Not every day. Never, in fact. Not until Timothy Cade had come into their lives.
Therewasredly no onelike him in the world.

She stepped through the back door and strolled across the grass toward the gathering of Timothy's
friends, who now stood around the hole he had dug, marveling at his latest accomplishment. Cassandra
hoped Timothy was smart enough to know when to stop the machine. SkyHaven was afloating idand,
and if he dug too deeply he could find himsdlf breaking through the bottom and falling into the ocean
below. What a sight that would be, shethought, and had to stifleagiggle.

"Does he know when to stop?' she asked aloud, cupping her hands over her mouth and raising her
voiceto be heard over the sound of the digging machine.

Velisglanced at Ivar, and the Asura then looked at Sheridan.

Edgar, who was perched upon the mechanical man's shoulder, flew into the air and landed on her
wating arm.

"Areyou serious?" the rook asked, speaking loudly. "After everything he's done, you till haveto
ask that question?' The bird shook his head in disgust.

"l meant no disrespect. | just want to be sure he's careful.”
Edgar ruffled hisfeathersindignantly. "The kid's agenius. Of course he knows not to go too far."

And asif on cue, the engine of the digging machine cut out and the sound of another, far quieter,
devicekicked in. Cassandraleaned forward and gazed into the hole to see that the machine was now
ascending. The new sound was thet of itswhedls dowly turning, backing the craft up and bringing it to the
surface.

"See," Edgar said to her. "Nothing to worry about. He knew just when to stop.”
The digging machine backed out of the hole and up onto the grass. Timothy busied himsdlf turning



knobs and switching levers to shut down hisinvention's power source.

"Good thing | remembered to stop,” Timothy said, removing the goggles from hiseyes and jumping
down from the craft to the ground. "1 was so excited that it was working, | dmost kept going.”

Cassandraarched an eyebrow and smirked, glancing a Edgar, who quickly looked away, flying
from his perch on her arm to the top of the boy's head.

"Good job, kid," the rook cawed. "The Burrower worked like acharm, just like | knew it would.”
"Thanks, Edgar," the boy said, beaming.

Verlis approached the machine, resting aclaw upon its meta surface. "Fascinating,” he growled.
And he then looked toward the boy. "As are you, Timothy Cade, asare you." He then walked to the
tunnd dug into the ground and peered down into the darkness.

Ivar and Sheridan went to congratulate Timothy next, but Cassandra hung back, not sure that
Timothy had even noticed she was there. The breeze whipped her red hair across her face and she
pushed it away from her eyes, trying unsuccessfully to tameit.

"Did you see?" he asked, striding toward her with agrin on hisface. "It worked just as1'd hoped.”

Cassandrasmiled in return. "It'sincredible. She wanted to say more but was having difficulty finding
the right words with Timothy so close and smiling at her like that.

What's happening to me? she pondered, on the verge of panic.

Their eyeslocked for amoment, and then Timothy quickly looked away, scratching the back of his
head nervoudy. He turned his focus back to the Burrower. "Can't wait to tell Leander it worked," he
sad, reminding her why she had cometo find him.

"Oh, right," Cassandra said, her hand quickly going to her mouth. "With dl the excitement, | dmost
forgot. They're ready to leave now. The expeditionto Toranah . . . they're waiting for you."

Chapter Two
Timothy couldn't have picked a better moment to take hisleave.

Acrosstherich green lawn, he saw Leander's persond assistant, Carlyle, appear at the open kitchen
door, hisface flushed with annoyance. Timothy quickly snatched his satchel up from the ground and
looked inside to be sure he had everything held need for hisjourney.

"Timothy Cade!" Carlyle shouted, hurrying toward them.

"I think Verlisand | had better be going," he told hisfriends, and Cassandra. He caught her eye as
he said hisfarewells, and she quickly looked away, pretending to be studying the cloudsin the sky.

Strange, hethought, before concentrating on more important matters.
"Be sureto bring the Burrower back to the workshop," he told Sheridan, Ivar, and Edgar.

"Not to worry, Timothy," Sheridan said, release valve hissing. "I'll be sureto giveit athorough
cleaning so that it isin tip-top shape when you return.”

Ivar was aready working on getting the craft back up onto the whedled cart they had used to haul it



from the workshop.

"What in the name of the blessed mage have you done to the grounds?’ Carlyleyeled in aghrill
voice. "When Grandmaster Maddox hears of this..."

"Y ou think he'stalking about the hole?' Edgar asked from hisfavorite place atop Sheridan's metal
head. If the rook could have smiled, Timothy was certain he would have.

"Think s0," the boy answered, backing away from the gathering.

"Hrrrrm. He sounds upset,” Verlis growled, scratching hisleathery chin with aclawed hand.
"Perhgps you should explain the—"

Timothy gripped the Wurm &t his elbow. The rough, scaled skin was strangdly cool to the touch.
"Perhaps we should get away from here as quickly aswe can.”

"Timothy Cadel" Carlyle shouted again, dmaost upon them.

Edgar flew toward him, circling around the stocky man's head. Carlyle waved hishandsin the air,
obvioudy enraged. "'l have no desire to speak with you, bird. | want to talk to the boy!"

"Maybeyou areright,” Verlisreplied, and the Wurm opened his great wings, grabbing Timothy
beneath the arms.

AsVelislifted him up, wings flapping heavily, churning the air, Timothy noticed that Cassandrawas
looking at him. Once again he experienced that odd sensation in the pit of his stomach.

"Luck bewith you," she called over the pounding of the dragon's wings, and he waved good-bye to
her just as Verlis soared skyward with him.

Carlyle had reached the hole the Burrower had made and was gesticulating wildly. It appeared that
Sheridan and Cassandrawere attempting to calm him, but to little avail. Timothy amost felt bad leaving
them to ded with the rather unpleasant man.

Almost, hethought with achuckle.

Verliswinged hisway around to the front of the sprawling fortress and remembered thefirst time he
had ever seen SkyHaven. It hadn't been that long ago, but in away, after all that he had seen and
experienced, it felt like alifetime. Timothy wondered what till 1ay ahead for him, what wonders and
horrors he had yet to experience. These were exciting times for aboy who was raised in near solitude.

"Therethey are," Timothy yelled over the sound of thewind in his ears and the beating of wings. He
fdt Verlissgrip beneath hisarmstighten.

Two Ky carriages hovered in front of SkyHaven, and members of the expedition traveling to
Torah'nah milled about the crafts. The Wurm angled his body earthward, and they began their descent.

The ground came up at them quickly, and Timothy ingtinctively closed his eyes, fearing that they
would not be ableto stop intime. Just asit seemed too late, Verlis spread his great wings wide, cutting
the speed of his descent and alowing them to glide safely to the ground.

Timothy adjusted the strap of the satchel he wore dung over his shoulder and checked to see that
the metal clasp was Hill fastened. He wanted to be certain that he hadn't lost any of hisnotes or drawings
inflight with Verlis. Everything wasfine.



The boy looked up to see Leander Maddox walking toward them, his hands clasped behind his
back. Timothy felt asurge of excitement, quickening his pace to meet up with the Grandmaster, eager to
sharethe news of hislatest success. It had been Leander who had assigned the boy the difficult task of
designing and building a machine that could dig down into earth, but that was not powered by magic.

He hurried to the burly mage, barely able to contain his excitement. "The Burrower, it works," he
blurted out. "I tested it in the back of the fortress and it went perfectly. The hole was smooth and deep.
It'sagood thing | stopped when | did, because | could have kept right on going and dug straight through
and Carlyle showed up and—"

Timothy's ramble came to an abrupt stop as he watched Leander bring hiswrist up to hisfaceto
gaze briefly upon atimepiece fastened there.

"You'relae," the Grandmaster said shortly, barely hiding hisirritation. He clasped hislarge hands
behind hisback again. "Didn't Cassandrainform you that we were ready to leave?"

Timothy could have blamed Cassandra, but he did not want to get her into trouble, so he nodded.
"Y es, but we were testing my machineand . . ." He stopped, redlizing that he had no redl excuse. "I'm
sorry to have kept you waiting, Leander. | guesswe just lost track of time.”

The big man said nothing, and Timothy looked up to see him gazing off into space, one of hishands
dowly stroking the coarse hair of his bushy red beard.

"Leander?" Timothy said softy, looking off in the same direction and seeing nothing but blue sky and
the churning ocean. "Are.... areyou dl right?"

The Grandmaster sarted as if awakened from adream and gazed again at histimepiece. "We have
no time for thisfoolishness," he growled, abruptly turning around and walking toward the other members
of the expedition and hiswaiting sky carriage. "We must depart a onceif we are to reach Toranah by
the morrow."

Verlismoved up dongside him. "Isal well between you and Grandmaster Maddox?' he asked the
boy.

Timothy did not answer a once, mulling over Verliss question. He had noticed dight changesin his
friend and mentor over the last few days, but nothing to redly cause him concern. This, however, was
something ese entirdly.

"I'm not sure,” he whispered, watching as the Grandmaster went to his sky carriage and spoke to
Caigphas, his navigation mage.

When Leander had gone on to the second sky carriage to speak to the others who were a part of
the expedition, Caiaphas motioned for Timothy and Verlisto approach.

"Magter Timothy," the navigator said with adight bow of his head. The lower portion of the
navigation mage's face was covered in adark blue vell, but hisvoice was pleasant enough to let the boy
know hewas smiling. At least someone seemed happy to seehim. "Great Verlis" the navigator then said,
addressing the dragon.

Verlisresponded in kind, ruffling his leathery wings as he lowered his horned head in abow of
gredting.

"Grandmaster Maddox hasinformed methat we areto leave at once," Caigphas said, pushing up
thelong deeves of hisblue robes, readying himsdlf to cast the spells used to lift and propel the carriage.



"And that you and Verlisareto ridewith himinsde."

The driver motioned toward the lower portion of the carriage, and a spark |egped from one of his
fingertips. The door into the vehicle swung open dowly to admit them.

The Wurm legped back from the sSky carriage. "'l will not ride within this contraption,” Verlis
growled, shaking hislarge, horned head. "I will fly to Torainah under my own power."

Caigphasfolded his hands upon hislap. "I'm afraid that will not do. Grandmaster Maddox gave
precise ingtruction that you wereto ride insde the carriage.”

Trails of smoke beganto risefrom Verlissflaring nodrils. "l will not fly withinthis... thisbox," he
spat, and Timothy could see that the Wurm's anger was on therise,

The boy placed acaming hand upon Verlissarm. "Can you tell uswhy he wantsthis?* Timothy
asked the navigator, keeping his voice soft so as not to arouse the interests of the others around them.

Caigphas brought one of his handsto his covered mouth, reflecting momentarily before speaking. "'In
no disrespect to you, great Verlis, the Grandmaster believes that you will gppear more. . . civilized if you
wereto travel in the same manner asthe othersin the expedition.”

"Civilized?' Verlisbarked, and hissing streams of burning orange spittle, liquid fire, began to leak
from the 9des of hismouth.

"Cdmyoursdf,” Timothy said quickly, hisvoice il low. ™Y ou dready know what they think of
you—the other mages of Parliament.”

"They think meamonger,” Verlisreplied. "A savage beast not fit to walk amongst them.”
"Exactly,” Timothy said. "Look at this as a chance to prove them wrong again.”

The Wurm sneered, revealing his razor-sharp teeth. "But to rideingdethis ... thing." He gestured
toward the carriage.

"1 will attempt to make your journey as pleasant and as comfortable asit iswithin my power to do
s0," Cagphas sad, railsng his hands. Indigo magic arced from the tips of hisfingers.

Verlissad nothing, glaring at the carriage, asif preparing to chalengeit to battle.
"Prove them wrong," Timothy whispered again.

Asif sensing discord, Leander approached.

"Isthere aproblem?’ the Grandmaster asked, looking from Timothy to Verlis.

Many of the other representatives of Parliament who were a part of the expedition were watching
them now. Timothy tensed. Thiswas not thetimefor Verlisto lose histemper. The Parliament dready
feared the descendents of the Dragons of Old. One Wurm was bad enough, but now there were dozens
of themon Terra, al of Verliss clan, who had fled Draconae and the brutality of Raptus. Now wasn't the
timefor trouble.

"No," Verlis gated firmly, moving to squeeze hislarge frame through the doorway into the sky
cariage. "Thereisno problem at al."

Timothy did not know whether it was the fact that he had stayed up dl night putting the finishing



touches on the Burrower prototype, or the relief that the digging device worked, but he found himself
growing incredibly deepy asthe sky carriage flew above the clouds on its journey south. Though hetried
tofight it, he found his eyelids growing heavy, and eventudly closng.

I'll just rest for a moment, hetold himself, laying his head back against the seet. But it wasn't long
before he was adeep, pulled into the realm of dream asif caught in the current of Patience's emerald
green ocean.

He dreamed of his father's embrace.

"I've missed you so much,” hetold his father, running to him across the beach of his
interdimensional hideaway, burying his face in the thickness of his father's robes. Timothy felt his
father's arms around him, and could even smell the scent of him—a pleasing aroma, equal parts
old books and parchments and the spicy aroma of the Maddis leaves Argus Cade had often
smoked in his pipe. The smell immediately put Timothy at ease, making him feel safe and secure.
Herein hisfather's arms, nothing could harm him.

But the air around him grew suddenly cold and damp, and Timothy looked up to see that he
was no longer upon the beach on Patience, but somewhere else entirely. The place was poorly lit
and made of stone, and all around him he could hear the moans of those who had been jailed for
crimes against the Parliament of Mages—-for crimes against the world.

Timothy knew this place well.
Abaddon.

Arcanum was the capital city of Sunderland, which was still a country in its own right, though
such boundaries no longer meant very much with the worldwide Parliament of Mages having
become so powerful.

Even so, there was till a certain amount of local government, and that included the
imprisonment of criminals. Sunderland's major prison was Abbadon, located deep beneath the
Sunnis Ocean. It was where Verlis had been briefly imprisoned by Parliament, not for any crime,
but for what he was. Timothy had broken him out of there. Abbadon was one of the most horrible
places Timothy had ever visited. He had wished never to see the inside of Abaddon again, but here
he was.

"Why are we here?" he asked.

"It's where you belong," said a cruel, cold voice. Not his father's voice at all. Timothy |ooked
up into the face seething with hate.

Constable Grimshaw smiled, histeeth incredibly sharp. The Constable's grip upon Timothy's
armtightened as he struggled to get free.

"What's the matter, boy?" Grimshaw asked. "Haven't you missed me as well?" The
Constable started to laugh; one of the most horrible of sounds he had ever heard.

Timothy awoke with agasp to find Leander and Verliswatching him with cautious eyes.

"Dreams?" the Wurm asked, shifting in the seat across from the boy, still not comfortable with the
flying arangements.

"Morelikeanightmare" Tim replied. Hewiped cool drops of sweat from his brow and leaned his



head back with asigh. "I dreamt of my father.”
"And that isanightmare?' Verlis asked, confused.
"He didn't stay my father; he turned into Constable Grimshaw, and we were in Abaddon.”
The Wurm nodded his horned head. "I see. That isanightmare.”

Timothy rubbed the deep from his eyes and glanced over to see Leander busly writinginan
overszejournd. It was unusud to find the Grandmaster actually using awriting instrument, magic being
the typica means by which words were put to parchment. But Timothy was seated right beside the mage,
and the strange magi c-negating aura that surrounded him could sometimes wreak havoc with writing
gpdlls. In close quarters, particularly traveling together, Leander had found it much wiser to use apen.

Leander looked up from his scribbling. "Y ou needn't worry about Grimshaw. In dream or redity.”
The Grandmaster closed hisbook. "It gppears that the Congtable hasjoined the ranks of the missing."”

Timothy felt acold finger of dread touch his neck. Mages were still disgppearing in the city, and no
one could figure out what fate had befallen them. It was one of Parliament's chief concerns, along with the
impending Wurm invasion. But Congtable Grimshaw was an evil man, and whatever happened to him
was deserved asfar as he was concerned. If he shared the fate of the other missing mages, Timothy had

no sympathy for him.

He gazed out the window of the carriage to see that they were now traveling over a densaly wooded
areg, theforests of Yarrith. He had read that the forest stretched for miles, and had dways wanted to see
it. It was like ablanket of green, extending for asfar as the eye could see. It was considered one of the
last truly untamed regionsin Sunderland.

"Not long now," Verlissaid, also gazing out at the thick green below. "'l sensethat we are close.”
"You sense it?' Timothy asked.

The Wurm nodded. "In here," he said, placing aclawed hand against his chest. The scalesthere
werethicker, dmost like armored plating. "Asthe pirits of your dead five on in the blazing energy that is
ghodtfire, the spirits of the Wurm continue to exist aswell, leaving apiece of themsaves behind before
soaring on to aland beyond.”

Timothy was fascinated; there was still so much that he did not know about Verlisand his people,
their customs and beliefs, and he hoped that someday he would have the chanceto learn all there was.

"Toranah isaspecid place" Verlissad asthey flew above the forested land. "A spiritual place.
Hopefully there we will find the answers we seek.”

Timothy looked away from the window and placed his hand upon his satchel. Insgde were his notes
and plansfor the congtruction of the larger Burrower machine they would need for mining in Toranah.
The Parliament believed that under the ground there they might find a solution to their current
predicament.

"So dl the materias needed to construct the full-size Burrower are dready a Toranah?' he asked.
"Everything to your specifications" Leander confirmed.

Timothy stared a his sketches and notes again. "Do you redly think thiswill work?"



Leander gestured for the boy to hand over his papers, and he did so willingly. It wasthe
Grandmaster's turn to peruse the intricate drawings and designs.

"If we're careful,” Leander said. "And if your machine works aswell aswe hope."

The ancient Wurm had mined arare minera from the soil at Toralnah. A Wurm scientist caled
Malleus had discovered natural deposits of ametd ore that was unusudly soft and pligble ... until it was
touched by magic. Once it cameinto contact with magic, the metal—cdled Maleum after its
discoverer—was the hardest substance on the planet. Unbreskable. Impenetrable. All of which meant
that it had to be removed from the ground by physica rather than magica means. If they tried to use
magic to unearth it, the meta would harden instantly and be usdless. It could not be made into wegpons
or armor then.

No, the Malleum had to be dug up without the use of magic, forged in fire, and hammered into
whatever form it would eventudly take. Only then would it be touched by magic ... which would
transform it from soft to unbreskable.

"The Burrower will save agrest dedl of time" Verlissaid. "We do not know when Raptus will bresk
through the barrier, so thereis no timeto spare. The sooner the Maleum can be forged into weapons
and armor, the better for al of us. Thetimefor war has cometo Terraagan.”

Verlisturned away, gazing out the window of the sky carriage.

Timothy took the plans back from Leander and studied them with anew eye, already thinking of
revisonsto the machine that could smooth the process. "Y ou know," he said, mostly to himsdlf, "I think
we could do this better—make it more efficient.”

He borrowed the pen that Leander had been using and started to draw.

Hours passed and many miles passed beneath them before Timothy Cade again lifted his head from
hiswork.

They cdled it Alhazred's Divide, thewall of magica energy that had been erected to sedl the breach
between the other-dimensiona world of Draconae from Terra, keeping the Wurm race away from the
world of the magesforever. It extended asfar asthe eye could see to the north and south, and from the
ground to the sky. The barrier distorted the air so that it shimmered. Timothy Cade had been to that
world and back with Verlis, and sometimes still had nightmares about the Wurms volcanic city and about
Raptus, the cruel generd who commanded them al. He had seen with his own eyesthe Wurm sorcerers
who worked with fierce determination to tear down that barrier from the other sde. The very thought
made him shudder. From the window of the carriage Timothy could see the other sky craft that had been
journeying with them as they prepared to set down at the Toralnah encampment. The land around them
was bleak, rocky, and foreboding, not &t al like the rich and fertile regions they had traveled over on
their way here. He could seethe smdl village that the workers at Torainah had set up for their mining
operation. One of the buildingswas alarge rectangular structure with tall chimneys.

"What isthat? Not living quarters?’ Timothy asked, pointing.

"No. That isthe Forge," Leander replied. "Where the Maleum will be fashioned into tools for war.
Other than your Burrower, it isthe most important part of the operation.”

"We are descending,” Caiaphas caled from his seet, and Timothy felt the craft's downward motion
inthe hallow of hisbely.



He had learned to love the sensation of flying in asky carriage, but was fill dwaysalittle nervous
when it cameto landing. Since he was not ableto do it himsdlf, he had never learned to trust the power
of magic. Timothy looked over at the powerful form of Verlis. The Wurm was still gazing out the window
asthe cold gray landscape came up to meet them.

"l was but ayoung hatchling when last | washere” Verlissaid quietly. "But the memories of what it
once was—Dbefore the conflict with the mages—are dtill incredibly clear.”

The sky carriage gently touched down upon the uneven ground, atestament to Caigphass skill.

Leander opened the door. "That was the pagt, friend Verlis," the Grandmaster said, stepping from
the craft. "L et us see what we can do about forging afar better future—for both our races.”

Timothy followed Leander, waiting as Verlis carefully extracted himsdf from the carriage. It was
much colder at Torainah, thick gray clouds blotting out the sun. Timothy shivered, pulling the collar of his
tunic up around histhroat, but he wasn't sureif the reaction was entirely from the cold. There was
something truly foreboding about this place, something that filled the boy with unease.

"What wasit like before?’ Timothy asked hisfriend. "Before the war with the mages?”

Verlisgtretched hiswings and glanced around, plumes of smoke rising from his snout. "There was
life here then—in the sky, in the dirt and rock—but the fighting, the amount of combat magic released ...
it has|eft the land spiritless.”

Leander had gone to speak with the other members of the expedition force, but in the midst of thelr
conversation, the men and women sent by Parliament were dl staring at Timothy and Verlis.
Grandmaster Maddox noticed that the others of his group were not listening especialy closely to him,
and Timothy watched as Leander redized how rude they were behaving. Y et in that moment when he
ought to have chided hisfellow mages, heinstead shot an angry glance at Timothy and Verlis.

"|s something wrong?' the mage asked, an edgein hisvoice.

Timothy glanced a Verlis, who still seemed distracted by thisreturn to the ruins of his once great
society. The boy was about to reply for both of them when Verlis spoke up.

"Much iswrong here," said the Wurm, turning toward the Grandmaster and the other representatives
of Parliament. "Much has ... changed, since | last walked this ground.”

A sudden, cool gust of wind arose, and the way it whipped across the desol ate landscape seemed
to cry out in amournful voice. The entire gathering seemed affected by the sorrowful wind of Toranah.
The mages ended their conversation, and the tenson evaporated. With the sad song of thewind in his
ears. Timothy remembered what Verlis had said earlier about the spirits of his people, and wondered if
thismight bethe voice of their loss.

Movement off to hisright caught Timothy's attention, and he moved away from the sky carriageto
get abetter look. Atop asmadl hill, Timothy saw avillage of huts, an encampment set up by thefirst of
Parliament's workersto arrive. The workers were coming out from their shelters to welcome them.

"Greetingd" cdled atdl gentleman with athick head of graying hair. ™Y ou must be Timothy Cade,"
he said, bowing a the waist in greeting. "I am Walter Telford, the project manager, and | am very
pleased to make your acquaintance. 1've heard some amazing things about your skill asan inventor.”

Timothy liked the man dmost immediately dueto hisfriendly demeanor aswell asthe fact that
Water Teford didn't seem at dl put off by the knowledge of his. . . handicap. He bowed back. "Pleased



to meet you aswdl."

"Walter," Leander called, striding ahead of the other members of the expedition. "It's good to see
you agan.”

The two men embraced warmly.

"Areyou we|?' Teford asked. "Y ou look so pale, my friend. Don't tell me that the comfortable life
of agrandmaster istoo much work for you.”

Tdford laughed and hugged the burly mage again. It was reassuring for Timothy to hear that others
were concerned for Leander's health.

"A by-product of thejob, I'm afraid to say," Leander replied quickly, waving away Walter's
concerns. He quickly changed the subject. "Imagine my surprise and eation when | heard you would be
supervising this operation. 1'd thought they would have put you out to pasture years ago.”

Teford laughed doud again. It was a cheerful sound and one that seemed abit out of placein the
grim landscape of Toranah.

Timothy looked around for Verlis and saw the Wurm standing alonein front of Alhazred's Divide.
He approached, but did not get too close, so that his aura of negation would not affect the ancient spell.

"Velis?'

"Raptusison the other sde," the Wurm said. He reached out a clawed hand and placed it upon the
shimmering wall of magic. "'l can fed hisange—hisrage. Hewill do everything in his power to tear this
barrier asunder.”

Timothy started to move closer, but thought better of it, remaining where hewas. "Don't worry.
WEell gop him."

The Wurm lowered his horned head and sighed, small jets of fire shooting from hisnogtrils. "'l wish
that | felt your confidence. But | senseimpending disaster.”

They were interrupted by the sound of someone walking toward them across the rock-covered
ground. The boy turned to find Walter Telford approaching.

"Timothy?' Telford cdled. "WEere about to show everyoneto their quarters. Would you and your
friend like to come?'

The boy smiled, liking the man even more. Telford treated both him and Verlis as true members of
the expedition team, not as fresks. He glanced back at Verlis, still standing before Alhazred's Divide, and
guessed that the Wurm might like sometime done.

"I'll show him later, if that would bedl right," hesaid. "But I'd liketo go."

Water responded with asmile, gesturing for him to follow, and Timothy did just that, accompanying
the man back to the encampment. Each hut was small but cozy, consisting of acot and asmall desk to
work on. Verliss quarters were located right next door to Timothy's.

The project manager |eft Timothy to settle in, recommending that he take a short nap to refresh
himsf after hislong journey.

Water had laughed heartily, saying that the boy was going to need hisrest, for they planned on



working him quite hard. The cot did ook thin and lumpy but turned out to be surprisingly comfortable,
and he soon found himsdf drifting off.

Timothy wasn't sure what it was that awakened him, but as his eyes opened, he sensed that
something was wrong. It was dark now, and as he got up from his bed he wondered how long he had
been adeep. He removed from his satchel asmal lantern capable of containing hungry fire. Using amatch
from histoal kit, helit the lantern. Hoping to dispel his uneasiness, he shone the light about his quarters,
throwing flickering firdight into theinky pools of shadow.

Something moved in agloomy corner, swiftly scurrying from one patch of darknessto the next in an
attempt to remain unseen. Timothy gasped, nearly dropping the lantern. It was an anima of somekind,
large for something that could move with such speed and stealth. From the quick glimpses he gat, it
seemed amogt furless, its skin asickly pale hue.

The unknown animal darted benesath his cot, and Timothy stumbled back away from it. Hewas
tempted to cry out for help, but he knew that the representatives from Parliament and many other
members of the expedition were probably watching him, waiting for him to do something foolish. If this
wasjust some locd wildlife, he didn't want to cause an unnecessary ruckus. No, unless hewas sure he
was in danger, he would dedl with the matter on hisown.

He quickly hauled the rumpled blanket from the bed and then leaped up onto it. Standing in the
center of the cot, he crouched tensdly, ready to use the heavy cover as anet to trap his unwanted visitor
the moment it attempted to escape. When it did not immediately race out from its hiding place, Timothy
began to jump up and down on the cat, trying to drive it out. For amoment he thought he would have to
find something to poke it with, but then the pale-skinned creature shot out from beneath the bed.

Timothy sprang from his perch, a scream equd parts excitement and fear escaping hislips. He
landed on the floor in a crouch, throwing the woven blanket over the scurrying intruder, then leaped atop
it in an atempt to restrain the beast.

The anima wasfar stronger than Timothy expected, and it thrashed, growled, and hissed, trying to
escape the blanket. Timothy was thrown aside and before he could regain control, the cresture escaped,
moving with incredible speed toward the door. Timothy was up in an ingtant and tried to pursueit, but
such wasits speed that it was dready gone. He stared dumbfounded as the door to his hut swung back
and forth in the evening breeze.

How did it get in here? he wondered, positive that Walter had closed the door firmly when he had
left. Heran to the door in hopes of seeing whereit had run off to, and collided with Leander.

"Arrrgh!" Timothy screamed, startled by the large man's sudden appearance.
"What in the name of the seven mysticsiswrong?' Leander demanded.

Timothy looked past him. "Did you seeit? Did you seethe ... the animal that came from here? It was
inmy room and | chased it out. | don't know what it was."

Leander looked behind him and then back to the boy. "I saw no such thing," he said, placing his
hands on Timothy's shoulders. "And I've been standing out here enjoying the night air for quite sometime

"But—"

"l heard you screaming and came a once to find out what was the matter."



Timothy looked up into Leander'seyes. "But | saw it. | tried to catch it in this blanket." He held up
his bedclothes to show the archmage.

Leander shook hishead. "It was anightmare, boy," he explained. "Likely brought on by your change
of surroundings and the dire importance of our mission here. Nothing more.”

For the briefest of ingtants, Timothy dmost believed hisfriend, thinking that perhaps he had imagined
ital, ill inthe grip of deep. But then he saw the jagged ripsin the blanket, obvioudy made by very
sharp claws.

Chapter Three
It wasn't the most restful of nights.

After the businesswith the animal intruder in hishut, and Leander'sinsstence that it had al been part
of an daborate dream—Timothy had even brushed off the ripsin the blanket as something he might have
done himsdlf in the throes of a nightmare—Timothy attended ateam mesting to address the following
day'sgods. That wasfollowed by ahearty meal served in honor of the new arrivals. Later that evening,
when he had at last gone to bed, he had dept restlesdly, fearing the return of the mysterious animd.

Inthe morning Timothy arose groggily from hisbed. Outsde his hut there was ametd trough of
water where he splashed hisface and attempted to clear away the cobwebs from hismind. The water
was cold, and exactly what he needed to wake himsalf up. He grabbed the towel hanging on a peg
outside his door and headed to the next hut over, drying his face and hands on the coarse materid.

There was no response to his knocks on Verliss door, so Timothy opened it a crack to peer insde.
No onewasthere. A flicker of concern went through him. From the look of the room, it did not appear
that the Wurm had ever entered it. So where had Verlis passed the night?

"Ah, yourefindly up!"

Timothy was startled by the voice and turned quickly, only to relax the moment he saw Walter
Teford approaching, asteaming cup of brew in one hand and a piece of fruit in the other.

"Good morning to you," Timothy said. "Arewethefirg to rise?’

Water'slaugher boomed. "Areyou serious, lad?' he asked. "The entire camp's been up since the
fird rays of dawn.” Hethrew hisarm around Timothy's shoulder and steered him away from Verliss
hovel. "We let you deep in today, but come tomorrow, you'll be expected to rise with the rest of us." He
gavethe boy afriendly squeeze. "Can | interest you in abit of breskfast before you begin your
workday?'

Timothy grabbed his satchel from his quarters and headed to the dining areawith Walter. There, he
had something to drink and some dried fruit—not the elaborate breakfast he had come to expect at
SkyHaven, but surprisngly quite satisfying.

When held finished eating, Timothy and Walter walked over to alarger structure that served asthe
camp's command center. Timothy entered the building and was shocked to find the workers and dl the
Parliament members waiting insde. Leander was seated in achair up front, and nodded in greeting asthe
boy entered.

Water placed ahand upon his shoulder. " So, now that you've had a good night's deep and a bit of
breskfast, how do you fed about sharing your plansfor the digging machine?"



Timothy looked up at the man. "Do you mean they're dl hereto listen to me?' he asked
increduloudy. Sure, Parliament had asked him to come up with designs for the Burrower, but he never
imagined hisinvolvement would be much more than thet.

"Who else?" Walter asked. "Y ou're the creator, the one who knows the craft. Werejust the
builders."

Timothy glanced around the room. "I'd liketo help build it aswell."

Water amiled. "And we we come your assstance.” He directed Timothy toward asmal table that
had been set up at the front of the room. "Now why don't you tell us about this fabulous machine of
yours?'

And Timothy did just that, opening his satchel and reveding the many drawings and diagrams he had
made since first being asked to cregte the Burrower. He was a bit nervous at first, but he went through
each of hisdrawings and blueprints, often leaving the table to walk among those in attendance. Some had
questions about the congtruction of the craft, and he was more than happy to answer them. Hetold them
about the prototype he had built back at SkyHaven and how it had worked exactly as hoped, and he
told them he would apply what he had learned in building the first craft to the creation of the much larger
Burrower.

When he wasfinished, Walter conjured afloating map to show the audience where they intended to
begin mining the Madleum. "Thanks to some documents Grandmaster Maddox uncovered and astudy of
therock formationsin the region, our geologists have determined thet this area hereiswhere wéll find the
most success." The project manager circled an area upon the magical map with hisindex finger and the
spot immediately turned abrightly glowing red, highlighting the zonefor al to see.

"With Timothy's fabulous machine to help us, we can extract the Maleum, and hopefully strengthen
our defenses againgt theimpending invason.”

Water stepped back, alowing everyonein theroom aclear view of the mystica map. He had
another cup of brew in hand and was Sipping it gingerly as he eyed the audience seated before him.

"Arethere any questions for me or for our great inventor here?' Walter gestured toward the boy,
and Timothy could not help but smile. Heliked thisfeding of importance.

A Parliament member raised his hand and stood.

"This gathering recognizes Grandmeaster Lokus of the Chakraz Order," Walter said, directing himto
speak.

L okus smoothed the wrinkles from his golden robes before speaking in ahigh, sngsong voice. "The
Maleumiscrucia to our defense. It can withstand both the fires and the wegpons of the Wurm and will
give usan edgein battle. But we cannot begin the process of its extraction without the benefit of this
digging device. When can we expect the building of this. . . Burrower to begin?’

Water looked toward Timothy. "1 think our designer and inventor would be the best person to
answer that question,” he said. "What do you think, lad? When can we begin congtruction on the
Burrower?"

All eyeswere on him again, and momentarily, Timothy's mind went blank. Thiswastoo much; from
outcast to resident expert in amatter of days was more than he could handle. He saw Caigphasin the
gathering and fdt alittle better. Then he spotted Leander in the front row, and the great man smiled ever



so dightly, urging him on with alook that said, Go ahead boy, show them what you know.

Timothy glanced down at his designs and, before he was even aware, he was speaking. "Well, since
we have dl the materials we need to put the Burrower together, | guessit al depends on the areawhere
welll bedigging.” He looked up from his notes and stared &t the floating map. "'I'd like to take alook at
thedig stefirst so | can make some last-minute adjustments to the basic design before we begin its
congruction.” Timothy shrugged. "After that, | guessit's only amatter of how fast we can work. With all
the parts available, amatter of days."

Water downed the remainder of his brew and waved his hand through the floating map, causing it to
disspatein acrackle of mysticd energy. "Then | think we should give Timothy atour, and we can begin
inearnes.”

Timothy agreed, and within moments the entire encampment was following Walter and his assstants
to the excavation site. Timothy walked with Leander at the back of the line and noted with concern that
the Grandmaster was moving much more dowly these days.

Leander stopped suddenly, swaying on hisfeet.

"Areyou dl right, Leander?" Timothy asked, hisbrow knitting with concern. "We can stop and rest
if you need to."

Leander chuckled. "I'll rest when I'm dead," he said.
"Don't even suggest such athing,” Timothy cried, horrified.

"It'sjust an expression,” the Grandmaster explained. "No need to get upset. And do you know who
taught it to me?'

Timothy shook his head, but had avague suspicion asto who it was.

"Your father." AsLeander spoke, helet Timothy lead him to alarge rock and leaned againgt it to
catch his breath. The boy sat down beside him.

"It'san awful saying,” Timothy sad.

Leander chuckled again and threw his arm around the boy. " Come now, Tim, no need to be upset.
All it meansisthat there are far too many thingsto accomplish in life—that we must try to do each and
every one of them, tolivelifetoitsfulles.”

They fell slent then, the two of them Sitting on the large stone in the cold, barren wasteland that was
Toranah. The landscape had never seemed as bleak and depressing asit did at that very moment, and
Timothy wanted nothing more than to change the subject and lighten the mood.

"Did you see how the guild members listened to me thismorning?' he asked. "L ooking a my
drawings—asking me questions. Can you believeit? They were asking me questions.”

Leander dowly stood. "Times are changing, Timothy," the Grandmaster said. "And you are avery
important part of that change." He stretched hislarge frame with a contented grunt, looking hedlthier than
he had in days. "Whether they care to admit it or not.”

Timothy stood aswell, reedy to rgoin the others. "That must redly infuriate them,” he said, smiling.

"That, my boy, isan understatement.”



They both started to laugh, continuing on the path that would take them to the Maleum excavation
site, their mood much lighter. They were nearing the top of the hill that would take them down into the
valley when they heard the first of the screams.

Screams, followed by the roar of an enraged Wurm.

Timothy quickened his pace, sprinting to the top of the hill. What he saw in the valley below took his
breath away and made his heartbeat quicken. Verlis was attacking the Parliament expeditionary force,
flying abovetheir heads, liquid fire spewing from his screaming mouth. The members of Parliament were
inapanic, running to hide among pillars of gray sonethat protruded from the rocky earth, asthe enraged
Wurm soared above them.

"Velis, what are you doing!" Timothy cried, running down the dope. He reached the bottom,
running among the great stones that provided hiding placesfor the various guild members.

"I knew thiswould happen!™ Timothy heard one of them snarl as he passed.

"The Wurm can't be trusted,” said another. "This one and histribe are just as dangerous as the ones
trying to bresk through Alhazred's Divide!"

Timothy did hisbest to ignore their hurtful words, concentrating on reaching histroubled friend and
figuring out what could have caused this horrible turn of events. A blast of fire erupted nearby and
Timothy legped back, faling onto his backside. He gazed up at the fearsome visage of a\WWurm caught in
the grip of madness.

"Velis, what'swrong?' Timothy screamed, but doubted that the Wurm could hear him asheflew
overhead.

"Get to cover, Tim!" somebody called from close by, and he turned to see Walter emerging from
behind one of the towering stones. "He's gone mad!”

Water darted to him, keeping his eyes on the sky, and tried desperately to take Timothy to safety.
"Comewith me." They could till hear the flgpping of the Wurm's wings from somewhere close by.

"What happened?' Timothy demanded, pulling hisarm from Water's grip, refusing to be taken
anywhere.

"l havent aclue" the project manager explained bresthlesdy, afraid for his safety. "The Wurm was
here when we arrived and when he asked what we were doing and | explained that this was where we
would begin our digging for the Maleum, he became incensed, screaming that we are heartless mongters,
and then he attacked us.”

" 'Heartlessmongters,™ Timothy repeated, mulling the words over, trying to understand. He gazed at
their surroundings, at the odd stone structures sticking up from the ground, and then at the cliff face that
rose up toward the south, dotted with strange rock formations. "It has to be something about this place.

Water wastrying to get him to leave again, to seek better cover, but Timothy wanted no part of it.
"Let metak to him. Verlisismy friend. Hell ligento me."

He darted out into the open, gazing up into the sky. "Velis, it's Timothy!" he cried, hands cupped to
his mouth. "Please, tell me what'swrong!"

Fearing for the boy's safety, Walter chased after him. "Y ou're going to be killed," the man cried,
reaching out to take hold of the boy'sarm.



A szzling torrent of fire rained down from the sky, driving Walter back. Timothy flinched away from
the scorching hot air and looked through the billowing smoke to see the fearsome shape of Verlisashe
touched down upon the ground before him.

"Run, Tim!" Walter cried, struggling to stand, his clothes snged and smoldering.

The Wurm then turned its attentions to the man. "Defiler of the dead!” Verlis growled, and stalked
toward him, menacein his gaze.

"Velis, no!" Timothy cried, but the Wurm was not listening.

Walter's hands began to glow feebly with a spdll of defense, but Timothy could sensethat it would
have little effect upon the enraged Wurm. Thiswas not the sort of magic for which Walter had been
trained. Timothy snatched up arock and was preparing to throw it at Verliss head—to prevent him from
doing something that he would most certainly regret later—when the air around the Wurm began to
crackle with the release of vast amounts of magica energy.

The great sonefdl from his grasp as he watched as Verliswas suddenly frozen in histracks, his
body encased in abubble of shimmering, supernatural force. Verlis struggled agains the confines of his
magica entrgpment, but to little avail.

Leander emerged from the garden of tall stones, representatives of Parliament trailing nervoudy
behind him.

"Kill it before it has the chance to escape!™ one of them cried out, her voiceraised in panic.

"I'll do no such thing," Leander replied in acommanding voice. "There has been somekind of
misunderstanding here, and | intend to find out what has caused it.”

Verlisdropped to his kneeswithin the tranducent sphere as Timothy approached.

"Verlis?' Timothy cdled, kneding upon the stony earth, just far enough away from the bubble of
magic S0 asto not disrupt it. "What happened here? What's made you so angry?'

Leander strode closer aswell, hishands still crackling with the residue from the spell he had just
cadt. "Explain yoursdf."

The Wurm knedled within the sphere, his great horned head hanging low to his chest. It appeared
that hisrage had substantialy subsided.

"They weregoing to dig here," hesaid, hisvoicetinged with indignation. "Here, of al places. . .
"Velislifted hishead to look at them, and Timothy saw that hisfriend's eyes swam with raw emotion.

"I could not stand the thought of it being desecrated in such away. It cannot be alowed. | apologize
for my outburst, but this place must be protected.”

And then Timothy understood. He gazed at the forest of tall stones and redlized their powerful
sgnificance.

"Y our ancestors—the Dragons of Old—they're buried here, aren't they?"

Verlisnodded. "Asare many who fdl in the war with the mages,”" he explained. "Before our

banishment to Draconae. These cairns mark many graves. And there are far more tombsin the
mountaingde.”



With one claw he pointed to the south, to the steep hill Timothy had noticed before. It roseup into a
craggy cliff face that was covered with intricate rock formations.

"Theideaof their remains being disturbed was too much for meto bear.” Verlis shook his head from
sdeto sde, pulling hiswingstighter about him. "'l lost control, and for that | am sorry. | beg your
forgiveness."

The magica sphere surrounding the Wurm dissipated as quickly asit had appeared, and the
members of Parliament immediately began to grumblether disgpproval.

"Do you think that wise, Maddox?" one of them asked in atone laced with caution.

"Verliswas caught up in the emotion of the Stuation,” Leander explained. "He was protecting the
graves of hisancestors, just asany of uswould have done. | don't believe we have reason to fear him."

Therega beast nodded dowly as heroseto hisfeet. "1 mean none of you any harm.”

A large woman with around, ruddy face, clad from head to toe in robes the color of mud, pushed
her way to thefront of the crowd. "Then we can still assume that welll be digging for the Malleum here?”
she asked. Other members of the expedition cameto stand with her, asif chalenging Verlisto react.

"But ..." the great Wurm sadly began. He held histongue and balled his clawed handsinto fists at his
gdes. Hesaid no more, seething in silence.

Timothy could stand it no more. "No!" he said loudly.
They dl looked a him quizzicdly.

"No, Master Cade?’ the ruddy woman asked condescendingly. She looked to the othersfor
support.

"You heard me" he said again. "No. Wewill not be digging for Maleum here.”

A gasp went up from the gathering, and he felt Verliss eyes upon him. "Timothy, please," he begged.
"Do not becomeinvolved.”

The boy did not listen. "Walter," he called, waking around Verlis to address the project manager.
The man's clothing was abit singed here and there, and covered with dirt and dust, but he seemed
otherwisefine; for that, Tim was glad. "From your geologists reports and research, are there any other
areasyou think might beripe for Maleum mining?"

Water stroked his chin in thought. Timothy hoped that the man understood the importance of what
was being asked of him.

"A few, yes," hereplied. "A short way south and nearer the Divide is another areawe had
consdered.”

"One of those might be better. Thisareais awfully rocky." He kicked at the loose, stone-covered
ground with the toe of hisboot.

"Now see here," the ruddy-faced member of Parliament began. "Weweretold that thisarea...”

Water placed his hands on his hips and stared off into space, ignoring the woman's bluster. "'In fact,
| believe the area closer to the Divide might be even richer in Maleum than any other areaweve
consdered.”



"Thisisan outrage,” the angry female mage spat, her round features even redder than before. "1
know what you are doing. Arewe going to let this. . . this Wurm dictate to us where we will conduct our

There was some grumbling among those gathered asthey al turned their attentionsto Walter
Tdford.

"Well, Teford?" the woman asked. "What do you haveto say for yoursdf?"

Walter remained quiet for amoment, brushing some more dust and dirt from his clothing. Timothy
gared at him hopefully If the Parliament ever wished to regain the trust of Verlisand histribe, they
couldn't defile the burid ground of his people. Timothy just hoped the man understood the gravity of this
gtuation.

Water squatted down to the ground and picked up ahandful of the dry dirt, letting it run through his
fingers

"Theboy'sright,” he said. "The ground here is too rocky. We don't want the Burrower to break
before we get the first ounce of Malleum. Wed be wiseto dig someplace else.” He challenged the
representatives of Parliament with agaze, but none of them rose to the challenge. They would acquiesce
to hisexpertise. Walter looked a Timothy, nodding his head ever so dightly.

"I'd very much like to seethisnew area," Timothy said, barely ableto contain reief.
"Then let'sgo," the man replied, rising to hisfeet and gesturing for dl to follow. "It'sright thisway."

"It'simpossible!" Cassandra Nicodemus cried, throwing down upon Leander's desktop what could
very well have been the thousandth scroll she had read since that morning. "I can never bea
Grandmaster. There's just too much to remember!”

Edgar flapped from the stone windowsl Il to land on the desk. " Spoken like atrue grandmaster in
training,” the bird squawked, pacing. "If | had agold coin for every timeI've heard that very statement,
I'd have more coinsthan I'd care to count.”

Cassandraleaned back in the ornate desk chair and sighed. "I can't recall even half of what I've
read. It's hopeless.”

Sheridan wasthere too, aswas Ivar. The mechanica man wasin the process of tidying the office,
dusting the furniture with a cloth as he busily moved about the room and straightened anything that
seemed out of order. Cassandrawasn't positive, but she was under the suspicion that Leander, or maybe
even Timothy, had asked these three to keep an eye on her while they were away.

She amiled at the thought that it was Timothy—the first redl smilethat shed had al morning.

"Now don't be too hard on yourself, Miss," Sheridan said, followed by a short burst of steam from
the valve on the side of hishead. "A true grandmaster is not forged in aday. It takestime and greeat
commitment.”

Cassandrareached for another scroll but didn't have the strength to read anymore, her thoughts
traveling to Timothy and the fabul ous adventures he was probably having in Toranah.

"l wish Leander had alowed me to accompany him," she said with apout. "I'm sure | could have
been of helpto him.”



"And you would have been able to spend more time with Timothy,” Ivar said quietly, causing her to
jump. His unigue skin coloring made him nearly invisble, dlowing him to blend with the officewadl. She
had almost forgotten he wasthere.

Cassandra blushed dightly at hisimplication.

"l guess he would have been there aswdll," shereplied, turning her attentions again to the desktop,
not wanting to talk about her fascination with Timothy, especidly with hisfriends.

A small sphere of light suddenly blinked into existence in the air above her desk and she gasped,
dartled.

"Caw!" Edgar cried out, surprised aswell.
Ivar dashed across the room, his hand resting on the hilt of the knife he wore in a sheath at hisside.

The glowing bal gradudly drifted down to the desktop and began to change form. At first
Cassandrawas curious, but that curiosity soon turned to distaste as the ball took the miniature shape of
Carlyle, Grandmaster Maddox's fussy assistant.

"Good morning, Mistress Nicodemus," the tiny image of the man addressed her. "Thisisjust aspell
to remind you that a meeting has been set between yoursalf and the grounds staff to discuss the rather
large and unsightly hole that has been dug—"

Cassandra swatted theflat of her hand down upon the magical construct, squashing theimageina
flash of mydticd light.

"| despisethat man," she growled. Shefdt the others eyes upon her and smiled sheepishly, abit
embarrassed that she had alowed her temper to get the better of her. "I'm not sure I've ever met anyone
Quite asannoying.”

"Caw! Caw!" Edgar crowed, ruffling hisinky black feathers as he stood upon the desktop. "“Truer
words were never spoken,” the familiar said, turning his head to look at Sheridan and Ivar.

"Heisquiteapes," the mechanica man said, returning to his effortsto tidy the room.

"A very unpleasant being," Ivar stated flatly, the black patterns upon hisflesh changing, flowing
across the surface of his skin and becoming thicker, darker, asif to reflect his distaste for the man.

"If | were Grandmaster, there would be no way that | could have him for an assstant.” Cassandra
frowned, picking up the scroll she had most recently been perusing. "Not that there's achance of it ever

happening.”

Ivar remained before the desk, studying her with adight tilt of his head. His eyes were piercing, and
she became sdlf-consciousin his gaze.

"|sthere something wrong?'
"Y ou hope to be Grandmaster someday?*

Cassandra shrugged. "Of course | do, but the question is should | be Grandmaster. Am | capable?
Congder al the knowledge and experience that Leander has. | can't even begin to compare mysdf with
him."

"But you are not him," the Asurastated flatly. "Y ou are you.”



"Of courseI'mme" shesaid. "'l don't understand what that has to do with—"

"Now isthetimein your life when you begin to acquire your own knowledge and experience,” he
explained. "Y ou will shapethetideto fit your own sdf, growing into the role of Grandmaster as you
defineit, not as others have."

"But how do you acquire the kind of strength and wisdom that seems such anatural part of
Leander?If | am one day to replace him, | would not be worthy of thejob if | could not do at least as
wdl."

"If that isyour god and you are willing to struggleto reach it—so shdll it be. Itisal in your hands,
Midress"

As Cassandra considered those words, the Asuratilted his head asif hearing something off in the
distance. lvar turned away from the desk and padded across the room to gaze out through the magical
spell-glass a the grounds below.

"The groundskeepers have gathered and are waiting for you," the Asura said, turning away from the
view tofix her againin hisdark, soulful stare.

Cassandrastood up, fedling a sense of confidence that had not been there just moments ago. "Then
| must be on my way," she said, filled with a sense of purpose aswell asanew respect for aman she
once believed to beasavage. "A Grandmaster in training must never keep an gppointment waiting."

CHAPTER FOUR
Timothy couldn't deep.

The encampment at Toranah was much likeasmadl village, and growing more each day as more
workers arrived. The full-size Burrower was under construction, and excitement was building. He and
Verlishad been moved to alarger hut, atwo-story structure, and his bedroom had asmall balcony. He
was grateful for this, because ingde that tiny room he felt claustro-phobic, so far away from everything
and everyone that mattered to him. The balcony was aplace to retreat to, especialy at night.

Tonight he had been more melancholy than ever, and when it had become obvious that deep was
going to be dusive, he had pulled on linen trousers and padded onto the balcony quietly. There were
guards out in the encampment and torches burned atop posts at the edges of the village, and he did not
want to draw attention. He just wanted alittle time to be by himself in the cool night air, to gaze up at the
heavens, at the stars and the moons above Terra. The smallest moon, Hito, always seemed to catch his
eye, and hefelt ared gppreciation for it. Distant from the others, as though it were too smal for the other
moonsto even noticeit.

Hefelt torn between progress, the adventure of the daysto come, and the past, the people and
places he had left behind. During the day it was easy to get carried away, to let the excite-ment and
danger that surrounded their mission at Toralnah and the creation of the Burrower get his heart working.
Easy to laugh and to cheer and to lose himsdlf in the intendity of thejob at hand.

But at night hismind would drift back to the Idand of Patience. He missed the serenity of the
peaceful ide where he had spent his childhood, and he missed his father's house, the sprawling Cade
Edtate, which he had adapted to his handicap, hislack of magic. And, gods, how he missed hisfather.
Thoughts of Argus Cade, of hiskindly eyes and gentle hugs, never failed to bring a hitch to his breath and
wishes about what might have been.



Tonight, though, it was not only Petience and hisfather that he missed. Leander had been distant of
late, and Verlis was so troubled by the mining at Torainah and preoccupied with thoughts of Raptus and
hisarmy chipping away at the barrier between Terraand Draconae that he had littletime to spend in
conversation. Timothy felt dlone. How strange it was to wish he was back at SkyHaven, yet he wanted
to hear the whistle of steam from Sheridan's head and Edgar's cawing voice, and to see the wisdom and
warmthin Ivar'seyes.

And Cassandra....

There on the balcony, benegth the stars and with the wind ruffling hishair, Timothy closed hiseyes
and an image of her swvam into hismind. Her rich, red hair flowing about her shoulders and those green
eyesthat shone like gemstones, the way her nose crinkled when she smiled ... he wished she wasright
there beside him, under the stars. He had found himself thinking of Cassandramore and more since
leaving SkyHaven. The truth wasthat it worried him. He gtill was not certain he could trust her entirely.
After al, what did he know about her aside from that she was Nicodemus's granddaughter? And yet in
her eyes he felt he saw dl the truth he needed.

Hewondered if she was on a SkyHaven bacony at that very moment, staring up at the moons.
Wondered if shefdt the same kinship to Hito that he did.

Sop, hetold himsdlf. She'sjust a girl.

But that wasit, wasn't it? Timothy had very little experience talking to girls. Though he had seen
many women in Arcanum and even at SkyHaven during the time since he had |eft the idand, he had only
seen ahandful of girls, and had spoken to none of them. Only Cassandra. She was perhaps two years
older than hewas, if that, and yet possessed so much confidence that he envied her.

He was enchanted. Y et it wasn't magic ... or if it was, it wasasmpler sort than the magic of spells
and curses.

With adeep sgh and atwist to hislipsthat was not quite asmile, Timothy opened hiseyes. The
cool night wind made him shiver and he hugged himsdlf. It was dark, but there was starlight, moonlight,
and torchlight in the village, and so the darkness was far from complete.

He began to turn, to retreat back into his room, when motion down below caught hiseye. In the
deepest shadows between two huts, where the torchlight did not reach and the moonlight could not
penetrate, something darted through the night. An animal, perhapsthe very thing that had beenin his
room severd nights ago. It moved swiftly and low to the ground, and was out of sight in amoment. Hed
only glimpsed it, but now he locked his gaze upon that spot, hoping it would show itself again.

And adark, cloaked figure moved across the space separating the huts, moving stedthily, clearly
sneaking about in hopes no one would notice.

It took Timothy a moment before he realized that the hut they seemed to be emerging from wasthe
onein which Leander had been quartered.

His pulse quickened and the boy shook his head. There was something very wrong here, something
gnigter. Cloaked figures and strange, murderous animals lurking about at night, snesking away from
Leander'shut. He recdled the attack he had suffered, and now his skin prickled with fear for hisfriend.

"Leander," he whispered, barely aware that he had spoken aoud.

Timothy stared at the shadows for amoment longer, then he raced out the door and down the



rickety steps. When he found himsdlf standing on the cool earth in his bare feet in the moonlight, he
hesitated. If there was trouble, or some danger, he ought to have woken Verlis.

But his concern for Leander drove him on. He was dready outside, and he did not want to waste
another second by going back in. His heart was heavy with the certainty that something terrible had

happened.

Timothy ran across the rough earth to Leander's hut. He raised hisfist to bang on the door, but his
hand froze when he saw that it hung open severa inches. His chest wastight and it hurt to swallow. He
could barely bresthe as he pushed the door open.

In the darkness within, fit only by the dim illumination coming from the open door, he saw the
massive figure of Leander Maddox sprawled across the floor, twisted up in his bedsheets. He was
twitching, and his eyeswere wide as he stared blankly up at the ceiling.

A tiny trickle of blood ran from the corner of hisright eye and down his cheek.

The sky was lightening above Toranah, the morning coming on. The stars faded and the moons
were like ghostsin the pale blue sky. Timothy had not dept at al, had not even returned to his quarters.
Still barefoot, he sat in the dirt with his back to the outer wall of Leander's hut. Verlis stood perhaps
twenty feet away, wingsfolded againgt his back, eyes ditted with concern and plumes of smoke swirling
up from his nostrils. Between them, the navigation mage Caigphas paced up and down, at alossasto
what to do with his hands. He wrung them, clasped them first in front of him and then behind his back,
adjusted the veil that covered hisface below the eyes, and at |ast dropped them to his Sides, clenched
with worry. When he finished he would begin the sequence dll over again.

Doctor Gryffud and Walter Telford wereinside with Leander, and had been for hours. After
Timothy had woken Walter, the project manager had roused the doctor and then some of his crew, who
had searched the encampment for the mysterious figure Timothy had seen leaving Leander's hut. The
entire night had passed with no word about L eander's condition. Just before dawn the search party had
given up, having found no evidence of intrudersin camp. Construction of the Burrower had been
completed the day before, and with sunrise these men and women would have to begin their mining
operation on very little deep.

Now it was morning and Timothy was exhausted and shivering. The sun wasrising, but thelast chill
of thelong night still lingered.

Verlissnorted, twin jets of flame sputtering from his snout. ™Y ou ought to deep. | will wake you
when thereisword.”

The boy shook hisheed. "I couldn't deep,” he said. "Not without knowing.”

Caigphas paused in his pacing to gaze first at the Wurm and then at the boy. He gave a soft sigh of
frustration, blue eyes gleaming above hisvell, and then continued wearing a path back and forth in front
of hismaster's door. Timothy was sure that the navigation mage understood why he could not leave until
there was news.

The sky continued to lighten. The night had gone from deep, dark blueto arich color the hue of
Caigphassrobes and then to the pale sky of early morning. In time, al traces of the night were gone and
it could no longer even be considered dawn. The sky was clear and bright blue with only wisps of clouds.
A light wind blew through Toranah, and from time to time Timothy felt sure he caught a scent that might
have been sulfur, asmdl that reminded him of Draconae, and the volcano there where he had once been
held prisoner. He told himsdlf it was only memory, that there was no way the odor could pass through



Alhazred's Divide, that magica barrier between Toranah and Draconae.
The barrier would have had to be very thin for such athing to happen. Too thin.

The morning whistle had blown shortly after dawn, and even now he could hear and perhaps even
fed arumblein the earth. Not far away the crew had begun to dig again.

And dl thewhile, fear trembled in Timothy's chest like the heart of a captured animal.

In hismind he could picture the day that the magic door had appeared on the sand of the Idand of
Patience. Leander had seemed so massive to him then, stepping through the door and throwing back his
hood to reveal that shaggy mane and beard and those kind eyes.

Kind, sad eyes. For he had been thereto tell Timothy that his father was dead. And now the man
who had taken Timothy in, Leander, lay unmoving, obvioudy ailing, and perhapseven. . . dying?

No.

Ashe sat outside Leander's hut now, Timothy'slip quivered. His eyes burned, but he refused to cry.
To him, crying would mean he did not have enough hope, enough faith that Leander would be dl right.
And hewould not give up.

Caigphas stopped pacing. Verliss eyes widened with expectation. Timothy frowned as he looked a
them, tired enough that it took him a moment to redlize what they were reacting to. He turned to see
Water leading Doctor Gryffud out the door of Leander's hut. Timothy scrambled to hisfeet.

"Wel?" he said, trying to keep his voice down. He looked from the project manager to the doctor.
"How ishe?'

Verlisand Caigphas joined him, and the five of them came together there in the narrow space
between huts.

"Grandmaster Maddox isstable,” Doctor Gryffud grumbled. The medical mage was short and round
and he ambled when he walked. At the moment he rested his hands across his voluminous bdly. "He's
had asmall heart attack—"

"No," Timothy whispered.
Verlislaid aheavy taon across hisback to comfort him.

"He'sgoing to bedl right, Tim," Walter Telford said, nodding in assurance. "Leander'sweek. Very
week, actudly. And no matter what the doc says, truth is, he's only guessing about the heart attack."

"What?' Caiagphas snapped. Usualy so calm and collected, at the moment he was most impatient.
"You'reaheder. How can you not know—"

"| stand by my diagnosis,” the doctor said, glaring at Walter grumpily. "Nevertheless, Walter is
correct. The Grandmaster is very weak; he till has chest pain. I've done what healing spells| can, but . .
.wdll, frankly, I'm somewhat mystified. Grandmaster Maddox needs to be examined by Parliamentary
physicians with access to greater magic than | have at my disposd here.”

Timothy let the words sink in. He nodded dowly, glancing around the small circle of men he trusted.

"All right," he said, looking from Walter to Caigphas and then back again. "Well take him back.
Today. Back to Arcanum.”



Velishadtofly.

It had been difficult enough for him to be around the mages when Timothy and Leander were there,
but now that they had gone—his only friendsin the ruins of Toranah—he felt surrounded by suspicion
and animosity Walter Telford was a kind, open-minded man, but the crew who worked for him had
dready proven themsdves angry and unpleasant.

It was not only the fedling of being aone among enemiesthat made Verlistake to the skies. There
was something ese lurking at the back of his mind, something he could not quite explain. It was not
knowledge or memory, but agenera feding of unease. The Wurm believed that some were gifted with
prophecy, dlowing certain of their kind to have glimpses of the future, sometimesin dreams and
sometimesinvisons. Verlishad never known anyone who claimed to have the sight to be accurate.
Most of them werejust overly dramatic, desiring of attention, or charlatans.

But ill, he had thisfeding. Nothing specific, redly, save for the certainty that events were coming
together that would propel the world into disaster.

Disaster, perhaps that's too strong a word, he thought, spreading hiswings and soaring above
Toranah, the blue sky soothing him, the view of the forest unfolding below, filling his heart with its beauty .
Thear buffeted him, and Verlis dipped among the winds, beating hiswings powerfully as he soared
higher and then began to swoop down toward the tops of the trees, enjoying the rush of it, the feding of
flight. He had needed this. The freedom of flying was glorious.

Y et he could not be entirely free. Not here. Not when he could see the miners using the much larger
verson of Timothy's Burrower to bore enormous holesin the hillsde, then carting enormous |oads of
metal ore from the ground. Not when the barrier that separated Torainah from Draconae shimmered and
from time to time he thought he caught the sound of ancient chanting drifting through from the other side.
DragonSong. The hymns of his ancestors. He could not relax completdly with hiswifeand dl of hisclan
back in Arcanum, dways under suspicion even asthey attempted to fit into the mages world. He could
not relax when Leander wasill and Timothy had departed an hour earlier to escort him back to the city.

Bt it helped to fly.

Verlisopened hisjaws and let loose a stream of liquid fire that burned the air. When he closed his
snout, dark smoke billowed from his nostrils. The edges of his mouth turned up in what passed for a
gmileamong hiskind.

Fire dways made himfed better.

He beat hiswings severa times and then banked to theright, riding air currentsin along arc that
brought him back above the mining operation. Severd of the mages paused to point up at him but he
ignored their rudeness. There was atask he had set for himsalf today and despite the trouble with
Leander and the departure of Timothy, the Wurm intended to fulfill it.

His heart soared as he cameinto view of the highest ridge of the hillsat Toranah. There were stone
ruins spreaed al across the hills, tumbled down structures that had been constructed by the Wurm in the
years before the mages banished them to Draconae. But on that highest ridge were far more ancient
ruins, even more sacred than the graves he had driven the miners away from. There were cavesin the
steep, rocky hillside here, many of them covered over by what appeared to be landdides or blocked by
enormous stone dabs that seemed to have broken off of the ridge. But none of those caves had been
blocked by nature or by accident.

They were the earliest tombs of the Dragons of Old. Kings and Queens and heroes. Sacred ground.



The cairnsthat had been created as stone markersfor the graves of Dragons had seemed only rock and
earth to the miners, who cremated their dead rather than buried them. But here ... thiscliffsde and the
caves within were monuments to history, the resting place of the grestest of hisancestors, and Verlis
could not imagine how the miners could not see the grim dignity of the place.

He alighted beside the first cave on arocky outcropping. Thistomb had ahuge dab of stonein front
of it, but time had long since eroded the marking that had been engraved in the dab in the language of the
Dragons of Old. There were only traces of those symbols now.

Verlis surveyed the entire ridge. There must have been dozens of such markers. He meant to restore
each one. No matter how long it took him, he would carve those symbols anew, marking those ancient
tombs, so that when his clan finaly made their way to Toranah—when the treat of Raptuswas
over—they would find the sacred land properly cared for.

First, however, there was one other chore.

Beside the dab that covered the tomb was a spire of stone, and atop the spire, abowl made from
Malleum. The metal bowl was empty, but long ago aflame had burned in front of each tomb to mark the
graves of the Dragons of Old.

These memoriaswould blaze anew.

Verlis curled hiswings around hisbody and lowered his head. He spoke long strings of wordsin the
ancient tongue of his people. He bowed to the spire and bowl, scraped histalons acrossthe air itself, and
then he opened hisjaws. A narrow stream of golden fire rose from hisbelly and churned in his chest, at
last erupting from hismaw to ignite afirein the bowl atop that spire.

A torch of remembrance.
No onewould ever forget this place again.

Caigphas was capable of navigating the sky carriage at great speed. Severd times Timothy had been
made breathless by the swiftness of the vehicle and the skill with which itsdriver guided it. Leander
Maddox might have been the owner of the carriage, but Caigphas was its master.

Thiswaswhy Timothy remained mostly silent asthey journeyed back toward Arcanum from
Toranah. It would take well into the afternoon hoursto make the trip, but if there was away to shorten
the duration, Caigphas would find it. The navigation mage was kind-hearted and very loyd to his
employer, and though they had not discussed it, Timothy knew hewould do everything he could to get
Leander to the healing magesin Arcanum as quickly as possible.

All Timothy could do to help him was to not become a distraction. So the boy sat on the plush seat
ingde the carriage and watched with concern as Leander dept fitfully, spread out upon the bench sest
across from him. His eyes moved rapidly beneeth his eyelids. Whatever dreams Leander was having,
they were not pleasant.

The man did not look well at al. The blood that had run like tears from his eyes had been cleaned
off of hisface, and there had been no further sign of injury. But Leander was pae, and though it was cool
enough outsde—and in the sky carriage—beads of swest glistened on hisforehead. Therewasa
yellowed cast to his skin that disturbed Timothy deeply. It was as though he had been tainted, even
poisoned. If he sought deep within his heart, Timothy would have had to admit that other than the swesat
upon him and the way he shivered, Leander looked amost like a corpse.



"No," he whispered, therein the sky carriage, alone save for the unconscious mage. From aop his
high seat Caigphas could not hear him speaking so low.

He's not going to die. He can't.

Timothy swallowed hard and histhroat hurt. He hugged himsdlf and did further down in his sedt,
staring at Leander. He gnawed on hislower lip and when his eyes burned, threatening to shed tears, he
bit down harder, the pain clearing his head.

Y et he could not rid himsdlf of the emotion, of the specter of hisfather's death that now haunted him.
Over and over again he had asked himsdlf what he would do in this sirange and unfriendly world without
Leander.

He had yet to come up with an answer.

With adeep sigh heforced himsdf to St up straight and he gazed out the window. Y arrith Forest
gpread out ahead of them, but it took him amoment to redlize he saw something other than trees. They
were quite high above the green forest now, and far ahead something flashed in the sunshine. Far off in
the distance therewas abuilding ... and then he redlized there were severa. Perhaps even more. He had
only aglimpse of the distant structures before the sky carriage dropped much closer to the trees below
and hisview was eclipsed, but he thought the tops of those buildings were terraced, like pyramids but
built in steps.

"Caigphas?' Timothy called.
The sky carriage dowed just dightly. "Yes, [ad?' the navigation mage replied.

Timothy was about to ask about the terraced buildings he had seen, but a shiver ran through him and
he felt sure something moved at the edges of hisvison. He frowned, glancing down at Leander.

The alling mage had opened his eyes. He was dill swegting and the yellow hue of hisskin had
deepened, so helooked even worse, but Leander was staring right at Timothy. His eyeswere dert.

The boy smiled hopefully. "Leander?"

Hed barely gotten the word out when the mage shot from the seet, silent and swift. Hissize and
weight, shifting so suddenly, tilted the Sky carriage a bit. Caigphas called in to them, wondering what had
upset the vehicle, But Timothy barely heard the words and certainly could not respond.

Hate was etched upon Leander Maddox's face.

The burly mage reached out and grabbed Timothy by the throat with one enormous hand, and
twisted hisfist up in the fabric of the boy's tunic with the other.

"What isit?' Timothy cried. "What'swrong with you?'

But hisfrightened querieswere ignored. Leander hauled him across the carriage with powerful
hands. A cruel grin spread across the mage's face, and in that moment Timothy saw that he had stopped
swegting. Then the mage thrust Timothy's head at the window of the sky carriage and Timothy flinched ...
though he knew there would be no impact. Instead of striking the spell-glass, his head passed right
through. The glass winked out of existence and the wind whipped into the sky carriage, screaming past
hisears.

"Leander!” Timothy screamed. " Stop!”



Twisting around, hetried to beat at the mage's hands as Leander forced him out the window.
Timothy had one glimpse of Caigphas as the navigation mage turned around on his high seet at the front
of the sky carriage, eyes wide with horror.

And then Timothy wasfaling.
Screaming.

He plummeted toward the trees, armsflailing, terror hammering in his chest. As he dropped,
spinning in the air, he saw the sky carriage onelast time. The door had been thrown open and Leander
was climbing out, dragging himsalf up onto the roof, reaching for Caigphas with hands ablaze with
crackling, dark-light magic.

Timothy's free fdl ended when he struck the uppermost branches of atree. Severa small branches
snapped beneath him, knocking the breeth out of him. When he collided with amuch thicker limb,
Timothy grunted in pain as something cracked in his chest.

Hetumbled only afew more feet before he at last struck the ground. Pain shot through his body and
he could barely breathe. Black spots swam before his eyes, and Timothy Cade dipped down into
darkness.

Chapter Five

Timothy was aware of the birds before anything else. His mind was cloaked in darkness, his
awareness amply shut down. It was only the singing of the birds that he noticed, somewhere beyond him.
Onebird in particular had a bleating, ingstent call that he found aggravating. It made him frown, though
the other bird-song soothed him.

A cool breeze washed over him and he heard it rustling the branches above him.
It was sort of nice.

His eyes opened to dits. He saw the trees above and the degpening blue sky beyond. The sunlight
was rich and golden, and long afternoon shadows surrounded him.

Trees. Broken branches. And the sky.

Only then did he remember what had happened. An image of Leander, eyeslit with madness and
crudty, swam into hismind and Timothy felt grief and fear welling in his chest. What had happened?
Wheat had become of Leander?

Then he moved, just asmal shifting of hisweight, and pain shot up from hisright side so sharply that
it pricked tearsfrom his eyes. Timothy groaned, taking in adeep, shuddering breeth that burned in his
chest. Helay till, one hand pressed againgt his side where the pain throbbed in hisribs. After afew
moments, though, it subsided to a dull ache and he felt that he could bresthe more easily. Even o it took
another minute before he could muster the courage to try to move again.

Careful to use hisleft arm to prop himsdlf up, trying not to strain hisright side, he got onto his knees
and roseto hisfeet. Fresh pain spiked into his side and he gritted his teeth, but it passed more quickly
thistime. Afraid hisribs might be broken and worried what damage a broken rib might do to hisingdes,
he raised his shirt and carefully pressed hisfingers over each rib bone. There wasamassive,
purple-black bruise larger than his hand with dl fingers splayed. He winced despite how softly he
prodded those bones, but after checking his chest, Timothy believed that though he might have cracked a
rib or two, none of them were broken. There was no danger of him puncturing alung or damaging other



organs.

Growing up on the Idand of Patience, climbing trees and hills and scrambling over rocks, he had
once broken hisleft arm and twice had cracked ribs. Fingers and toes were smple enough if broken; a
basic splint and the bones would hedl fine. He had sprained muscles and worse. Ivar had taught him a
great dedl about injuries and how to treat them. There were poultices, for instance, made from smple
plants and berries, that would diminish swelling and cause bruises to disappear more quickly. But the
bones would haveto knit on their own.

"All right,” hewhispered. "I'mdl right.”

Timothy drew in along breath. The painin his side was sharp, but bearable. He could breathe.
Though it would hurt, he could also travel. And that was vitd, for he had to make hisway out of these
woods and somehow return to Arcanum.

He glanced up again and it was as though he saw it dl playing out before his eyes once more. The
sky carriage, dipping lower toward the forest—thank the gods that Caigphas had chosen that moment to
descend or he would have died—then Leander shoving him out of the window to tumble end over end,
griking the branches as he fell.

Timothy frowned. Caiaphas. Thelast thing he had seen was L eander climbing on top of the sky
carriage to grapple with the navigation mage. He wondered what had happened next.

With adeep, painful breath, he surveyed the woods around him. The sun had moved through the
sky, and the shadows continued to deepen. It was asimple thing to gauge direction this late in the day
from the position of the sun. The sky carriage had been heading north. If Leander had done the same
thing to Caigphas as he had to Timothy, the navigation mage ought to have fallen a short distance farther
north.

His heart filled with the fear of what he might find, Timothy started north, moving in among the trees.
Hewalked as swiftly as he could without adding to his pain. The bruises would fade, the cracks would
hedl. At the moment, even the madnessthat had befdlen Leander was not hisfirst priority. No, foremost
in hismind was Cagphas.

The forest thinned and he found the going much easier. A handful of minutes after he had begun
walking, however, Timothy paused. He shook his head sadly as he stared at what lay ahead ... aclearing
inthetrees.

In the clearing was a sprawled figure cloaked in deep blue robes. In that great forest, Caigphas had
had theill luck to plummet from the sky into aclearing devoid of any branchesthat might have broken his
fdl. Helay unmoving.

"Cdaphas," Timothy said, saring into the clearing. His heart hammered in his chest and hefet a
terrible grief wdling up insgde of him. "Caigphed”

One hand clamped upon his bruised side, he hurried over. Strands of long grass stuck to Caigphas's
robes. Though he knew he would see only birds, Timothy could not help glancing up into the afternoon
sky asthough the sky carriage might till be there, as though he could imagine thefal of the navigation
mage who had been hisfriend and Leander'sloya servant. He bit hislip as he stopped beside thefdlen
mage. Timothy knelt gently beside the body, wincing at the painin hisside.

Caigphaslay on his chet, legs outstretched, Ieft arm tucked at hissde. The mage'sright arm had
been trapped beneath him in thefal. His head was turned to one side and his vell had been pulled away



to reved rugged, dark festures. He was very dlill.
But not completely.

Timothy's heart legped as he saw that the mage was breathing. Caiaphas uttered a soft groan of
discomfort.

"Hello?" the boy ventured. He reached out to touch the navigation mage's shoulder. " Caigphas?’

With agrunt, the mage opened his blue eyes, which glowed with the deep blue of hisrobes. The
man's features contorted in pain, but there was akind of tendernessin his eyes as he gazed at Timothy.

"Well, wdl, my young friend," Caiaphas ragped. He uttered asingle, short, pained laugh. Then he
used hisleft arm to prop himself up, cringing in pain as hisright hung there, usdless.

Timothy flinched as he saw that arm, so obvioudy broken. Caigphas used hisgood arm to cradle the
broken one againgt hisbelly, letting it rest on hislap as he sat cross-legged in front of Timaothy, in no hurry
to even attempt to stand up.

"I know how | survived that fal," Caigphas said, grimacing in pain before studying the boy more
closdly. "But how did you? With no magic, how did you survive?'

"l ... wdl, you were flying low, just above thetrees, and | hit the branches and they sort of broke my
fal. And maybe my ribs. But | don't understand. You ... how did you ..."

Caigphas gestured to his usdessarm with aresigned expression. "My studies were dways magica
navigation. That includes levitation, certainly. Unfortunately, levitating an object or even flying asky
carriageisnot a dl the same aslevitating yoursdf.

Particularly when oneisfaling from agreat height. | wasableto dow my fdl. A mage with more
generd skill rather than aspecid vocation such as mine might have been able to suspend it entirely, to
bend gravity to hisdesires. | did my best.”

"Y ou broke your arm."

With his good hand, Caigphas dipped hisveil back up over his mouth and nose, leaving again only
hisicy blue eyes peering over thetop. "I had my fingers extended, casting and recasting the spell to
prevent me from griking at full speed. It would have killed me, likely asnot. | managed it, but | still had
my hand out, trying to cast that spell, when the ground at last rushed up a me."

He twitched with obvious pain as he gestured to the broken arm. "Now this. But better my arm than
the rest of my bones.”

Timothy smiled and let out along breath as he relaxed. He sat down in thelong grass, though his
cracked ribs made any position uncomfortable.

"That's wonderful. Well, not that you've broken your arm, but ..." He laughed.
"That weredivel" Caigphas sad.

The boy nodded and the two of them just reveled for amoment in their good fortune. Then, almost
asthough some signa bell had sounded, their smiles disappeared. They gazed at each other for severa
long moments. Timothy swallowed, and his sadness and worry returned.

"What happened to him?"' the boy asked.



Caigphas shook hishead. "I don't know. But that was not Leander Maddox as | have known him."
"Youthink . . . youthink he'sbeing controlled? Some dark sorcerer has got him spellbound?”
The blue eyes over that veil seemed brighter than ever. "Don't you?"

Timothy considered it amoment, then nodded. " Of course. | can't see any other explanation.” He
looked around the clearing. There was nothing in sight but trees and the sky above. Birds till sang, but
the annoying bleating of whatever winged creature had woken him before was now slent.

"We must get back to Arcanum,” Caigphas said, hisvoice grave, hisbrows knitted intently.

"Yeah." Timothy thought amoment, staring at the branches of the nearest trees, and then at the tall
grass. He gazed intently at Caigphas. "Y eah. Firg, though, let me take care of your arm.”

"l know abit of hesling magic—"
"Enoughtofix this?"

"No," Cagphas admitted. "As anavigation mage, it was hardly my specidty. | can help it mend
fagter, but not ingtantly.”

"Then you speed the healing process as best you can, but let me put asplint onit, and welll fashion a
ding. It will help the bone set properly and it will be less painful while we travel. Were going to haveto
go quite awayson foot."

"Perhgps only to the nearest village," Caigphas suggested, beginning to rise, gritting histeeth in pain.

"Wait," Timothy said, one hand on his shoulder. "Let's seeto that arm first. Afterward ... the last
thing | saw before Leander ... before we fell, was some kind of town. At least | think it wasatown.
Terraced buildings, pread far gpart from one another. Two or three hours walk to the north. Right in
our path."

"Yes, | saw it aswell," Caigphas said, settling again upon the grass.

Asthe boy rose and started toward the trees to find straight, thick branchesfor asplint, the
navigation mage called after him. Timothy turned to face him.

"If I must endurethistrid,” Caigphas said, "I'm glad to bein your company.”

Timothy smiled. "Thank you," he said. And for the first time since he had awoken in pain and
confusion, hefelt hopeful.

The sky over Arcanum was gray with clouds, only afew patches of blue sky showing through. A
light rain fell. In the Grandmaster's study on the floating fortress of SkyHaven, Cassandra Nicodemus
was curled into acomfortable chair, legs drawn up benesth her, writing in her persond journa. The
patter of raindrops on the honey-colored spdll-glassin the octagona window behind her chair wasa
comfort to her. It went perfectly with the cup of teathat rested on the smal table beside her.

Cassandrarested her pen in the cradle of her open journa and reached out to take asip of tea. The
rain had put achill in the air and the teawas pleasantly warm as it went down her throat. She set the cup
down and looked &t the journal again.

... | must put aside thoughts of Timothy, along with all other distractions, shewrote. If | am
to be Grandmaster one day, | must immerse myself in Parliamentary procedure and the business



of the Order of Alhazred. Professor Maddox is a good man, a powerful mage, and wise, but this
was not a role he had ever desired. One day, when he sees| amready, he will likely cede the
position to me, and rightfully so. If | can make up for the evils that my grandfather perpetrated
upon the Order and the Parliament, that is what | must do.

Andyet . .. can't | do all of these things and still have roomin my thoughts for Timothy? I'd
never speak of such things to him, but the boy fascinates me.

I misshim.

Once again she picked up her teacup. As she brought it to her lips, her eyes till on thosewordsin
her journd, the air wasfilled with aloud cawing, acry of darm. The noise sartled her, and Cassandra
fumbled the cup. It dropped from her fingers. "Stop,” she said, pointing &t it.

The teacup frozein midair, as did the spray of liquid that spilled from it. Gently, the cup settled onto
the floor and the spilled tea poured back into it. Even asthis bit of magic concluded, Cassandrarose
from her chair and sarted for the study door.

Shethrew it open.

"Caw! Caw!!" cried Edgar. The rook fluttered his black wings as he dowed, then circled above her
head in the high-ceilinged corridor. "The courtyard! Come to the courtyard, and hurry! Leander's back.
Something awful has happened.”

The bird cawed loudly again and started back along the corridor.
"Wait! Edgar, stop! What is—"

But the panicked rook did not Slow down. In an eyeblink, he had turned a corner, perhaps on his
way to dert Ivar or Sheridan. Cassandra glanced down at hersalf. She was dressed casualy in amagenta
tunic and loose pants, hardly appropriate for agrandmaster. But Edgar was not the sort to panic
unnecessarily.

Brow furrowed in worry, she hurried along the corridor, up anarrow back stairwell to the main
hallway of that level of SkyHaven, and then down the massive central staircase that led to the receiving
hall and the doors out to the courtyard.

The windows showed the gray skies. The patter of raindrops had quickened and grown louder, the
storm no longer gentle. When she pulled the doors open, severd acolytesin service to the Grandmaster
were rushing across the foyer toward her, accompanied by Dorian, aHealer new to SkyHaven's staff.
The Healer was pae, nervous.

"What is...," she began.

But she had pulled the doors open and Cassandra saw motion now, out in the rain. Though the sun
was till out, somewhere above, the storm had cloaked the land with gray darkness. In the gloom she
saw figures moving around asky carriage that had landed in the courtyard, acrash landing if the dirt and
grassthat had been pushed ahead of it was any indication. One of the figures, ramrod straight and
barking ordersthat were mostly lost in the wind that now whipped the rain into her face, was dmost
assuredly Carlyle. Tal and thin and authoritative, it could be no other.

Another, standing nearby the carriage with arms crossed as though on guard, she was certain was
Iver.



"Oh, dear! Oh, no, Professor Maddox," came afamiliar voice from behind her. The words were
followed by atoot of steam.

Cassandraheld her breath as she turned and saw Sheridan Striding across the foyer with Edgar
perched on his shoulder. Another gasp of steam escaped the valve at the Side of hismeta head. Then the
acolytes and the Hedler were there and she was blocking their way, blocking the door. She spun and
gazed out into the storm again.

"Leander?' she whispered.

Barely aware of her feet moving beneath her, she rushed out into the scorm. The wind first fluttered
her hair around her head, but quickly the rain dicked it across her forehead and down the back of her
neck. Sheignored therain, the wind, the storm.

Her bare feet did on the grass, Snking into the sodden earth. The girl rushed to the carriage, pushing
past Carlyle. He shouted something at her, but Cassandra could not hear him. 1t was not the wind that
deafened her to hiswords, but the thumping of her heart in her ears. If SkyHaven wasin chaoslikethis, if
Edgar was panicked and a Hedler had been summoned ...

The carriage was canted over to one side. Cassandra grabbed the door, which hung open, and
peered inside. The rain pelted her now and had begun to puddie on the floor of the carriage. Her breath
caught in her throat.

Grandmaster Maddox lay sprawled across one of the seetsin the carriage. There was along cut on
his left cheek and blood wept from it, saining hisrobe. The flesh around hisright eye was bruised and
swollen. But it was not merely the signs of violence that were so disturbing. The mage was sickly.

Hewasdso aone.

"Leander!" Cassandra said, raising ahand to cover her mouth, hiding the "o" of shock formed by her
lips. "What ... oh, gods, what's happened? Areyou al right? And what . . . where's Timothy?"

The question sounded amost like an admission to her, but she pushed away any embarrassment she
might have felt. Cassandrawas acutely aware that she was not acting like agrandmaster. Not at dl. She
was acting like precisaly what she was: ateenage girl with no experience deding with ared criss.

That was going to have to change.

Taking a deep breath, she ducked and stepped halfway into the carriage. She took Leander's hand,
trying to soothe him. His gaze drifted, as though he was not entirely aware of his surroundings.

"Leander," shesaid, more camly. "Tell mewhat happened.”

The massve mage focused on her. "Attacked,” he said, licking hislipsto moigten them. "I fdl ill.
Caigphas was conveying us home. Timothy and me. . ." Hetook a deep breath, steedying himself, and
let it out. "They came ... out of nowhere. Couldn't see much. The carriage was rocking, under attack. |...

| fought.”

Leander Maddox seemed to shrink, then. He shook his shaggy mane and would not meet her eyes.
"| fought them. When | ... | suppose| drove them off. But then | was aone, and till ill. Injured. | dmost
did not makeit back."

Cassandrastared at him. She saw his eyes glaze again, and his head bobbed as though he might
pass out. Then Carlyle was pulling her away from the carriage, moving her to make room for the Heder



and the Alhazred mages. They would take care of him, certainly. The Grandmaster would be wdll again
inno time. They would carry him inside, bathe him in magic that would hed his cuts and bruisesand likely
hisillnessaswell, whatever srange allment it might be.

The Grandmaster would befine.
"But... what of Timothy? And Caigphas?' she cdled through the whistling winds and the pdlting rain.

A gentle but firm hand grasped her arm and she turned to find herself face-to-face with Ivar. The
Asurds sony features were grimmer than ever. His eyes were warm, though, and filled with agravity that
made her bite her lip and shake her head in denid.

"The Grandmaster returned aone.™

The afternoon shadows had grown even longer as Timothy and Caigphas trekked northward
through the great forest. The land wasfairly flat in this region and the treestall enough that it was easy to
walk benesth them without being obstructed by branches. Intruth, if it had not been for their
circumstances the journey would have been peaceful, even pleasant. Certainly the landscape was
beautiful. But Timothy had to constantly grit histeeth againgt the pain in his sde where hisribswere
cracked. Severd times an hour he had to stop to smply clutch his side and try to steady his breathing,
letting the pain wash over him.

Despite his broken arm, Caigphas had an easier time. Or would have, if he had been used to
exercise. The navigation mage was rdiant upon his sky carriage. He was not in poor physica condition,
but during the third hour of walking, he had needed to sit for atimeto recover. When they began their
trek again, the going was dower.

Timothy had made him a splint out of branches and twined grass, and ading from aportion of the
mage's robe that the boy had torn off and tied round Caigphas's neck. It was crude, but it would do the
job. The break must have hurt, but Timothy figured at least it wasn't going to stop him from traveling.

The eastern horizon had begun to darken to adeeper, evening blue, when they at last emerged from
thetrees.

"Amazing," Timothy said, forgetting for amoment the pain of his cracked ribs.
Caigphas came to stand beside him. "Indeed,” he said, voice hushed.

The land doped away gently down into avalley whose grass was as green as nature had ever
created. A narrow, winding river flowed through the valey, turning lazily in anong seven massive
structures, those same terraced buildings Timothy had seen from the air many miles away. They weredl
the same color, arich, earthen clay hue, with four sides, each of which wasterraced, asthough it wasa
darcase built for giants.

Timothy gazed with fascination upon this village—though "village' seemed a poor word for theriver
valey. There were no outbuildings. None at al. No huts or houses, no towers or shops. Only those
seven terraced pyramids that shot up from the ground as though they had grown there, bursting from the
earth. They were strange, but somehow beautiful in the ethered light of dusk.

Atop each of those pyramidswasthat glittering light Timothy had seen before, even more obvious
now that the daylight was fading into night. The western sky was till light, but fading, and yet sunlight
gleamed from the pesk of each building.

"How do we do this?" Timothy asked. "We don't know anything about them. Can we just knock on



the door and ask for help? 1 mean, if there evenisadoor.”

Caigphas gazed at him, eyes gleaming magicaly above hisveil. "The days of barbaric tribes of
mages arelong over. But not dl guilds arefriendly to Parliament. If we avoid palitics, we should be
received with courtesy, if nothing ese. And, frankly, we have little choice. Despite what magic | know,
I'vefew skillsthat would help us survive donein the wilderness.”

Timothy smiled. "I've had plenty of experience. | could get by."

The navigation mage was thoughtful. "Cometo that, | imagine you could. But just the same, let's see
if they've got asky carriage we can borrow."

The boy grinned and they started down that gentle dope together, walking into the valley. To the
east, where theriver ran its curving course toward the forest, there were fields of various crops. Timothy
had seen farms from the air and pictures in books, but he had never seen crops growing up close save for
thosein the smdl solarium at SkyHaven, where certain herbs and fruits were grown. To the west they
caught sght of thefirgt peoplein this strange community, agroup of children swimming intheriver.
Timothy shivered at the Sight of them. The water must have been chilly today, but there were perhaps
two dozen boys and girls of varying ages splashing in the water, the golden light of sunset glinting on the
river. Laughter echoed dong thevaley.

An unfamiliar sadnesstouched Timothy. Helonged to join them. But other duties beckoned and he
wondered if there would ever be atime when he might be as carefree as he had once been.

"There. Amongst the buildings,” Caigphas said.

Timothy looked and saw that there were adults strolling a ong a serpentine path that followed the
twists of theriver. They wore long, rather plain robes that reached nearly to the ground, most in muted
colors, the same earthen shade of the buildings. Those terraced pyramids seemed to have been arranged
carefully, one at each bend of theriver, with four on the north bank and three on the south. Timothy saw
that there were at least four places where small bridges spanned the water. And around the base of each
building were gardensfull of flowers whose colors seemed vibrant even as the daylight waned.

"It's so peaceful,”" Caigphas said. "Nothing like Arcanum.”
"Y ou would haveliked theidand where | grew up,”" Timothy replied.

By then they had crossed haf the distance between the forest's edge and the nearest pyramid, the
grassrustling in the evening breeze, and they had been noticed. Many of the people wandering the paths
and gardens of the village stopped to stare at them. Even the laughter of the children abruptly stopped,
and when Timothy |ooked over he saw that they had stopped swimming, some climbing out of the water
for abetter view. There were severd boystaller than he was, led by agirl with dark hair and even darker
skin, who started away from theriver, crossing the valley floor toward them.

At this, amage | eft the path and intercepted the children. His head was cleanly shaved, though he
had a beard and mustache that were neatly trimmed. Hislong robe was gray as stone, drab and
featurel ess, and he seemed amost unwilling to look at Timothy and Caigphas as they approached. The
sound of the river was like music, but the mage's voice disrupted it. With an outstretched arm, he
commanded the children to go back to the river's edge and they obeyed with obvious reluctance.

"Guess they're not used to strangers,” Timothy said.

Caigphas grunted in agreement. "We may haveto ater our expectations of hospitality."



But by then they had nearly reached the mage who had |&ft the path. Timothy took amoment to
glance up at the terraced pyramid as they approached. It seemed somehow smaller than heimagined
now that he was nearly upon it, but the one impression that did not go away wasthe ideathat it had
sprung from the earth not unlike the cropsin the eastern fields. He turned to glance at the nearest
pyramid, acrosstheriver, and aspike of pain shot through his side. Wincing, he put his hand over it
again. Pressure on the cracked ribs hurt the bruised area, but that was superficia. On theingde, the
pressure relieved some of the pain.

"Good evening," Caigphas said as they neared the mage, whose eyes seemed in the dusky light to be
the same stone gray as hisrobe. "Kind thoughts on thisday."

The mage regarded them carefully. Timothy paused, perhaps twenty feet from the man, and
Caigphas glanced a him amoment before he halted aswell. They were aragged pair, no question.
Timothy's tunic was torn from catching on branches during hisfall. He knew he was bruised, and though
hisinjury was not visible, his constant wincing and the way he held hisribswould have made it obvious.
Cagphas ill worethe vell of hisvocation but his robes were aso torn, including an entire sweth that had
been torn away to fashion hisding.

Still, after amoment, the stony-eyed mage smiled at them. "Onthisand dl days," he said, offering
thetraditiona response. "What brings you here, travelers? We see sky carriages often enough, but rarely
recelved vistors.”

"Our Grandmaster—" Timothy began.

"Has summoned us back to Arcanum,” Caigphasinterrupted, shooting a meaningful glance at
Timothy. "Unfortunately | am not dways as cautious navigating as | ought to be. I'm afraid our sky
carriage was ruined. We were fortunate enough to emerge with so few injuries.”

Timothy saw the way the man's gray eyes narrowed as he listened, trying to find the truth in
Cagphasstae. The mage was suspicious of them, unsure whether to believe them. Caigphas was being
cautious, but Timothy suspected the man would have treated any outsider the same way.

He glanced past the gray mage. Others had clustered on the path, watching them parley. Within the
terraced pyramid, windows had begun to glimmer with illumination. He had seen little light beyond thet
spell-glass before, but now the structures began to come aive with warmth.

"Do you admirethe ziggurats?' the gray mage asked.

"Isthat what they're called?' Timothy replied. "Y es. They're amazing. And lit up likethét ... they're
beautiful.

Those stony eyes regarded him for amoment, then he looked at Caigphas again. He had not
responded to the navigation mage's story and he dliberated for several moments longer.

"We haven't asky carriage, | fear," the mage said at last. "We do not believe in the artifice of such
travd."

Timothy's shoulders sank in disappointment and he winced with fresh pain from hisside.

"However," the gray mage went on, "evening is upon us, and the Children of Karthagiawould not
turn away thosein need. You areinjured and, | wager, hungry aswell." He smiled. "Come. Wewill try to
heal and refresh you so that in the morning we may set you on your path with good wishes.”

Caiaphas bowed.



Timothy attempted to follow suit, but hissed in pain and could only manage asort of nod of his head.
For thefirst time Timothy saw sympathy in the mage's eyes, and much of his anxiety about this place
dispersed. They would be safe here, hefdt. For the night, at least.

CHAPTER SIX

"l am called Finn," said the bald, gray-cloaked mage. He walked a step or two ahead of them,
guiding Timothy and Caigphas toward the entrance of the ziggurat. When he spoke he glanced back.
"Might | ask your names?”’

"Of course. Forgive our rudeness,” said Timothy's companion. "l am Caigphas, navigator by trade.”

Finninclined hishead in a casua nod even as he continued walking, his robe dragging on the ground.
"Well met, Caigphas.”

"Indeed," Calgphasreplied.
"My nameis Timothy Cade," the boy added.

The gray mage paused and turned dowly toward them in the failing light of dusk. One eyebrow was
arched and he surveyed Timothy more carefully now. There was no hostility in his attentions, but the boy
frowned regardless, uncomfortable with the scrutiny.

"Cade. Son of the great Argus Cade." Finn smiled. "We have heard of you herein Karthagia The
un-magician, yes?"'

Nervous, Timothy glanced at Caigphas before replying. "Y eah. That'sme."
Thekindnessin Finn's expression then surprised him.
"| seeyou are anxious, Timothy. Worry not. Y ou are welcome here.”

He said nothing more, but Timothy felt himsdf relaxing as he and Caigphas followed Finn up to the
massive doors of the ziggurat. He was exhausted and hungry and the pain in hisribs was agonizing, but
the rdief that swept over him, knowing that they had a place to rest, even only for the night, was
enormous. He and Caiaphas had to get back to Arcanum to find out what was wrong with Leander, to
help him and to warn everyone else. But amedl and anight's deep in acomfortable bed would belikea
kind of magic dl their own.

Timothy glanced around the village of Karthagiaafina time before entering the ziggurat. The last of
the day's light was draining out of the western sky. The river burbled quietly asit meandered among the
buildings. The ziggurats were lit up, beautiful and eegant crystd towersthat shone from within. Hefdt at

peace here.

If things were different, he would have wanted to stay for atime, to learn more about these people.
But that would have to wait for another day.

Finn led them insde the ziggurat. At first there was only a high-ceilinged, narrow corridor made
entirdy of stone, save for the doors, which were fashioned from a gleaming golden materia that was
neither glass nor stone. Timothy at first thought it was metd, but after passng severd of these
passages—the doors had neither hinge nor knob nor lock—he determined it must be pure magic, not
unlike the spdll-glassin the windows.

At the end of the corridor they emerged into what was obvioudy the core of the ziggurat, and



Timothy staggered to ahalt, eyeswide. A smiletouched hislipsand he uttered a soft laugh of
amazement.

The entire center of the building, the heart of the ziggurat, was open, the interior aseries of staggered
bal conies that mirrored the terraced design of the exterior, lined with doors Timothy imagined led into the
private quarters of the residents of the building. There were gardens and fountains everywhere, and on
each leve there were people strolling, children laughing. It was as though an entire city existed within that
one structure, gleaming with warm, golden light that was like sunshine.

Inthemidst of it dl, an axis upon which the lifein the ziggurat turned, was a quartet of elevator
shafts. Catwaks stretched from that centra core out to each balcony level like spokes upon awhed. But
the liftsdid not only go up. Feding arush of excitement, Timothy hurried past Finn and Caigphasto the
edge of the balcony. He leaned out over open space and stared down. There must have been twenty-five
or thirty levels above the ground. Below, there were easily twice that number.

"Oh," Timothy whispered, and he pulled back alittle from the edge. The building continued to widen
asit went deep underground, with each ba cony farther from the elevators than the last, and looking
down into that vast open space made him fed as though he would fall.

He had fallen enough, recently.

"Remarkable," Cagphas said as he and Finn joined Timothy at the edge of the bacony. "It is
beautiful. We saw children, and some of your guild members, outside, but it seems as though your society
isdl contained within thisbuilding."

Finn smiled and smoothed his beard thoughtfully. "Within each building, actudly. Though &t the
lowest level there are passages that connect the ziggurats, one to another.”

"Under theriver?' Timothy asked.

"We cultivate the land and enjoy it, but we are largely aprivate culture. Much of our world is
subterranean. And we do not hold with dl of thetraditiond beliefs of most guildsin the Parliament. In
truth, we are not members of Parliament at al.”

Caigphas blinked savera times. Timothy thought he wasin shock.
"How can that be?" the boy asked. "I thought every guild—"

"No. Not al. What sort of government would they beif they forced everyone to do thingstheir
way?" Finn asked.

Timothy nodded. He had lived on Terraa short time, but he thought he might be able to tell Finn
stories about the Parliament of Magesthat would horrify him.

"Thisiswhy we cannot be of very much help to you, I'm sorry to say," Finn went on. "We keep to
oursalves, and though we will offer courtesy to accidenta visitors such as yourselves, we do not invite
interaction with other villages or guilds. Our ways are not your ways. We have no sky carriages at dl, for
instance, for none of the Children of Karthagia ever leaves.

Caigphas had his brows knitted in thought. Timothy knew they ought to be discussing their plight and
what they would do tomorrow, when the hospitality of Karthagiawould be politely withdrawn and they
would be set on their way. But at the moment he was distracted by his hunger and the painin hisside,
and dso by the ziggurat itsdlf.



"We are grateful for your help,” the navigation mage said & last.

Finn nodded, clasping his hands together in what Timothy imagined was atraditiond gesture of
thanks or respect. "Come, then,” the mage said. "'l shall need to speak briefly with aclan chief so that the
guild masters are aware of your presence, and then | can show you to rooms where you may wash and
be refreshed. | shdl send healersto your quarters, and food and drink aswell.”

"Masters?' Caigphas asked. "Y ou have more than one leader of your guild? No Grandmaster?'
"Seven. Onefor each ziggurat,” the gray-eyed mage replied.

Timothy barely listened as he took in his surroundings. He followed the two mages across one of the
catwalks that led to the elevator core, careful to be sure that the surfaces he was stepping on were metal
or wood and not glass or the golden magic that those spell-doors had been made of. Even with that as
hisfocus, his attention was drawn away by what was the most amazing sight to greet them yet.

Asthey crossed the catwak, Timothy saw the source of the warm light that suffused the entire
central chamber of the ziggurat. On either side of me elevator core there sat a mage, cross-legged upon
the floor with hands outstretched and palms upward. From those upturned pams the light Streamed, as
though they held mini-sunsin each hand.

Timothy craned hisneck. On every level above—and when he looked he saw that they were on
every level beow as well—there were two more. Perhgps 150 magesin dll, just to light this building.

"Hnn?'
IIYS?I

He gestured to the illuminated mages as they walked to the devators. "Isthis your only source of
light?"
"At night, certainly,”" the magereplied.

Caigphas stared a him, even as Finn passed his hand over asigil on the eevator door, summoning

"These mages are here dl night?' the navigator asked, incredul ous.

Finn smiled, but there was aflicker of displeasureinit. "Only until the clanstaketo their beds for the
evening. By then they have generated enough power to provide light in theindividua quartersif itis
needed.”

"Thelights| saw at thetop of each ziggurai—" Timothy began.

The elevator arrived and the doors did open. The three stepped on and it began to descend, diding
deep into the ground.

"They aremages aswell," Finn confirmed. "One mage at the top of each ziggurat. Whilewe dl must
take our turn illuminating the interior, the mage at the peak is dways the same. One chosen from each
clan, magtering that magic, and remaining atop the ziggurat for al the long years of hislife. It isgreat
sacrifice, but it isthe core of what we believe. It would be hard for you to understand.”

"Itis" Timothy confirmed.

Both Finn and Caigphas shot him looks of disapprova. Timothy didn't care. He wastroubled at the



idea

"The mage at the peak siphons sunlight al through the day. At dusk, her sorcery—for our current
illuminator isfema e—passes that fight down to each of those who provide thelight within for the
evening.”

"But . . ."The boy shook his head even asthe elevator continued to drop below ground. "What
about ghostfire? Wouldn't ghostfire lanterns be so much smpler?

Finn's smile disgppeared. His nogtrilsflared, and the look he gave Timothy then wasfull of dismay,
even disgust.

"That isthe primary difference between our guild and others, young Master Cade. It isthe
fundamental reason we are not members of Parliament. Ghostfire, lad, is comprised of the souls of dead
mages. Itiscrue, but worse, it is blasphemous. The spirits of our dead deserve their rest, Timothy, and
we would not disrespect them so profoundly asto capture their souls upon thisworld, to keep them here,
twisted to our service. It isahorrid, barbaric practice.

Timothy stared at him, mouth agape. The way he spoke, ghostfire sounded no different from the
soulsthat Nicodemus had tainted and made into his dave-wraiths. HEd aways been made to believe that
ghogtfire was harmless, that the mages red spirits were not contained, but only a portion of their essence.
If what Finn said wastrue. ..

The boy looked a Caigphas. The navigator shook his head doubtfully and made asif to argue, but
then the doors swept open and Finn walked quickly from the eevator, forcing them to follow.

The conversation was over.
But it would echo in Timothy's mind dl through that long night.

Cassandramade her way quickly aong agently curving stone hdlway She glanced over her
shoulder from timeto time. She could not have said, if asked, why precisdy she did not want the
residents of SkyHaven to know of the meeting she was about to have. It was smply that she knew
something was out of place, and it was more than the attack on Leander's sky carriage, more than the
Grandmaster'sillness or Timothy and Caigphas being left behind. These things had started apanic in her
heart, but beneath that was something €l se, a strange, creeping dread that she did not redly understand.

But it made her secretive.

She had ingtructed Carlyle to wait by Leander's quarters until the healers had emerged with word of
his condition, not because the man would be needed there but because he was far too inquisitive and she
wanted to go unnoticed. Now she paused a moment, took one fina glance over her shoulder, and then
hurried around the corner to the tall door of Timothy Cade's workshop.

Cassandra rapped softly on the door. She heard ametal rasp from within the room and it took her a
moment to realize it must be the mechanica lock that Timothy had ingtalled. It was strange to her.
Spell-locks were security enough. With the right spell, the door could have been sealed tight againgt any
vigtor who did not have authorization to enter. But even for his own benefit, Timothy did not trust magic.
Instead, he had put in aheavy bolt that did into the frame of the door so it could be locked from within.

Now it opened with awhisper. The workshop flickered with the light of asingle lantern. Thiswas
not ghogtfire, of course, but hungry fire, the dangerous, consuming flame that burned wood and flesh and
amogt anything dseit touched. Y et Timothy had used flax-ail, cloth, metd, and glassto make alanternin



which hungry fire burned safely. The flame danced insde the glasslike adarting lightning bug, somehow
throwing shadows and light in equa portion.

From the shadows came aruffle of feathers. Off to her right, among some of Timothy'sinventions,
Sheridan was so il that he might have been inactivated. 1t sent ashudder through her, seeing him like
that. Cassandra had never thought of the mechanical man as precisely dive, but now sheredized she
must have begun to think of him asa person, for in that moment he looked dead, and it frightened her.
Then hisred eyesflared to fifein the darkness and a soft sigh of steam escaped the valve at the side of
his heed, and she smiled in rdlief.

"lvar," the mechanical man whispered, anew assurance in hisvoice. "Close the door."

Cassandrafrowned deeply, glancing around, peering into the shifting light and darkness of the room.
She dmost shouted in darm when the shadows behind the open door took sudden form. Ivar had been
there dl aong, the unique camouflage of his skin's changeable coloring keeping him hidden. Now the
Asurawarrior nodded to her and she stepped out of the way to alow him to close the door. Cassandra
watched the Way the black tribal markingsthat decorated his skin shifted as he moved. He did the bolt
back into place, locking the door, and then turned to face her.

"Grandmadter," the Asurasaid respectfully.
She blinked in surprise, shaking her head. "No, |—"

But Cassandra did not bother to continue the protest. For the moment, at least, she was
Grandmaster. In the past few months she had gone through an incredible sequence of emotions on that
subject. It was what she had wanted, so desperately: to succeed her grandfather as Grandmaster of the
Order of Alhazred. But when the time came, al too soon, she had been forced to realize she was not
ready. Leander Maddox had begun to teach her, to help her prepare for her eventual inheritance. And
now that it appeared that it might be thrust upon her, even temporarily, while Leander wasill, shedid not

fed ready.
Fate, however, did not seem willing to give her achoice in the matter.

"l am not Grandmagter yet," shesaid a last, glancing from lvar to Sheridan, and then to the gleaming
black spot in the shadows of the room that she knew must be Edgar, the rook. "For the moment, | amin
charge, yes. While Leander isnot well. But only temporarily.”

"Perhaps,” Ivar said, and his normally emotionless features narrowed with adark concern. The
Asurawas deeply troubled, but did not seem inclined to explain why.

Festhersruffled in the shadows again and with a heavy flapping, Edgar emerged into the lamplight.
The bird flew up to roost on the edge of aworktable not far from Sheridan.

"You'rein charge, Cassandra," the bird said, no trace of acaw. Cawing might draw attention, and it
was obvious that none of them wanted that right now. "But you still wanted to talk to usin secret. So
what's going on?"

And thenthebird did utter asingle caw, but very quietly, amost as an afterthought.

Shetook along breath, trying to find careful words to express her concerns. Sheridan stepped
toward her, another soft sigh of steam hissing from his head. His red eyes grew brighter ill.

"Weredl afraid for Timothy," the mechanical man said. "But we have talked about it, and have
decided we do not believe Professor Maddox's tale of what happened on the return from Toranah."



Cassandraflinched. Relief washed over her. "1 was afraid you would think | was trying to cause
trouble, to cast Leander inapoor light.”

"Nonsense," Sheridan said, again with more assertiveness than shed ever heard in the metal man
before. It seemed that fear for Timothy had given him courage. "Y ou've earned our trust. Please spesk.”

"All right." Cassandranodded, looking around gratefully. Edgar cawed softly again, so softly, and
cocked his head to study her. Ivar seemed distant, distracted, but she knew how troubled he must be,
not knowing Timothy'sfate. They al felt the ssme way.

"Youveadl known him longer," shewent on, "but | cannot imagine Leander Maddox—no matter
how sick or injured he might be—leaving Timothy behind. He made avow to his own mentor, to Argus
Cade, that he would watch over Tim. The mage | thought | knew would have died before breaking that
vow."

Sheridan sniffed, alittle whistling noise, and crossed hisarms. "My thoughts precisdly.”

"Morethan that," Cassandrasaid, "when | heard Leander's story, | was so upset, so shocked and
afraid for Timothy, that it didn't fully register on me at thetime. | was sort of . . . well, numb." She
hesitated amoment, wondering if her growing fegingsfor Timothy were obvious now, if shewasgiving
hersdf away. But if hewasin danger, lost in the great forest, perhaps even now injured or dying . . .
Cassandrabit her Up at the thought. Hiding her fondness for him was hardly important anymore.

"Thepointis, | realized that | didn't believe him. | don't believeit, and | guess none of you do either.
| can't explainit. | don't know why Leander would midead us. | have the greatest respect for him and
believe that heis good and decent. Perhaps there is something € se he does not want to tell us, something
he's hiding from usfor our own sake.”

Ivar grunted and his brow furrowed more deeply.
Sheridan, though, took another step forward. ™Y ed" he said hopefully. "Y ou could beright.”

Edgar ruffled hisfeathers. "Maybe. Maybe not. I've known him longer than any of you, but the
hederswon't let mein. They say he doesn't want to see anyone right now, not until he's up and around.
So | don't know what's going on in his head. 1t makes sense, though.”

Sheridan nodded again, asmall squeaking noise coming from the joint of hisneck. "All right. Wedl
agree. But that means we have to find out for ourselves what happened.”

"Right," Cassandrasaid. She moved into the middle of the room and spun, glancing at them eachin
turn, her robes swishing around her feet. "As acting Grandmeagter, | plan to send asmall detachment of
Alhazred mages back aong the route they flew, searching for Timothy and Caigphas. But that's only what
| will do officidly, and since every magein service at SkyHavenisloya to Leander, | have no way of
knowing if they will keep his secrets. If there are, indeed, any secretsto be kept."

She narrowed her eyes and stared at the rook. "Whichiswhy | believe Edgar must go aswell. To
search from the sky, to find thetrail, and find Timothy . . ." Cassandra swallowed heavily, aterrible dread
in her heart. "No matter what has happened to him."

Ivar seemed deep in thought. The flickering shadows of the lantern moved across hisface. Or it
might have been the hue of his skin, thosetriba markings, shifting again.

Therook cocked his head the other direction, black eyes gleaming. "lvar should come with me. He
could track afish acrossthe sea”



Cassandradid not want Ivar to go for severd reasons, but she only gave one. ™Y ou can move
faster, and will draw less attention, Edgar. If we want to go unnoticed, putting Ivar in charge of asky
carriage headed south would defegt that purpose.”

She did not mention that she would fedl better with the Asurathere at SkyHaven. Cassandrafdt a
foreboding, a sense that something terrible was going to happen, and though she knew Sheridan would
be agtaunch dly, she wanted Ivar with her. Had it made sense to send him with Edgar, she would have
put her worries aside, but in truth she was relieved to have reason to keep him there.

Ivar only nodded at her reasoning.

Something was disturbing him, and she wished he would say what it was. But Cassandraknew that
the Asurawould spesk hismind in time, when he thought it was important to do so.

"Youvegotit, boss" Edgar said, flapping hiswings again.

"Go now," Cassandratold him. She glanced at Sheridan. "Stay in the workshop. Edgar will leave
through the window here and come back the same way. Wait for hisreturn. Or for my summons, if |
should receive word from him in some other fashion first."

Sheridan agreed.
"And what will you do now?" Ivar asked.

Cassandratook a deep breath. "1'm going to look in on Leander and seeif | can figure out what he's
not telling us™

Timothy dept very little that night in Karthagia. The hedlers had been incapable of fixing his cracked
ribs with magic, which he could have told them if they had been willing to listen to him. In the end they
had followed his suggestions to smply wrap historso in bandages that would put pressure on the bones,
keeping them together, and, he hoped, help them to knit faster. The discomfort disturbed him each time
hetried to turn over in the bed, forcing him awake regularly.

Each time he found himsdlf in the small bedroom they had provided for him, eyes staring at the
caling, hismind would drift back to the plight of the Illuminators. The fate of those mages haunted him,
stuck at the peaks of the ziggurats of Karthagia. Their sacrifice was extraordinary, and he knew there
must be akind of honor in what they did, at least by their own judgment, but it still seemed horribleto
him.

Sometimein the early morning, troubled more and more by this, the spark of anideaignitedin
Timothy'smind. It brought asmileto hisface. Afterward, when he drifted off again, hewas at lagt ableto
deep soundly, evenin spite of hisinjuries.

Hours later there came arapping on the door. He struggled to open his eyes. What little deep hed
managed had refreshed him somewhat, but his body protested as he sat up and pulled on histrousers. As
he yawned and stretched, the knock came again.

"Comein," he cdled ashe pulled histunic over his head. Hiseyesfdt itchy, lids ill heavy, but he
imagined some fresh air and sunshine would wake him fully. And some breskfast if the Karthagianswere
kind enough to offer it.

The door swung inward and Caigphas entered, the splint gone from hisarm. He still wore the ding
and therewere bruises visible on hisarm, but it was obvious that the bresk was healing rapidly. At this
rate the navigator would be entirely recovered by the following day, or perhaps even by nightfall.



Caigphas was followed into the room by gray-eyed Finn, who was cloaked this morning in robes of
arich hue not unlike clay, or the coinage of the Parliament. The bald mage smiled warmly a Timothy. It
appeared he and Caigphas had been awake for quite some time.

"Good morning,” the navigator said.

"Morning," Timothy replied. He glanced at Finn. "And to you, Sir. Thank you for your help. | don't
know what 1 would've done without a bed last night. And food."

"Y ou were pleased with dinner?’

Timothy grinned in response, some of the deep lifting from him like afog. "It was wonderful . After
what happened to usyesterday . . . after that . . . well, | never thought we'd be fortunate enough to end
the day so comfortably.”

Finn crossed hisarms and regarded them contentedly. "I am pleased. | only wish that we could
make therest of your journey as comfortable. Y ou are, however, welcome to abreskfast at least as
marvelous aslast night's dinner before you go.”

Timothy's stomach rumbled a the thought of it.

The two mages|eft him to wash up. Timothy had to use asmal tub of water that had been brought
to him, because of course the shower was magica and would not function in his presence. It was not the
way he preferred to bathe, but it was better than wandering in the woods and hoping for aheavy rain.

At breskfast he asked for apot of ink and aquill pen. The mages|ooked at him oddly but they
complied. Though Finn was friendly enough, some of them seemed willing to be as hospitable as
necessary Smply to speed their visitors departure. When he had the quill, he dipped it into the inkpot and
began to pen designs onto a cloth napkin he spread out on the table before him. Though he was surethis
was not a al good manners, the Karthagians were obvioudy hesitant to stop him. Timothy drew first on
one sde and then the other, after which hefolded the napkin carefully and did it into his pocket.

A short time later, Finn escorted them out of the ziggurat. Asthey made their way up the devator,
Timothy could not help gazing about him in fascination again. The gardens and the glass, theinterior
terraces of each floor, descending row by row into the earth, were smply incredible. The sight of that
crystd and iron tower was one he would remember for the rest of hisdays.

The stone-eyed mage waked outsde with them. They followed him dong the path to the river and
over anarrow footbridge that spanned the rushing water. It was early, but adready there were many
Karthagians about, some gtriding hurriedly and with greet purpose, others trolling arm in arm. Children
splashed in the river, laughing, but they stopped their games to watch the outsiders pass overhead.

Finn accompanied them past the other ziggurats and up the dope to the northern end of the river
valley. At the edge of the forest, he stopped. It was clear he would go no farther.

"l wish you asafejourney,” the mage said, bowing, his bad pate gleaming in the sun.
"Wearein your debt," Caigphas said, bowing in return.

Timothy pulled the cloth nagpkin from his pocket. "I ... | have something for you. | don't know if
you'll want it, but | thought I should show you, anyway."

Finn's brows knitted in curiosity. Caigphas raised an eyebrow but said nothing. Timothy held the
napkin up so both men could see what he had drawn there. It was aziggurat, but with certain changes.



"On the top, where the llluminator Sits. . . well, if you set it up correctly, to catch thesun . . . and
see here, degp insdethe ziggurat... if there were mirrored glass on every level, you could catch the
sunlight and spread it al through the building all day long. Then, & night," he said, turning the napkin over,
showing the basic design of the lanterns he had made for his father's house and for his workshop and
quartersa SkyHaven, "you could use ail lamps, with hungry fire—"

Finn flinched at the words.

"No, it'scompletely safe,” Timothy said. "Aslong as nobody shattersit, of course, and you could
use magic to make the glass unbreakable. But thisway, you could have light al day with the sun, and
have lamps at night, and the [lluminators wouldn't be. . . they would be able to come down. If the
ghostfireredly isthe souls of mages, just kind of . . . well, trapped, then | agree with you. It'sterrible. But
the Illuminators are sort of trapped too."

He shrugged, embarrassed and fedling awkward under the stare of the two mages. Folding the
napkin again, he handed it to Finn. The mage stared at it for long seconds before reverently dipping it into
apocket of hisrobe.

"1 will present it to my clan chief. Thank you for your thoughtfulness, Timothy."
"l just wanted to help,” said the un-magician.

Finn smiled. "It isagenerousinginct. And now | must return. Be well. May your path be smooth
and your journey swift. If you follow our instructions, you should find your way to the settlement of the
Lake Dwdlersin severa hours time. | hope that they will be able to provide you with assstance.”

Caigphas and Timothy said their final good-byes and then were on their way.

Theforest was not so thick here as other areas they had passed through. They waked due north al
through the rest of the morning as the sun moved steadily across the sky above. They spoke of small
pleasures, of the breakfast they'd had and the hospitdity of the Karthagians. Caigphastold Timothy of
Nosgraf, the smdll village where he was raised, hundreds of leagues north of Arcanum, and the boy told
the mage of the Idand of Patience, and the peacefulness of the place.

Timothy purposefully avoided discussing the things Finn had said about ghodtfire. It fingered in his
mind, upsetting him deeply, but it wasn't something he wanted to share with anyone else. Not yet. Most
of Terraused ghostfire lamps. To suggest that they should abandon this practice ... well, given theway
they'd trested him previoudly, he could only imagine how the Parliament would take such a statement
fromhim.

Stll, he was haunted by it.

But he did hisbest to push such thoughts aside while they were journeying. Other things took
precedence now. They had to return to Arcanum and discover what had come over Leander, and what
other trouble he might have stirred up once he made it back to SkyHaven.

They rested at midday. Timothy's side had not bothered him much dl that morning. Thelarge
bandages wrapped around his torso had helped him a great dedl, and he began to wonder if perhaps his
ribswere only badly bruised and not cracked after al. Or they might smply have begun to hed aready.
The Karthagians had provided them a satchel filled with dried mests and fresh fruit and aloaf of dark,
grainy bread, aswell asajug of water. Caigphas carried dl of these things now that the healers had
touched him and hisarm was nearly better.



In aclearing they ate and drank and lay flat on their backsfor atime. Timothy'slegs throbbed from
the walking. Still deepy from the night before, he began to fed drowsy. The sky had begun to cloud over,
the sun veiled by alayer of gray gauze. It was not so dark asto promise astorm, but asprinkle of rain
seemed dmogt inevitable.

"Wed best move on," Caigphas said eventudly.

Reductantly, Timothy agreed. If Finn had been accurate in his estimation of distance, the village of the
Lake Dwellers ought to be only another hour'swalk or so. If asky carriage could be borrowed there,
Caigphas would be able to get them to Arcanum by late afternoon. Otherwise they'd have to continue on.
Finn had suggested they might get horses from Romulus and his people, but Timothy was sure that the
Grandmeaster of the Legion Nocturne would sooner trample them beneath the hooves of his horsesthan
lend them one.

Preoccupied with what the afternoon might bring, he was not as careful rising to hisfeet as he ought
to have been. A sharp pain shot through him from hisinjured ribs and he hissed air in through histeeth.

"Areyou dl right?" Caigphas asked, hefting the now lightened saichel over hisgood shoulder.
Timothy grimaced. "Not exactly. But there's nothing to be donefor it. Let's get going.”

They moved out of the clearing and into the woods again. Now that the sky had turned gray, it was
dark in theforest. Even so, the treeswere still spaced well apart and the going was easy enough, the
landscape relatively flat. Intime, they emerged onto a path that had been beaten down by the passage of
mages and horses. It ran northeast and Caigphas smiled as he glanced in both directions.

"This ought to take us directly to thelake."
"At leadt it fedslike we're getting closer to someone who can help,” Timothy said.

But Caigphas wasn't paying attention to him anymore. Timothy had been facing the navigator,
looking back at the forest from where they had just emerged. The woods were deep on both sides of the
path. Caiaphas, though, was staring along their intended route to the northeast, and over the deep blue
vell hewore, the navigator's eyes were dark and troubled.

"What is—" Timothy began, turning to find the source of hisfriend'sdarm. Something drew his
attention in the woods.

A low, swift shape darting from tree to tree.
"Logt and done," said arasping, familiar voice.

The woods were forgotten. Timothy turned up the path to see asingle figure striding toward them.
Moments earlier he had not been there at al, but now they were not aone. Caigphas only stared
uncertainly ahead. But not Timothy. Asthe new arrival strode through the gloom toward them, hissingle
arm at hissde, Timothy balled his handsinto fists and prepared to fight.

"There are no Wurm to protect you here, boy,” snarled Constable Grimshaw. The cruel-eyed mage
raised hisremaining hand and smoothed his mustache. The cloak he wore fluttered behind himin the
breeze.

"Grimshaw," Timothy said, grinding the namein histeeth. He was stunned to meet the mage herein
the wilderness, this horrible man who had caled him afresk and amonster, who had imprisoned Verlis
and tried to do the same to Timothy. ™Y ou know your magic won't hurt me. And you can't beat me



hand-to-hand. Get out of our way."

The Constable laughed, an ugly, hollow sound. "I don't have to beat you. | only haveto kill the
navigator." He sneered on thislast word, letting them both know how far beneath him hefelt Caigphas
was.

Timothy shook hishead, not understanding.

Then something moved again in the woods and he saw it just out of the corner of hiseye. Ashe
turned, he heard Grimshaw speak again.

"Alastor will bethe oneto saill your blood, un-magician.”

Timothy spun. At the edge of the path, just emerging from the trees, was a monstrous thing that
seemed part man and part cat. It crouched low to the ground, though it walked on two legs. It was much
larger than afdine, but smdler than Timothy himself.

Itsears pricked up, it raised its clawed forepaws, and it hissed, cat eyes gleaming sickly yelow in
the gloom and shadows of the forest path.

Alastor. He knew that name. Nicodemuss familiar. But it had been an ordinary cat. This couldn't
be—

Thenit no longer mattered.
The cat-creature hissed again, and then it sprang across the path a him, claws descending.
Chapter Seven

Timothy dove out of the cat-creature's path. Excruciating pain flared in hisside, asif someone had
jabbed aknifeinto him. The explosion of agony took his breath away and he sumbled, faling to his
knees, colorful stars dancing before hiseyes.

The cat-creature—this monster that had once been known as Alastor—Ilanded in acrouch, then
spun around to face him, its hairlesstall twitching inthear asit crouched, hungrily eyeing its prey.

What happened to you? Timothy's mind raced as he stared at the monstrous feline. When last he
had seen Nicodemuss familiar, it had been nothing more than a hairless house cat—a minor annoyance,
at best—but now? He had no ideawhat it had become. It was huge and its body was no longer built like
acat. It wasamost asif the cat had become more ... manlike.

The monstrosity sprang at him with athroaty growl and he tried to dodge again, but the beast was
too fast. Before he knew it the thing was on top of him. Its needle-sharp claws pricked Timothy through
his clothing and he was forced back down to the ground. Pinned benegath its weight, he was forced to
look up into its hideous features and, for an instant, he saw something in the large, yellow eyes, something
familiar.

It lashed out a him, then, running the claws of one strangely shaped paw quickly down hisright
cheek.

Timothy cried out in pain, the five scratches burning like hungry fire.

"Get off of him!" Caigphas screamed from somewhere behind them. And then the navigator's voice
was replaced by another.



"Y ou heard the man," Grimshaw growled. " Off the boy—now."

The cat-creature looked down into Timothy's face and hissed, baring itsteeth. And then it left him to
return obediently to its master.

Timothy crawled to hisfeet, the throbbing in his side now partnered with aburning pain on his
cheek, but both discomforts were quickly forgotten as he caught sight of the latest horror to be played
out before him.

"Caagphas," Timothy whispered. The navi-mage dangled in the air, with what appeared to be a
tentacle of pure magic wrapped tightly about histhroat. And "tentacle”’ was the right word, for the
gppendage grew from the stump of Constable Grimshaw's missing arm. Caigphas struggled inits grasp,
and Timothy started toward him.

"Notricks, boy," he said with asnarl. "Or your friend'slifeisforfeit.”

"He can't breasthe," Timothy said, moving one step closer.

Alastor hissed, crouching at his master's sde, ready to pounce yet again.

"I'm warning you, boy, I'll snap his neck with nary athought. Keep whereyou are.”

Timothy's mind raced with a hundred thoughts and then a hundred more after that, but no plan
occurred to him that would guarantee he could save hisfriend before the Congtable did the unthinkable.

"Please" he begged. "He can't breathe.”

Grimshaw chuckled before dowly lowering Caigphas to the ground and loosening the magica tendril
from about histhroat.

The navigation mage gasped, gulping air.

"Nothing would please me more than to kill the two of you now," the Constable spat. "Buit that is not
my master'swish.”

Master, Timothy thought. All right, so you're holding Alastor's leash, but who is holding yours?

Leander had hinted of an evil mastermind, someone working in the shadows of the world. Though
Nicodemus had been defeated and Grimshaw's own efforts had been thwarted, mages had continued to
disappear. The assumption was that they had been abducted or murdered, and Leander had been
assigned the task of helping to investigate those disappearances. So far, however, there had been not a
sngle clue asto what had happened to all of them.

It seemed the only mage who had disappeared and then regppeared was Grimshaw himself, which
made Timothy fairly certain that whoever was behind those abductions was the mage that Grimshaw now
cdled master.

Calgphaswas on the ground, still recovering. The Constabl€'s bizarre magica arm writhed inthe air
above him, ready to attack at the first sign of resstance. Timothy's hands were il tied, and he seethed
with anger. There was nothing worse than feding helpless.

"Doyou likeit, boy?' Grimshaw asked, glancing at that tendril of shimmering magic that had
replaced hismissing arm. "Almost as good as flesh and bone—perhaps even better." He uttered acurt,
ugly laugh devoid of any humor. "It was agift. A gift for my services.” He drew the limb away from



Cagphas, sudyingit, asif seeingit for thefirs time.

Timothy caught the eye of the navigation mage, who had yet to rise from the forest floor. He was on
al fours, apparently till trying to catch his breath. But when their eyestouched briefly, Timothy saw
something in the man's gaze that warned him to be ready—to be prepared.

"A gift from your master ?' Timothy asked, mocking Grimshaw.

Rage blossomed upon the Congtable's face. The tentacle of magic shot out toward Timothy, away
from Caigphas, only to crackle and disspate as the negating field around the boy disrupted the magic that
had constructed that terrible arm.

"Such awonderful gift," Timothy continued camly. "But you till can't touch me.”

Grimshaw's face contorted with fury and frustration, and he drew back histentacle of magic asone
would pull back from the searing heet of aravenousflame. "Right you are, boy," he agreed, acrud glint
appearing in his dark, malevolent eyes as he made sure that his gift had not been damaged. "But | can
touch your companion.”

He might have attacked Caigphas again, then, but the navigation mage chose that moment to act. He
worked hisfingersinto the dirt of the forest floor and suddenly the woods around them were swept into a
frenzy. Dirt, rocks, leaves, and twigs shot up into the air, briefly forming a barrier between them and their
foes.

"Toward thelake, Tim," Caigphas bellowed.

The boy did not hesitate. He bolted into the trees with Caigphas thundering at his hedls, the two of
them whipping past low branches and darting between the thick trunks of ancient trees. Timothy chanced
aquick glance over his shoulder to be sure that Caigphas wasright behind him. The navigators diversion
would only buy them so much time before Grimshaw and his pet werein pursuit. They had to makethis
work.

Finn had spoken of Lake Dwellers, and Timothy hoped they could reach that settlement before the
Constable caught up to them.

"Fagter!" he heard Caigphas gasp behind him, and he quickened his pace, trying not to sumblein
the darkening shadows of the deep forest.

His side and face ached with each rapid-fire beat of hisheart, but it did not deter him. Infact, it
spurred him to run faster. Theriver was close. He could smdll itsrich dampnessin theair.

"Almost there, Caigphas,”" he gasped.
There came no response.

Timothy fatered and glanced behind him, peering into the darkness. But Caigphas wasn't there. He
did not want to stop, was desperate to reach safety, but he had no choice. What if hisfriend had falen,
twisted an ankle, perhaps? He had to help.

"Caigphas," he caled out, coming to afull stop. " Caigphas, where are you?' He looked about the
darkened forest for asign of hisfriend, wary for any hint of Grimshaw and the monstrous Alastor, but
saw nothing. Timothy began to dowly retrace hissteps. "Caigphas," he called again into theinfringing
darkness. "Where. .. 7"



A whigtling sound filled the air, then something struck him in the back of the head, knocking him to
the ground. Six figures suddenly emerged from the shadows, converging upon him. Hetried to stand, but
dropped back to his knees, overcome by a sickening dizziness.

"You'l stay down, freak, if you know what's good for you," said avoice dripping with malice.

One of them rushed at him and launched a savage kick to his side that sent Timothy sprawling to the
damp forest floor yet again. Hisinjured ribs seared with such pain that he nearly passed out, but he
struggled to hang on, to stay conscious.

The shapes|loomed over him now, their features clouded in the shadows of night. Timaothy lay on the
ground, aching so badly that it felt asif hisentire body were one enormousinjury.

"Cagphas," hesaid again.

"Don't worry, little one," said another coarse voice. "The navigator isjust fine. In fact he's degping
quite soundly”

They dl beganto laugh.

And then he heard the voice, unmistakablein its maevolence and crudty. "Do you have him?*
Grimshaw.

"Of course, Congtable,”" said one of the six. "And we didn't hurt him very much, just as you asked.”

"That isbest for al of you," Grimshaw snarled as he emerged from the treesto join the assailants.
"For itisnot | who wishesthe boy to remain unharmed, but the master.”

"The master,” hissed one of the attackers. "Y es. All praise and glory to Alhazred.”

Timothy could fight the pain no longer, and the darkness pulled him into oblivion, the name of his
enemies master echoing through hismind . .. the master who was supposed to have been dead for over a
century.

Alhazred.

Shortly after dawn, Edgar flew abovethe Y arrith Forest, keen avian eyes searching through the
breaksin the trees below for asign that Timothy and Caigphas were till dive. He had yet to find
anything to give him hope, but Y arrith was a very big place, and he would not give up until he had
searched every inch.

Feeling aneed to rest hiswings, Edgar dropped down into the thick woods and perched upon the
branch of an ancient and gnarled tree. He fluttered hiswings, shaking the aches of hislong journey from
hismuscles. A short rest will do me good, the familiar thought as he peered about.

Y arrith was more than abit creepy, the bird determined, as he heard strange sounds rising from
shadows below him. | need to he careful, he mused, winding up in the stomach of some wild beast
won't do Timothy and Caiaphas any good.

Something moved in the brush below, and Edgar cawed loudly to frighten it off. With acrackle of
twigs and aswaying of branches, it hurried away. There came another sound, right behind it. At first
Edgar mistook it as the soft whispering of the wind through the leaves, but then he redlized the sound was
coming from nearby. Investigating, he found alarge hole in the body of the tree on which he perched. The



sound was coming from the darkness of that hole.

Edgar sprang back, prepared to defend himself with beak and talon if necessary, but something told
him that wasn't going to be the case. Hetilted hishead inquigtively.

"Hello?" he asked, and from insde the hole, he heard the rustle of feathers, and caught the smell of
something incredibly ancient wafting out from within.

At firgt he glimpsed only itslarge, round eyes, covered in aglistening milky sheen. The orbsfloated
in the darkness of the hollow in the tree as though there were nothing more to the creature but eyes.
Then, after amoment, it emerged, an owl more ancient than any Edgar had ever seen. It wastwice his
sze, faded feathers speckled white and brown.

Edgar searched his memory for the language of the owl. It had been quite some time since hed had
to spesk the didect. "Good morning to you, revered owl," he said, hoping that he remembered all the
pronunciations correctly. He didn't want to insult the great old bird.

The owl studied him with hislarge, cataract-covered eyes. "Why have you awakened me, rook?" he
asked in aquavering voice that sounded as old as he looked.

"1 meant no disrespect. | did not know that you dept within thistree," Edgar told the owl. "I've
stopped only to rest my wings before continuing on with my misson.”

The owl consdered hiswords. "Misson?' Owlswere an extremely curiousrace. "What sort of
misson?'
"l am afamiliar in search of hismagter,” the black bird explained. "The sky carriage hewasriding in

was attacked two days past, and | believe that he and the carriage's navigator fell from the craft
somewhere in these vast woods. Perhaps you know something of this?"

"A sky carriage attacked, you say?' the old bird asked as he gazed off into the great woods around
them. "Let me see” hemused aoud. " Sometimesit is difficult to remember. At my age, thingshavea
tendency to dip easily away. | do seem to remember something about two strangers to these woods, but
I'm afraid littledse.”

Edgar cocked his head to one side, feathers ruffling. Strangers did not necessarily mean Timothy and
Caigphas, but it was possible. And if so, it would mean that they were dive.

"Might you know, venerable one, if they had suffered any injuries? Or can you give meahint asto
where they could now be?"

The great owl dowly shook hishead. "I am truly sorry, rook, but the years have robbed me of

Edgar felt hisbody grow dack with disappointment. "That's dl right, good owl. At least you have
given me some hopethat | may yet find them both well."

Heknew it wastimeto be on hisway. If these strangers to the forest were indeed hisfriends, he
could at least narrow the areaof his search. "Many thanksto you for your time and for this resting place,”
he said with abow. "I take leave of you now, for thereis still much of the Y arrith Forest I eft to search.”

"l remember that | fed upon fireweasd last night.”

Edgar furled hiswings, not sure how to respond to the owl's bizarre statement. "Excdllent,” he



replied. "Perhgpsthis evening you'll feast upon squirrdl, but now | must be off and—"

The owl ruffled his ancient feathersin annoyance. ™Y ou misunderstand me, rook. | fed upon thefire
weasd asit was sartled from its hiding place.

Edgar raised his beak and stared, still unsure of the old bird's purpose. "Go on," he urged.

"There was a commotion in the woods yesterday; the dwellerswho live by the lake captured two, |
believe. Y es, there were two of them.”

Edgar stared at the owl. "These Lake Dwédllers, are they hogtile? Do you have any ideawhere the
strangers would have been taken? Or how long ago it was when they were taken captive?'

The owl considered the many questions, then turned and headed back to hishomein the tree.
"Please, old one," Edgar begged. "Can't you tdl me anything more about last night?"

"Yes," the ancient bird said, his head turning dmost completely around to gaze at the rook. "Yes|
can. Thefireweasd, it wastruly delicious.”

Cassandrarapped lightly on the heavy wooden door to Leander Maddox's living quarters. Each
time she visited him she found the poor mage in worse shape than the last. The hedlers were baffled,
treating the man with specia herb drinksto help boost his strength, but other than that, they could do
nothing.

She was about to knock again, fearing that she had not been heard, when the door suddenly opened
acrack and apae face warily peered out from the darkness within.

"What isit?' Carlyle asked in a perturbed hiss. He saw that the visitor was Cassandra, and histone
dramaticaly changed. "Ah, Mistress Nicodemus. What may | do for you?'

The Grandmaster's assistant looked tired, large black circles under his eyesfrom lack of deep. He
may be an annoying man, shethought, but he isloyal to his employer. Carlyle had not left Leander's
sde since the Grandmaster's return.

"It isnot what you can do for me," she explained, "but what | can do for you."

He eyed her suspicioudy, dlowing the door to open alittle wider. The sitting room and bedroom
beyond werein near total darkness, illuminated only by small ghogtfire lanterns. A sickly smell mixed with
that of poultices and herbs wafted out into the hall, and Cassandra could hear Leander moaning softly in
hisdesp within.

"What isthat supposed to mean?' Carlyle asked doubtfully

"Y ou have been with Leander for days, never taking any timefor yourself. Allow meto st with the
Grandmaster. Go and have a hot meal—perhaps even abath and afew hours rest.”

"l couldn't,” he said, turning from her toward the darkness of the other room where Leander lay.
"What if he needsme? What if he calls my name and | am not here?'

"Then | shdl send someoneto find you," she reassured him. "Do not worry, the Grandmeaster will be
in good hands while you replenish your strength.”

Carlyle looked back to her and she could see that his resolve was crumbling. Days without proper
rest and food had taken their toll.



"Youll comefind meif he should spesk my name?’

Cassandra nodded. "Immediately. Now go, take care of yourself so that you may better take care
of him."

He alowed the door into the Grandmaster's quarters to open wider. "Y es, that's exactly what I'm
doing,” Carlylesaid. "I'm taking care of mysdlf sothat | can best seeto hisneeds. Yes, that'sit.” He
smiled tiredly, stepping out into the hall and gesturing for Cassandrato enter the room.

The Grandmaster's ass stant suddenly tripped over nothing, catching himsalf on the doorway.
Cassandra's eyes grew large as she watched the man recover. Carlyle looked about the hall,
embarrassed.

"I'm o tired that | am tripping over my own feet," he said with a nervous chuckle. "Perhapsitisa
good thing that you have cometo relieve me."

He smiled at her then and started to leave, only to stop and return. Cassandra had begun to close
the door, and he reached out to stop it with his hand.

"Yes, Calyle?' shesad.

"I'll bein the kitchen having abit of supper, and then | am going to retire to my room to wash up and
rest for afew hours.”

"Very good,” she said, humoring him. "I assure you, hell befine. Go."
Cassandraat last closed the door on the man, pressing her back againgt it with aheavy sigh.
"l was certain he would suspect when hetripped,” she said aoud, looking about the sitting room.

"He moved into my path as | was attempting to pass by him," Ivar replied, the colors upon hisflesh
changing so that he could be seen. "1 do not think he suspected anything other than his own clumsiness.”

"And we can be thankful for that,” Cassandra said, moving away from the door and toward the
interior bedroom where Leander was recuperating.

"Heisveryill," Ivar said flatly. "Theair reeks of sickness."

"The hedlers are doing the best they can,”" she explained. "But | fear that there is something far more
deadly thanillnessat work here."

During avist she had paid the Grandmaster the previous night, Leander had briefly awakened from
afitful deep, eyeswidein terror. Carlyle had been out of the room following up on some parliamentary
business, and she had tried to comfort Leander, but he seemed to be firmly in the grasp of some horrific
nightmare, thrashing about in his bed, raving about things hiding in the darkness—about a voracious evil

living among them.

She susgpected that he was trying to tell her something, and had tried to encourage him to explain,
but Carlyle had returned and the Grandmaster had immediatdly fallen silent, dipping again into arestless
deep. It was then that she decided she must return, accompanied by Ivar. Together she hoped they might
make sense of Leander's ravings.

Now they entered the gloomy room together. Dim ghostfire lamps burned in wall sconcesand ona
dresser across from the archmage's bed. Thick curtains had been pulled across the windows, closing the



aling Grandmaster away in acocoon of twilight.

Approaching the bed, Cassandrawas disturbed at how small the mage appeared beneath the
covers, dmog asif whatever ailed him were somehow stealing away hissize. Leander was deeping
fitfully, his head tossing Sdeto sde. Cassandrareached down and took hold of hislarge hand, giving it a
gentle squeeze.

"Shhhh, it'sdl right," she said softly, leaning close so that he could hear. ™Y ou're not dlone. Don't
worry."

Roused by her voice, Grandmaster Maddox opened his eyes. "Cassandra?’ he said, looking about
the darkened room. "Ivar?' The sickly mage attempted to Sit up, but Cassandra put a hand on his chest
and easily pushed him back down.

"Rdax, Leander," shetold him. "Were here—were both here."
Ivar had now joined her, standing slently at their friend's bedside.

The Grandmaster |ooked about the room, eyeswild. "Not sure how much timel have" he said,
breathlesdy. "It's so hard to fight... so hard. Must try ... try to explain, but haven't... the strength.”

The Asurareached down and laid a pae hand upon Leander's feverish brow. "Then wewill lend
you some of ours.”

Leander's breathing grew ragged and quick, asif he wasfighting something that they could not see.
Cassandrahdd his hand moretightly, willing her strength into him.

"Whiledoing ... research ... about Toranah ... | found something . .. something .. . hidden away...."
The Grandmaster began to tremble, hisbody horribly rigid.
"What did you find?" Ivar encouraged him.

The Grandmaster looked at them, histired eyesbulging asif hewas afraid. Terribly, terribly afraid.
"Down in the darkness," he croaked. "Hidden ... hidden down in the darkness ..."

The room was suddenly, brilliantly illuminated as the ghogtfire within the lantern on the dresser flared,
tripled in brightness, and shattered the spell-glass that contained it.

Cassandra gasped as the room darkened once more.

"Down in the shadows," Leander repested, his voice growing weaker. "Hidden, down in the dark ...
something evil."

A spdl of illumination left her lips, and Cassandrals hand began to glow with asoft yellow light.

"Heisunconscious again,” Ivar said to her, and she noticed that the black patterns upon the Asuras
flesh were moving about. Timothy once had explained that this happened when the warrior sensed
danger.

"What do you think he meant?' she asked, staring down at the burly mage who had become afriend
aswdl as her mentor. "Hidden down in the darkness. What's hidden—and where?!

Ivar removed his hand from the Grandmaster's brow.



"Thewhat ill remainsto be determined,” the Asurasaid as he studied the broken, jagged pieces of
the ghogtfire lantern that now Uttered the bedroom floor. "The where, however, | fed is closer than we

imagined.”
"Thenwhere, lvar?' Cassandraasked, her hand still burning like aminiature sar, dispelling the
gloom that tried to engulf them.

"Itishere” the Asurasaid, hisdark gaze piercing her. "Somewherein SkyHaven."
Chapter Eight
Timothy awoke to the stink of something awful.

Careful not to let anyone know that he had regained consciousness, he examined through ditted
eyelids his surroundings. There were dwellings on the shore of the lake and othersthat were on gilts out
in the water. He and Caigphas were in amakeshift cage above the water. The cage hung by athick rope
from abeam that stretched between two of the structures on stilts. He was lying on hisside and, from
between the wooden dats of the cage, he could see three figures below him cleaning fish in the shalows
near the shore of thelake. They werelarge, ugly fish with gleaming black scaes and large, jagged fins
that ran the length of their bodies, al the way to their widetailfins. The horrible smdll was coming from
these grotesque fish as they were cut open and their insides tossed into the water.

The Lake Dwellers appeared to be ardatively primitive group, dressed in rough clothing that
seemed to be made from the skins of whatever they could catch from the lake, and the woods beyond.

He opened his eyeswider now that he knew he was not being directly observed. Still, he was
cautious not to move about too much. If the cage rocked, it would draw attention. Timothy craned his
neck to get a better view of his surroundings. The village was acluster of boxy wooden structures that sat
upon thick wooden pillars above the surface of the lake. Platforms connected the dwellings, creating a
network of wooden plank pathways high above the water. He was surprised by how unpolished
everything seemed, and guessed that the use of magic herewasminimd.

A low, throaty moan came from behind him. Timothy could not turn toward his companion without
setting the cage in gentle motion and perhaps drawing attention, but he did twist his head abit, hoping to
get even aperipherd glimpse.

"Caigphas, istha you?" he whispered.

"Yes, Timothy," the navigation magereplied. "Are you well? Did you sustain any injuriesin the
attack upon us?"

Timothy wiggled abit to seeif anything hurt, and redlized that his hands were bound behind his back
with rope. His side still ached and the scratches on hisface burned, and he had abit of a headache from
where he had been struck on the back of his head, but other than that, he seemed to befine.

“I'madl right," he answered. "And you?'
Timothy heard asharp intake of air from the navigator that told him Caigphas hadn't been so lucky.

"They haveinjured my hands," he explained. "1 think ... | think that some of my fingers have been
broken."

"To stop you cadting levitation spdlls,” Timothy said, asick feding settling into his somach. The
Lake Dwdlers might be primitive, but they were not stupid. He grimaced and stared at the workers



below asthey cleaned and skinned the ugly lakefish.

"l could cast spells,”" Caigphas explained, "but without the use of my fingers there would be no way
to guarantee control, and | could injure mysdlf, or cause the cage to fall, endangering us both. I'm sorry,
Timothy, but escape does not gppear to be in our imminent future.”

One of the workers below suddenly yelped in pain, and Timothy looked out to see that he had cut
himsdf badly on the jagged finsthat ran aong the back of one of those ugly fish. The worker grumbled
beneath his bresth, plunging his wounded hand into the bloody water to clean out the gash asthe others
laughed at hisclumsiness.

"That'sdl right, Caigphas," he said, ill watching the workersintently. "Well just haveto come up
with another way out."

The worker who had injured his hand paused in examining hiswound and glanced upward. He had
heard their voices. Timothy cursed silently and tried to pretend he was still unconscious, but it did not fool
the man.

"Awake at last," the worker said.

Neither Timothy nor Caigphas replied, so the man splashed through the water to shore. Reaching
land, he climbed aladder to awooden platform and disappeared into one of the larger buildings.

It was useless now to pretend he was not awake, so Timothy turned his attention to the sight of
multiple boats being paddled upon the vast |ake. He watched with interest as those in the boats spread
their hands before them and cast spdllsthat wove nets of crackling energy that spread across the water.
The Lake Dwelers may not have used magic for al things, Timothy observed, but they did useit to catch
their food. He thought it was quite interesting how the importance of magic differed from cultureto
culture upon Terra. He had little time to pursue such interesting thoughts, however, for in that moment a
figure emerged from the building where the injured worker had gone.

Grimshaw.

The Congtable stood outside the structure, ebony cloak billowing in the breeze from the lake.
Timothy could see the stump where hisarm had been bitten off by Verlis, but there was no sign of the
tentacle-like magica arm that had replaced it. The cat-creature stood at Grimshaw's Side, tipping its nose
to thear and sniffing the wind. Two Lake Dwellers, one the injured worker, emerged from the building
behind Grimshaw, and the three descended the ladder to the shore.

"Good morning to you, young sr," Grimshaw called out to Timothy pleasantly.
"Heisavileman," Caagphas sniffed as he shifted hisweight and caused the cage to sway.

"Y ou've taken the words right out of my mouth,” Timothy agreed. He managed to rise to hisknees,
hands still bound behind his back.

"What are you up to, Grimshaw?" he asked defiantly. "What use are we as captives? | demand to
know what you intend to do with us."

Grimshaw's barking laugh echoed out over the lake. ™Y ou demand to know?" he repested as he
regained control of himself. "Y our insolence amuses me, freek.”

Timothy winced at the word. No matter how many timesit was used againgt him, he could not deny
itshurtful power.



"If it were up to me, we would not be having this discussion right now, for you would most certainly
be dead," Grimshaw said. Alastor had jumped to the ground and now padded out into the shallows as
though it had little interest in their exchange.

"My master wantsyou dive," the Constable continued with anasty smile, "as a precautionary
measure. He seemsto think that you might prove useful... can you imagine that? Timothy Cade, freak of
neture, useful.”

Master, Timothy thought. Then he remembered the words of the Lake Dwellers who had captured
him, what he had heard them say as held lost consciousness. The name. Alhazred. It made no senseto
him. Even if Alhazred was dive—which in itsef seemed impossible—he had no ideawhat that ancient
mage could want with him. Y et what if Alhazred was aso the mysterious master Grimshaw referred to?
Certainly amage as powerful as Alhazred would have many dlies, many followers. The Lake Dwedlers
were belligerent and crue, just the sort who would associate with Alhazred. And Grimshaw ... hewas
truly evil. Timothy shuddered & the thought that the cunning, merciless Alhazred might ill bedive.

"Your master, Congtable?' hesaid. "Y ou mean Alhazred?"

Hesad it casudly, asthough it meant nothing. He spoke as though it were afact instead of Smply a
guess

The Congtable was visibly taken aback by his question. Grimshaw glared at the men beside him. It
was obvious they had thought him unconscious when one of them mentioned Alhazred, but Timothy was
sure the Constable would make whoever had spoken pay for that mistake. When Grimshaw looked
back at Timothy, he had recovered, and his expresson wasfull of ridicule.

"Areyou insane, boy?" he scoffed. "Alhazred has been dead for well over ahundred years.”

The Lake Dwedler beside Grimshaw eyed him with wide, fear-filled eyes as the Congtable remained
eerily dlent. Alastor hissed, charging out into the water toward them and crouching on his haunches as
though to legp up at the cage. Grimshaw raised his one hand and snapped hisfingersloudly, bringing the
animal to an abrupt stop. It turned to look at him.

"Return to me," the Constable commanded, and Alastor hissed ferocioudy asit eyed the prisoners
before obeying its master and dinking back to hisside. Timothy wasn't sureif he had ever seen an animal
quite asfrightening.

"For now, your lives are perceived as having some value," Grimshaw said testily "But perceptions
change." The Constable pulled his ebony cloak about him and turned to leave. "When the time comes,
Timothy Cade, | will be the one who ends your worthless life—of that, you can be certain.”

Timothy watched the man as he departed, climbing aladder and then striding across awooden
wakway to the largest of the structures built on those pylons above the lake. When the boy was sure
they would not be overheard, he turned to Caiaphas.

"How would you fed about getting away from this place tonight?'

Night had falen, and akind of celebration was going oninthevillage. Torchlight illuminated the
entire encampment, and music drifted with the cool evening breeze coming down from the forest hills.

"I'm curious what they're celebrating,” Caigphas said as he shifted his position to get comfortable.

"Perhaps they had a successful day on thelake," Timothy suggested. "Or maybe they're celebrating
our capture.”



"Doyou redly believethat Alhazred isalive?' Caigphas asked.

"l don't want to, but | heard what | heard. One of the men who captured us said he was their
master. And you saw Grimshaw's reaction.”

"Yes," the navigation mage replied. "Hewas not at al pleased. Maybeit istrue. For the sake of the
world, I hopeitisnot. Most mages till believe Alhazred was agreat man, but if even haf of the stories
about him are true, he was a mongter.”

They were quiet for severd minutes after that, neither knowing what more to say about thistroubling
news. Timothy heard afant grumbling coming from Caigphass somach.

"Pardon me," the navigator said. "Buit it has been quite sometime since last we ate. My belly is
telling me that amedl islong past due.”

"I've been wondering that mysdlf," Timothy said. "In fact, amed will play abig part in how we
manage to escape.”

"A med?" Caigphas echoed in disbdlief. "How will feeding us—"
"Trust me," Timothy said. "If were lucky, we may be free soon."”
"And if we are not?' Caiagphas asked.

"Let'spray weare."

Timothy wasthefirst to notice the two shapes coming toward them in the distance. The two men
were coming from the direction of the celebration, and one was holding two plates. "I hopethisiswhat |
think itis" he said in an excited whisper.

"And sodo|," Cagphas agreed. "Even though | haven't the dightest ideawhat you're up to, I'm till
rather hungry."

Timothy watched eagerly as the two men approached the shore and waded out toward them. The
one who wasn't holding plates had brought along aladder that he balanced againgt the side of their cage.

"Arewe famished?' asked the man holding their supper. "If | had my way, you'd not be sharing the
wedlth of our bounty thisnight," he growled, starting up the ladder, one plate atop the other. Hewas an
ugly man, covered in filth, and Timothy could not help but wonder when he had last bathed.

When he reached the cage, the filthy man leaned into the ladder and used his free hand to work the
knot that held the door in place. "1t'd be moss soup for yaif it was up to me," he spat as he pulled the
door open. "Thismed istoo good for the likes of prisoners.”

He st the plates down inside the cage and Timothy nearly yelped with joy, but managed to contain
his outburst. They had been given fish to eet, the same disgusting fish that he had watched being cleaned
in the lake below them.

"Thank you, good gr,” Timothy said. ™Y our kindness overwhdmsme.”
The man growled, damming the door closed and retying the rope.

"Wait," Timothy called, struggling to hisknees. "Won't you undo our hands so that we can eat
properly?' he asked.



"Eat like dogs,” the man said, and laughed crudly. "If you are hungry enough, you'l find away
without the use of your hands."

He climbed down the ladder, laughing the entire time. They took down the ladder and soon both
men were laughing as they splashed their way to shore, and headed back into the village to continue their
celebration.

For amoment Timothy wondered about Grimshaw, and if he was participating. Heredly didn't
seem like the celebrating type.

"l guesswe should fed lucky that they decided to feed us," Caigphas said, distracting the boy from
histhoughts.

"Wearevery lucky," Timothy told him, eyeing their medls. "They did exactly as| hoped.”

Calgphas chuckled, shaking his head in mock confusion. " Perhaps now you will explain to me what
itisthat you wereimplying eaxlier.”

"Watching the Lake Dwedllerstoday, | gathered that alarge portion of their diet would consist of fish,
and that if they fed us, we would likely be eating fish aswell."

"Continue," the navigator prodded.
"Wadll, asyou can see, | was correct.”

They both again looked at their meals. The twin fish were hot, and charred from being cooked over
aroaring fire. Steam drifted up from the plates.

"l wasn't sure how they would prepare them,” Timothy said. "But as| watched them clean their
catch thismorning, | noticed that it wastheir custom not to remove the sharp fins that run down the length
of thefish."

Caigphas|ooked at him, and Timothy could tell that he till did not understand.

"They leave the fin on, Caiaphas,” he said, stressing hisevery word. " A fin that is extremely
sharp—almost knifelike."

Timothy moved himself around so that the plate was behind him.
"What are you doing?" Caiaphas asked as the boy leaned backward toward the plate.

He could fed the hot flesh of the fish beneath hisfingers and he carefully began to move his bound
wrists so that the fish's razor-sharp dorsal fin would be between them. It took sometime, but his
persistence was rewarded, and Timothy managed to sever theropetied to hiswrists.

With agrin he held the pieces of the rope up for his companion to see. Caigphas watched in
disbdlief as Timothy picked through the remains of their medl, retrieving the fin that was il attached to
thefish'sspine.

"They followed their customs, Caigphas,” the boy said. "They're not used to having prisoners, except
inthar fishing nets™

"Timothy Cade, you aretruly an amazing individud," the navigation mage said as the boy went to
work cutting hisrestraints. "'I am honored to be acquainted with you."



Timothy sawed through Caigphassropesin haf the timeit took him to do his own, now that he
could see what he was doing. When he finished, the navigation mage dowly brought hisfingers up to look
at them.

"Arethey broken?' Timothy asked.
Caigphas nodded. "Some, I'm afraid. | will not be much help to you in this escape.”

The music from the village had grown softer, and it seemed to Timothy that the fires burned alittle
less brightly. They didn't have amoment to spare. If they were going to flee this place, they had to do it at
once. Timothy immediately went to work on the door, the fish fin cutting through the rope that held it with
ease.

"You gofirg," he said to Caigphas as he pushed the door open. "I'll help you down."

The navigator moved toward the door and began to dip over the edge of the cage. Timothy grabbed
hold of hiswrigts, using dl hisstrength to dlow the man to gradudly lower himsdlf toward the shallow
lake water below. When Timothy could hold him no longer, helet go of Caigphasswrists and the mage
gplashed down into the thigh-high water.

They both paused, listening for any sign of darm from the Lake Dwellers, but there was no
response.

"Comeon, Timothy," Caigphas urged, and the boy lowered himself from their hanging prison to land
in the cold water besde hisfriend.

"And now?" Caigphas asked as they moved up onto the shore.

"We get away from here,” Timothy said, diding into apocket in his pantsthe fish fin knife that had
given them their freedom.

They ran toward the darkness of the woods. "And once we are away? Do you have any ideawhere
we should go?"

"I've given that some careful thought,” Timothy said asthey fled the Lake Dwellers village.

"We need to find Lord Romulus" he rasped, the very name weighing heavily upon hisheart. Finn
had told them that the region of Y arrith Forest beyond the Lake Dwellers encampment was controlled
by the Legion Nocturne, but Timothy had hoped they would be flying aboveit rather than traveling
through it on foot.

"The Grandmaster of the Legion Nocturne hates me enough that he may kill meon sight, but | also
think heis honest and true to the idedls of Parliament. He may be our only chance of escaping these
woodsdive."

Timothy was cold and growing colder by the minute.

He and Caiaphas had been walking steadily for hours. He blew warm air into his cupped hands as
he followed the navigator, each of them dert to the sounds around them in case they were pursued. They
had headed deeper into the Y arrith Forest, walking through the night, moving upward into the colder,
mountainous regionsin their search for the city that was hometo Lord Romulus and the Legion
Nocturne.

Caigphas paused and turned to face him. "Are you wel | ?"



"I'mfine" Timothy sad, trying with al hismight to keep histeeth from chattering, but not atogether
successful. "I'mjust cold.”

"Here" Cagphas said, throwing an arm around his shoulder and pulling him close. "Let me share
some of my warmth.”

The two gtarted to walk again, more dowly asthey continued side by side but still making adequate
progress through the dark woods.

"Arent you thelittlest bit cold?' Timothy asked hisfriend.

Cagphas pulled him tighter. "Not redly,” he said. Y ou must remember, as anavigation mage | must
gt out in the crudty of the dementsas| pilot my craft. My body has grown used to the variancesin
temperature. It isal part of becoming Caigphas.”

"Becoming Caigphas?' Timothy asked. "lsn't Caigphas your name?"

The navigator stopped waking for amoment, checking their surroundings before continuing. He did
thisfrom timeto time, verifying that they wereindeed moving in the proper direction.

"l gave up my name long ago,” he explained to the boy. "To be atrue navigation mage—to be
Calgphas—one must renounce one'sidentity.” He pointed to the veil that still covered the lower portion
of hisface. "It iswhy we wear theveil. Oncetheleve of Caigphasis reached within our guild, you are
forever and dways a navigator, nothing more and nothing less.”

Timothy wasin awe. There was still so much he didn't know about the world that had become his
home. "I had no idea. Did it bother you—to give up your name?’

"To be Caigphasisagreat honor," the navigation mage said, and Timothy could seethe hint of a
proud smile beneath the blue vell. "I gave away something quite smal for something much greeter.”

The farther they traveled into the higher elevations, the colder it became. Despite Caigphass efforts
to kegp him warm, Timothy found himself growing more and more uncomfortable.

"Do you have any idea how much farther we haveto go?" he asked, hugging himsdf againgt the bite
of the wind whipping through the trees.

"It'shard to say. I'm used to navigating from my perch atop a sky carriage. It's quite different from
theground.”

Timothy stamped hisfeet, attempting to bring some feeling back into his numbed gppendages. He
wasn't sure how much longer he would be able to go before the cold started to have a genuine effect
upon him, but he didn't want to think of such things. They had cometoo far for him to be brought down
by achangein temperature.

"Let'skegp going,” hetold hisfriend. "I'm warmer when I'm moving."

They taked asthey waked, mainly to take their minds off the dropping temperature. They discussed
what they would say once they were in the presence of the Nocturne Grandmaster. Lord Romulus
despised Timothy. They would need to be extremdy convincing if they had any hope of Romulus
listening, and not killing them where they stood.

They climbed higher and higher dill into the Y arrith mountains, and asif the cold weren't bad
enough, alight snow began to fal. He had never experienced winter, but knew that depending on how



quickly it fell, snow could prove quite ahindrance.
"Hold on, Timothy," Caigphas urged. "We must be very close by now."

Timothy wanted to believe him, but fatigue and bitter cold were making it difficult for himto remain
confident. The snow began to fall harder and started to collect in the crooks of the tree branches and on
the leaves scattered on the ground. He found himsalf dowing down, hislimbs growing heavier with each
step they took.

Caigphas dowed his pace, urging him to continue—to not give up. Gently, he took hold of the boy's
arm, with adamaged hand, and helped him along. Timothy was grateful, for he wasn't quite sureif he
could have done it without hisfriend's assstance.

"I've decided that | don't redlly carefor snow," Timothy said over the moan of the wind, and
Cagphas chuckled briefly asthey marched on through the accumul ating conditions.

Vishility had become nearly nonexistent, and Timothy tried, through squinted eyes, to see where
they were going. He prayed silently that they might find acave or somekind of natura shelter where they
might wait out the storm.

Timothy stopped short, attempting to focus through the swirling flakes of frozen rain.
"We must keep moving," Caigphasyeled over thewailing winds, attempting to pull him aong.

The boy pointed to aspot in the distance. "I thought | saw something. Over there, moving through
the woods."

Calgphas|ooked through the swirling snow in the direction of Timothy'sgaze. "1 don't see anything.
The sormis playing tricks on you. We must keep moving." And Timothy started to walk again, following
Cagphas— Right into the path of the crestures advancing on them through the blinding storm.

Chapter Nine

They were extremely tall beasts, with four legs and two arms, their bodies covered in heavy fur,
horns protruding from the sdes of their square heads. The monsters roared as they advanced, and
Cagphasthrew himsdf in front of Timothy to protect him from attack.

"Hold!" bellowed one of the ghastly beasts, and Timothy saw that these were not mongtersat al, but
armored soldiers on horseback—soldiers of the Legion Nocturne.

"Y ou are trespassing upon the game preserves of Lord Romulus, Grandmaster of the Legion
Nocturne," said one of the soldiers from atop his steed, his voice echoing through the metal of the helmet
hewore. "A crimethat is punishable by desth."

Thelegion drew their wegpons, even over the howl of the winds, Timothy could hear the swish of
the razor-sharp swords as they were pulled from their scabbards.

"Please," he cried over the winds. "We mean no harm. We've come seeking an audience with your
master—with Lord Romulus™

"Audience with the Grandmaster?' one of the soldiers scoffed. "Why would he spesk with the likes
of you, lad?'

Timothy moved closer so that he could be seen better. "Thisis Caigphas, navigator for the



Grandmagter of the Order of Alhazred, and | am Timothy Cade—the Un-Magician." He hated to use the
insulting title, but it was one that had stuck with him, whether heliked it or not.

"Timothy Cade?' asoldier asked, glancing around at his brethren.
"He saysthat heisthe Un-Magician,” said another.

Thelead soldier moved his horse closer to the boy, the anima's large head mere inchesfrom
Timothy'sface.

"If you are lying to us, boy," he growled, "well feed you both to our horses.”

The great beast snorted, and Timothy felt the warmth of its powerful exhaation on hisface, but he
did not flinch or move away.

"I'mtelling thetruth," hesaid. "I am Timothy Cade, and | need to speak with Romulusright away.
Livesdepend uponit.”

"Yes" sad oneof the soldiers, grinning. ™Y ours."

With those words, the horsemen reared back upon their powerful steeds and began to turn. All save
two of them, who spurred their mounts toward Timothy and Caigphas. They had no chanceto react,
never mind object, as powerful arms pulled them up to sit behind the two riders. They were forced to
hold on for dear life asthey galoped at abreakneck pace through the woods.

The storm seemed to be lightening a bit, and from his place at the back of the steed he saw Lord
Romuluss city coming into view in the distance.

Caiaphas was right, he thought. They hadn't been that far away, but the question till remained:
Would they have made it to their destination in the snowstorm? Timothy wasn't sure, but he was grateful
that Lord Romuluss guards had stumbled across them when they had.

He had heard the name of Romulus's city mentioned once or twice before, and searched hismind
for it asthe place came more clearly into view. It was awesome to behold, avast, sprawling empire,
seemingly built onto the side of amountain. From what he could discern, the structures were made
entirely from stone, ydlow lights burning in many of the windows, and Timothy wondered if they were
lanterns of ghogtfire that he was seeing. And then he remembered the city's name.

Twilight.

Up awinding path toward an enormous stone bridge that spanned a yawning chasm, they rode,
gdloping toward the great gates that began to open wide in welcome for the patrol's return.

The horses came to a sudden stop in a courtyard, multiple sentries dl adorned in fur and armor
converging on them.

"Inform Lord Romulus that we have brought Timothy Cade, the Un-Magician, and that he requests
an audience," the captain of the patrol proclaimed.

Two of the sentries bowed their heads and were gone in a flash with the message. Timothy was
hel ped down from the steed by the captain, and directed toward alarge door in the face of animposing
gructure of gleaming black stone.

"That way," the captain of the guard said, placing a gauntleted hand againgt the back of hishead and



pushing. Timothy turned to scowl at the man.

"Lord Romulus hatesto be kept waiting,” the soldier said. "And if you are who you clamto be, he
will be mogt anxiousto pesk with you."

Caigphasjoined him, and the two walked toward the impressive door, which swung open as they
approached. There was another armored guard waiting on the other sde, and he directed them down a
long passage with the point of his sword. The Legion Nocturne was rare among the guilds of Parliament
in that they forged their own wesgpons and hunted without magic. It was their tradition. Somehow
Timothy felt he understood them more than he did other guilds, and yet he feared them more aswell.

Timothy had started to regain the feding in hisfeet and hands, and despite the uncertainty of their
Situation, was quite pleased to be out of the cold. At the end of the stone passage, another sentry awaited
them. The man was huge, clad in heavy armor, and he stood with such unwavering attentivenessthat he
could have been some sort of intricate sculpture.

"Who seeks passage into the chambers of the lord and master of the Legion Nocturne?' the guard
growled, his booming voice reverberating off the walls of the stone passage in which they stood.

"Timothy Cade and Caigphas" he answered nervoudy, uncertain if the fearsome sentry would alow
them entry.

The armored sentind turned his awesome bulk to face the metal studded door. Heraised a
gauntleted fist and pounded three times upon it.

THOOM! THOOM! THOOM!

"Who seeks passage into my chambers?' came an equaly fearsome voice from the other side of the
door.

"It is Timothy Cade and a Caigphas,”" the guard said.
There was slence that seemed to last for an eternity, and then at last the reply came.

"Grant them access,” the voice on the other side proclaimed, and the sentry pushed open the great
door with agrunt and bid them enter the hall beyond.

"Heiswaiting," the sentry said asthey stepped into the room, and he closed the door behind them.

The room was huge. Its wood-beamed ceiling was at least thirty feet above Timothy's head. On
every exposed inch of wall there hung the head of an animd, many of them with large, curved horns. He
presumed they were locd creaturesfrom the forest of Y arrith.

An enormous fireplace, constructed to form the face of afearsome, screaming beast, stood across
the room, afireroaring in its maw. Timothy could fed the comforting warmth of the flamesand had to
fight the urge to He down on the floor and go to deep.

"It isyou," said avoice from the other side of the room, and he and Caigphas turned to seethe grim
visage of Lord Romulus. The mage stood up from alarge, high-backed chair that could very well have
been considered athrone.

Timothy had forgotten how large the Nocturne Grandmaster was. He was even bigger than the
sentry that had allowed them accessinto the room, and Timothy had thought that man gigantic. Lord
Romulus was nearly ninefeet tall, and three and a haf feet broad at the shoulders. He was clad in armor



of gleaming black, acape of gray fur hanging from his broad shouldersto the ground. Upon his head was
the ever-present helmet that concealed al the man's features except for his eyes.

The Grandmaster came toward them, crossing the great room in three strides.
"How dare you come here?' Lord Romulus growled. "To my fores—to my home?'

Caigphas stepped forward asif to shield Timothy from hiswrath. " Greetings and many thanksto
you, my Lord," he said with adow bow of hishead. "Y our hospitality is greatly appreciated this cold and

gormy day."

"| should have let the storm take you," Lord Romulus snarled, looking past the navigator to glare at
Timothy. "Should have let it take you both.”

Timothy guessed that the Grandmaster of the Legion Nocturnewas till abit upset from the last time
they had seen each other. The boy had used his unique ability to cancel out the Grandmaster'smagicin
front of the entire Parliament of Mages. It had been completely necessary, but Timothy could understand
why Romuluswas il perturbed.

"But you didn't,” Timothy said, stepping up to stand beside Caigphas. "And for that, we thank you—
| thank you with all my heart." He placed a hand, still trembling from the cold, upon his chest.

Romulus said nothing, choosing to only growl before abruptly turning away from them to pace about
the great room.

"l have heard recent reports that you were missing and presumed to be dead,” the Grandmaster
sad. He spun around again to face them, his eyes blazing from within his horned helmet. "How easy it
would be—and, might | add, quite pleasurable— to make those reports aredlity.”

Timothy said nothing, depending on hisfaith that Romulus was primarily an honorable man and not a
murderous mongter like Nicodemus and Constable Grimshaw.

"Why do you continue to plague me, boy?' the massive warrior asked, clenching and unclenching his
powerful hands, which were covered in studded black gloves. "The world has changed far too much
since you have been in it—and there is nothing I'd like more than to forget that you exist."

Timothy swallowed hard before speaking. "We've cometo ask for your help.”
Romulus laughed, but there waslittle humor init. "Y ou're asking me to help you?'
"Not only for ourselves, but for Parliament, and quite possibly for dl of Terra, aswell.”

The Grandmaster tilted his helmeted head to one sde quizzically. "What nonsense are you spesking,
Cade?'

"It'snot nonsense,”" Timothy said. "Doubtless you're awvare of the expedition to Toranah, and the
efforts of Parliament to mine Maleum from the ground there to make unbreakable armor and wespons,
to prepare for an invasion from Draconae.”

"Aninvason| am gill unconvinced will ever come," Romulus scoffed.

Timothy sghed. "Y ou say that, but | don't believe you meanit. Y ou have seen Verlisand hisfamily,
his clan. Y ou have heard the stories of the violence and oppression on Draconage, and the evil of Raptus.
The Wurm on Draconae are working tirelesdy to tear down Alhazred's Divide, and they mean to



daughter dl of Parliament aswell asdl of their kin who escaped their tyranny. Likeit or not, Lord
Romulus, you and Verlis share the same enemy.

"Regardless, a the moment, there is another enemy who threatensusdl. Whilein Toranah,
Grandmaster Maddox fell ill. Days ago Caigphas and | were transporting him back to Arcanum. He had
been behaving ... srangdly. Bdligerently And then hefell ill. But on the journey home, hetried to kill us."

Romulus pulled hisfur cloak tighter about his body as he moved closer. "Maddox tried to kill you?'

"l believe it was Leander in body only. It was asif hewas no longer in control of himsef-—amost
asif something had taken possession of him." The memory of the horrible event chilled him more than the
sorm raging outside Twilight.

Romulus grew slent, moving past them to return to hisgreat seat. "Sit by me," he ingtructed them,
gesturing to pillows that had been laid upon the floor in front of the chair.

Timothy and Caigphas complied instantly. The boy was week with relief at the redlization that Lord
Romulus might hate him, but did not consder him aliar.

"Obvioudy you escaped,” Lord Romulus continued as he lowered his massive, armored body into
the chair.

"Barely,” Timothy said, making hims=lf comfortable upon the cushions. Hisribs still ached, but the
pain was starting to lessen.

The scratches on his cheek had stung him before the cold weather had numbed hisface. Now the
warmth of the fire reminded him of the claws of Alastor. He realized how extremely tired hewas, his
body overjoyed by the opportunity to sit. "We were thrown from our sky carriage into the Y arrith
Forest, and were lucky not to bekilled."

"That was days ago. Where have you been since then?' Romulus asked. There was a bronze goblet
and pitcher upon a pedestal by the Grandmaster's chair and he hel ped himsalf to some refreshment. This
served only to remind Timothy how long it had been since they'd last had any food or drink.

"We spent some time with the Children of Karthagia," he explained.

"Truly?' Romulus asked, taking asip of hisdrink. "The Children usudly do not concern themselves
with matters that occur outside their ziggurats. How did they react to your tale of impending doom?’

Timothy's ssomach growled noisly. "Excuse me," he said, embarrassed, before continuing. "Wedid
not yet know the extent of this danger, for we had yet to be attacked by Constable Grimshaw and his
monstrous besst.”

Romulus paused mid drink. " Constable Grimshaw?" he said. "But he has been reported missing,
included amongst the mages no one can seem to locate.”

"Exactly,” Timothy said. "He and the Lake Dwellers—who we mistakenly believed might help us get
back to Arcanum—held us captive by the command of..." He paused, reluctant to continue for fear that
he would not be believed.

Lord Romulus leaned forward on his seat, setting his goblet down on the side table. The red eyes
within his hemet seemed to glow brightly in the ghodtfirelight. "Under whose command?!

Timothy glanced a Caigphas, not certain if he should continue. But the navigation mage nodded,



urging him on. The boy took adeep bresth.
"Asimpossible asit seems, we heard them speak of Alhazred.”

The Grandmaster of the Legion Nocturne rose quickly from his chair. "Alhazred?" he questioned.
"Areyou certain that you heard correctly?

"1 heard the name spoken aswell," Caigphas announced. "It isindeed Alhazred that Constable
Grimshaw and the Lake Dwellers serve.™

Romulus began to breathe deeply, as though afire of rage burned within him. He sounded to
Timothy like one of the horses hisforest soldiers rode. The mage strode away from them, hisfur cape
flowing behind him. "How isthis possible?' he muttered benesth his breath.

Then he paused and nodded dowly. "And yet, it would explain so much of the recent troublesin
Arcanum.”

Timothy stood up from the pillow and approached the enormous mage. "Y ou believe us?'

Romulus looked down upon the boy with burning eyes. "Though it pains me to Side with the likes of
you, inlight of recent events| am left with little dternative.”

Timothy actudly found himsef smiling a the fearsome countenance of Lord Romulus. " Then youll
help us?'

"Youwill stay heretonight in my great hall and know the hospitality of the Legion Nocturne. In the
morning you will be given horses to make your way back to Arcanum.”

And with those words, the Grandmaster abruptly turned and strode toward the room's exit. "But
now, | must think upon what you have told me, and ponder the fate of my people, my guild, and quite

possibly my world."

Blending with the surroundings of SkyHaven'svast halways and corridors, Ivar searched for further
evidence of the evil that Leander Maddox had accidentally uncovered. The servants and employees of
thisvad,, floating fortress went about their business, totally unaware that he was among them. He listened
to their whispered gossip, and watched as some shirked their responsibilities when they believed
themsalvesto betruly done.

Ivar imagined the look of absolute terror that would have appeared on their facesif he had allowed
himsdlf to be seen. But hewould not alow thisto occur. Cassandra had entrusted him with this most
important mission, and he did not wish to disgppoint the young Grandmeagter in training.

Intheraving of hisillness, Leander said that he had been researching Torah'nah, when he had found
something—something evil. Now Ivar moved down a darkened corridor toward a storage compartment
where older records and documents pertaining to the business of Parliament were stored. He was certain
that Leander would have looked here for the sort of information that he had sought.

The Asurastood before the large door, sedled tight by aspell of security. First making surethat he
was aone, Ivar willed the hue of his skin back to normal. Cassandra had expected thet in investigating
Leander's mad ramblings, he would need access to places that normally would be forbidden to him.
Individual locks required specific spellsto open them, but Cassandra had given Ivar aspell of opening
that would act as akey to override whatever magica locks he might encounter.

Ivar looked at his pam, where the young girl had drawn the symbols that made up the spell. He held



his hand out to amagica orb that was built into the frame, and the door did dowly open to grant him
access.

The Asurahad found himself growing fond of Cassandra Nicodemus, seeing in her achancethat the
future generation of mages could actudly learn from the mistakes of the past. He liked the fact that she
seemed to have a specia fondnessfor Timothy, and he for her.

Timothy. Therewas gtill no word on whether hisyoung friend had survived the attack upon their
sky carriage. With the thought of the boy heavy on hismind, Ivar entered the storage room. The door to
thelarge room closed, and lanterns of ghost-fire immediately wereilluminated. Ivar gazed about the vast
chamber at the multiple shelvesthat adorned every wal. Upon each of the shelves were boxes within
which countless scrolls and documents were stored.

Ivar carefully moved through the room, extending hisfingly attuned sensesto seek anything that
seemed out of the norm. The room smelled of ancient parchment but, for the briefest of moments, he
caught the scent of something else. He prowled toward the back of the chamber, seeking out the odd
aromathat now sought to elude him. He was certain that he had smelled it, a scent that did not belong.
Ivar shut his eyes. To someone other than an Asura, the scent would have gone completely unnoticed.
Heimagined his sensesas akind of net, cast upon the still waters of the room. He did not know how
long he stood there, eyes closed, but he had almost begun to believe that he might have been mistaken
when hefound it again.

Thistime he held on to the scent, following it.

Ivar found himself standing before a particular bookcase in adarkened corner. The bookcase was
huge, made from heavy timber, and pressed flat againgt thefar wal. The smell originated here, he
thought as he eyed the shelving unit. He carefully examined the floor around it and found scrapesthere.
Something heavy had been moved across the floor. He crouched lower to the ground at the base of the
bookshdlves and felt the dightest draft from beneath them.

Thereis something beyond thiswall. Heran his hands dong the shelves, searching for access.

There came a sudden click as his hand passed over a decorative engraving in thewood. At first he
was unsure what he had done, but then he remembered the spell that Cassandra had drawn upon the
palm of hishand. The unlocking spell had worked upon the enchantments that kept the heavy shelving
unit attached to the wall, concealing what was hidden behind it.

He leaped back as the storage unit swung away from thewall, scraping along thefloor, to reved a
doorway. Carefully the Asura approached it, peering down through the darkness at awinding staircase
that descended deeper into the bowels of SkyHaven. His hand went to the knife that he wore in a sheath
attached to hisbelt, just to be certain it was till there, in case it was needed.

As lvar began his descent, afaint breeze was kicked up from somewhere below and he again
caught the scent that had aroused his suspicions before.

The scent of death.

Timothy held tightly to thereins of his mount, the powerful anima beneath him trotting aong through
the freshly fallen snow.

The cold morning air felt good in hislungs, clearing away the last vestiges of the previous night's
deathlike dumber. He could not recal atime when he had dept so deeply, certain that it had much to do
with what he had been put through since faling from the sky carriage into the forests of Y arrith.



He and Caiaphas had been escorted for atime by a patrol of Lord Romulus's best horsemen, but
had been |eft to go it aone once they were past the Legion Nocturne's borders.

Y arrith Forest was incredibly beautiful covered in snow, and he could gppreciate it more now that
he was dressed more gppropriately for the chilling wesather. Romulus had ordered that they both be given
more suitable dress for traveling upon horseback.

He had never ridden a horse before, but found it quite pleasant, dmost relaxing. It helped him to
forget, just for the moment, the problems that would be facing them once they at last returned to
Arcanum.

"How are you doing back there?" Caigphas called to him. His horse was a beautiful animal, the color
of night, while Timothy's was pure white, blending with the snow.

The boy reached down and paited the animal. "We're doing just fine."
"It has been quite ajourney, hasntt it, Timothy?"
"It certainly has,” Timothy said, but degp down he knew that the troubled journey wasfar from over.

The farther they descended from the mountainous e evations, the warmer it became, and Timothy
found himsdf becoming increasingly uncomfortablein hisnew heavy dothing. He fumbled with aclasp at
his throat to remove the cloak draped over his shoulders.

"Could we stop for amoment, Caigphas?’ he caled, pulling back the reins on his mount.

The navigator stopped his horse aswell, turning it around to face him. "Do you need some help with
that?' he asked good-naturedly, watching as the boy attempted to unfasten the clasp with little success.

"Perhgps you have aspecid spell for uncooperative clasps,” Timothy suggested with asmile.
Twilight's healers had been in to visit the navigator after their hearty meal of stew and bread, just before
they had retired for the evening in front of the great roaring fireplace. Caigphas's hands now looked as
good as new. It was unfortunate that the magic they could cast would not have any effect on him, or his
troublesome cloak clasp.

"Here, perhaps | can help,” Caigphas said, urging his horse closer to the boy's.

A crackling bolt of pure magica force descended from the sky and struck the navigation mage,
hurling him from hismount.

"Caigphas!" Timothy screamed, jumping down from hishorseto go to hisfriend.

The navigator lay upon the damp forest floor, his body twitching uncontrollgbly as the punishing spell
coursed through him like snake venom. Timothy laid his pam where Caiaphas had been struck to disrupt
the spdll, and immediatdly felt the navigator beginto cam.

Maniacd laughter filled the air, and Timothy looked skyward through the canopy of treesto see
Congtable Grimshaw hanging there, shimmering supernatura energies keeping him aoft.

"Why won't you leave usdone?' Timothy shrieked, hisfists clenched inrage.

"And here| wasthinking that you were asmart boy," the Constable said, drifting to the ground.
"lsn't it obvious? We hate you—hate you for what you are, and for what you've doneto us."

Timothy heard the rustling of leaves behind him and spun to face the most horrific of sghts.



"lan't that right, Alastor?' Grimshaw asked his monstrous companion.

Hedidn't believe it was possible, but somehow the cat had changed even further sincethelast time
Timothy had seenit. It had become even more manlike. The cat-creature was even bigger than before,
and was now walking erect upon its hind legs. It padded toward him, clawed hands extended.

Timothy stared into the face of the animal and again was struck with an awful sense of familiarity.
What wasit about this horrific creature that struck anerve, making him look upon the beast as something
more than animal?

And then it tried to speek, the words coming from its fanged mouth in agrowling dur.
"Hate... you," it spat, salivadripping from its open maw.

And Timothy understood why the monster seemed so familiar. He saw it in the cat-creature's eyes,
and in the shape of itsface. Timothy Cade knew that face, though the one who had worn it was dead. Or
s0 he had thought. Now, staring into the advancing beast's hateful yellow eyes, he knew that he had been
wrong.

"Know me. .. Cade?" it asked him, ahideous amile gretching its animdistic features.

And the boy did know him.

"Nicodemus," Timothy said in awhisper of equd partsfear and utter revulsion. "But how?"
Chapter Ten

The gairwell wound down into the heart of SkyHaven, dug out of the earth and stone. The
passageway that led to the sairs had been hidden—a secret—and Ivar redlized he had discovered
something that had been kept from the residents of SkyHaven.

Mogt of them, at leadt.

Leander Maddox had discovered that secret passage, these hidden stairs, and whatever lay below,
and given his mad ramblings to Cassandra, it seemed that encounter had atered him somehow. Poisoned
him. Ivar worried what might have happened to Timothy and Caiaphas because of Leander's discovery,
but at the moment he knew he must focus on the secrets of the Order. Perhaps whatever truths he found
could be used to help hisfriends.

The stairwell was dark, but adim glow shimmered from below and gleamed dully on the sonewalls
of the spird stairwell. He did hisfingers dong the stone and was surprised to find how dry the walls
were. Dry asbone. Ivar had sensesfar more acute than an ordinary mage. He was upset that he had not
felt the presence of these secret passages previoudy. Now that he was within them, however, it was
sample for him to use those enhanced senses to gather information about hislocation. Perhaps one
hundred feet below him was the bottom of the floating idand. At the core of SkyHaven wasthe
conference room where Timothy had first encountered the Grandmasters that Nicodemus had gathered
to meet him. The aerie, he believed it was cdled.

This secret segment of the fortress must have been separated only by afew feet of Sone and earth
from the more familiar depths of SkyHaven and yet had remained unknown. The hidden stairswere on
the eastern sde of the floating idand, farthest from the shores of Arcanum.

No sound came from below. The passages had been built to betruly private. If Ivar was forced to
cal for help, no onein SkyHaven would be able to hear him. In the darkness he shifted the hue of his



skin to match the gray of the stone walls and continued to descend.

Theflickering of light upon the walls grew stronger as he wound around and around down those
gars. When theillumination grew so bright that he knew afew more steps would take - himinto full light,
he paused and pressed himsdlf to the dry stone. Ivar was not afraid, but he knew he must be cautious
because so much depended upon hisremaining hidden and returning to Cassandrawith news of this
place.

Carefully and silently he descended farther. The fourth step down took him into view of aghodtfire
lamp that sat in a sconce jutting from the wall. Ivar narrowed his eyes and peered into the gloom beyond
thelight, searching for any sign of motion on the stairs, then continued on, hisflesh ill the hue of the
gone. The Asuraknew hewasinvisbleto any observer, evenin thelight.

And yet... hefdt as he descended that someone had noticed him, that there were eyes upon him
even Now.

Ivar frowned and paused upon those stone steps, and though he feared nothing, a shudder went
through him. He turned and glanced back up the curve of the stairwell, but no one wasthere. His gaze fell
upon the wall sconce and the ghodtfire that burned in the lamp there. It trembled. In the flames, for just a
moment, he thought he saw aface, eyeswatching him.

His every muscle tensed as he dropped into a battle stance. He stared at the ghostfire for along
moment and saw no further sign of that face. The Asurawondered for amoment if he had imagined it,
but knew he had not. What it meant, he did not know. But he was even more cautious as he continued
down those spira stairs. Hisflesh tingled, every nerve ending ready to react to an attack.

Ivar passed benegth two other ghostfire lamps before coming to the bottom of the sairs, where atall
wooden door blocked further progress. There was a sphere of ghostfire on either side of the door. He
eyed each globe carefully, wondering what magic had allowed that strange observer to peer out at him
before. But he saw nothing out of the ordinary.

He pushed the door open.

Ashedid, adozen spheresfloating around the room blossomed into light, illuminating asmdl
chamber that reminded him instantly of Timothy's workshop. There were shelves and benchesand long
worktables. Y et as Ivar blinked his eyes againgt the brightness of the ghostfire, he saw that the
instruments arrayed throughout the chamber were those of magic, not mechanica invention. On the
shelveswere jars of herbs, the dried skulls and organs of animals, rolled parchments and grimoaires, and
srange artifacts that Ivar was sure ought to have been in the archive room high in the fortress, where the
Grandmaster of the Order was supposed to store such things. The Oracle of Vijayawasthere, dong
with myriad talismans and objects of power.

Thiswasawizard's|aboratory. Y et the Wizards of Old had long since died out, and only the mages
that had descended from them remained. Practicing magic in such secrecy was outlawed by the
Parliament of Mages. Guilds often kept their magica research, practices, and rituasto themselves, but
within each Order, secrecy was not alowed. In thisway, the Parliament hoped to prevent the rise of
renegades who practiced the darkest magic.

Ivar took a step backward. His discovery of the room was enough. Someone in SkyHaven was
practicing magic in secret—Iikely black sorcery that would cause the culprit to be turned over to the
constabulary and imprisoned in Abaddon.

He paused. With dl of the clutter in the wizard's |aboratory, he had only just noticed the strange



metd frames on the table. Frowning, the Asura dipped into the chamber and went to the table, picking
up one of the frames. It was the base of aghostfire lamp.

The meta was cold to the touch. Far colder than it ought to have been, given the temperature in the
chamber. Holding that metal lamp base in his hand, he glanced around once more. Another table, thisone
shoved into a shadowy corner, drew his attention.

The Asurasniffed theair, and aripple of darm went through him. Death. He had smelled it before,
but now the scent was stronger. Ivar strode to the table in the corner and paused there, looking with
horror upon the remains of an enormous lizard whose body had been dissected upon the wood. Other
animals there were as well, dead and withered things. And againgt the wall, at the tabl€e's edge, ahuman
head.

Ivar's nogtrils flared. He glanced round once more, looking at the open door and at the spheres of
ghodtfire. Again he felt the sensation of being observed, of eyes upon him. The head was barely more
than askull, only dry skin pulled tight over bone, and afew wisps of hair. But he was sure that this
man—if indeed it had been aman—had been experimented upon just as surely asthelizard and other
dead anima s upon the table.

Horrifying. And yet... and yet... the scent of death was not only herein this chamber, but € sewhere
aswell. lvar frowned. Elsewhere. Farther below, to be precise.

Only then did he see the opening in thewall at the back of the chamber. It wasto one side, cut into
the stone so that with the brightness of the light, it would seem only ashadow. Instead, it was a passage.

Ivar paused only amoment. He ought to have gone back, he knew, and told Cassandra. But the
scent of death and the presence of that decapitated head drew him on. He wanted to know the identity of
the mongter who had used this chamber as his magica laboratory. Careful to maintain the hue of hisskin,
to blend with his surroundings as best he could, Ivar moved to that passage and peered within.

Sairs.

He started downward, the wall curving once more, but after only two dozen steps, he cameto a
chamber so vadt, it gave him pause. There was a strong draft within, cold air that did over hisskin as
though it might seize him at any moment. This room must have taken up dl of the available spacein the
base of theidand, so that the outer, earthen wall of SkyHaven's undercarriage was little more than a
hollow shell.

Ivar stepped insde.

There must have been a thousand ghostfire spheres, and hundreds of lamps aswell, bolted to the
wallsal around that vast chamber. They flared to life, and Ivar brought up both handsto cover his eyes,
50 bright was their blaze. For amoment his control over his skin lapsed, his concentration dipping, and
he felt the sensation of hegt that dways accompanied ashift in the hue of hisflesh. The markings of his
tribe appeared on hisskin in dark black, controlled by his power over hisflesh but on so deeply a
subconscious leve that no distraction could remove them.

Eyes narrowed, he peeked out from beneath his hands, blinking away the glare.
There were bodies strewn across the floor.

Ivar rushed to the nearest mage, awoman who wore the vestments of the Order of Molochai. Her
skinwas dry, dmost scady—asthough al of the moisture had been drained from her. Hefdt for her pulse



but knew what he would find. Her flesh was cold.
The mage was dead.
They wered| dead.

How many mages had been reported missing in Arcanum in recent months? Ivar felt certain he had
found them. The stench of so much death ought to have been overpowering, and yet instead there
seemed to be only that unsettling odor he had caught before, an unsettling aromalike that of damp, moldy

paper.

He withdrew dowly from the corpse, hot benegth the glare of so many ghodtfire flames. Timeto
return to the halls of SkyHaven above, to find Cassandraand reved to her the horrid secretsthat lay
below.

Ivar turned back the way he had come.

In the darkness of the stairwell, just outside the entrance to the vast chamber, someone waited,
cloaked in shadows.

A man'svoice echoed through the room. "Filthy savage.”

The corridors of the Xerxis echoed with the thunderous footfals of Lord Romulus. The Grandmaster
had ridden with speed gifted by magic into the heart of the city of Arcanum, and dismounted his
enormous horse in the shadow of the spire of the Xerxis, the headquarters of the Parliament of Mages.
Breathing heavily, snorting much like his horse, he stormed the doors of the Xerxis. It waswell that the
sentries had swung the doors open before him, for the massive mage would have battered them down
otherwise.

The gigantic Lord Romulus had to stoop dightly to walk through the arched doorways of the Xerxis,
and even gtill the horns of hisiron helmet scraped the frames as he passed through. The fur that was dung
across his back flapped behind him as he hurried along a corridor toward the quarters of AletheaBorgia,
the VVoice of Parliament.

"Lord Romulus, please," caled a sentry who had given chase from the moment he had entered the
complex. He was ayoung mage with unpleasant features that made him seem rough, but amanner that
belied the grimness of hisface. He looked like awarrior, but whimpered like a coward.

"My Lord, Grandmaster or not, | cannot alow you to go any farther into the Xerxiswithout an
appointment. Y ou're entering the resdentiad wing and—"

Romulus stopped so suddenly, the ugly man collided with his back. He rounded on the sentry,
glowering down at him. He stood at least haf again as high as the whining guard.

"My businessis urgent enough, youngster, that | might break you with my bare handsif you delay
me amoment longer.”

The sentry's Up actudly quivered. Lord Romulus almost shattered some of his bonesfor that aone.
"Yes, My Lord, it'sonly that no oneisdlowed—"
"Thereistoo much at stake here for meto wait for an invitation.”

Romulussarmor clanked and his horns scraped the celling loudly as he turned again. Hisfootfdls



shook the floor. The sentry continued to pursue him but no longer attempted to halt his progress. At the
end of the corridor there was agrand staircase carved of wood. He pounded up those stepsthree at a
time.

At the top he looked first eft, and then right. There were doorsin ether direction, the quarters of
some of the Parliamentary ministers. But only one of those doors was guarded by a quartet of combat
mages from the Order of Tantrus, of which Alethea Borgiawas Grandmaster. She was the wisest woman
Romulus had ever met, and the highest authority in Parliament—the highest authority on dl of Terra

He turned right and started down the corridor toward the Tantric guards. The sentries began to
shout a one ancther, dl of them turning toward him with their hands up, magic sparking and spiraling
around them. Their hands came up. Three of them formed weapons from pure magical energy, asword
and aspear. Thefourth wore ablack veil over her face, and now shetoreit awvay. Where her eyes ought
to have been, dark purple magic churned and danced like flames.

It was this woman, with the magic pouring from her eyes, who stepped past the othersand held up a
hand to stop him.

"Halt!" she sngpped.

"l shdl not," thundered Romulus, though he did pause ten feet away from them, glaring down upon
them. "1 am Grandmaster of the Legion Nocturne and | demand an audience with the VVoice of
Parliament. A criss has arisen and she must learn of it immediately!”

The Tantric mages moved to form ahdf circle around him. The mage with the purple flames burning
in her eyesremained in front of Alethea Borgia's door.

"Y ou are known to us, Lord Romulus,” the woman declared, her voice carrying along the corridor,
fingers of purplefire emerging from her eyesliketentacles... or like serpents, swaying cautioudy, waiting
to attack. "But for the safety of the VVoice, no one may enter her persona chamberswithout an
gppointment. Y ou must follow the same rules as any other mage. Even a Grandmaster must do this.
Othersknow this, and follow this protocol.”

Fury raged in Romulus's heart, laced with suspicion. "Others? What others?!
The fire-eyed mage frowned. "It ishardly your place to—"

From within the chambers of the V oice there came a scream. The four Tantric mages spun and
stared at the door.

"Blast you!" Lord Romulusroared. "Whoisin there with her?!

The purple magic that snaked from her eyes receded to embers as she turned to him again.
"Grandmaster Maddox of the Order of—"

"Out of my way!" Romulus bellowed.

As he shoved them aside, none of the sentries fought him. Magic roiled around hisright hand as he
clutched it into afigt, crimson light spiffing out of his palm and enveloping his entire hand. The door would
be seded with magic. But Romulus had the strength in his muscle and bone of three men, and the magic
of three mages, a least when it came to the sorcery of brute force. He brought hisfist down likea
hammer, streamers of red energy spiffing off of it, and the door exploded inward, shattering into severa
pieces asit crashed to the floor.



Romulus had always thought Alethea Borgiawas a beautiful woman, despite her advancing age. She
was dender and silver-haired and had perfectly sculpted features.

Now, though, the Voicelay crumpled on the floor of her quarters, eydidsfluttering as she struggled
to remain conscious. Her nose was broken, blood streaming from both nostrils, and she gagged loudly,
and her hands batted the air as shetried to break the tendrils of night-black magic that encircled her
throat, strangling her.

Silhouetted in the sunlight that spilled in through the tall, arched windows across the room, Leander
Maddox stood grinning like amadman. When the door crashed inward and he saw Romulus and the
Tantric combat mages rush in, he laughed. His face was utterly pale, and hiseyes were asblack asthe
ebony magic that he wielded in both hands.

And 4ill, though they had caught him in the act of murder, he laughed.

Romulusroared. His hands swept up and, even asthey did, aspel was upon hislips. Uttering
words of alanguage spoken only in the deep forest by the Legion Nocturne, he crafted a battle-ax of
pure magic, and minor spellsdripped off of it like venom. The comparison was accurate. Its blade would
jpoison anyone it cut.

Maddox looked sickly, even weak, but there was no weakness in that laugh, or in the magic that
erupted from him like blood from amorta wound.

"Leave her ba!" Lord Romulus shouted.

With both hands above his head, he threw the ax. It turned end over end, spinning toward
Maddox's face, toward those pitch-black eyes. At the last moment, Leander's head turned at an
imposs ble angle and he grinned. Shimmering black light spread from hiseyesand into ashield. The ax
struck that magica defense, and was deflected.

“"No!" Romulus barked, and he reached out a hand to summon the ax back to him.
"I think not," Maddox said.

But Lord Romulus knew Leander Maddox. The voice that issued from his mouth was not that of the
man he knew, not that of the professor he had once respected. It was avoice that chilled him to the
bone.

Maddox raised both hands. The tendrilsthat had been strangling Alethea dissipated into adark mist,
and then were gone dtogether. The Tantric mage whose eyes were purple fire rushed past Romulus,
shouting aspell that caused the air in the room to ripple with the power that was about to be unleashed.

The ax Lord Romulus had wrought rose into the air, controlled now by Leander Maddox, and flew
at her. It struck her in the chest and she dropped, dead, to the floor.

Romulus screamed and ran at Maddox, forgetting about magic entirely now. The massive mage,
whose size dwarfed even the burly Leander, curled his huge handsinto devagtating fists.

Maddox turned as night-black as the magic he had wielded, and then dissolved into mist. Ina
moment he was gone, as though he had never been there, and Lord Romulus was left with nothing to
grike but the air.

Behind him he heard Alethea Borgia coughing, trying to speek. The Voicewould live. He had
arrived intime, or so it seemed. But the Grandmaster of the Legion Nocturne would not rest until



Leander Maddox was dead.

Alastor hissed, baring itsfangs asit leaped a Timothy. In that moment, the boy was moreterrified
and more confused than he had ever been in hislife. Alastor had been Nicodemuss familiar, and when
the Grandmaster had been destroyed, the cat had disappeared. Run off. But, somehow, Nicodemus—his
soul, at least— wasingde the cat, warping it, transforming it into amonster.

The creature dashed the air with its claws asit jumped up a Timothy, who was still seated atop his
horse. The boy stopped bregthing. Overwhelmed, he could not think to defend himself. He only stared,
eyeswide, asthose claws diced down toward hisface.

"Cavwwww! Cawwww!*

Out of the corner of hiseye, Timothy saw aswatch of darkness blotting out the sunlight. He heard
the heavy flap of wings begting the air. The rook cawed loudly again, and long, dmost like awar cry, and
darted down from the trees above to come between the boy and the monstrous cat-creature.

The bird spread hiswings wide, dowing as he struck the cat-creature. The rook raked histalons
across Alastor's hideous face, dragging gory furrowsinto the cat-creature's flesh. The monster shrieked
in pain and arched its back, twisting away from the attacking bird and dropping to dl fours on the forest
floor.

"Edgar!" Timothy cried happily. He did not know how hisfamiliar had found him, but wasthrilled to
seetherook again.

"Back off from the kid, kitten, or | rip your eyebalsout!" Edgar said, and he circled around Timothy
and then began to dive at the creature again.

The creature—haf Alastor and haf Nicodemus—hissed and sat up onitshind legs, claws up and
reedy to fight the bird.

"Oh no, you don't,” Timothy said. He snapped the reins on his horse and the steed trotted forward.
The fear that he had felt moments before drove the boy onward. His heart pounded and he knew he
never wanted to be that afraid, never wanted to be that close to death again. He kicked the horse's
flanks, intending to trample the cat creature benesth the anima's hooves. The thing was afresk of nature.
An abomination ...

Then he heard those wordsin hismind: Freak. Abomination. And he remembered them being used
to describe him. Timothy pulled up on thereins asthe cat creature's eyeswidened and it redlized it was
about to be pummeled and broken beneath the horse's hooves. In that ingtant of hesitation, with those
bloody scratches down itsface, it took the opportunity to dart into the woods and disappear into the
trees.

"Yeah!" Edgar cawed, flapping hiswings, flying higher to peer into the woodsin caseit should
double back. ™Y ou should run. And keep running, kitten, or I'll have your whiskers!™

But Timothy was no longer worried about Nicodemus. The cat-cresture was gone. Edgar would
guard againgt its return. The boy pulled up the reins again and turned the horse to see Caigphas
scrambling to hisfeet. Congtable Grimshaw had attacked him, and the navigator's horse had bolted.
Caigphas had nowhereto run.

Grimshaw's clothes were torn and filthy and his hair was matted. His eyes were insane. But the
Constable smoothed his mustache in that familiar way and grinned as he strode toward Caigphas.



Timothy could not see the navigation mage's features benesth hisvell, but hiseyesaonereveded his
terror.

"Wherewill you go, fool ?* Grimshaw snarled.

Thelast time they had clashed, Timothy had watched in horror as Verlis had bitten Grimshaw'sarm
off. But whatever black magic had wrought the Constable, anew arm was even more horrifying. The
solid magic that had replaced his arm pulsed pink and white now, changing shape. What had been a
tentacle now at least looked like an arm. Grimshaw thrust out ahand, and that magical arm erupted in
pink-white lightning, adozen bolts of szzling power that spread out into akind of cage that dropped
down over Caigphas. Whereit struck the navigator's skin, it burned him, and Caigphas shouted in pain
and fell to hiskneesagain.

"Caw! Leave him done, you lunatic!" Edgar shouted as he darted through the air toward Grimshaw.

The Constable shot out his good hand, and a bright red light arced from hisfingertips and struck
Edgar. Therook cried out as the magic threw him back with such force that in an instant he had
disappeared among the trees, several black feathersfloating to the ground.

“No!" Timothy called.

Grimshaw laughed and started walking toward Caigphas. In his remaining hand, his good hand, the
Congable summoned another spell. Dark magic churned there, black and red mixing together. Timothy
had no ideawhat evil enchantment he was about to cast at Caigphas, but did not want to find out.

Timothy shouted, imitating the riders he had heard among the L egion Nocturne. He kicked the
horse's flanks again and held on to the reins, standing up in the stirrups as the steed thundered toward
Grimshaw.

The Constable was so focused on murdering Caigphasthat it took him a moment too long to redlize
what was happening. He spun just as Timothy and his mount bore down on him.

But the boy had no intention of trampling Grimshaw.

Timothy drew onefoot up onto the saddle, braced himsdlf, and then sprang from the back of the
horse. The animals momentum propelled him a Grimshaw with incredible force. He collided with the
Congtable, wrapping his arms around the man and dragging him into atumble of limbs on the ground. The
instant they made contact, his arm and the cage around Caiaphas disappeared.

Grimshaw cried out in fury and then grunted in pain asthey struck the ground. Heflailed with his
remaining hand, trying to pry Timothy loose, to get away from him, but the boy held on. He had wrestled
and sparred with Ivar hundreds of times growing up. The Asura had taught him how to fight.

"Get off me, boy!" the Constable roared.
But hismagic was gone.

Timothy's heart was racing with fear and anger, and it was al because of this man, this hateful, evil
man who would not leave him done. Still, hetried only to hold Grimshaw down, waiting for Caigphasto
come help him. But the Constable got one hand loose and reached up to grab Timothy's throat, choking
him.

The boy hit himin the face, three timesin quick successon. Grimshaw's grip fatered. Hiseyesrolled
up. He was dazed.



Timothy jumped off of him and backed away. "Caigphas!" he shouted.
And the navigation mage—hisfriend—wasthere.

His blue robes torn and dirty, Caigphas till seemed magjestic as he stepped up beside Timothy. The
mage contorted hisfingers and sketched them through the air. He muttered something in words Timothy
could not understand. Grimshaw was shaking his head, had one hand propped beneath him, trying to
rse

Bolts of golden light burst from Caigphas's hands, crackling as they arced out and struck Grimshaw.
The Congtable let out asingle, short yelp of pain, shuddered, legs spasming, and then dumped back to
the ground, unconscious, falen leaves stuck in hishair.

"Wow," Timothy whispered.

"Caw, caw!" Edgar cried. Therook flew in acircle above them and then landed on the path not far
from the fallen constable. "Wl done, Caigphas. | didn't know you packed that kind of wallop!"

Timothy wasfilled with relief a the sght of Edgar. He had feared the worst when the rook had been
struck by Grimshaw's magic.

Benegath hisvall, Timothy thought Calgphas might be grinning. "Well," the navigation mage sad, "'l
was angry, but | would never have the magical strength to defest one as powerful as Constable
Grimshaw. Timothy lowered his defenses, you see? It was easy, dfter that.”

The boy was happy to see that the navigator seemed unharmed. He looked at the rook. " Edgar,
where did the creature go? The cat-thing?'

"Y ou saw it take off into the woods," the bird replied, pinning hiswings behind his back and
thrusting his chest out proudly. "That thing isn't coming back, kid. Trust me. Not when it knows I'll be
with you. Guess| got herejustintime.”

"You certainly did,” Timothy assured him, Stting comfortably on hishorse, feding now asthough he
had been riding the beasts dl hislife. "We'd best take Grimshaw and get back to SkyHaven. If Alhazred
redly isdive, Parliament must be warned.”

Chapter Eleven

Cassandra Nicodemus stood atop the western wall of SkyHaven. The fortresswas massive, with its
many towers and courtyards, but the wall surrounded it al. Theidand floated far above the roiling ocean,
and the view from the western wall was breathtaking. The sun shone brightly, the sky dmost green today,
and in the distance, across the waves bel ow, she could see the shore of Arcanum. Beyond that, on aday
asclear asthis, the highest spires of the city were visible. If she squinted, she was certain she could see
the Xerxis.

Thegirl loved to walk the walls and battlements, to stand atop the towers and search the horizon or
smply gaze at the endless power of the ocean. Usudly it brought her peace.

But not today. There was too much going on that frightened her, too much she didn't understand.
"Migtress Cassandral" a voice shouted.

She spun, hands coming up defengvely, fingers warm with the bright green magic that crackled in
her grasp. The magic was dmost the same shade as her robes. When she saw that it was merely an



acolyte, running toward her along the battlement, she let out a breath and relaxed her stance. But the
anxiety in her heart remained, for there was fear in the acolyte's eyes and atremor in hisvoice.

"What isit?' she demanded.

The young mage, member of the Order of Alhazred, ran to her. He was not a sentry or a combat
mage, only ahousehold servant at SkyHaven, and he bowed to her with deep respect.

" Something terrible has happened,” the acolyte said.
"What? Speak, man!"

He took amoment to catch his breath and then he steadied himsdlf, gazing at her. " Grandmaster
Maddox ... he ... we have just received word from the Xerxis. He made an appointment with the VVoice
yesterday—unbeknownst to any of his aides— and he went there ... hetried to kill her, Mistress.
Grandmaster Maddox attempted to murder the VVoice of Parliament.”

Cassandra stared at him. The wind blew her long, red hair across her face, and she pushed it away.
She shook her head. It made no sense. "How can that be? Hewas here. | left him with Carlylelessthan
an hour ago, in his chamberd™

The acolyte nodded. "We went to his chambersimmediately when we heard, Mistress. The
Grandmagter isgone. Carlyle was unconscious, attacked by some sinister magic or other. He has come
round now, but it istoo late. Heisfrantic, Mistress. He sent meto fetch you.”

A cold anger filled Cassandra, not directed at Carlyle or this acolyte, nor even at Leander. It was
samply that she had had enough.

"Fetch me?"' she sngpped. "'l am not one to be fetched. With Professor Maddox obvioudy no longer
capable of serving as Acting Grandmaster, it falsto meto assert myself. From thismoment on, | am
Grandmaster of the Order of Alhazred. Let the word go out. All should be on guard for Professor
Maddox's return. If he comes back to SkyHaven, heisto be captured— unhurt, if possible, but certainly
dive”

The young mage hesitated, his mouth opening and closing. "But, Mistress ... Grandmaster .. . there's
more."

"More?" The idea stopped her cold. Cassandra swallowed hard, and aknot of iceformed in her
stomach. "By the gods, what more can there be?

The acolyte's nogtrilsflared in distaste. "That... thing ... the metd man. The creation of the
Un-Magician—"

"Hisnameis Sheridan," Cassandrasaid angrily. "What of him?"

The young mage stood up taller, back straight, properly chastised for his demeaning attitude toward
the mechanicad man. He nodded. "Y es, Sheridan, that'sit. | came upon him as| |eft the otherswith
Carlyle, rushingtofind you. It . . . Sheridan clamsthat the savage ... Ivar ... has disappeared. The Asura
warrior isnowhere to be found.”

Theicy knot in Cassandras somach twisted even more painfully. Shetook severa long breaths,
nodding. She was Grandmaster now. She had to act likeit.

"All right," she said, pushing her hair once more away from her eyes. "Place on the walls every



sentry to look out for Leander's return, and rouse every acolyte and servant. Search al of SkyHaven."
The acolyte looked horrified. "'For a savage?’

Cassandra dapped him across the face, hard enough to raise red welts on his skin. The mage's eyes
widened and then flashed with anger, but he only lowered his gaze and said nothing.

"Never mind," she snapped, pushing past him and rushing aong thetop of thewadl. "I'll doit mysdf.”

Theair above Toranah was battered by the sounds of the miners at work, shattering rock and
digging ore. On thefirst day, Verlis had watched the birdsin the areatake off in great flocks from trees
and shrubbery, scattering across the sky for atime before attempting to return to their nests. But the
noise was amost constant, thundering upon the ears, and the birds would quickly take flight once more.
It had been hours since Verlis had seen asingle bird in the sky above Toranah. They had been driven off
entirdy, now, and he wondered if they would return.

The Wurm stood atop arocky outcropping in the face of the hill that contained the graves of the
Dragons of Old. The memorid fires burned again, and he could not avoid the somber feding that came
over him whenever helingered here. Y et there was nowhere else at Torainah that he wanted to be. His
quarterswere too cramped for him to really spread hiswings, and he tried not to spend too much time
soaring the skies above the ancient home of his people. It made the miners nervous. Made the mages
nervous.

And without Leander thereto calm them, Verlisthought it might be unwise to do anything that would
cause more trouble between him and the mages than dready existed. If they came after him again he
might be forced to use his heart's fire to burn them, or might be driven, perhaps, to eat one or two. Not
that he had any interest in such conflict. But if attacked, Verliswould defend himself.

The ground rumbled benesath him. Verlisturned his gaze toward the mining operation. The sky was
green, and the air crigp and cool. Thewind carried a sharp odor, like live sparks, or one of Timothy's
matches burning. It was, he had learned, the smell of rock being crushed and ground against ill more
rock. Even now he saw the Burrower digging afresh tunnel into ahillsde not far away. The enormous
drill at the front of the thing was tilted somewhat downward, and dirt and ground stone collected benesth
it before being swept back and out behind the vehicle by specia scoops Timothy had built into the
design. It was an extraordinary machine, and Verlis knew that, to the mages, it must seem its own form of
magic. Y et it was precisaly what they needed to mine the Maleum from Torainah.

Timothy wasagood boy. A smart boy. Verliswasfilled with bittersweet emation thinking about
Timothy, for he knew that the boy's father would have been so very proud to see how brave and clever
his son had become. It made the Wurm long to return to Arcanum—to the Cade Estate—as soon as
possible so that he could be with hisown family.

Soon enough, hethought. For now, you have a job to do.

Someone had to watch over the dig at Torainah to be sure the ancient, sacred lands of the Dragons
of Old were not disturbed any more than was absolutely necessary. And Verlis had more experience
with mages than others of hiskin. Hewasthe only real choice. It would have been easer for him,
however, if Timothy had not had to return to Arcanum. Verlis wondered about Leander's health. He
hoped the Grandmaster would recover quickly from whatever illnesswas plaguing him.

| don't want to stay with these ignorant fools a moment longer than | must, the Wurm thought,
snorting in derision. Tiny flamesflickered from his snout, and plumes of smoke rose from his nogtrils.
Many of the mageswere cruel and full of hate. Some were kind, but they were the minority.



Verlis spread hiswings, leathery skin rasping asthey unfolded. He dropped to his haunches and then
lunged off of that outcropping, wings beeting the air, soaring into the sky. The memorid, firesburning far
below made his heart legp with pride. Thiswas the great history of his people, and he had been madeiits
guardian. He would not falter in that task.

Thewind dipped around him and he glided on the air. Verlislet out along breath of determination
and stigfaction, fire spilling over hisfangs and lips and churning in acloud around his snout as he flew.
Then heinhaled again, and out of the corner of his eye he saw a single mage down below, on the open
ground between the miners camp, thelittle village where they were dl staying, and the mineitsdf. The
mage was waving to him, and it took Verlisamoment to recognize Water Telford, the project manager.

Walter was a serious man, but courteous. Verlis respected him. He dipped hiswingsinto thewind
and darted toward the ground. For amoment he allowed himself to plummet toward the rocky terrain,
feeling the pull of gravity and the rush of air past him. Then he pulled his head up and hiswings back and
he banked in adow circle before coming to rest adozen feet away from the gray-haired project

manage.

"Amazing," Wadlter sad, nodding to himsdf. "That redly isafairly amazing thing to watch. A Wurm
inflight."

Verlisgave ashort bow. "Gracious of you to say so, friend.”
Theman smiled at theword.
"How does your work proceed?’ Verlis asked.

Water scratched the back of his head. "Pretty wdll, actualy. Better than we ever could have
expected. The Cade boy's machine—the Burrower—well, it's saved us, redly.” The man grinned and
shrugged sheepishly. "Werdly so completely on magic—most of us, anyway—that the idea of taking on
ajob this big without using spells and enchantmentsiis pretty daunting. But it'sredly working. Weve
aready got enough Maleum that the blacksmiths have begun their work. The forges are burning.”

Verliswidened hiseyes. He glanced back toward the mine and then back to Walter. "That is
excdlent news." The Wurm nodded his heavy head, plumes of smoke snorting from his nogtrils. " Truly
excdllent. Once heated and then cooled, Maleum isamost indestructible and cannot be melted again,
even by the hottest fire. If Raptus managesto bring an invasion force through from Draconae, every piece
of Mdleum armor will bevitd to your defense.”

The project manager clasped his hands behind his back and smiled, pleased with himself for some
reason. Herocked abit on hisfeet. "Yes, gr. That iswhat were hoping. Actualy, though, we were dl
hoping you would come and have alook at what's aready been forged. Y ou know—to seeif you have
any suggestions, to let usknow if we'redoing it properly.”

The Wurm gestured for the mage to lead theway. "1 will 1ook, but I am no blacksmith mysdif.”

Asthey strode together across the hard ground, the two exchanged pleasantries and discussed other
less than pleasant topics. No word had arrived on the condition of Grandmaster Maddox, and they were
both concerned for him. Walter Telford hoped Timothy could return soon. The boy'sinventivenesswas

indispensableto them.

Soon they came over arise and in view of the Forge, along, gray building made of stone and metd.
Inside were four massve furnaces over which the Malleum could be hested so that the smiths could do
their work shaping it into the armor and weapons they would need to combat a\Wurm invasion. Once it



had been properly shaped, magic could be used upon it to add symbols or clasps and buckles, but once
magic had touched it, the Maleum would be impossible to dter. Its shape was st.

Verlishad yet to vidt the Forge. Now, as he strode down the hill toward it, he felt the heat risng in
his own furnace, the oneingde his chest. It was agood fegling, and he exhaled little streamers of firefrom
his snout. Perhapsif there were any place in this encampment he might fed at home, it would be here at
the Forge.

Asthey approached, adoor opened and a bald mage poked out his head. "Ready, Wdter?'

Verlisand the project manager were perhaps one hundred feet away. Walter smiled and threw up
his handsin a gesture of opening.

The mage swung the large door wide with a creak of metd, giving them aview into the dark, fiery
inner workings of the Forge. At first Verliss attention was on the two enormous furnaces that he could
see within, the flameslegping above them. There came the clanging noise of metal being worked and
shaped indde.

A group of mages emerged from the fiery orange gloom within the building, first just afew and then
many others. They caled amiably to one another, these men and women in their heavy aprons and
gloves, these metd workers, armorers, and weaponsmasters.

"What isthis?' the Wurm asked, confused by the friendly, welcoming expressions on their faces.

"They wanted to meet you," Walter said asthey continued walking nearer. They werefifty feet from
the nearest of the mages now. "Well, some of them you've dready met, but the smiths wanted to make
sureyou knew that not al of usthink the worgt of strangers.”

A warmth spread within Verliss chest that had nothing to do with the firesthere. The very corners of
his mouth turned upward in asort of smile. Hiswings beat softly, and he held histalons at hisside.

Then he saw what was coming from within. From the darkness within and to one side of the door,
four more mages appeared. They carried amassive hdmet, forged from Malleum so pure that it was a
gleaming slver-white. It had been worked into along shape, perfect to fit over the snout of aWurm.

The smiths gathered around him. One of them, ast