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Prologue
SKkyHaven wasfdling, and it wasdl Timothy'sfault.

Theworld of Terraran entirely on magic. It waswithin everything and everyone, withasingle
exception—Timothy Cade, the only person on Terrawho had no capacity for magic. Behind his back,
the mages snickered and called him the un-magician. It wasadur, aninsult, but it wastrue.

Magic had no affect on him, and if he so much as touched anything enchanted, he would temporarily
unravel spellsthat even the most powerful Wizards of Old could not have broken. Not only that, but
recently he discovered that if he concentrated hard enough, he could stretch the nullifying field that
surrounded him, so he didn't even have to touch magic to disrupt it.

Timothy had dways thought of the effect he had on magic— and hisinakility to perform even the
amplest spell—as an affliction. But more and more he had been finding that it was what made him
unique, and that there was strength in him that he had never known. Magic itself was pure, but if the
intentions of the mage widding it were crud or evil, the magic became dark and deadly.

Never had there been awizard as dark and cruel as Alhazred. Long thought to be dead, he had
returned with an ingdious plan. He had been kidnapping and killing mages so that he could absorb their
magic. Worse, he had collected thousands of ghostfire lamps—Iights powered by the magical spirit
essence of dead mages—and was consuming the magic from their lingering souls. But that was only the
beginning. Alhazred had begun to tap into the magica matrix—the very source of dl themagic inthe
world—and once he took control of that, no one would be able to stand against him.

Timothy knew he had to do something.

Focusing on the tingling sensation of the magic asit did over him, he pushed and fdt the null field
ballooning around him—expanding. It took every ounce of will and inner strength he could muster to
forcethe field away from himsdf, soreading and stretching to encompass the entire massive chamber, and

beyond.

Alhazred's eyes had darkened in anger as every ghostfire lamp, every piece of spell-glassin the
room, shattered in a single moment, releasing the energies of the dead magesin ablinding flash. For the
briefest of moments, Timothy felt triumphant.

And then SkyHaven—an idand fortress that floated above the ocean—began to fall from the sky.

Hismind cried out in panic. Through fear and ingtinct, he drew the null field back to himsdlf, and the
freefd| of SkyHaven cameto an abrupt and stomach-flipping stop.

The redlization of what he had done gradudly sank in.

I've disrupted the whole matrix, hethought. Everything must have winked out for a second, all
of the magical power inthearea. .. and maybefarther. . ..

Suddenly he was very afraid, distracted only by the dark wizard's pitiful howl of defeat. Timothy
watched as Alhazred at last began to die; hisgray flesh withering and crinkling like burning parchment.
Darkness puffed out of him, and soon there was nothing left of the evil archmage but drifting ash on the
floor.

And with Alhazred at last defeated, Timothy's thoughts painfully returned to what he had done, how
he had reached out and touched the power of the world.



"Areyou okay?" Cassandra Nicodemus asked from somewhere in the darkness of the chamber.
Timothy could not even begin to answer that question.
Chapter One

Theintengity of the buzzing hum ingde histhick, horned skull nearly forced Verlisfrom the sky
above Toranah. Hefatered and began to drop, but quickly regained his senses, flapping hislesathery
wingsal the harder, and soaring upward again. His heart hammered in hisbroad chest, and dlarms of
danger raced through him. The last time he had experienced this hum, he had been wearing ahelmet
forged of Mdleum—the metd tied intringcaly to his kind, the descendants of dragons known asthe
Wurm.

But now it gppeared that he didn't need the helmet to fed this connection.

Verlis sped through the air toward the magical barrier between dimensionsthat separated Terra
from Draconae, the world to which the Wurm had been banished many decades past. It was caled
Alhazred's Divide. On the other sdewasaWurm civilization of savagery and tyranny, lorded over by a
generd called Raptus, who wanted nothing more than for his sorcerersto tear down the Veil so that he
and hisarmy could invade Terraand destroy the world of mages.

Filled with aterrible dread, Verlis soread hiswings and hovered before the barrier. Thelight of
Alhazred's Divide shone from ground to sky, from horizon to horizon, asit had for centuries, but now its
ethered light had dimmed. The hum in Verliss skull increased and he hissed in pain, flinching away from
the magica barrier.

Asit winked out, all the magic in Toranah cut off for just amoment.

A moment was long enough. The barrier fell with asound like breaking glass, the spdll at last
destroyed, and with amurderous roar of triumph, the barbaric Wurm that had been trying to bresk it
down from the other side began to come through. The sky beyond—the sky of Draconae—wasfilled
with dark, winged figures, the Wurm gathering like storm clouds as they redlized what had happened.

Thefirst wave emerged on foot, cautioudy, from the large rip that had been torn in the fabric of
redlity. The edges of the dimensiond tear hissed and sputtered. Verlis watched them come, for amoment
unable to believe that the barrier had been broken, and then he remembered the mages at the mining
operation nearby, digging for the precious metal Malleum, and redlized their safety was now in jeopardy.

Spurred to action, Verlis swooped down out of the sky toward the invaders. He opened his massive
jawsand astream of liquid fire erupted from his gullet, bathing them in flames as he flew past and away.
They were hiskinsmen, these Wurm, but not like him at al. They had waged a civil war upon hisclan,
who wanted only peace. To him they were the enemy.

Two of the Wurm soldiersroared in pain as Verlissfire engulfed them, and the otherswere
distracted by his attack, some even hegitating on the threshold of thisworld. But Verlisknew that this
was at best atemporary distraction. He only hoped that it would provide him enough time to warn the
workers at the mining operation that what they had feared most had happened.

Wings pounding the air, Verlis soared over the ancient home of the Dragons of Old, desperate to
reach his human comradesin time. He flew low above the mages encampment, finding it deserted as
expected. Most of the workerswould il betoiling at the mines, and he redoubled his speed, hurrying
toward them. The mages were excavating dangeroudy closeto the burid grounds of his ancestors, but he
had kept them away from the actua graves of the ancient dragons.



Theair wasfilled with the droning, grinding noise of the digging machine Timothy Cade had
designed, and as V erlis swooped down toward the mining operation, he saw the metd thing burrowing
into the hillsde, boring ahole from which the mages would excavate tons of Malleum for wegpons and
armor to fight againgt the Wurm.

Or, at least, that had been the plan.
Time had suddenly run out.

Verlis caught sght of Walter Telford, the project coordinator, who stood talking animatedly with a
pair of miners. They al wore troubled expressons, and Verlis understood. They wouldn't know yet that
an attack was under way, but they were suffused with magic—they would have felt the magica matrix
flicker.

"Walter!" the Wurm roared, smoke furling from his nogtrils, the wind whipping past him.

Telford glanced up and lifted ahand. "Greetings, Verlis™ he cried over the sounds of the digging
machine. "l seeyou fet it aswel. Do you have any idea—"

"The Divide hasfdlen!" the Wurm bellowed over the noise of the excavation, streams of fireleaking
from hisjaws.

Telford stepped back, the look upon his face showing that he wasn't sure he had heard correctly
The coordinator's eyes bulged as he turned to another worker, saying something into his ear. The worker
ran to stand benegath the Burrower, waving his armsto shut the noisy machine down.

"Areyou sure, Verlis?' Tdford caled. Asthe stefdl slent, al mining operations ceasing, the men
and women gathered around. "Absolutely certain?”

"| saw the barrier fall with my own eyes" the Wurm growled. "Whatever interrupted the flow of
magic gave Raptus and his sorcerers the opening they needed. Alhazred's Divide has been torn down.
TheWurm of Draconae areinvading!”

The coordinator's body seemed to diminish in size; his head dowly hanging low. "Were not reedy.
There are no weapons, no armor, except what's at the Forge right now."

From the distance came a sound that could have been the rumbling of adistant storm, but Verlis
knew otherwise.

Teford heard it aswell, craning hishead to listen. The others began to mutter worriedly, some
dready starting to move away from the machine and the mine, searching for some kind of cover. Inthe
distance Verlis saw the workers from the Forge, wearing their heavy gloves and thick aprons, begin to
emerge from the building where the Malleum was being processed.

"That's not astorm, isit?" Telford asked, looking up and out of the valley at the date gray sky.

"No, itisnot," Verlisreplied, hisinner fireroiling within his chest, causng sseam to rise from the
gdesof hismouth. The sound was moving closer.

"Comeon, all of you! "Telford shouted, and he started at arun toward the Forge.

Many of the minersfollowed, but otherstook that astheir sgnd to fleein earnest. Instead of
hurrying away, they were sprinting, perhaps thinking to take shelter in some cave or other. None of them
ran toward the village. 1t would be in flames soon enough.



Verlistook flight, keeping pace with Telford and the miners courageous enough not to run for their
lives. The Wurm glanced back repeatedly, and he saw dark figures against the sky, Raptuss soldiers at
last taking flight. Black smoke rase on the horizon, thefirgt of the huts now burning in the smdl village
encampment the mages had built.

Tdford led them to the Forge. The workersthere were al moving outside, curiosity and fear etched
inthelr faces. Verlis saw Charna Tayvis, the Forge supervisor, but her focus was on Telford.

"What's going on, Walter?' Charna demanded. She was alarge, powerful-looking woman, her face
covered inthe dirt and grime of her labors. The blacksmiths grumbled behind her, eager for an answer as
wall.

"We're under attack. Raptus has broken through.”

The blacksmiths|ooked horrified, aswell they should have. Raptus was a brutal savage and a
cunning generd, utterly without mercy. Verlisknew thisfrom experience. But Telford did not alow fear
to fester.

"Gather up whatever you've dready forged, Malleum wegpons, helmets, whatever thereis" he
ingtructed the smiths. "Not apieceisto be wasted.”

Charna stepped forward, removing the heavy glovesfrom her hands. "A good many pieces were
shipped out to Arcanum two days past,” she said. "Enough to fortify abattaion. All that's left here iswhat
we've worked on since then.”

One of the miners, the man who had been operating Timothy's digging machine, came forward. Fear
shonein hiseyes, and Verlis could smell the stink of panic seeping from his pores.

"And what then?" he asked, gazing up toward the rim of the smdll valley in which they toiled. The
rumbling was louder now—closer. "Once we gather the weapons—what then”?”’

One of the blacksmiths had | &ft the Forge carrying aweapon he had obviously been working on. It
was aMaleum spear, its head tapering to anasty point. Forged from thismetal, it would pierce even the
toughest of Wurm hides, and their armor as well.

Teford took the weapon from him and hefted it in his hands. "We use them for what they were
intended," he said in aforceful voice, eyes searching out every facein the crowd. "We usethem to fight
for our lives"

Minersand smiths dike dispersed quickly, rushing into the Forge to arm themselves.

"How long before they are upon us?' Telford asked, coming to stand at Verlissside, spear ill in
hand.

"Not long," Verlis growled, watching the sky begin to darken with black smoke asthe entire village
was st aflame. Ominous winged figures cruised amid the smoke, the flapping of hundreds of pairs of
wings sounding like theroll of thunder. "Not long a al."

Timothy knélt by the body of Leander Maddox, hisfriend and mentor, who had looked out for him
snce the death of hisfather. The mage had been ahuge man both in stature and in heart, but he seemed
50 small now, there on the ground, no life left within him, no spirit, no magic. Cassandra had gone quickly
back up to the room from which they had descended into this secret chamber and brought back the
lantern of hungry firethat Timothy used. This, to him, was purefire. Not magica. Not ghostfire, made
from the souls of dead mages. Thisworld had aways perceived it as the rechanneling of magicd energy



to useful purpose, but Timothy had discovered that the ghosts of mages were trapped in the fire, unable
to go onto therr fina reward, and he thought it criminaly tragic. Now Cassandraknelt by hisside, hungry
firelantern in her hand, and shared in his sorrow over the desth of the man who had been their teacher
and protector. Not far away stood Ivar, last surviving warrior of the Asuratribe. He had suffered injuries
in the battle with Alhazred, but he stood with his hands together as though saying aprayer over Leander's
remains, and he muttered akind of incantation under his bresth, a chant to some higher power.

Cassandra placed the lantern on the floor beside him. "I'm so sorry,” she said, bowing her head. "l
knew him only ashort time, but long enough to know he was agreat man. Arcanum haslost atreasure
today."

"Hewill bemissed,” Ivar said, hisvoice raspy and week. "More than ever, the Parliament of Mages
needs leaders like Leander Maddox."

Timothy heard their words of solace, but could not find his own voice. Hismind wasfilled with
memories of the man, of the kindnessin hiseyes, of the quiet strength that he had and that heinspired in
others. Timothy recalled the first time he had seen Leander as he came through the magica doorway
from Terraand into the world where the boy had been hidden away at birth dueto his affliction. Even
then, at that first look, he had known that the burly, bearded mage with the wild mane of red hair was a
friend. Leander had been manipulated by evil, but in his heart, he had dways remained loyd to the
memory of Timothy'sfather, Argus Cade, who had been Leander's own teacher.

With along, mournful bresth, Timothy finaly summoned the wordsin hisheart. He held Leander's
cold, siff fingersin hisown. "He dwaysfelt reponsible, somehow, for the way the magestreated me.
He blamed himsdlf for their fear, their ignorance. | was born on Terra, but | think he wished that he had
left me where hed found me—to spare me from dl that I've been exposed to since stepping through that
doorway into thisworld."

Timothy studied Leander's pale face. If not for the spatters of blood that dappled the man's cheek, it
would have appeared that the great mage was merely deeping.

Cassandra put acomforting hand on his shoulder.

"He couldn't have been morewrong,” Timothy said. " Sure, there aretimeswhen | wish | could run
back to Patience and hide, but then | think about al I'd be giving up. My idand home seems 0 ...
inggnificant after seeing what exists beyond it.”

He felt awave of emotion threaten to reduce him to tears, but held it temporarily at bay "Y ou
opened my eyes to wonders that existed beyond the doorway, Leander, and for that | will awayslove
and missyouterribly."

Leaning forward, he placed akiss on the man's brow and climbed to hisfest, still fighting to not be
overpowered by grief. Hefelt Cassandraand Ivar's concerned eyes on him, but only nodded to confirm
that hewould bedl right.

Acrossthe vast chamber, atapestry adorned with the crest of the Order of Alhazred hung on the
wall. Timothy went over and tore it down from the place where it had likely hung for centuries. Ashe
crossed the room with the tapestry, he made a promise to himself that he would not suppress his grief
forever, that he would give himsdlf time to truly mourn the passing of hisfriend, but for the moment there
were things to be dealt with that had to take priority over hisanguish.

"Tim?"' Cassandraasked. "Areyou dl right?'



"Not even close," he said, draping the tapestry over Leander's fill form. "But now that the horror of
Alhazred's schemesis done with, | will be. Everything will be better now. It hasto be. Leander died to
makeit s0."

He said a sillent good-bye to L eander, then went to Ivar, whose face masked the pain he must have
been in after the conflict with Alhazred. The dark wizard had drained some of Ivar's spirit, and it would
take timefor him to recover. Asachild on the Idand of Patience, Ivar had been hisfriend, and asgreat a
teacher to him then as Leander would later become. All hislife hisfriends had looked out for him. Now it
wastimefor Timothy to return the favor.

"Let'sget you to aheder,” Timothy said. "And then we need to | et the others know what happened
here today.”

Cassandra nodded in agreement, picking up the lantern from the floor to light their way up the stairs
that led to a storage room where the secret passage to Alhazred's hidden lair was first discovered.

It seemed asthough it took threetimes aslong to climb the stairs asit had to descend them, and
Timothy spent thistime pondering the future of the Parliament of Mages and theworld of Terra Yes,
Alhazred had been destroyed, but that did little to squelch the fear that he harbored over the potential
threat of invasion from Draconae. Timothy shivered as he recalled histime in the Wurm world as
Raptus's prisoner.

"We're dmost there, Ivar,” Timothy said, helping support hisfriend asthey made their ascent of the
winding stone staircase.

Asthey rounded a corner, alarge shape was silhouetted in the doorway above them, and abird
fluttered over it. In the midst of his pain, Timothy found aspark of comfort at the sght, for the silhouette
was that of Sheridan, the mechanical man he had built, with Edgar, the black-feathered rook who had
been hisfather'sfamiliar. Timothy was no mage, but Edgar was hisfamiliar now.

"Caw! Caw!" Edger cried. "It'sthem! By thetail feathers of my ancestors, it'sthem!”

"Timothy! Youredivel" Sheridan said, extending his segmented metal arms down the Staircaseto
assst them in their climb. He clanked as he moved, and steam hissed from the rdease valve on the Sde
of hishead.

Anather day, Timothy might have made ajoke of Sheridan's pointing out the obvious, but there was
nothing amusing in the mechanica man's concern for him. Not al those who had descended into the belly
of SkyHaven to combat Alhazred were coming back dive.

Cassandrawent first, with the lantern, and then Timothy helped Ivar through the door into the
storage chamber, barraged by questions from their anxious friends. There were haf adozen magesin the
room, acolytes of the Order of Alhazred, but though Cassandrawastheir grandmaster, asasign of
respect they would stay away from Timothy unlessthey were forced to confront him.

"Thank Zephyrusyou're safe," said Caigphas, the navigation mage who had served L eander long
and well. Those who had studied that speciaty al wore adigtinctive veil that covered most of their faces,
leaving only their eyesvisible, but Timothy could seethe rdlief in him. He could amost not bear to meet
that gaze.

Caigphas frowned and peered back down into the darkness of the stairwell. "But whereis Master
Leander?'



"Yeah," Edgar croaked, tucking hiswings back and tilting his head, looking down from his perch on
Sheridan's shoulder. "Where is he? Guarding Alhazred or—"

They dl then saw thelook on Timothy's face, and their expressonstore at his heart. Just let me be
strong now, hethought. Just let me be strong for my friends.

"Alhazred istruly dead now," he said. "But Leander ... if not for him arriving when he did, none of us
would have madeit out of theredive. Butthecost . . . " Timothy said, prying the terrible words from his
mouth. "Leander waskilled."

They were d| thunderstruck, each of them falling silent. Caigphas closed his eyes and turned away,
hanging his head. Edgar fluttered hiswings, beak opening as though trying to find something to say.
Sheridan's glowing red eyes dimmed and hisarms hung at his sides as though he had shut himsalf down.
The other Alhazred mages muttered among themsdlves, some of them gazing at Timothy with open
suspicion.

"What went on down there, kid?' Edgar asked at last, flapping hiswings as he flew up to anew

perch atop Sheridan's head. "1t must've been awful. The whole place started faling. We thought it was
theend for dl of us."

"It wasterrifying," the mechanica man agreed. "How can such athing happen, that spells so
powerful and intricate could falter?"

The acolyteswatched Timothy with fear in their eyes, asif they knew that he was somehow
responsible. The un-magician wasto blame.

And they wereright.

"It was Alhazred,” Timothy began. "By absorbing the soul energiesin the ghostfire, he managed to
connect himsdf to the magical matrix. He was draining it, making himself stronger and stronger. He was
going to try to take control of the whole thing, to command al the magic in theworld. Leander tried to
stop him, but Alhazred wastoo strong. If | hadn't donewhat | did ..."

"What did you do, Timothy?" the black bird asked in atroubled whisper.

"l ... | touched the matrix," he explained. "I touched the matrix and for amoment, | think | might
have shut it down."

The mages huddled together, whispering among themselves. The suspicion in them had turned to
utter terror a the very thought of such athing.

"Oh, dear," Sheridan muttered.

"Y ou sure did something, kid," Edgar said. "For aminute there | thought the whole place was going
into thedrink."

Timothy looked around at the shambles the room had become, shelvesfalen over and debris
scattered acrossthe floor. "Is everybody dl right?' he asked. "Is SkyHaven al right?

"Other than the mess, everything appearsto be fine now," Caigphasreplied. "But, Timothy, it was
not just SkyHaven that was affected. For amoment we dl felt our magic leave us.”

His head swam with the enormity of what he had done. He had no ideathat he could be capable of
such afest, and for abrief moment, he was actudly afraid of himsdlf.



"Timothy did what was necessary,” Cassandra said, her voice filled with authority and gravity. Asit
should have been, for with Leander's demise, she was the one, true Grandmaster of the order now. "If
not for him, Alhazred would have been unstoppable.”" She looked about the chamber, making certain that
al wereligening. "Without Timothy, wewould al be endaved to Alhazred now, al of our magicin his
contral."

Cassandra turned to one of the acolytes. "Take Ivar to the physician at once,” she ordered.

The mage bowed at the waist, then carefully approached the Asurawarrior. Ivar hesitated, looking
to Timathy.

"Don't worry, old friend,” Timothy said. "I'll be fine until you get back."

Ivar nodded once, and alowed himsalf to be led from the chamber. No sooner had they departed
than Carlyle, persona assistant to the Grandmaster, charged into the room, severa more acolytesin tow.

"Thank the gods," he said, placing ahand to his chest. Carlyle was normaly fussy and derisive, but
inthe midst of this crisis he had proven himsdf avauabledly . . . and revealed himsdf to have once been
acombat mage. "When SkyHaven began to fall, | thought the worst.”

He paused for amoment, carefully studying their number, and frowned. "What of Grandmaster
Maddox?'

Timothy couldn't bear to explainit al again, and was grateful when Caigphastook charge.

"My magter fel during the battle with Alhazred," he explained. "1 go now to recover hisbody." The
navigation mage turned, moving toward the sairs.

Carlylesface tightened with pain. He gritted histeeth and seemed to deflate. "Caigphas,” he said,
following after the navigation mage, "please alow the order to assist you." He gestured toward the
acolytes, and several quickly followed Caigphasinto the secret passage.

"What adark day," Carlyle added, dmost as though he were speaking to himself.

Timothy had dways found Carlyle annoying, but during the crisis of the past few days, he had begun
to see adifferent side to the man. There was much more to the Grandmaster's ass stant than he had
origindly believed.

Now Carlyle composed himsdlf, pushing aside his sorrow the way one would remove acloak, and
proceeded to report to Cassandra. He told her of the shipment of Malleum weapons the parliamentary
headquarters had received earlier that morning from Toranah, and explained that SkyHaven's sudden
lurch in the sky had made amess, but not caused any serious structural damage. At least none that the
ingpectors could find.

Only hdf listening to Carlyl€'s report, Timothy took notice of aspider asit crawled acrossthe
chamber floor, and he wasimmediately reminded of an evil among them.

"What about Grimshaw?"

"Don't worry about that lunatic,” Edgar croaked. " Security made sure he stayed put when the magic
blinked out, and last | checked, he was il locked away tight."

"Where, | might add, he belongs," Sheridan said, punctuating his words with atoot of steam.



But Timothy kept hisfocus on Carlyle, wanting officia word.

The serious little man nodded toward Edgar. "Indeed, former constable Grimshaw remains confined
to aholding cdl, awaiting prosecution for hiscrimes.”

Timothy breathed asigh of relief, hoping now for amoment of respite to collect histhoughts and
mourn theloss of hisfriend. All too soon he would discover that it was smply the calm before a storm.

Carlyle stopped to compose himself before entering the chamber where Lord Romulus of the Legion
Nocturne awaited aword with him.

Conjuring alooking glass, he studied hisreflection, dismayed at the circles benegth his eyes and the
lack of color on hislips. There could be no rest for the persond assistant to the Grandmaster of the
Order of Alhazred. It was his duty to be sure that everything ran smoothly, and to do that meant a certain
amount of sacrifice. Sacrifice and discipline, both things he had learned a great ded about as a combat

mage, many years ago.

His mind raced with thoughts of al that had happened these past months—saince the arriva of the
Cade boy. It was both amazing and terrifying so much could change upon the appearance of one
individud. If someone had told him that dl of Arcanum—no, dl the world—would be thrown into turmoil
with theintroduction of asingle child, he would have laughed out loud and called them mad.

But it has happened, he mused, saring at hisreflection in the shimmering surface. Timothy'sreturn
to Terraseemed to have been the catalyst for change, forcing the world around them down afrightening
new path to the unknown.

Carlyle had yet to decideif thiswas agood thing.

Hewaved hishand in the air, disperang the magica mirror asif it were made of smoke. Now was
not the time for such rumination. Now was the time to do his gppointed jolb—to make certain everything
functioned asit was supposed to at SkyHaven, or at least to create the appearance of such.

"Lord Romulus," Carlyle said with abow as the double doors opened into the chamber. " So sorry
to keep you waiting, things today have been atad ... chaotic.”

The Grandmaster of the Legion Nocturne had been standing out on the balcony, and now turned at
the sound of Carlylesvoice. The armored giant was afearsome sight.

"What isgoing on here, sir?' Romulus bellowed, clenching and unclenching hislarge hands, covered
in studded gloves of dark leather. "Who'sin charge here? What's become of the boy, and of Maddox?
And what of the. . . flickering ... of the matrix?"

The leader of the Legion Nocturne looked down on him, and Carlyle gazed up into the eyesthat
glowered from insde the darkness of the great horned helmet Romulus wore.

"| fetit, as| am certainwedl did," Romulus continued. "My sky carriage began to fal toward the
seq, and asit did, | saw SkyHaven dropping...."

Romulus moved even closer and Carlyle could smell the amost anima aromathat exuded from the
body of the fearsome man.

"l havefdtthis...loss. .. before, Carlyle. When Timothy Cade touched me. | demand an
explandion.”



Carlylefdt aclaw of dread grip hisheart. | touched the magical matrix, the boy had said.
Timothy's.... fliction had dways made Carlyle gpprehensive, but this was something dtogether
different—and profoundly disturbing.

"Ahyes, that," he said, struggling to keep hisvoice cam. "I believe the Cade boy was responsible,
extending his unique talents to prevent Alhazred from endaving usdl.”

Romulus reared back asif Carlyle had tried to strike him. "Extended histdents?' he snarled, his
voice echoing from within the helmet. "Do you understand what you're saying?"

Carlylewasn't positive, but he could have sworn he heard atrace of fear in the Nocturne
Grandmeagter's question.

"Quite," hereplied, carefully. "But Cassandra—that is, Grandmaster Nicodemus, has said that if the
boy hadn't done so, Alhazred would have—"

"He touched the matrix," Romulus interrupted, grabbing hold of Carlyle's robes and drawing him
closer. "The Cade boy's insdious powers traveled beyond the walls of SkyHavern—who knows how
fa?'

Carlyle caused acharge of magica energy to course through his body and Romulus grunted asa
blue spark of energy forced him to remove his hands from the assistant's clothing.

"| understand your concern, Grandmaster Romulus,” Carlyle stated, brushing the wrinklesfrom his
front. "But Timothy Cade acted in defense of usdl, and so far there have been no reports of any serious
repercussons.”

Asif tomakealiar of him, the air began to shimmer between them, and the face of AletheaBorgia,
the Voice of Parliament, appeared in their midst. Her expression in that magica communique was severe.

"Lord Romulud" the V oi ce snapped.
The gigantic Legion Grandmeaster inclined his head respectfully. "At your service.”

"Alhazred's Divide hasfdlen,” the V oice sated, sumbling over the last word as though she could
hardly believe what she was reporting. " The Wurm have come through and are now attacking our
operations at Toranah."

Romulusglared a Carlyle. "Y ou were saying?"
Chapter Two

Wurm dropped from the sky, wings begting the air unmercifully, gouts of orange flame streaming
from their mouths asthey laid waste the mages mining operationsin Toranah.

Verlistensed, struggling with the urge to throw himsdlf into battle, but he had made a pledge to
himsdlf to do everything in his power to keep Walter Telford and his people safe. They were hiding insde
awooden storage shed used to house the various supplies needed to run the Forge. The scent of the
black heatstone, volcanite, hung heavy intheair.

"What are we going to do?' one of the smiths asked. He was the youngest of the metal workers.

No one answered, and then Verlisredized that they were waiting for him to respond. "We can't
stay here," he said with agrowl, peering out through a crack in the door.



Theraiders outsde were in afrenzy, destroying everything in their path, and he could hear the
screams of the dying, of mageswho had been in the village or in an area of the mining operation too far
from Telford's core crew and hadn't found anywhere to hide. Ordinary mages had basic magic at their
disposd, but were not trained for fighting. The average Wurm aso had rudimentary magica skills, but
Wurm spent their entire lives preparing for war. There was no question how this day would end.

"Itisonly ameatter of time before they find us," Verlis said with agrowl. He turned to look at those
who had followed him when the invasion began. In addition to Telford and Charna, there were perhaps
fifteen blacksmiths and miners gathered in that cramped space. They had retrieved as many weapons and
pieces of armor asthey could carry, and it al rested in a hegp on the floor behind them.

"Do you think we could make it to the sky carriages?' Charna asked, her eyeswidein terror.
"Perhaps even save some of the others?!

Verlis shook his head, smoke furling from his nogtrils. "Raptuss dite would burn us from the sky
before we had achanceto clear thevaley."

A stream of Wurm fire dropped dangeroudly close to the shack in which they hid, and they could
fed theintense heat of the flames that now burned the very soil.

"What then?" Telford asked. "Those who were quickest into the fray have shown us the foolishness
of trying to fight. If we had greater numbers, perhaps, but hearing their screams and watching them burn
has shown us the truth. We are no match for Raptus and his army. Do we just wait hereto die? | would
rather rush out to meet my fate, to have a more noble death.”

Verlisreturned to the door and again gazed out on the devastation of the encampment. To remain
here was certain degath, but what if they did make their way from the valey? Would their chances be any
better then?

"All right. You must ligento me," he said, returning his attention to the smithsand miners. "What |
am about to propose may sound like madness, but | fear it is our only chance. Unless, friend Walter, you
ingst upon discarding your life needlesdy?"

"Goon," Tdford encouraged. "Any chance of living is better than dying a the mercy of those
mongers”

The others nodded in agreement.

"Wearing what armor and wegpons remain, we will fight our way out of the valley, to the one place
Raptussvillanswill not follow."

"You'reinsane," one of the smiths spat, alarge man with along, black beard on which he nervoudy
tugged. "What chance do we have againg those .. . those things?'

"Morethan if you wait for them to find you here," the Wurm explained, two trails of steam drifting
from hisnogtrils, asthe flame ingde him began to churn with anticipation. "Our object isto survivelong
enough to reach our god, not to be victorious.”

"Y ou have courage and honor, Verlis, but perhagpstoo much faithinus,” Teford said. "And where
could we go that they wouldn't follow? Eventudly they would ..."

The project coordinator's voice trailed off, and his eyes|it with understanding. "Y ou can't possibly
be suggesting—"



Verlisgretched hiswings asfar as he could within the confines of the shed. "I am. The one place we
might flee that the other Wurm will not follow. Alhazred's Divide hasfalen. Theway is open for usto
crossinto Draconae. All the Wurm serving Raptus are here now, and they would never return therefor
fear that they would become trapped again.”

Charna swore under her breath. "Y ou're correct, Verlis. It is madness.”

"It isour only hope," the Wurm said. ""We make our escape to Draconae. Once removed from the
immediate threat of Raptus and his legions, we can begin to plot our return to Arcanum.”

The sound of crackling fire and the thunder of beating wings drew closer, and Verlisknew they were
only moments from discovery

"We need to act now," he urged.
The smiths and miners eyed one another nervoudly.

"It'sasgmple question, lads," Telford spoke to them. "Either you take achance on living, or you
resgn yoursalvesto die. What will it be?’

The group remained silent, and then it was the burly, bearded man who showed Verlisthe decison
they had slently made. He went to the pile of armor and wegpons, rummaging through the heavy meta
objects until he found the helmet they had forged for Verlis,

"We had hoped to polish it up some before returning it to you," he said, handing it to the Wurm.
"Perhapswe will dill get the chance.”

Verlistook it and placed it upon his head, horns diding easily through the holes that had been made
for them. "My thanks," he growled as they began to dress themsalvesin the armor, choosing wegpons.

The building shook as the invaders soared overhead. They were closer now—dangeroudy so.
There came achorus of roars and the stink of sulfur asthe roof of the building was set ablaze, fire rippling
acrossthe caling.

"Do not panic. Sted yoursalves," Charnainstructed them.

The smiths and miners stood ready, clad in armor and armed with weapons made from the Maleum
they had extracted from the ground and forged to fight the Wurm. What they couldn't wear, they carried
in makeshift packs on their backs. No Malleum was to be wasted. When they at last made their way
back to Arcanum, it would be given to combat mages who would help repel the enemy.

Verlisflexed his powerful wings. "Areyou ready?' His clawed hand rested on the door latch.

"Ready for combat? Not one of us, my friend. But we're not ready to die, either,” Walter replied as
he dropped the helmet visor down to shield his eyes. He turned to the others and raised hiswegpon in
sdute. They responded in kind.

Timothy stared at Carlyle, heart heavy with guilt. "I'm responsible ... aren't 1?* He sat down heavily
inachair in the Grandmaster's office, burying hisfacein hishands.

"No one can say for certain,” Carlyle answered. "Buit it does appear rather likely."
"I'm just what Parliament feared | was," he said. "A menace. A danger to theworld.”

"I'll hear none of that," Cassandra scolded, standing up from the large, high-backed chair behind the



expanse of rich dark wood that had been Leander's desk. Her desk, now. "Thefal of the Divide was
just an unforeseen side effect of your defeat over Alhazred. Y ou had no way of knowing it would

happen.”
Edgar ruffled hiswings as he strolled across the top of the desk. " She's got you there, kid."

Timothy raised his head from his hands. "Unforeseen sde effect?' he repeated in disbelief. "I'm
respongble for alowing aWurm invasion into the world." He stood and began to pace. "Don't you think
you're downplaying the enormity of what I've donejust abit?"

"Now, Timothy," Sheridan said in a soothing voice. The mechanical man had been standing by
Cassandras desk, but now took severa clanking steps forward, red eyesflaring brightly. " Getting upset
won't do you, or anybody else, abit of good. What's done is done.”

Timothy approached the window, but not so close asto cancel out the enchantment of the
shimmering spell-glassthat filled itsframe. "I'm adanger to thisworld." He stared out at the churning sea
below the floating fortress. "It would have been better for everyoneif I'd never left Petience.”

Someone gpproached him, and from the delicate scent of flowers that wafted inthe air, he knew it
was Cassandra.

"Dont tak likethat," she chided him. "If you had not |eft Patiencefor Terra. .."

Timothy turned to face her, staring into her beautiful green eyes. "Leander would till be dive, your
grandfather would likely still be Grandmaster of the Order of Alhazred and Raptus and his Wurm legions
would still belocked away in Draconae. Tell methat isn't better than what we have now."

She stared back defiantly. "My grandfather was an evil mongter, serving an even fouler master, and
you yoursdlf told methat the Wurm had aready been working on away through Alhazred's Divide and
were near to success. Leander's death shatters my heart, but he was aready working with the Parliament
to discover the truth about the disgppearance of so many mages, and his investigation would have led him
to Alhazred eventudly. Y ou don't know what fate would have brought without your participation.”

Deep down, Timothy knew that she was right, but he couldn't shake the feding of respongbility for
the constant turmoil that had been threatening the world since held decided to make Terrahis home.

"It'sdl so much," hewhispered.

There came asound like the disapproving clucking of atongue, and then avoice spokein their
midst, the speaker unseen. "Have you forgotten dl that | have tried to teach you?'

Only Carlyle seemed startled. The otherswere al used to the Asuras ability to blend with his
surroundings, to change the pigment of his skin so much that he seemed to beinvisble.

"lvar," Timothy said, aspark of hoperising in him. If nothing else, at least hisfriend and teacher was
al right. "I haven't forgotten anything—at least | don't think | have.”

Asthough he had suddenly been transported into the room, Ivar appeared. It was not magic,
however. Or, at least, not the sort the mages of Terraunderstood. The natura hue of Ivar's skin was
pale, dmost ivory, savefor the inky black markings of histribe. The marks were not tattoos, but
generated from within, lvar making the skin black in those spots, in those shapes, as away to honor his
past. Timothy was dated to see hisfriend up and around after al he had been through. At least something
wasgoing right.



"l cantimagineI'll ever get used to that,” Carlyle muttered breathlesdly.
"Tdl you thetruth," Edgar croaked from the desk, "you never redly do."

Cassandrawent to lvar, agentle smile on her face that reached her green eyes. "How are you,
Ivar?' she asked. "Fedling better?"

The Asuranodded dowly, but never took hisdark eyesfrom Timothy. "1 am feding much better,
Grandmaster,” he said palitely. "The heders of SkyHaven are quite skillful, but | am troubled by what |
have just heard."

Ivar stared at Timothy. ™Y ou say you have not forgotten my teaching, but the words that come from
your mouth—they are not words spoken by an Asura.”

Timothy turned his gaze away from histeacher, and friend. "1 don't understand,” helied.

Ivar's gaze seem to bore into him, attempting to push him back, but Timothy held hisground. ™Y ou
have come quite far in mastering the fighting techniques of my people.”

"He's become quiite the scrapper, if | do say so myself," Sheridan chimed in, gears noisily grinding
from ingde hismeta body. He held up hisfigts, pretending to do combat with the air.

"But that's not what you're talking about, isit?' Timothy asked, an anger building up insde him that
wasamed at himself more than anyone, and yet he found himself turning it againgt hisfriends.

"When | entered thisroom, | heard a boy filled with self-pity, ready to givein to the forces that
assault him." Ivar dowly shook hishead. "That is not the way of the Asura.”

Timothy remembered dl that he'd been taught. Even now the words echoed through his mind and
imagesrosein him of long days on the beaches of Patience, the sky orange with afternoon sunlight, his
muscles aching from the combeat training Ivar had given him.

"An Asuradoes not hide from life, he embraces both the good and the bad,” Timothy said,
remembering.

Ivar nodded, black patterns flowing across the muscular surface of his pale flesh. "Nothing may
change what has already happened, al that remainsisthe response.”

Timothy sighed, feding the weight of al that had happened to him attempting to drive him to his
knees. "It's so much," he repeated, seeking someleve of sympathy from the warrior, but knowing it was
not likely to come.

"And how will you respond?’ Ivar asked. "Will it dominate, or will you show it who is master?'

Timothy took a deep breath, and in his mind he returned once more to the Idand of Patience. To the
beach. To Ivar'steachings. And suddenly, it was al so clear. The world was in peril—the world that he
had decided to make his own. Timothy was the un-magician, and there were things he could do that no
one dsein thiswhole world was capable of . That had to count for something.

"You'reright, Ivar. I've wasted enough time fedling sorry for mysdlf." Grim-faced, he turned toward
Cassandraand Carlyle, arush of adrenaline coursing through hisbody. "If the Wurm have broken
through, | need to get to my father's estate and talk with VVerliss clan. If anybody can tell us how to dedl
with Raptus, it'sthem.”



Edgar cawed and took flight, besting hiswingsin the confines of the room and flyingin acirclejust
beneath the celling. "Now that's more likeit!"

Sheridan crossed his arms with aclank and a hiss of seam from the valve on the sde of his head.
Therewaslittle rangein hisfacid expressons, but Timothy was sure he saw pride and satisfaction in the
mechanical man'sface.

When he looked at Cassandra, though—at the girl whose beauty and bravery stole his breath
away—he saw regret. She brushed alock of her long red hair out of her face, tucking it behind her ear.

"l am the Grandmaster now," she said. "The order isin disarray. Leander isdead, but sois
Alhazred. It remainsto be seen if thereis even an order for meto lead, and if so, if any of us can bear to
keep the name of the monster asthe mark of our guild. In any case, there are hundreds of magesin
sarviceto the Order of Alhazred in Sunderland done. They must al be summoned to join the fight against
Raptus. Carlyle and | must stay here to muster those forces and try to determine the future of the order."

Timothy gazed at her. With dl the heartache of recent days, what he felt for Cassandrawas the one
bright spot. She was ayear or two older than he was, but the ectricity between them was undeniable.
When dl of thiswas done, when destiny was content to let them rest awhile, he wanted nothing more
than to see what would become of that bond. But for now, they both had responsibilities. Still, he
couldn't bear theidea of anything happening to her.

"l understand. But I'd like Ivar to stay here with you, to give you hisaid and counsd, if hewould
agree.”

Ivar bowed. "Asyou wish," he said. And there was something in his eyesthat said he understood
exactly what Timothy wasthinking.

Within the central spire of the Xerxis, the heedquarters of the Parliament of Mages, the greet hall
buzzed like an angry swarm of stingers on thefind day of summer. The sound of panic, Lord Romulus
mused as he walked about the grand chamber, observing the frenzied chatter of the grandmasters of the
167 other guilds.

A sound of desperation.

Romulus grew impatient. The other grandmasters sensed his dangeroudy foul mood and would not
dareto interrupt his pacing, but he himself wished for some distraction. They were dl awaiting the arriva
of their Voice.

They did not have much longer to wait.

AletheaBorgia, the Voice of Parliament, emerged from her private office and strode into the center
of that circular chamber, her staff clutched tightly in her hand. The polished bone gleamed in the flickering
light of ghodtfire lamps. Romulus noticed that the white-haired woman was wearing robes of dark, angry
red as opposed to her usua tranquil colors. The Voice was adorned in the color of war.

The Voice struck her staff three times on thefloor, indicating that it wastime for their assembly to
commence. But the members of Parliament did not listen, deaf to Alethea's attemptsto silencetheir
franticaly waving tongues.

Rage churned in Romulus's heart, rage over the dark twist fate had taken, rage over the ignorance
shown by hispeers, and rage at al of them, himsalf included, for believing that the Wurm could be
betrayed and banished without fear of reprisal.



"Silencel" he bellowed, hisbooming voice echoing throughout the chamber, causing the chatter of
the frenzied throng to ceasein an ingtant.

Lord Foxheart of the Mdleus Guild shot Romulus adark look, his rodentlike features twitching to
expose his sharp, pointy teeth. But Foxheart held histongue, perhaps sensing that this was not the day to
chalenge the Grandmaster of the Legion Nocturne.

"| am the VVoice of Parliament,” the silver-haired woman said, her voice not asloud as Romuluss,
but twice as authoritative. "And our community has been called together this day for reasons most dire.”

She looked about, her gaze touching upon each and every member of Parliament. Romulus
respectfully bowed his head, heavy with black metal helm.

"Our world has been invaded," she went on, her voicerife with emotion. "Alhazred's Divide has
fdlen. TheWurm are here

Dozens of grandmasters legped to their feet, frenzied demands and suggestions sireaming from their
mouths. Grandmaster Arcturus Tot of the Palisades Guild tried to shout his opinion over the voice of
Mistress Belladonna of the Order of Strychnos. Lord Foxheart shouted al the louder to be heard over
the rants and raves of the representatives of the Drayaidi, Winter Star, and Sectus guilds.

Romulus was about to scream at them to hold their tongues yet again, when the Voice of Parliament
raised her arms high and the head of her bone staff crackled with ablue light that formed an undulating
cloud of magical power. It writhed and pulsated in the air above their heads, high up in the center of the
tower. Whiplike tendrils reached down from the cloud, touching each member—steding away their
VOICes.

Thegreat hall was plunged into slence, and Romulus smiled within the darkness of hishemet,
untouched by the spell storm, for he knew when it was best to hold histongue.

"Y our voices shdl be returned to you when | deem that you have earned the right to use them again
for the benefit of your guilds," the VVoice of Parliament proclaimed. "But for now, | turn our discussion
over to