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Pr ol ogue

Urza says he's sane. Perhaps he is. Measures of sanity
anong pl aneswal kers are hard to cone by. He has lived for
over three thousand years. He heals by nerely willing it.
Wth a thought, he steps fromworld to world to world. His
very appearance is a matter of conveni ence, clothes and even
features projected by his mnd. How can conventional notions
of sanity apply to a pl aneswal ker?

Per haps they cannot, but his madness began before he was
a pl aneswal ker. Three thousand years ago, a nortal U za
battled his nortal brother. Their sibling rivalry turned
fratricidal. So began the Brothers' War. In his rage to kil
M shra, Urza enlisted the armies of the world, sank the isle
of Argoth, gutted the continent of Terisiare, and w ped
whol e nations fromthe gl obe. He ushered in an ice age. In
repaynent for all this madness, he becanme a pl aneswal ker

Urza says he regrets the destruction. True regret would
be a good sign

It wasn't regret that later sent Urza on his own private
i nvasion of Phyrexia. It was revenge for his brother
Sonehow, Urza convinced hinself he hadn't killed M shra,
that the Phyrexian G x had done it. True, G x seduced M shra
with prom ses of awesone power and in the end transforned
himinto a nonstrous amal gam of flesh and artifice. But U za
was M shra's slayer. Not in his mnd, though

In the mind of madness, Urza blaned G x and plotted to
get even. His notive was mad, and his invasi on madder still.
Urza attacked Phyrexi a-one pl aneswal ker agai nst arm es of
denonic nonstrosities. He lost, of course. He couldn't
defeat a whole world and was nearly torn to pieces trying.

Tail between his legs, Uza retreated to Serra's Real m
a place of angels and floating clouds. There he conval esced,
but he never truly recovered. Madness still haunted him and
so did Phyrexia. Gx followed on his tail. No sooner had
Uza left Serra's Realm thinking hinmself whole and hal e,
than G x and his denmons arrived. A war began in heaven. That
pl ace, like any other where Urza had chosen to dwell, was
decimated. Centuries later, it is still shrinking inits
| ong col | apse.

VWhen | point out these mad indiscretions, U za shrugs.
He clainms he regained his sanity after all that. He credits
hi s newf ound perspective to Xantcha and Ratepe-"two dear
friends who sacrificed thenselves to slay the demon G x,
close the portal to Phyrexia, and save ny life. To them |
am forever grateful."

True gratitude would be a good sign, too.

Urza has never, in his three nmllennia of life, shown

true gratitude nor had a "dear friend." | have known himfor
t hree decades. For two of those, | have worked side by side
with himat the acadeny we established here on Tolaria. | am

not his dear friend. No one is. Mst of the tutors and
students at the academy don't even know his real naneg,
calling him Master Ml zra. The | ast person who was cl ose



enough to Uza to be a dear friend was his brother, and
everyone knows what happened to him

No, Urza is incapable of regret and gratitude, of having
dear friends, not that there haven't been folk |ike Xantcha,
Rat epe, Serra, and |, who genuinely love the man and woul d
give our lives for him But he seens incapable of returning
our affection.

That's not enough to declare himinsane, of course. As |
sai d, neasures of sanity among pl aneswal kers are hard to
cone by, but there is sonmething mad about Urza's blithe
bel i ef that Xantcha and Ratepe sacrificed thensel ves, that
Serra's Real mand Argoth sacrificed thenselves, that M shra
sacrificed hinself.... It seenms everyone and everything U za
clains to care about gets destroyed. And what does that nean
for me, his newest dear friend?

- Barrin, Mage Master of Tolaria

Part |
SCHOOL OF TI ME

Chapter 1

Jhoira stood at the edge of her world. Behind her |ay
the isle of Tolaria, its palmforests and | ecture halls
overrun with magi cal prodigies and cl ockwork creatures. It
was a real mof ceaseless tests and pointless trials and
worries and work, |ots of work.

Bef ore her lay the blue ocean, the blue sky, and the
illimtable world. Couds piled into enmpyrean nountain
ranges above the shimering sea. Wiite waves broke on the
ragged rocks bel ow. Beyond the thin, brilliant line of the
hori zon, the whole world waited. Her soul mate was out there
somewher e, she dreamed. Everything was out there-her
honel and, her parents, her Shivan tribe, her future.

Jhoira sighed and sl ouched down to sit on a sun-warned
shoul der of sandstone. Sea wi nds sent her |ong black hair
danci ng about her thin shoul ders. Breezes coursed, warm and
fam liar, through her white student robes. She'd spent nany
hours in this sunny niche, her refuge fromthe acadeny, but
lately the hideaway brought her as nmuch sadness as joy.

She' d been at the acadeny for eight years now, |earning
all she could of machines. A prodigy when she arrived,
Jhoira was now a form dable artificer. She was al so a wonan
or at eighteen nearly so, and was weary of the school and
the kids, of brinmstone and nachine oil. She was sick to
death of artifice and illusion and wanted somnething real -
soneone real

Jhoira closed her eyes, drawing a deep breath of salty
air into her lungs. Her soul mate would be tall and bronze-
skinned, like the young CGhitu tribesnen back hone-keen-eyed
and strong. He would be smart, yes, but not like Teferi and
the other boys who tried to get Jhoira's attention through
juvenile antics and unsubtl e innuendoes. He would be a man,
and he would be mysterious. That was nost inportant of all
She could not be in love with a man unless, at the core of
his being, there was nystery.

She opened her eyes and shifted her weight, one sanda
sending up a puff of dust. "I'ma fool. There's not a man
like that in the world." Even if there were, she'd never get



to neet him not while she was stuck on this blasted island.

* * k* K %

St andi ng, the silver man awoke. He had noved before, had
wal ked and spoken before. He had occupied this enornous body
of metal, peered out of its silvery eyes, and lifted things
inits massive hands. Before it had been always as if in a
dream Now he was awake. Now he was alive.

The | aboratory around himwas bright and cl ean. Master
Mal zra liked it clean-clean but cluttered. One wall held
hundreds of sketches and refinements of sketches, sonme in
ink, sonme in lead, sone in chal k. Another bristled with
speci ali zed inpl enents- metal | athes, beam saws, injection
nol ds, presses, rollers, bellows, drills. Athird wall bore
racks of cogs and struts and ot her nechanical castings. A
fourth held ranks of assenbl ed nechanisns. A fifth-very few
of the school's roonms were square-allowed egress into the
room In the center of the space, a great black forge rose
Its snokestack clinmbed up and away through the done above. A
second-floor gallery ringed the fringes of the room Up in
t hose bal coni es even now, young eyes peered down on the
result of Master Malzra's | atest experiment. They peered
down on the silver man.

The silver man peered back. He felt frightened, awkward,
shy. He wondered what they thought about hi mwondered and
cared in a way he never had before. Everything was |ike
that. He had seen this |aboratory many tines before, but he
never woul d have used terns |ike clean and cluttered and
bright to describe it or the man who had created it. Now the
silver man perceived nore than just things. He perceived the
organi zation of things, their disposition, and what they
i nplied about their creator. The | aboratory was a study in
the mind of Master Malzra-ancient, obsessed, brilliant,
tireless, preoccupied, short-sighted, grandiose...

Mast er Mal zra, meanwhile, studied him The nman's gaze
was penetrating. Folds of aged skin drew up skeptically
beneath one eye. His nostrils flared, but he didn't seemto
breathe at all. One soot-bl ackened hand trenbled slightly as
he raised it to scratch his ash-blond beard. He swal | owed,
bl i nki ng-but with eyes like that, as hard and sharp as
di anonds, it seened he didn't need to blink at all

"Any noticeabl e change in the probe's energy profile,
Barrin?" Ml zra asked over his shoul der.

It was a strange greeting. The silver man felt sonewhat
of f ended.

"A reasonabl e enough question," cane the response-from
Mal zra's second, a naster mage. Barrin stepped from beside
an injection mold. He wiped grit fromhis hands with a white
cloth. "Wy don't you ask hinP"

Mal zra bl i nked again. "Ask whon?"

"Ask him" the nage repeated, quirking one corner of his
nmout h. " The probe."

Mal zra pursed his lips. He nodded. "Probe, | am Master
Mal zra, your creator. | wish to know if you notice any
change in your energy profile.™

"I remenber who you are,"” responded the silver man. Hi s
voi ce was deep and resonant in his netal form "And | notice
a very definite change in ny energy profile. I am awake."

A sibilance of voices cane fromthe bal cony.



Mal zra seened al nbst to smile. "Ah, you are awake. Good.
As you are doubtl ess aware, we've nmade sone nodifications to
you, hoping to enhance your performance, your intellect, and
your capacity for social integration." He ground his teeth
and could not seemto come out with anything el se. Ml zra
gl anced back to Barrin for help.

The mage-|ean, niddle-aged in a white work snmock-
approached. He patted the silver man's shoul der. "Hello.
W' re glad you' ve woken up. How do you feel ?"

"Confused," the silver man heard hinself say, then in a
voi ce of wonder, he went on. "Everything seens to have a new

dinmension. | amfilled with conflicting information."
Barrin asked, "Conflicting informtion?"
"Yes," replied the silver man. "I sense, for exanple,

t hat though Master Malzra is your superior in rank and age,
he often defers to you due to his social disinclinations."

"Soci al disinclinations?" Barrin pronpted.

"He prefers the conpany of machines to that of people,"
clarified the silver nan.

Titters of hunmor came fromthe gallery. Malzra's
expressi on darkened as he gl anced up

The probe continued, "Even now, | perceive that ny
observation, though accurate, displeases Master Ml zra,
anuses the students, and enbarrasses you."

Barrin flushed slightly. "True enough." He turned to
Mal zra. "1 could run some magi cal tests, but even w thout
them it's clear the intellectual and enotional conponents
of the inplant are functioning."

"Only too well," responded Mal zra ruefully, to the
delight of the watchers in the gallery. "Still, | would be
just as glad for further tests of these components to occur
out si de of my conpany."

"I'n ot her words-?"

"Send out the probe. Let it interact with the students.
W can nmonitor its progress,” Ml zra instructed.

Barrin | ooked levelly at the probe. Wsdom and magi c
danced in the man's brown eyes. "You heard what he said. Go
out. Explore. Meet sone people. Make sone friends. W will
recall you when we are ready for nore experinmentation."

The silver man acknow edged these instructions by noving
toward the door. As he shuffled past |athes and dril
presses, the probe marveled at the resentnment he felt toward
his creator. Ml zra had referred to himas an "it." Barrin
had referred to himas "you."

As if reading his mnd, Barrin approached the silver man
and patted his shoul der once again. "You were right about
Master Malzra's 'social disinclinations,' that he likes
machi nes better than people. Wiat you didn't seemto
recogni ze is that he got flustered in dealing with you."

The silver man's response was sullen. "I recognized that
all too clearly."

"Yes," Barrin said, "but that neans he doesn't think of
you as a machine, not any longer. To him you are beconing a
person. "

As the probe and the students filed out of the
| aboratory, Barrin drew Urza to a wall of sketches. There,
in diagranms of |lead and ink, the silver nan was detail ed,

i nsi de and out.

"Well, you were right," Barrin said quietly. "Xantcha's

heart was the key. Her affective and intellectual cortexes



nmust be intact, as you had thought. W can be thankful that
none of her nenories remain, or her personality-apparently.
Still, I have to wonder about the wi sdom of placi ng what
anmounts to a Phyrexian matrix into the head of your nost
power ful and advanced creation. | could have achi eved the
same effect with an ani nation spell-"

The master waved of f the conment. "I wanted to achieve
sentience through purely nechanical neans. Besides, there is
not hi ng Phyrexi an about the heart crystal anynore. There is
not even anything of Xantcha left in it-just enough of a
matrix to allow | ogical, enotional, and social |earning."

Barrin winced slightly at the man's choi ce of words.
"Yes, well, that's the other matter. \What we've got here is
no | onger just a machine. You know it, and | knowit. So
does the probe. You gave himenotions. You need to
acknow edge those enotions. You need to respect those
enotions.” Only a blank stare answered him "Don't you see?
This is not just a probe anynore. He is a man-no, nore than
that-he is a child. He'll need to be guided, nurtured-"

The master |ooked stern. "I w sh you had brought this up
before. W coul d have devised a rubric for handling this
aspect of the probe's devel opnent."

"That's just it," replied Barrin. "You can't devise
rubrics for this kind of thing. You can't chart it out in
bl ueprints. You have to stop thinking Iike an artificer and
start thinking like a-well, like a father."

"I was an orphan at twelve. Mshra and | both. W turned
out all right."

The mage snorted just slightly at that. "If you w sh,
will act as the probe's nmentor in your place, but in tine
you are going to need to create that bond yourself. And that
will nmean telling himwho you really are-telling himhe was

created by Urza Pl aneswal ker."

* * k* * %

Master Mal zra's | aboratory had been daunting enough for
the silver man and his new intellectual cortex. The
corridors and spaces beyond the | ab-tutorial roonms, |ecture
hall's, surgical theaters, wi nd tunnels, test chanbers, and
countl ess nore | aboratories-were overwhel ming. In gazing at
t hese el aborate structures, the probe understood at | ast
what a school was: a building designed to aid in gaining new
know edge, conmunicating it to others, and applying it in
invention. This was a revelation. Hs creators needed to
| earn. They were not all-know ng angels, driven by | ogica
necessity and an apprehensi on of the ascendant good. They
were ignorant animals, ennobled only by their insatiable
curiosity, and some were | ess ennobl ed than others.

“I"'m Teferi," offered a boy who capered into the silver
man's path and stopped stock still, as if daring the half-
ton creature to walk over him "I'mthe magical prodigy." He

followed the introduction with a snap of his fingers,
sendi ng blue sparks bursting through the air.

The probe stopped in his tracks and crouched slightly to
get a better | ook at the young scholar. Teferi's face was
smal I, dark, and inpish. Tousled black hair jutted wildly
about his gl eam ng eyes. He wore the nmanifold white robes of
a Tol arian student. At his waist, a |eather sash held his
personal array of crystals, wands, and fetishes. His feet



were bare, in defiance of school policy, though his toenails
bore strange | egends in bright, glossy paint. He held one of
his hands out formally toward the probe.

The silver man extended his own massive hand and lightly
shook the boy's whole arm "I am Master Malzra's Probe." No
sooner had he taken the boy's hand than the probe noticed a
strange, stinging jolt in his silver hide. "Your handshake
i s shocking."

The lad pulled his hand away and shrugged, seeni ng
somehow di sappoi nted. "Just a spell I've been working on
Knocks people on their butts. Not golens, | guess. Say, what
kind of a name is Master Ml zra's Probe, anyway?"

"It is the only nane | have," replied the probe
truthfully. Teferi's face runpled, and he shook his head.
"Not good enough. You've got a personality now. You need a
real name."

O her young students were gathering in the corridor
behi nd Teferi, and they | eaned inward, anticipating
something. "I amunfamliar with nam ng procedures."” Teferi
gave a confident snmle. "Ch, I'mquite famliar. Let's see
You're big and shiny. What else is big and shiny? The Nul
Moon. Why don't we call you the Null Man?" The students
| aughed at this suggestion.

The probe felt a sense of irritation. "That sounds
unsati sfactory, null neans nothing. Your suggestion would
imply I am a nothing man."

Teferi nodded seriously, though a smirk played about his
mout h. "We can't have that. Anyway, you aren't really a man.
You're an artifact. Arty would be a nice name for you. Arty
the Artifact."”

The probe could not determ ne any reason to reject this
suggesti on-aside fromthe chuckles of the students. "Arty is
a nane used anong humans?"

"Ch, yes," replied Teferi enthusiastically, "as a first
nane, but nost humans al so have a | ast name. Let's see, you
are silver. What else is made of silver? Spoons are, and
since you are |arge, we ought to nanme you after the | argest
spoon-a | adl e, or perhaps a shovel. Thus, your full nane
shoul d be Arty Ladl epate or Arty Shovel head. "

These young fol k seened to giggle at any and every
suggestion made to them The silver nman becane | ess
concerned about their anuserment. "Wichever name sounds nore
pl easant to human ears-"

"Ch, either name will bring a snmle to anyone who hears
it. Still, Ladlepate sounds a little too uppity, as if you
were putting on airs. Shovel head is much nore accessible. |
vote for Arty Shovel head. What say the rest of you?"

The gathered students cheered excitedly, and the silver
man coul d not hel p being swept up in the nmobod. At the
nmonent, any name seened better than no nane.

"I shall then be Arty Shovel head," the probe said
sol emml y.

"Come al ong, then, Shovel head,"” said Teferi grandly,
gesturing down the corridor with his boyish arm Streaners
of conjured illum nation fanned out fromhis fingers. "I
have nuch to show you."

The crowd of students surged up around the probe and
dragged at his cold netal hands with their warmfingers. He
pl odded al ong anmong them careful not to step on their feet.

The entourage of children | ed the probe al ong as though



he were a visiting dignitary. They arrived first at a large
dining hall with ivory rafters and soaring walls of

al abaster. Beneath this white vault were long, dark tables
crowded with nore students who bent above bow s of gruel and
platters of hard crackers and cheese.

"This is the great hall," narrated Teferi. "This is
where we students eat. The food is specially prepared so
that nothing about it could distract us from our studies.
Notice the bland col ors and nmean consistency of it all? The
flavors are even nore indistinguishable. No one could gnhaw
on one of those crackers and spend even a nonment to
contenmpl ate its nonexistent virtues."

The probe could tell that this boy had an acute grasp of
the truth behi nd appearances. "Master Ml zra mnmust care
greatly about your studies.”

Teferi |aughed, though the sound was rueful. "Ch, yes.
He nurtures our minds |ike a farmer nurtures grain. He heaps
manure on our heads, knowing we will rise up through it,

despite it, to bear richly, and then he cones along with a
scythe and cuts our heads off to nourish his own appetites.
It is a fine arrangenent, depending on who you are." He had
said this last bit while | eading the probe and his
conpani ons down the passageway to anot her chanber, sinilar
to the first, except that the vault overhead was dark, and
the students at the long tables were crouched over sheets of
paper, quill pens scraping fitfully across them "Here is
part of that diet of manure | spoke of. These students are
copying plans and treatises of Master Ml zra, Mage Barrin,
and other scholars. It is in sedul ously copying the
scribbles of our betters that we become consunmate

scri bbl ers ourselves. "

The probe was appreciative. "Wat do these plans and
treati ses descri be?"

"Machi nes, such as yourself. Gadgets, mainly. He's got a
whol e mausol eumrum that is, nmuseumfilled with artifact
creatures. You'll be there too, soon enough. Master Ml zra
has a very active imagination and puts it to great use
devi sing el aborate nmeans to save hinself a little bit of
| abor. He has created nunerous devices to nore quickly and
efficiently cook the gruel and crackers, to nore effectively
l[imt the freedomof those under his command, to nore
conpletely defend all of us against external foes so that he
al one can tornent us."

The silver man felt unconfortable with this new Iine of
t hought. "External foes? Wat foes does Ml zra have?"

"Ch, everyone is against him or didn't you know?" said
Teferi lightly as they noved farther down the hallway. He
idly conjured a small knife, whirled it deftly between his
fingers, and then dispelled it. "At least that's what Ml zra
thi nks. He's got cl ockwork creatures and actual warriors
roam ng the walls around the acadeny at all hours, and clay
men tranpi ng through the woods by the sea, and gear-work
birds that spy on the island. | nyself have never heard of a
single real enemy, but Ml zra spends so rmuch tine creating
t hese machi nes and recreating them and perfecting them
t here nust be something nore than psychotic paranoia at the
root of it, wouldn't you think?"

"l suppose so," the silver man answered.

They canme to another room this one filled with
di ssected hul ks of metal, |eaning clockwork warriors,



di smant| ed machines, piles of rusted scrap iron, and at the
far wall, a great open furnace. Wrkers on one side of the
bl azi ng forge shovel ed coal into the flanes and punped
massi ve bell ows. Wrkers on the other side dunped bins of
spare parts into great vats of nmolten netal. Throughout the
rest of the griny chanber, students noved anong the ruined
machi nes |ike vultures picking at a battlefield of dead. A
shiver of dread nove through the probe.

Teferi noticed the inpulse and smiled grimy. "See,
Arty, even if Ml zra has no other enemies, his old creations
could easily turn on him They should. They certainly have
reason to hate him Ml zra quickly tires of his playthings.
| can imagine a |l egion of nmetal nen such as yourself
| earning that Mal zra planned to nelt them down. They coul d

escape across the sea. | can inmagi ne whol e nati ons of
cl ockwork creatures who have fled their creator only to
nmust er thensel ves in hopes of returning and killing him"

The silver man was aghast. "How could an artifact
creature ever seek to destroy the artifact creator?"

"Gve it a year, Arty," Teferi said lightly, though none
of the students | aughed this tine. The boy patted the
golems arm "Gve it a year-two at the outside, and you'l
be facing that fiery furnace. It's the way of artifice. Wen
you're in pieces in that room then ask yourself what you
t hi nk about Master Mal zra."

Jhoira was again in her rocky haven fromthe world. She
spent less and less time in the acadeny and nore and nore
time here, dream ng of far-off places and futures-

A white flapping noti on caught her eye. There al ong the

shore, between two fingers of stone, sonething was noving.
It |ooked like a seagull's wing, only too |large. A pelican?
A white sea lion? Jhoira blinked, rubbing her eyes. The sea
and sky were dazzling here. Maybe it was only a glaring bit
of foam

No, it was nore than that. It |ooked |ike fabric-perhaps
anot her student? Jhoira slid fromthe sandstone | edge and
eased herself down the tunbled hillside. One edge of the
white fabric was tied to sonething rigid-a spar. It was a
sail. Jhoira descended nore quickly. Her sandal soles slid
on pea-gravel and sand. She thrashed past a brake of grass
and cl anbered down the cleft between two w nd-carved stones.

The space gave out onto a wi de beach of bei ge sand,
broken by rills of craggy black stone. Above one such rill,
a lateen-rigged sail jutted flaglike froma shattered wooden
hul . The inpact had staved the boat's prow and splintered
the tinbers ami dships. Since then, the rocks had chewed away
at the frame, each new wave grinding the hull again on the
ragged stones.

Jhoi ra approached cautiously. So few ships arrived at
Tolaria. Most were the acadeny's own supply vessels,
capt ai ned by seamen hand- pi cked by Master Ml zra. The island
was too renote, too renoved fromtrade routes to attract
ot her ships. This boat nust have drifted for sone distance
of f course before crashing. Perhaps it was abandoned.
Perhaps its crew had been washed overboard. Jhoira craned
her neck as she neared, |ooking for signs of life in the
ruined hul k. Her sandal prints filled with salty water
behi nd her. She reached the stony outcrop and clinbed up
above the pitching weck.

It was a small craft, the sort that nmight have been



manned by a crew of five or a crew of one. The deck was in
di sarray-lines lashing | oosely, small barrels rolling with
each sea surge. The hatch was open, and in the dark hold
Jhoira glinpsed gulls fighting over bits of hard-tack that
had spilled from broken crates. The nmi nnast was cracked,
though it still held aloft the raked sail, and the

mai nsail's sheet was cleated off, as if the boat had been at
full sail when it struck the stone. It nust have run aground
| ast night, when the dinmer Mon had been obscured by a

m dni ght storm The bow was gone entirely, but the stern
remai ned. A narrow set of stairs |ed dowmward to a smal
doorway. The captain's quarters would |lie beyond.

"What are you doi ng?" Jhoira asked herself worriedly as
she cl anmbered down the boul der where the ship was inpal ed,
lifted one I eg over the starboard rail, and haul ed hersel f
onto the pitching deck. "This thing could cone | oose any
monent and roll over and drag ne out to sea.”

Even so, she crawl ed forward, reached the set of stairs
that led down to the captain's quarters, and descended. She
pul | ed open the red door and cringed back fromthe hot,
stale air within. The space was dark and cranped. Wth each
wave surge, the floor clattered with junk-a map tube, a
| odestone, a stylus, a wecked lantern, spanners, a slide
rul e, and other indistinguishable itens. To one side of the
cabin, a small table hugged the wall. To the other were a
pair of bunks. The bottom bed held a still figure.

Dead, Jhoira thought. The man lay notionl ess, despite
the tossing sea. H s face was tanned beneath curls of gol den
hair. H's jaw was shaggy with a week's growh of beard. H's
hands, |arge and strong, were laid across his chest in the
attitude of death.

Jhoi ra backed away. Perhaps this was a plague ship, this
man the last to succunb, with no one to throw hi moverboard.
She'd been a fool to clinb aboard.

Then he noved. He breathed, and she knew, even if he was
pl agued, she could not abandon him Wthout another nonent's
hesitation, Jhoira crossed the crowded cabin, stooped beside
the bunk, and lifted the nan. She had al ways been strong.
The Ghitu of Shiv had to be strong. Shifting the nman to her
shoul der, she struggled out of the cabin and up the stairs.
Navi gating the rubble-strewn deck with a man on her shoul der
was difficult, and Jhoira stunbled twice. Gitting her teeth
in deternination, she made the rail. Wth a heart-rending
| eap, she reached the rock and clung there.

As if shifted by her junmp, the broken craft heel ed away
fromthe crag. A wave crashed into it, lifting it up, and
with a briny surge, the boat scraped up toward Jhoira and
her charge. She clanbered to a higher spot on the rock. The
wave tunbl ed back from shore, taking the hulk with it. The
mast rolled under and snapped like a twig. Shroudlike, the
sail wapped the splintered boat as it heaved outward on the
retreati ng wave. Broken barrels and other debris boiled in
t he wake of the boat.

Panting, Jhoira watched the broken nass of w eckage bob
out into deeper water. The next wave rolled it once nore,
and then the ship di sappeared. For sone tine she could see
it, moving in the undertow | i ke some white | eviathan

Jhoira waited for a break in the waves and clinbed down
fromthe stone. She crossed the sandy berm tenpted to set
the man down there. A darting glance up at the hilltop told



her that no other students or scholars had seen the

shi pwreck or knew of the man, but others m ght come soon
The man woul d be as good as dead. Malzra did not suffer the
arrival of strangers on his island paradise, and the
students were sworn to report any such castaways they

di scovered. Jhoira planned to report this one, of course,
but she didn't want anyone el se to know about hi mnot yet.

Strong though she was, the clinb fromthe shore to her
hi deaway was a hot | abor. \When she arrived, she laid the man
down on the sunny stretch of sandstone where she had spent
so many afternoons. She checked for breath and pul se, found
both, and set a hand on his brow to check for fever. He felt
warm though that m ght have been only fromthe sunlight.
There was a better test for fever. Her heart pounding, she
| eaned over and kissed his forehead.

"Hot. Yes. Very hot," Jhoira said breathlessly.

She renoved her outer cloak, snagged a bit of scrub, and
propped the fabric up over his face, shielding himfromthe
sun. She retrieved a small canteen from her belt, parted the
man's |ips, and poured a cool trickle of water into his
nout h.

He was beautiful -tan, strong, tall, and nysterious. That
was the nost inportant thing of all. The last drops fel
fromthe canteen.

"You stay here," she whispered, patting his shoul der
"Don't |et anybody see you. I'll go get nore water and
bl anket s-supplies. 1'll take care of you. Stay here."

Heart fluttering in her breast |like a caged bird, Jhoira
hurried away from her secret spot and her secret stranger

Her footsteps had hardly faded beyond the rocky rise
when the stranger's blue eyes opened. There was a gleamin
them somnething vaguely nmetallic. It mght have been only
the silver shimrer of clouds reflecting there, but there
m ght have been sonething else to that gl eam sonething
nmechani cal , sonet hi ng nenaci ng.

Monol ogue

At last, Urza has done it, nmaking a machine that really
lives. He's been working for three thousand years to devise
such a thing. Now that he has one, he doesn't know what to
do with him

The silver man is engineered to let U za return in tine,
even farther back than those three thousand years, to the
time of the ancient Thran. Urza hopes the probe can reach
the tine of that ancient race, sonme six mllennia in the
past. If Urza hinself could reach such a tine, he could
prevent the Thran fromtransfornmng into the race of half-
flesh, hal f-machi ne abom nations that seek to destroy life
on Dom naria, thereby rectifying the error he and his
brot her M shra made in opening the doors to Phyrexia.

|'ve pointed out that unmaking the Phyrexians is
tantanmount to slaying all of us who have lived in this world

since their creation. Still, Uza would rather w pe the
slate clean than deal with his past-just as he did at
Ar got h.

The disturbing thing is, he is naking all the sane
nm st akes over again. If he could only have enbraced his
brother instead of attacking himif he could only have
apol ogi zed for his arrogance and obsessi on and been



reconcil ed-the Brothers' War woul d never have been fought,

t he brotherhood of G x woul d never have gotten a foothold in
the world, and Argoth and nmpost of Terisiare would not have
been destroyed. If he had worked with his brother instead of
agai nst him conbining their genius and the power of both
hal ves of the stone they had di scovered, the pathway from
Phyrexia m ght have been cut off the very day it was

acci dental | y opened.

Reconciliation is not in the nan any nore than regret or
renorse or friendship. Every sin of omi ssion Uza committed
agai nst his brother, he repeats now agai nst his own students

and his newborn silver nan.

- Barrin, Mage Master of Tolaria
Chapter 2

The students were gone fromthe |aboratory. Only Master
Mal zra, his trusted associate Barrin, and the silver man
remai ned anong the dark inplenents and ubi quitous sketches.

"You' ve | earned much in your first day," said Barrin
gently. "W have been observing, remptely. You have
interacted well."

"l have a friend," the silver man vol unteered.

A creased snmile played across Barrin's face. "Yes.
Teferi, ny prodigal prodigy-we know about that."

"He told me many things,"” the probe continued. H s voice
was edged with suspicion. "He explained the acadeny to ne.
He has naned nme Arty Shovel head. "

The mage sighed in irritation. "Teferi is a brilliant
young mage- my nost prom sing student-but he likes to stir
up trouble. He makes things twice as hard for hinself, and
three times as hard for everyone el se-"

"Teferi is a good first friend," interrupted Malzra with
uncharacteristic alacrity. He glanced between the silver man
and the man of flesh, then seened to wi thdraw behind his
glimering eyes. "After all, Barrin, you said the probe has
enoti ons-needs friends."

"Yes," the nmage said, diverting the conversation at its
awkward turn. "Master Malzra is eager for you to begin the
experiments you were created to carry out. That's why we
call ed you back this evening."

Barrin moved to one wall, opened a small hatch, and drew
forth a long pole three times his height. At the tip of the
pole was a small hook. Barrin hoisted the hook to the
ceiling, engaged it in a hidden slot, and pul |l ed downward
once. A large panel in the done shifted and then slowy
separated fromthe snooth curve. On hydraulic rods, the
panel eased downward fromthe done. A large, conplex machine
of glass cylinders, metal casings, and snaking tubes
energed. Lanplight glowed fromthe descendi ng apparatus, ten
ti mes nore massive than the silver man hinself.

"This is a tinme field distortion device," Master Ml zra
explained. "It is powered by four separate sources of
energy-thermal, mechanical, geomagnetic, and of course,
Thran. The thermal conponent provides a nolecular tine
cl ock, an exact measure of the tenporal vector, calibrated
in atom c vibration per second. The mechani cal conponent
rotates the unit about its axis, thus creating beneath the
device a cone of radiation within which the tenpora



distortion will manifest. The geomagnetic conponent provides
preci se coordinates of longitude, latitude, and altitude for
the origin and destination points. Thran powerstones, of
course, provide the main drive of the machine."

The silver man wondered al oud, "Wat is this ..
machi ne?"

"Atime machine," Barrin explained. "Actually, it
provides travel through time and space both. Toni ght we plan
to test only the tenporal conponents.™

"You wish ne to operate this nachi ne?" the probe
guessed.

"W wish you to travel init," Master Mal zra replied
"The current design plays havoc with biol ogi cal creatures.
Any organismwi th a heartbeat, respiration, a sequenti al
digestive tract, and a network of neural pathways that rely
on chemical reactions is ill-adapted to tine-field
distortions."

"They die," Barrin explained. "Metals are nuch |ess
susceptible to tenporal stresses. Silver, of all nmetals,
showed the | east resistance. That is why you are made of
silver. That is why you were made-to travel through the
portal and report back what you have discovered."

The silver man approached the dangling device. Hi s eyes
traced out a circle on the floor beneath the massive
machi ne. "Teferi told me about this. Every nachine is nade
for a specific purpose. Every machine is nade to defend you
and the acadeny against... external foes."

Master Mal zra's eyebrows rose. "Teferi knows that much?"

"Everyone seens to," the silver nan said.

"Well, then-yes,"” the artificer said. "This is part of
t hat defense. You must not divulge the information we are
relating to you-"

"Of course not-"

"W intend, in time, to send you or another probe or
per haps eventually a person back to the time of the Thran
to divert themfromthe path that led to these-externa
foes."

"Send me or another probe...." echoed the silver man,

t hi nking of the fiery furnace, heaps of scrap netal, and

wor kers with shovel s.
"This is all utterly secret, of course,’
"Yes," replied the silver man.

Mal zra sai d.

"Tonight's regression will be nothing so grand," assured
Barrin, apparently sensing the probe's hesitancy. "If things
go well, you will return in time perhaps as far back as this
nor ni ng. "

"What rnmust | do?" the probe asked.

"You nust stand here, within the circle,” said Master
Mal zra. "That is all. You will stand and wait while the
machi ne does its work. When the tinme regression slows, you
nmust step fromthe circle to arrive in the fornmer time. You
will remain sonewhat out of phase in the fornmer time-you
will be able to see your surroundings, but no one will be
able to see you. This is to protect the tine continuity. As
the particles of your being gradually align thenselves wth
your surroundi ngs, this out-of-phase effect will |essen, and
you wi Il becone visible. Wether in phase or out, you will
be able to affect your environment, but we ask that you nake
no significant alterations, again for sake of tenpora
integrity. We will control your return trip fromthis end



When you are drawn back to the present, you will nake a
report of what you have di scovered. Do you understand?"

"I understand," the silver man said flatly. "It is ny
purpose. It is why | was nade."

Barrin eyed the silver golemnarrowy and shook his
head. He turned to Mal zra and spoke quietly in his ear. "I
don't like it. He's been traunmatized by Teferi."

Mal zra | aughed quietly. "You are traumatized by Teferi."

"Hi s enotional cortex is too new. "

"He exhibits the correct enotional response to Teferi."

"I tell you, | don't like it."

"He understands. He knows this is the reason he was
made. "

"What if he neddles in the tine streanP”

"Then we'll draw hi m back through, and we'll know he
isn't sufficient to the task."

The silver man stood silent while the men spoke, his
acute senses picking up every word.

"I understand you are eager, Malzra, but we have tine.
If our experiments work, we'll have all the tine in the
worl d. Testing a living creature is not like testing a
machi ne. You can't just dismantle a creature, insert new
parts, and start himup again-"

"On the contrary, that's what we did just this norning,"
Mal zra finished, turning away fromhis associate. Wth a
curt gesture, he said to the silver man, "Into the circle
t hen. The power-up phase will take us a few nonments."

Wordl ess, the probe stepped into the circle and stood.
He could feel the silent, magnificent weight of the tine
machi ne hangi ng above his head. Fromthe preci se center of
the floor, he watched Mal zra and Barrin.

Barrin used the same hooked pole to trigger a hidden
panel in the floor. A trefoil section of stone shifted
asi de, and an array of consoles rose into the room Copper
coils and pul sing tubes spilled from beneath the contro
panel s. Barrin checked the various conduits where they
connected with the floor. Ml zra neanwhil e worked
adjustrments to |l evers and swi tches.

Fl ui ds began to nove through the tubes. A | ow hum
started anong the great glass cylinders. Brass fittings
buzzed. Even the donme itself runmbled with the nmounting
sound.

A hi gh-pitched whine rose to echo through the |ab, and a
thin red beam stabbed fromthe base of the machine. It
| anced through the charged air, just past the silver man's
shoul der, and neatly struck the circle scribed on the floor
The ray fluttered a nonent before sweeping in an arc. It
| ooped the golemonce and sped in its course. |In nonents,
the single spinning beam had wi dened into a crinson cone
t hat envel oped him

The silver man stood there, bathed in lurid light,
wat ching his creators. The nen were busy at their consol es,
drawi ng up one energy source and |l eveling off another
directing the beamin its spiraling crescendo, configuring

t he coordinates of space and tinme.... Light intensified. The
artificers' endeavors slowed. The whi ning hum reached a
peak. Master Ml zra and Barrin soon noved not at all, frozen
in space ... or tine.

The probe understood. The roaring machine and its
whirring cone of light had teased the cord of time down to a



frayed nub, and then to nothing. Wth rising fury, the

devi ce plucked at the packed skein of past nmonents. They too
began to unravel. No | onger notionless, Master Ml zra and
Barrin nmoved backward, undoing all they had done. Their arns
darted with strange jabs like scorpion tails. Mre than
that, the silver nman al so nmoved, or his past self noved. It
trudged backward out of the circle just as he had trudged
forward into it, only mnutes before.

Wthin the cone of regression, the present-tinme silver
man wat ched in amazenent. Hi s doppel ganger conferred with
Mal zra and Barrin. Their words were |lost to the humof the
machi ne, but the sense of themwas clear-reversed syllables
that did not informor enlighten but rather disinforned and
obscured. All the while they spoke, the ghost gol em knew
| ess and less, and the ghost time machine retracted into the
done above. When the brief conference was done, the past-
ti me gol em staggered backward toward the door, ignorant of
t he hi dden machine and all that had been said.

The regression accelerated. Barrin and Mal zra scuttled
backward about the room dismantling things, forgetting
conversations, reducing concl usions to hypotheses,
surrendering step by step the whole march of tine. Soon they
nmoved too quickly to seem anythi ng but man-shaped bl urs,
then were gone entirely. The |ab was dark and enpty for sone
time, except the occasional jag of a nouse backing fitfully
across the floor.

Eventual ly the two schol ars returned, drawing after them
a backwash of assistants and tutors. The galleries above
flooded with eager, watchful eyes. The past-tinme gol em
trudged backward into the mdst of it all. H s return was
her al ded by noddi ng heads and hands comi ng sharply away from
each other, drawing a brittle ovation fromthe air. The
artificers thenselves formed a retreati ng pocket of space
i nto which the gol emwal ked. He reached a designated spot
and settled into i mMmense inertia. There was another tinme of
guesti ons.

Mal zra, with a suddenness that seemed al nost savage,
reached toward the probe's neck, performed some quick
mani pul ati on, and shoved the creature's head back on its
shoul ders. In a nmoment nore, he lifted the metal skull-piece
cl eanly away.

Wthin the tine machine, the silver man stared, stunned
to see his own being so quickly and easily dismantled. The
body yet stood, though the casing of the head |lay now, as if
di scarded, on a side table. The inner workings of the
golem s head were laid bare. Cogs and cabl es gl eanmed beneath
a low set of struts. Light |eaked through the whol e mass.

Mal zra was busy tugging at a central silver case, the
nmoverents of his fingers awakening twitches in the
creature's vivisected frame. Another two jiggles and Mal zra
drew forth the case. He opened it. Inside |lay a dark stone
the size of a child' s fist. He renoved the crystal. Al

final signs of life fled the creature.

The silver man watched in anazed dread as Mal zra hel d
hi gh the stone. @ul ping backward | aughter came fromthe
gallery. Ml zra shouted sonething that ended the jollity and
retreated to a table where he positioned the stone in a
netal case.

The students in the gallery began to nmove. Ml zra and
Barrin busied thensel ves setting tools into cases and



rubbi ng snmears of oil fromrags onto their hands. As the
roomslowy enptied, the dissected golem merely stood,
lifeless and headless in the mdst of it all.

The regression slowed. The tinme-traveling silver nman's
hul k smol der ed-heat fromtenporal stress. He stepped from
the coruscating beam Around himtinme resuned its forward
march. The students headed back into the gallery. The
schol ars unpacked their tools and w ped their hands cl ean

Qut of phase and unnoticed by themall, the silver man
approached his headl ess predecessor. He stared into the
vacant silver case jutting fromthe golem s neck. He reached
up to his own neck, wondering where the catch was that woul d
allow his skull-piece to be lifted away. His nind, his
enotion, his very essence could be hauled up |ike a hunk of
coal and displayed. He was a nere anusenent for children
They had called himfriend, but in truth he was only
Shovel head. Wthout that dark stone, he was not even that.
The silver man stared into the undeniable imge of his own
deat h.

The regression was done. He was suddenly yanked fromthe
time stream and back again, bathed in that rapacious red
gl ow. Master Mal zra summoned himto the present.

The silver man arrived. The beam skittered and danced
away, withdrawing into the machine overhead. It too
withdrew, trailing gray tendrils of snmoke fromthe tenporal
stress it had endured.

Barrin and Mal zra stood, blinking, at their consoles.
Tentative, the two scholars released the controls beneath
their fingers and approached the probe.

Barrin spoke first. "Are you well-?"

"Are you capable of rendering a report?" Ml zra
i nterrupted.

"My frane is quite hot,
| am capabl e, yes."

"How far back did you go?" Ml zra asked.

"Back to this norning, to the tinme of my awakening."

"Excellent," Ml zra said as Barrin noted the response on
a sheet of paper. "And did you touch or move anything in
that tinme?"

"I touched only the floor, with ny feet, and noved only
nmysel f."

"Were you approached by anyone, or was there any other
i ndi cation that your presence was noted?"

"No. "

"What did you observe?"

Thi s answer would not conme as readily as the others.

"I observed nyself dismantled. | observed the core of ny
bei ng renoved. | observed the small, dark, fragile thing
that is nmy mind and self and soul ."

the silver man responded, "but

Monol ogue

The first day of life is always the hardest, to be
dragged from whatever warm safe wonb in which one is
concei ved and then thrust into the cold glare of the world.
There is nuch to adjust to- breathing air instead of |iquid,
for one; being naked and prodded and scrubbed, for another
Wrst of all, there is that nmoment when the cord is cut, and
one is suddenly and irrevocably al one.

It is in recognition of such traunas that nothers' arns



are nade.

You have no nother. You have no father, either. You have
a pair of creators, but that is not the sane. Neither of us
knows how to confort and protect you. If you need too nuch
nurturing, we may even consider you defective. Perhaps it is
because you were designed to be a tool, a weapon-not a
person. Perhaps it is because we have not expected to have
to save you. W were hoping you woul d save us.

- Barrin, Mage Master of Tolaria
Chapter 3

It had been nearly a nmonth since Jhoira had observed the
| ab session in which the silver man awoke. She could
renenber each detail of Master Malzra's techni que. She'd
spent the intervening time studyi ng powerstones, like the
one placed in the golem s head, and poring over the
artifact's design sketches. Al of it was preparation for
t he design debrief she would be required to give. It was the
price paid by all the elite students invited to observe the
procedure. There remained only one nore task before she was
ready to wite her report-actually interview ng the machine.

She sighed with dread and tapped her fingers idly on the
pl ans. She had hoped to derive a satisfactory description of
the golems intellectual and enotional performance from
t hese pl ans, her research on Thran powerstones, and first
hand observation of the refit. None of these things
expl ai ned its-his-apparent |ogical and affective capacities
t hough. She woul d have to interview him

Jhoira glanced in surrender at the ceiling of her
dormitory cell. Interview ng the machi ne meant wi nning past
his sel f-appointed wangler, Teferi. The boy-and at
fourteen, he was only a boy-was one part prodi gy, one part
prankster, and one part pervert. Unfortunately all three
parts were madly infatuated with Jhoira. She had done her
best to discourage his advances, but he didn't notice subtle
rebukes, and he considered unsubtle ones only affectionate
hor sepl ay.

If she told himshe wasn't interested, he would pl edge
to make her interested. If she said she hated him he would
respond that hate and | ove were only a hair's breadth apart-
and speaking of hair's breadths, could he have a breadth of
hers? She had the inkling that he had made several attenpts
to devise a magical |ove potion to win her over

Just thinking about the young man-the boy, he was only a
boy- exasperated Jhoira. She stood from her desk and paced
the small, spare room she occupied in the acadeny. If only
Teferi could glinpse a real man, could glinpse the man she
had found at the seaside and had provisioned and kept secret
in her stony hideaway ... No. Nobody coul d know about
Kerrick except for her. That's the way it was and the way it
shoul d be. Jhoira sat down on her cot and stared out the
wi ndow of her cell. Beyond the pitching treetops and the
tunmbl ed boul ders lay the shore and her secret |ove.

She shook her head to clear it. The sooner she
interviewed the silver man, the sooner she could finish her
report, and the sooner she could rejoin Kerrick. Snatching
up a sheaf of paper and a | ead nib, Jhoira nade her way
t hrough the door and out into the acadeny to hunt down the



silver man.

She found himin the great hall, crouching to sit on a
stunp that had been hauled in specifically for himafter he
had broken three of the acadeny's benches. He | ooked
dej ected, hunkered down at the end of a table. Teferi held
court beside him and a passel of the prodigy's devotees
clustered in a | aughing bunch around. Carrots were on the
menu today, and Teferi had di scovered that by levitating
theminto various holes in the golem s skull, he could
create comical ears and a long tw sted nose. To these
alterations canme others-oily lettuce in an inprovised head
of hair, and |l arge, bulging eyes made of hard biscuits
rammed into the nmachine's eye sockets.

Jhoi ra shook her head as she approached. If reports were
right, this machine was fully aware. He knew what was bei ng
done to him and he cared.

"Does Master Mal zra know what you are doing, Teferi?"

The boy | ooked up, his inpish features |ighting up when
he caught sight of her. "Hello, Jhoira! Have you met Arty
Shovel - head?"

"Does Master Mal zra know what you are doi ng?" she
repeated angrily.

The fourteen-year-old affected a smug superiority. He
nodded toward the mirrored | oft where Malzra and Barrin
often took their lunch. "Master Malzra is keenly interested
in all of ny adventures. |I'mBarrin's magical prodigy. O
course they know what | am doing."

"This artifact creature is self-aware, Teferi. He
thi nks. He has feelings. You can't just toy with himlike
this."

"I can, and | do," replied Teferi. He levitated a pair
of radi shes to nake them hover |ike earrings on either side
of the golem s head. "What fun is it to toy with someone who
doesn't have thoughts and feelings?"

Exasperated, Jhoira flung out her hands. "Anyway, | need
tointerview him"

Teferi smled. "Go right ahead. I'mhis interpreter-
ri ght, Shovel head?"

Behi nd his mask of biscuits and carrots, the silver man
remai ned silent.

Reaching out distastefully, Jhoira drew a dripping |eaf
of lettuce fromthe creature's head, slug-trails of salad
oil glistening across his shiny brow "D d you ever think
you m ght be damaging him m ght be destroying hin? This is
sensitive machi nery."

"Master Malzra wants it tested,” Teferi replied glibly.
He | aced his fingers behind his head and | eaned back on the
bench. "I"mjust giving it a rigorous exam If you're
jealous, | could arrange a rigorous examfor you, back in ny
cell." Hs friends chorused a thrilled oooh at the
suggesti on.

Jhoira flushed. "I"'mnot interested in little boys-" she
countered, savagely knocking the biscuits fromthe silver
man's face. The golem sent her a | ook of |ost misery "-not
interested in tiny, nmean, little boys who cut the eyes out
of sparrows and stonp roses into the ground and enpty their
bl adders on anyt hi ng beautiful and good.

That's what you are, Teferi-you' re not even a nasty
little boy, but an infant who can't control his own body,
can't recogni ze anybody el se as real, can't do anything but



whi ne and cry and soil yourself and everybody around you

You're going to have to do lots of growi ng up before you'l
be anything nore than a squalling baby." Jhoira punctuated
this tirade by yanking forth the variously placed carrots.

Teferi was silent. His face grew pale, as though the
flush of Jhoira's features sucked the color out of his. By
the tine she was finished, his Iip was quivering. Hs eyes
were as wi de and staring as the biscuits on the floor

Jhoira reached down, gently, regally, and took the
silver man's hand. "Let's go. | have a lot of questions to
ask you."

The probe rose, as though his half-ton bul k could have
been lifted by her one slender hand. Looki ng back over his
shoul der, the silver man foll owed Jhoira, dejection and
confusion in his bowed shoul ders.

* * k* K %

Barrin was nettled. He let go of the rail that
over| ooked the great room and paced in front of it. Through
a, one-way gl ass enchanted by the nage hinmsel f, they had
both witnessed the incident with the carrots and biscuits-
and hundreds of other pranks Teferi had played on the
hapl ess gol em These occasi ons seenmed only to nildly anuse
Urza. They nmade Barrin furious.

"I can't understand why you allow it!" he stornmed. "Here
is the first truly living artifact creature you have
created, and yet you surrender himto the depredations of
that... that vulture!"

"Living things have to live, Barrin," Uza said calny
"If Teferi breaks down the probe, we'll know it needs to be
redesi gned. "

"Breaks down? Redesi gned?" Barrin raged. "That's not
what you do with living things. They have to live-as you
said. This golemof yours is only a nonth old. Gve him
tinme-"

"Time is all | give him W'IlIl attenpt another
regression at the end of this nmonth," Urza said, heading
toward the chanber door.

"Meanwhile," said Barrin grimy, "I'mgoing to ask
Jhoira to |l ook after him to keep himaway from Teferi. |
really don't understand why you refuse to |l et me expel that
t roubl enaker . "

Urza turned back in the open doorway. "I keep him here
because he is a nagical genius-driven and destined to
greatness. He may be a social nuisance, yes, but | was one,
too."

"You still are," Barrin observed tartly, "but Teferi's
nore than a nuisance. Jhoira said it best. He's selfish
He's dangerous. He hurts people w thout thought or apol ogy.
He takes no responsibility for his actions. | don't care
about his potential. Until he grows up, he will |eave a path
of destruction in his wake."

"You have said the same of ne before."™ Urza blinked,
considering. "Yes, | keep Teferi here because he rem nds ne
of ne."

Jhoira ushered the silver man into her room He had to
turn sideways to fit through the arched doorway, and once
within, nerely stood there, as stiff and fearful as an
adol escent boy.



"It's all right. I"'mnot going to bite," Jhoira assured.
She gestured the golemin so that she could swing the door
cl osed behind him

The click of the latch nade the roomfeel even snmaller
Despite his stooped shoul ders and sil ent deneanor, the probe
seened especially massive in that nonment.

Jhoira skirted around himand busied herself tidying the
room "It's not nuch, | know, but it's all | need and
private." She snatched up a conspi cuous under garnent and
secreted it within a basket in one corner. "Here's ny bed,"
she continued, nervously straightening the slate-gray
bl anket on it and fluffing the pillow, as though she
expected the silver man to lie down on it. "Here's where
keep ny clothes-the student robes hanging in that bone-

i nl ai d wardrobe there, and ny knockabout clothes here in
this drawer. That's one drawback to bei ng made of skin.
You' ve got to cover it all the tinme."

That felt forced. Jhoira rem nded herself this was a man
of metal, no nore interested in her undergarments than a
door knob woul d be.

"Here. Here's sonmething you'll like." She reached up to
a | ow shel f above her drafting desk and drew down a snal |
nmetal pendant. It was fashioned to resenble a |izard-nman
dressed in heavy robes. "This is fromny homel and, Shiv.
It's metal -not just nmetal, but Viashino metal. That's sone
of the hardest stuff in the world." Unthinking, she tossed
the trinket to the gol em

One massive hand snatched the itemfromthe air-the
first novement the gol em had nmade since settling into
stillness. He stared down at it. "It is hard," he agreed in
a voice like the distant runble of a waterfall. "It
scratched ne. "

Jhoira's brow furrowed. She crossed the floor to | ook
Two smal |l scratches marked the silver man's palm "Ch, no.
I"msorry. Let me get something for-" She broke into
| aught er, backed up, and sl unped onto the bed.

The silver man | eaned forward. "Wat is it? Did | say
somet hi ng st upi d?"

"No, no," Jhoira assured. "I did. It's me. If one of ny
other friends had gotten scratched, |I'd have pressed a rag
on it to stop the bleeding, but you can't bleed. Still, |
was going to get a rag." "One of your other friends-?" the

gol em echoed. "Ch, |I'mjust nervous. | don't know why." She
sat up soberly on the bed. "I don't really have a | ot of
friends. | don't usually let anybody el se in here, and

know you' re just a machine, but you seemso real, so nuch
like a person."” "So much |Iike a person-"

She shook her head and fetched a rag from anmong her
drafting supplies. "Still, you could use one of these. |'ve
been goi ng on and on, and there you stand, vinegar dripping
fromyour head." Flipping the rag in one hand, she wal ked to
t he gol em and began wi ping away the liquid. "You know, in ny
tri be back home in Shiv, they put oil on sonebody's head to
honor him It's called anointing. Ghitu do it when you are
born, and when you set out on a vision quest, and when you
need heal i ng, and when you've just been saved from death."
She patiently daubed away the streams of |iquid and polished
the creature's shiny pate.

"Maybe that's what happened to ne," said the silver man.
"Maybe |'ve just been anointed."



"You're lucky it was just oil and vinegar. Know ng
Teferi, it could have been sonethi ng much worse."

"It wasn't Teferi who anointed nme," the silver man
runbled. "It wasn't Teferi who saw that | needed healing."

Jhoira smiled sadly, wiping the last of the oil away.
She gestured at the pendant. "You can keep it. They're
supposed to be lucky. They're good to have with you on a
vi sion quest." She wi ped her hands on another cloth and
tossed both into the basket in the corner. "Anyway, |'m
doing a treatise on you, and | have sone questions-if you
don't m nd?"

The silver man said solemly, "You are the first person
to ask whether | mnded anything."

Jhoi ra nodded distractedly. She drew a large folio of
sketches from beneath her drafting table and selected a
nunber of rattling sheets fromit. She spread them out on
t he wor kspace

"These are drawi ngs of ne," observed the gol em

"Yes. This is the final set of plans for you before the
power st one was i nplanted-front, back, left, right, top, and
bottom views. There's a detail of your torso. You' ve got
lots of roomin there. And here's your head," she said as
she pointed to each matrix of gray lines and gear-work.

"This | egend nanes me only 'PROBE 1,' " the gol em

i ndi cat ed.
"Yes," responded Jhoira. "Master Malzra is not very
i magi nati ve when it comes to names. Still, it's a better

nane than Arty Shovel - head. "

One of the golenm s massive fingers traced out a bracket
that indicated the whole frame of the construct. Beside it
was a call out that said sinply, "KARN. "

"I like this nanme better. What does it nean?"

Jhoira | ooked up fromthe sketch. Her eyes narrowed
intently as she studied the golenms gl eam ng features.
"That's A d Thran. | don't know much of the |anguage-even
Master Mal zra doesn't know much of it-but | know that word
It neans 'mighty.' "

"Karn," the gol emrepeated thoughtfully.

Jhoira smled again. "Yes. That's a good name. That's
your name. Karn." She turned back to the table. "Now these
sketches on this side show the powerstone and its
integration into the superstructure. The point of ny
treatise is to explain how an automaton becones a t hinking,
feeling creature, sinply through the addition of a crystal
| haven't been able to figure it out by |ooking at these
di agrams, even by watching the operation. | can't inmagine
how a powerstone-especially one that | ooked dead, like the
one inside you-could give a creature thought and life and
soul ." "Perhaps it isn't a powerstone," offered Karn
quietly. "Not a powerstone?" Jhoira wondered. "Then what

would it be?" "I don't know, but without it, | am nothing,"
Karn observed. "I've seen nyself without it. I'mjust a pile
of netal."

"Seen yoursel f?" Jhoira asked. She turned toward the
silver man and took his hand conspiratorially. "Karn, just
what is it they have you do in there? | know Master Ml zra
has been running secret experinments with you at the center
of them He's been building some kind of big machine-1've
wor ked on parts of it-but none of us can guess what it does.
And there's been sonething strange about the school since



you arrived, sonething about the air. It feels |ike waves
nmovi ng through a tidal pool or something. Do these
experiments have anything to do with that?" An insistent
knock cane at the door

Jhoira's face hardened. "It's Teferi, the little rat."
Then, to the door, "Just a nonent."
The knock cane again. "It's Mage Barrin. |'ve cone for

the probe. And | have a request to nmake of you, Jhoira."

Jhoira hurried to the door, opened it, and bowed
slightly. "We were just in the nmiddle of an interview but
we can talk later. Wuld you mnd, Karn?"

"Not at all,"” replied the silver man, "I would |ike
that." He turned sideways to slide out the arched doorway.
Barrin backed up to make room "Karn?" "Yes," responded
Jhoira. "That's his name. What was your request?"

Ni ght drew down around Tol aria. The dyi ng sun burni shed
rooftops of blue tile, giving thema bronze patina. The
@i mer Moon peered palely over the treetops. Hot, dense
breaks of jungle chittered with the final choruses of day
birds, and night birds raised their first ululating songs.
Wi te waves al ong the shore gl owed gol den over burgundy
seas. Throughout the afternoon, a hot, still colum of air
had stood upon the isle, but now, before evening breezes, it
shifted and uncoiled until trees and students and al
shivered in relief.

Jhoira was anong them She crouched in the shadowy |ee
of the acadeny's eastern wall, breathing slowy. The cul vert
where she |urked had been designed as runoff for garderobes,
but the building it served becane a lab instead of a dorm A
series of grates fastened into the passage and a main sluice
gate were neant to secure the passage agai nst invaders.
Jhoira first noticed the unused duct in plans of the
bui | di ngs; she had quite an eye for details on a page. The
prospect of having her own entrance and exit to the acadeny
had been enticing. It would allow her to skirt strict
curfews. She didn't actually renove the bolts until she had
devi sed repl acenents that would hold the passage secure to
all but her. She was not selfish enough to jeopardize the
security of the whole school for the sake of her own private
amusenent s.

Private amusenents. She smiled. Kerrick woul d have been
flattered by the title. Their liaison had |asted for two
nmont hs-surely nore than a passing anusemnent.

Bef ore she reached him Jhoira had to slip past the
guards, both human and cl ockwork. They woul d be nore
vigilant nowin the shifting air than they had been in the
hot, still afternoon. She dared not open the grate until she
heard her friend above...

"There it is again!" one of the nen shouted overhead.
"Look out!"

"Dammed bird!" cursed anot her

"Bird, ny eye," a third yelled. "They make themin
there. They're wind up toys."

She heard her shrieking toy bird dive and harry the nen
on the wall. It was a sinple construction, weighing the
equal of two pieces of paper, but it was fast and shrill.
She' d di scovered the plans in some anci ent designs by none
ot her than Tawnos, |egendary assistant to | egendary Urza. It
didn't matter who actually designed the feathery flying
machines. It mattered only that she could make themeasily



and-

"Arghh! It's in my hair!" "Bash it with a glaive!" "No!
It's in ny hair, dam it!" "Hold stilll"

"They banned the things. They circul ated a meno! That's
what they said! Let themguard up here and get these damed
things stuck in their-"

The little mechanical birds were as adept at m schief as
Teferi hinself. During the next exclamation, Jhoira swing
the grate outward, rolled fromthe sluice, closed the netal
set her special pins, and crawl ed away into the underbrush.
There, breathl ess, she paused. There was a hammering noise
above and the sickly flapping of ruined wings. Someone
stonped a final time, and there was silence. Then- "See,
it's not areal bird at all. See where the quills are fol ded
into this paper |oop? And here, this hard part? That's what
snel s your sweat. They make these things to dive on us! The

twerps are too young, too pasty-faced and frail, to sweat."
"If I ever catch the little prodigy that's making these-
" "He's watching us right now, I'll wager."

"There! There! That's what | do to your invention, you
little twerp!™

Jhoira tried not to giggle as she nmade her way through
the dense forest. She knew the path perfectly. It was narrow
and shaded, exposed only after the hillsides bel ow the
west ern bank. She noved without breaking twi gs or tearing
| eaves. They were her allies in this deception. As long as
no one found the forest path, no one would find the rocky
ni che she kept above the shifting sea. As long as no one
di scovered the rocky niche, no one would know about Kerrick

In an hour's time, she topped the final shoul der of
parched earth above the niche. Already the sun had quit the
sky. A russet bl anket of clouds covered the world. The
hooded | antern she had brought to the spot glinted faintly
t hrough a crevice. Peering through the crack, she saw the
bookshel f Kerrick had inprovised fromstones and flat sl abs
of driftwood. The shelf burgeoned with volumes on | oan from
t he acadeny: Kerrick was an avid reader. He had little el se
to do during his days and said he hoped to gai n enough
know edge of artifice that he could apply for adm ttance. He
was a good reader, a better trapper, and a superior cook
Even now, Jhoira could snell the savory aroma of salt-marsh
hare sizzling on a skillet. Kerrick had dressed the creature
with wild spearmnt and scallions. Jhoira's knees nelted.

VWhat the acadeny served could not even be considered
food next to fare |ike that.

Drawn by those aromas, Jhoira tiptoed around the corner
Beside the sizzling skillet were a pair of slim bronzed
feet crossed over each other. As she approached, she saw the
| ong, muscul ar legs attached to those feet, the man's ragged
trousers, his tattered shift, his strong hands, clutching
yet anot her book. Then there was his handsome face, his
beautiful golden curls. Jhoira' s knees nelted again.

VWat the acadeny had to offer could not even be
consi dered nmanhood next to fare like this.

He | ooked up, saw her, and sml ed.

Jhoira leapt into his lap and wapped himin eager arns
and kisses. "l've been waiting all day to see you."

Laughter danced in his eyes. "Rotten day?"

"You have no idea," she said between kisses. "There's a
little tyrant prig who thinks his job is making everyone



m ser abl e-"

"Yes, Teferi," Kerrick replied.

"1've nmentioned hi m before?"

"COften," Kerrick said. "You ve said he has a crush on
you, but you're the one always tal king about him"

"He's a child!" she replied indignantly. "I talk about
himlike | would talk about a goblin infestation."

Kerrick shrugged. He shifted toward the fire to turn the
hare neat, and Jhoira caught a whiff of his rmusky scent. It
was not the reek of worry but the strong animal snell of a
man who wor ks beneath the sun

Over his shoulder, the man said idly, "Teferi seenms one
of your only friends."

"Ch?" Jhoira replied archly. "I spend too nuch tinme out
here to have any other friends. And | don't hear you
conpl ai ni ng. "

"No, you don't."

"Besides, | have made a new friend. He's stronger than
you, taller than you, younger than you, nore polite ..
definitely nmore polite."

A delicious flash of jeal ousy showed in Kerrick's eyes.
"Then why are you here ?"

"He's a machine!"” Jhoira said, rolling the man into
anot her enbrace. "He's a thinking, feeling machine, and
think he also has a crush on ne."

"Real | y?" Kerrick replied. "Is the feeling mutual ?"
"It is,"” Jhoira teased brightly, "and a little jeal ousy
will do you sone good. You' ve gotten quite confortable

living here in ny secret place.”

"Stronger than ne, taller than ne, younger than ne? |f
you want me to be really jeal ous, bring out the plans so
can obsess over them"

"You'll have themtonmorrowif you return your overdue
books," said Jhoira. "Now, cone back over here. Those steaks
need anot her few nonents, and so do |." She dragged himwith
her onto the pallet and drew the scent of himand sizzling
steaks into her chest.

Ah, she could put up with a hundred Teferis as |ong as
she had her escape route, her paper birds, and her wld,
secret | ove.

Monol ogue

What does Urza see in Teferi? The little nonster is
nothing like U za at any age. For one thing, Teferi has a
sense of hunor. That is perhaps his only redeeming trait-
aside fromhis undeniable brilliance. Still, Teferi uses his
brilliance only to tear things apart, not to build them up
Urza has al ways been a builder and a serious one.

On the other hand, Urza's creations-his clockwork nen,
his war towers, his powder bonbs and power arnor-have al ways
been used to destroy. The sumof Urza's constant creation is
al ways destruction. lronic, isn't it?

Do | dare to hope that, in the end, Teferi's constant
destruction will bring about a new creation?

- Barrin, Mage Master of Tolaria
Chapter 4

Karn stood in the whirling red beam Overhead, Ml zra's
machi ne turned back the tide of tinme. It was Karn's third



trial in as many nonths. Each test reached only hours
farther back in time. Each produced greater tenporal stress
across his frame. The current envel ope was a regression of
ei ght een hours, beyond which lay al nost certain neltdown.

Karn told hinself he should be getting used to the
vertigi nous nmonent when the gear-work of the universe ground
to a halt and then began slowy to turn backward. There was
an instant of spinning wheels and whi nes of protest before
time's conveyor reversed. Then cane a sudden accel eration
Barrin and Mal zra were freed fromtheir inmmobility. An alien
physi cs took hold. Effect became cause, nenories becane
propheci es, and silver men were di sassenbl ed to gul pi ng
| aught er.

Now as the spool of time rewound, space shifted as well.
Wthin his red cone of light, Karn slid slowy sideways. He
jittered through steel engines and furnace casings, his
physi cal formout of phase with the atom c synchronicity
around him In nonments, he slipped past the | aboratory wall
and out into the corridor. He saw hinmself strolling backward
down the hall beside Jhoira. She had acconpanied himto the
| ab, tal king of her vol canic honme island and how she m ssed
her tri be.

Jhoira and Karn had become fast friends in the |ast
nmont hs. She was a nental giant, and he a nmetal one. Wenever
Karn was not in the |Iab and Jhoira was not studying or
sl eeping, the two were together. She had taught himto skip
stones, which he could do with rocks the size of bread
| oaves. He had let her ride on his back as he clinbed the
eastern pinnacles. Fromthe top of the jutting stones, they
had seen ships so distant that only their topsails showed
above the horizon. Jhoira had shared with Karn her nmany
i mpressive cl ockwork inventions-toy birds and frogs and
| eaf hoppers-and fixed a finger servo that had burned out
after one of his secret tests. He had borrowed her drafting
tool s one eveni ng when she fell asleep nid-conversation and
had drawn a crudely el egant portrait of her. Best of all,
they had nade a home for each other, a refuge fromthe
grueling rigors of their posts at the academy-and fromthe
depredations of a certain fourteen-year-old nenace.

Karn and his pool of red light drifted out the other
side of the corridor. He noved through a set of tutorial
roons. Some were dark and vacant. Qthers were crowded with
tutors, students, and artifact constructs. Many of these
structures were basic forns neant to teach the principles of
artifice to young scholars. Mre advanced devi ces coul d nake
beds, tie boot |laces, or scuttle |like cockroaches. The nost
nmobi |l e of these creations were used by some of the senior
students in el aborate off-hours stakes races. Sone elite
machi nes were designed to slither into the cells of
opposi te-sex students to spy for their nakers. For every
such of fensive device, there were three defensive ones that
could detect, disable, or outright destroy the offender. The
hi ghest -1 evel creations, though-the sort Jhoira spent her
days desi gning and buil di ng- were conpl ex conponents for
Master Malzra's tine-travel device. He had dozens of his
ol dest and nost prom sing students working on the project,

t hough none of them knew the ultimte end of the devices
t hey desi gned.

Onward went the tine traveler in his vessel of light. He

saw into lecture halls, slid through a sl eeping student



lying sick and alone in her cell, tore past a pyrotechnic
di splay on the properties of coal dust, and drifted through
Mal zra's private study. Books and nodels |lined the walls,

di agranms and studi es hung on stands. In their mdst, across
a table piled with ancient manuscripts, Barrin and Ml zra
argued heatedly.

Karn drifted beyond those walls as well. He energed into
early nmorning in the acadeny's gardens and passed the
twel ve-foot-thick outer wall, then he noved through forests.

Leaves twirled in odd backward spirals to sucking w nds. The
sun retreated to di sappear bel ow the horizon. Through a vast
and settling darkness, Karn glided out toward the distant
western shore. It was a place he and Jhoira never explored
on their ranbles, keeping thenselves to the pinnacles and
the east. Karn slid through tree trunks and boul ders, even

I ong | ow shoul ders of earth at the edge of the island.
Afterward, the ground fell away. A series of rough steppes
ranbl ed down to the sea.

In what seened nere nmonents, the foamy verge of ocean
passed sone fifty feet beneath Karn's dangling feet. The
wat er seenmed to boil, ever receding fromthe toothy shore.
He fl oated outward. Morning deepened into night. The d i nmmer
Moon quit the sky. Black nmidnight shimered with twilight.

He was hot. He was nearing the edge of the envel ope,
ei ghteen hours back and five mles in space. The plan had
been for Mal zra and Barrin to monitor the tenporal stresses
on the portal device and recall Karn before he reached
nmel t down. That wasn't happening. Already his silver chest
pl ates ground agai nst each other in feverish expansion

Still he drifted outward-

The red pool of light suddenly shinmered out of
exi stence around him Flailing to stay upright, Karn
pl unged, as massive and hot as a meteor. Overhead, the sky
was starry but noonl ess. The ocean bel ow was bl ack with
ni ght and deep. It roared up to neet him Fl ecked waves
seized his legs, sent jets of steamfromthe golems
sizzling hide, and dragged hi munder. For several |ong
nmonents Karn was envel oped in a fine cloud of steam bubbles,
and then he slipped down out of the foany stuff and sank
t hrough col d, viscous dark. Sandy silt sifted up around him
and then his feet struck the benthos at the bottom

For a few nonments he sinply stood there feeling salt
water wriggling past all his plates and into the interior
spaces of his being. Surely they would recall himnow He
needed only wait. Still, with each creeping noment, he felt
his temporal displacenent draining away. He woul d soon be in
phase with the particles of this tine continuum solid and
seeabl e to anyone who m ght | ook. Best not to give anyone a
chance. He would renmain where he was until recall ed.

An hour passed. The | ast pockets of air in him had
seeped out and escaped to the surface sonme fifty feet above.
He' d been bunped three tines by an inquisitive serpent and
had gi ven up hope of being automatically recall ed. Perhaps
he was out of range. He would have to find his own way out.

Luckily, anong his capacities were an internal clock
conpass, and sextant-not that he could see any stars. Even
so, with the various inprovenents Ml zra had nmade to al
t hese systens, Karn had an al nost fool proof direction sense.
He set out, slogging toward the island.

It took longer than he had anticipated. There were



nuner ous subrerged sandbars to clinb and other pits to
descend into. There was also a coral reef that was too
fragile to clinb over and too extensive to circumavigate.
He ended up having to smash through, the sharp aninmal
accretions scarring his silvery knuckl es.

It was midnight when his head finally cleared the water
Constel | ati ons spangl ed the sky over the black island. In
the extrene di stance, the acadeny gl owed, a collection of
ivory jewel boxes. Wthin those walls, his other self, his
historic self, would be spending the night in voluntary
deactivation. Wthin those walls, Jhoira and Teferi slept,
and Mal zra and Barrin no doubt pondered the upconing
spaci al -tenporal trial. The wrapping walls of that schoo
hel d everything in the world to Karn, and the rest of the
i sl and was dar k-

Save for that one dimglint near the brow of the sea
cliff. The light was so small he had first taken it to be a
di stant star. Marking its position, Karn energed fromthe
wat er and strode up the sloping shore. Water disgorged
itself by the gallon fromhis sloshing i nnards. He stood and
| et the purge continue.

VWhat about that |light? No one was all owed beyond the
wal | s after dark. Who could be in that niche?

Karn clinbed. The rocky cliff side before himwas al
too easy to ascend after the draggi ng depths of the sea. In
sliding, scraping nmonents, he had reached the peak. Ahead,
in a deep, narrow cleft of stone, the Iight shone tepidly
forth. Karn strode toward it.

It suddenly went out.

He paused, allowi ng his eyes to adjust to the starry
dar kness. Sonet hing noved in that space-sonething warm Karn
made out a peering, squinting face and the glint of stars
froma small, steel blade. The figure withdrew again into
the cave. Karn started forward, his nassive feet grinding
qui etly over the gravel -covered ground.

The person in the cave reappeared, hoisting a curved
stick. There came a thrumm ng sound. Sonething-a crude
arrow darted swiftly out to strike Karn's hide. Metal rang
with the sound of stone cracking. A shattered shaft tunbled
away to one side.

A hostile act. A caveman living on the edge of Tolaria.
An intruder.

Karn set his jaw and nmarched toward the cave. Two nore
arrows struck the golem and cracked off into the rocks. He
cane on, furious. The man abandoned his bow for a | arge,
stone-ti pped club. He bounced it in his hand, grow ed out a
wor dl ess warni ng, and squinted into the night.

Karn strode to the figure and swi ped out to capture him
but the man was too fast, spinning fromhis grasp. The club
descended. Its stone tip shattered and sprayed outward. The
har dwood handl e jangled in the man's grasp. Karn whirled. He
caught the man with the back of one hand and flung himto
t he ground. The body sprawl ed agai nst an outcrop of rock and
lay still.

Light flared to Karn's side. He spun. Flames roared over
him Fire sizzled away the water in his joints. He |unged
past the flame at the second attacker. Arnms limmed in flane,
Karn surged into the cave.

"Karn!" cane a shout of surprise and relief. "Wat are
you doi ng here?"



"Jhoira?" Karn asked. H s eyes quickly adjusted to the
dar kness.

Jhoira trenmbled in her nightclothes, a smoldering torch
butt held in her hand. She nust have used the brand to
i gnite airborne coal -dust, as the students were taught at
t he acadeny.

Karn blurted, "What are you doing here?"

Jhoira's face grew resentful and desperate. "You
followed ne. | can't believe you foll owed ne."

"I didn't follow you," Karn protested.

"Why did you | eave the school grounds at night then?
What about the curfew?" Jhoira chall enged.

"I could ask the same of you," countered Karn.

"Where is Kerrick? What have you done?" she demanded
suddenly, and stunbl ed past Karn to the nmouth of the cave.
She felt around blindly in the dark until her hand settled
on the leg of the nman. She shook him "Are you all right?
Can you hear ne?" The man did not nove.

Karn approached. "I'll carry himinside-"

"No," insisted Jhoira, shoving past him and cl anmberi ng
into the cave. "H s neck m ght be broken. Moving himm ght
kill him" She lit the lantern, gathered gauze and supplies
froma shelf, and hurried back out. Kneeling beside the
fallen man, she let out a mpan of worry. One hand reached to
stroke his curly golden hair. "No blood, and he's
breathing." She gritted her teeth as her fingers encountered
a large lunp on his forehead. "You banged himup pretty
good. "

"Who is he?" Karn asked suspiciously. "What's he doing
her e?"

"He is Kerrick," said Jhoira with a sigh. She probed his
neck to check for injury or swelling. "He was trying to
protect ne."

"He's not a student," Karn observed.

"No. He's a castaway, and he's ny friend." She slipped
her arms under the man, lifted him and carried himinside.
"CGet the lantern, will you, Karn?"

The golem conplied, following like a dejected dog. "You
never told nme about him"

Jhoira settled the man onto the pallet in one corner of
the niche. "I never told anyone. Master Ml zra woul d have
himkilled."

"But we are friends. We have no secrets from each
other,"” Karn said. He set the lantern on the nakeshift
tabl e.

"W have secrets. You won't tell me what experinents you
are involved with."

"Master Mal zra forbade ne."

Jhoira smiled grimy, dipping a cloth in a pitcher of
water and applying it to the lunp on Kerrick's head. "Master
Mal zra forbade nme-or anyone-from harboring castaways, too,
so it all comes down to Master Mal zra. | keep secrets from
you because of him and you keep secrets from ne because of
him That's just the way he wants it. He doesn't want any of
us to have friends, to have lives."

Karn felt a wave of sick dread nove through him He
renmenbered what his existence had been like before neeting
Jhoira, caught between the quiet apathy of Malzra and the
| oud antipathy of Teferi. This noment coul d ruin things
bet ween himand Jhoira. This nonment could cost Karn the only



friend he had and turn himback into Arty Shovel head.

"Time travel ," Karn blurted, his voice angui shed
"That's what Master Malzra is testing. That is why | am
here. He is testing a device that will send me back
centuries or nmillennia, that will transport me anywhere
across the planet."

Jhoira stopped her ministrations and stared in amazed
wonder at the golem "That's why he called you a probe...."

"It is the whole reason | have been created,” Karn said
soberly. "He instructed me to tell no one about this on pain
of being dismantled."

"I'f he can do this, he can change history-"

"He doesn't want me to change history." Karn suddenly
realized he mght be changing history even at that nonent.

"There's much nore to Master Mal zra than neets the eye,"
Jhoi ra noted, anmazed.

"Well," said Karn, kneeling before Jhoira in the wan
light of the lantern. "That is the only secret | have kept
fromyou. You know everything el se about ne. You have
studied all ny plans. You have watched Ml zra assenbl e ne.
You even gave nme ny nanme, ny life. Can you forgive me? Can
we still be friends?"

A smle that was one part joy and one part pity broke
across her face. "Of course, Karn. You know ny greatest
secret now, too. |I've always trusted you, and | still trust
you. Karn, you're ny only real friend in the world."

"What is he?" Karn asked, indicating the unconscious
nman.

"He is ny love."

She had no sooner spoken these words than the shi mering
tug of tenporal displacenment |aid hold of Karn. He
shuddered, shifted out of phase, turned incorporeal, and
felt the sudden swift sliding of the red light.

Just before he spun away through the stone wall of the
ni che, he glinpsed, behind the wondering face of Jhoira, one
of Kerrick's fingers draw inward and his eye slit open

"lIt's worth the effort,” U za insisted where he sat in
his high study. "The Thran becane the Phyrexians. |If we can
divert themfromthat course, keep themon the path of
artifice rather than nutation, we can save the whole world."

Barrin held his hand out and paused, seeming to sniff
the air. "What was that? Did you feel that?"

"A tenporal anomaly," Urza said. "They have been
occurring since we first sent the probe through the time-
travel portal. That one was stronger than nost."

"A tenporal anonmly," Barrin repeated, stunned. "This is
what | amtal king about. We get anonalies |like this when
sendi ng someone back ei ghteen hours. Wat w |l happen beyond
t hat ?"

"W nust stop the Thran from becom ng the Phyrexians."

"But millennia? If we could reach that far back in tine,
you could take a few side trips and rectify all your own
past m st akes-1eading the Phyrexians to Serra's pl ane,
attacki ng Phyrexia, blow ng up

Argoth, killing your brother ... why, you could even
deci de to undi scover the powerstone at Koilos and keep the
Phyrexi ans fromreentering Domnaria at all."

Urza's |l ook was sober. "That is what ny life's
acconpl i shnment amounts to in your eyes? One grand failure
after anot her?"



"Of course not," assured Barrin. "You have done nuch
good, and | do not begrudge you your nistakes. Mages al so
learn through trial and error. \What | begrudge you is the
fact that you never take responsibility for your errors. You
don't learn fromyour m stakes. You never clean up after

yoursel f."
"That's what | amtrying to do now. | brought the
Phyrexi ans back into the world. Now | amdoing all | can to

find out howto drive themfromit forever," Uza said. "I
have | earned, but | have nuch nore to learn before | can
right this greatest wong."

"Yes," agreed Barrin, "you have much nore to learn."

M ssing the intent of this coment, Uza said, "I have
seen one piece of the puzzle, but | don't know where it fits
yet. Have you noticed the pendant Karn wears?"

Barrin gave a wave of his hand. "Alittle lizard on a
chain."”

"Have you noticed how hard the netal is? | tested its
hardness. It scratched steel and adamanti ne and di anond.
What's nmore, it doesn't heat up at all fromtenpora
stress.”

Barrin blinked, considering. "Wat are you sayi ng? That
we should build another probe nade of this netal ?"

"Perhaps. Perhaps," Urza's eyes glinted with
possibilities. "I'"lIl have to ask Karn where he got it. If we
could forge a probe of it-"

"Should we work out a treaty with the makers of the
nmetal ," Barrin asked sarcastically, "or just take over their
honel and and drive them out?"

"Start with a treaty, of course. There's always tinme for
conquest later."

Barrin was grim Under his breath, he said, "Yes, you
have much to learn.”

* * k* * %

In a few nonths, the spatial displacenment capacities of
the tine nmachi ne had been perfected. On one journey, Karn
arrived in the Adarkar Wastes, thousands of miles from
Tolaria. The place was little nore than a brittle blue sky
above a brittle white land. Snow and ice covered nost of the
ground. Bare spots reveal ed sand that had fused together
into great, thin slabs of glass, left froma |ong-ago battle
of fire. Where Karn arrived-this tinme w thout the
di sconcerting fall fromthe sky-the | and was a cracked sheet
of glass, sand fused in furnacelike heat. At Ml zra's
request, Karn gathered shards and brought them back wth
hi m

Mal zra tested the sanples. He declared themindeed to be
fromthe Adarkar Wastes, He was very pleased with this
result and planned to go even farther with the next trial

Meanwhile, the rills of tenporal distortion grew worse.
At first these disturbances were subtle and few, slight
time-1lags passing through the air like mld trenors. The
frequency of the episodes gradually increased, fromonce a
week to once a day. The severity went from mere hiccoughs to
| apses that spanned four or five heartbeats. Wrds | agged
behind lips. Misic lurched up and out of tune. Carillon
crews becane hopel essly jangl ed. Goblets were overfilled or
dropped. Unbound folios turned traitor in the fingers of



tutors and fanned out on the floor. Flanes devoured hunks of
meat on the grill while neighboring steaks renai ned raw

These were m nor annoyances only, especially to a
creature like Karn w thout heartbeat or breath to get
tangl ed up. Sone of the nore infirmtutors, though, had to
ride out these tinme storns by folding to their knees and
gasping for breath. As the bands of distortion deepened and
grew nmore common, the school infirmary filled up

It disturbed Karn. The next tine he was called for a
time trial, two nonths | ater, he brought up his concerns.

"I amnot like you," Karn noted. "That's why you nade
me, because creatures |like you cannot safely nove through
time distortions. Each tine | regress through the machine,
nore time | eaks occur, and bi gger ones."

Mast er Mal zra studi ed the gol em keenly. The founder of
t he acadeny always had a strange intensity in his face and a
scintillating focus in his eyes, as though he could see
centuries of tine crystallized into mere nonents.

"Are these ... time | eaks harm ng you?"

Barrin glanced up fromthe consol e he prepared. He
nodded approvingly at Karn, nudging himto continue.

"Not me," Karn replied, "but everyone el se. They're not
safe. You have a |l ot of aging scholars here and a | ot of
young children. You are responsible-"

"Have there been any serious injuries?" interrupted the
master, his eyes flashing like tw n genstones.

"Not yet, but if we continue these experinments, there
will be injuries, and perhaps deat hs, across the whole
i sland. "

Anot her nod cane fromthe nmage.

Mal zra blinked, astonished. "If we don't continue these
experiments, there will be injuries and deaths across the
whol e worl d. You don't understand, Karn. You have l|ived nere
nmonents. You have seen only a hundred square mles of I|and.
| have lived millennia. | have seen worlds and worlds of
worl ds. There are evils at the door, Karn, evils beyond
anyt hi ng you can i magine. | alone know they are there and
are knocking. | alone amdevising a way to keep them forever
out or destroy themwhen they get in. | alone stand between
this world and utter destruction, and you Cone to ne like a
nursemai d for these children and ol d dotards and denand they
get goat's mlk and nap tines?"

Mage Barrin dropped his gaze, head waggi ng softly.

Karn stood for some noments w thout responding. He
bel i eved, at long |l ast, what Teferi had said about Ml zra's
paranoi a. An inpul se urged Karn to confront the man with his
own tortured insanity, but the past nonths had taught him
much about dealing with these strange, irrational creatures
of flesh. "Yes. It is a |lonely, dangerous struggle."

Barrin | ooked up, inpressed. "One that mght, one day,
kill us all,"” he said in quiet reproof.

Mal zra took the coments as accord. "Good. |I'mglad you
both agree. Now, Karn, before you get into the machine, |
want you to |l eave that pendant with ne. It may be
interfering with the regression.”

Suspicious, Karn slowy lifted the pendant from his neck
and surrendered it.

Mal zra | ooked it over keenly. "Were did you get it?"
There was a greedy gleamin his eye.

Karn opened his nouth to speak, but the words caught



short. Malzra's mad ravings still rang in his head. If the
master started poking around in Jhoira's room he mght find
out her secret. She m ght be expell ed-or worse.

"I found it. It was snagged on a piece of driftwood that
washed ashore."

"Driftwood," Ml zra said dubi ously.

"Driftwood," Karn repeated.

Shaking his head inirritation, Ml zra said, "Into the
machi ne then, Karn."

This time the regression took himto a scene of great
carnage. The place was evil beyond Karn's imagi ning. Men, or
what had once been nen, lay in broken death across the
grassy ground. Sonme were nearly conplete, nmarked only by
telltale roses of blood on their hearts or bellies. Qhers
were mssing linbs, likely dragged away by the w |l d dogs
that | oped shanel essly anong the dead. Even | ess renai ned of
some warriors. They had been torn in half by unimgi nably
sharp bl ades or blasted into fragnents by fireballs.

Snol dering war nachi nes hul ked on the horizon. The snell of
wast e, snoke, offal, maggots, and disease filled the air.

Surely this devastati on has been caused by the horrors
and evils Ml zra spoke of, the silver man thought.

Karn had never felt sick before, but now his silver bulk
quivered as with a tarnish that reached to the very core of
him He had been asked to gather sone sign of his journey,
but he could not bring hinmself to pry a sword fromthe hand
of a fallen man or pull | oose the helmthat had failed to
save a life. Instead Karn found a single shield, |lying al one
and bl oodl ess on a wi ndbl own tuft of grass. This he lifted
and held against him waiting mserably for the naster to
recall him

VWhen Karn returned, he sorrowfully presented the shield
to Mal zra. The master identified it-a bracer from New
Argive. To the silver man's description of the battle,

Mal zra nmerely nodded grimy-a battle had occurred in that
spot only two days before. Karn had regressed only a day and
a half. The master was frustrated and angry. He brusquely
handed t he pendant back

"If these are the atrocities you spoke of, Master
Mal zra," Karn said solemly as he donned the anulet, "I
under st and now why you fight so hard."

Mal zra's smil e-an unusual sight-was sardonic. "These
atrocities are nothing, the result of human hatreds. \Wat |
fight is the hatred of denons."

Monol ogue

Sonetimes | forget all Urza has seen, all he has done.

The silver man returned from New Argive. W debriefed
hi m and shut down the | aboratory. That night, during the
readi ng session in Uza's study, he let the volune he was
reading slide down to lie open on his lap. He stared
strai ght ahead for some time. | |lowered ny book as well and
waited. Urza's eyes had that faraway | ook, and | glinpsed
t he hal ves of the M ghtstone and Wakst one show ng t hrough
Beyond the hi gh wi ndows, sea w nds argued anong the pal ns.

"I was fighting a whole world, not just G x, but a whole
world,"™ he nurnured.

Cautiously, | ventured, "Fighting a whole world?"

"I'n Phyrexia. | had gone to fight G x, but there was a
whol e worl d of G xes. Denpbns, witch engi nes, dragon engines,
the living dead and the dead living. And at the heart of it



all, a god. A dark, mad god."

I wyly imagined the same description coming froman
i nvader of Tol ari a.

"I fought to destroy a whole world, but Xantcha-she
fought only to regain her heart."

| drew a deep breath of sea wind. "Yes. That one stone
was a whole world to her. It is a whole world to Karn."

A gl eam of sudden realization shone in Uza's dark
ancient eyes. "That's why they act the way they do."

"Who?"

"The students, the tutors-even you and Karn. Every one
of you is defending your own heart, your own world."

He is not mad, not wholly. He is ancient and i nhuman,
transformed by the mllennia, but he is not wholly mad.

"Yes," | agreed. "Don't you renmenber how it feels? It is
a lonely, dangerous struggle, one that will, one day, kil
us all."

- Barrin, Mage Master of Tolaria
Chapter 5

Teferi sat on a wi nd-blasted crest of rock above the
restless night-tine sea.

It had been quite a feat, reaching this point. Jhoira
was lithe and athletic. She had nmoved quickly and
soundl essly from her roomafter lantern-call that evening.
Despite Teferi's invisibility enchantnment, she sensed she
was being foll owed. Twi ce, as she nmade her way through the
enpty corridors of the school, she | ooked back. The first
time, Teferi fetched up against a recessed doorway to the
forge room The handle of the door rattled. She peered a
long time back in the feverish night, and Teferi dared not
breat he. Wien at |ast he | ooked again, she was al ready gone.
He caught up to her in the Hall of Artifact Creatures-a
museum where Ml zra pl aced i nportant but obsol ete
i nventions. The place was unnervi ng enough by day. It was
filled with statuesque creatures of netal plate and guy
wire, each posed with |inbs extended as if beseeching the
viewer to reactivate them At night the museum was downri ght
frightening. Wry, dog-headed Yotian warriors nmenaced in
their crouches. Backward-kneed su-chi lifters seened
behenoths fromsone far-off world. At the far side of the
nmechani cal menagerie, Jhoira was no nore than a fleeting
triangle of cloth. The door she exited led to the western
| aboratory-a hal f-used structure that was beastly hot in the
hei ght of summer and dank in the drear of winter.

Once again, he alnost |ost her. There was no sign of her
in the lab. He cast a spell, seeing the fading heat of her
footprints on the floor. They di sappeared as he foll owed.
She'd gotten away. Teferi stepped on a slightly skewed
grating. It rang with possibilities. He knelt and stared
down into the darkness below the grate. Jhoira's tanpering
had been evident even in the dark-at |least to a mage's eye-
and the trick of her specially engineered bolts took only
mnutes to divine. After that, it was easy enough to reach
the wall. He saw her slip fromthe channel as the guards
over head cursed sone nocturnal bird. Teferi conjured a rea
bird to do the task for him a skycaptain that nearly
spooked the nen into junping. Wth the bird and his



invisibility, the young prodigy foll owed w th ease.

Jhoira was not so cautious thereafter. Perhaps, once
away fromthe school, she thought no one would be around to
detect her. Perhaps, once near her hideaway, she was too
eager to be careful. Even in the patchy light of the Qi nmer
Moon, Teferi made good tine through the stean ng woods and
to this spot, just above the sea, just beside the nouth of
the dimy flickering cave. He dispelled his invisibility,
drew a deep breath, and with a smug snile, started into the
ni che. He stopped just in tine.

Teferi saw what lay within, who lay within.

In a fit of disgust, he withdrew, unable to bear any
nore. He'd expected to find sonmething to use against Jhoira,
somet hing with which he could extort a kiss from her
per haps-but not this, another man. Even if Teferi nentioned
that he knew her secret, he could not win her heart with it.
She would only hate himall the nore. He sat there while the
sea toil ed ceasel essly below and the wind dug its claws into
the cl ouds overhead. He rose and headed back toward the
acadeny, his nmind abuzz w th questions.

As he pushed past the pawi ng undergrowt h of the western
isle, a new thought occurred to him it was possible there
were certain things in life that could not be attained
t hrough mani pul ati on and trickery. Nothing he had done had
won Jhoira to him No amount of m sdirection, cajoling,
hum liation, artifice, boasting, or innuendo had convi nced
her he was great. Teferi was honestly confused.

He had never net a person so resistant to the obvious
truth of his supremacy. She couldn't see any of his
overwhel mi ng virtues, determned to focus on the difference
in their ages. "G ow up,"” was all she could ever think to
say to him He was growi ng up. How could he grow up faster?
He didn't have a tinme nachine...

That's when he felt the hand seize his shoul der and
thrust his face to the ground.

"Teferi knows about Kerrick," Karn said to Jhoira. The
silver man hunched just outside the doorway in the nervous
[ight of norning.

Drowsy, Jhoira blinked at her friend. She had gotten
back only an hour before, during the sunrise change of the
guar d.

"What are you tal ki ng about ?"

"They caught hi m outside the acadeny this norning. He
was coni ng back fromthe western shore.™

Her stomach sinking, Jhoira notioned Karn into the room
and cl osed the door behind him She ran her hand through her
tousl ed hair.

"Now, what's all this about?"

"Teferi's been watching you," Karn said with quiet
intensity. "He probably foll owed you. They caught himon his
way back fromthe shore. He nust have seen-"

"Who caught hin?" Jhoira interrupted.

"The guards fromthe western wall. One had seen
somet hing rustling in the jungle when he left. The guard
followed until she lost the trail but waited on the path for
himto return. They interrogated himfor hours-they're angry
about your mechanical birds and think Teferi conjured them
They got nothing out of him though, not even the route you
used out of the school, and half an hour ago they turned him
over to Master Ml zra hinself."



Shaki ng her head in irritation, Jhoira swng w de the
bone-inlaid doors of her wardrobe and rifled anbng her
cl ot hes. She chose her nost formal white cloak, trinmmed in
gold piping, and slipped it on. Sheddi ng her nightclothes
beneat h the robe, she selected a belt of gold rope and
cinched it angrily around her wai st.

"What are you going to do?" Karn asked, stunned.

"I"'mgoing to go defend nysel f."

"Teferi hasn't said anything yet," Karn pointed out.

"Teferi?" Jhoira asked, angry. "He's holding out for the
right price. He'll sell ne out as soon as he has Master
Mal zra twi sted around his finger." She shook her head agai n.
"I want to beat himto the punch. I want to confess what
I've done, so at |least | have honesty on ny side." Wth a
final snort of surrender, she turned and bent over her cot,
her hands drawi ng up the covers over a lunmp Karn had not
noti ced before. "Let's go."

As the two turned to | eave, Karn glanced back at the
cot, where he saw the curly golden hair of Kerrick

* * k* K %

Master Malzra was in a state. H s face, always alight
with a golden inner glow, was bright as a candle. H s eyes
seened to cast twin red beanms of hellfire. He paced, his
bl ue robes crinkling all about him In the dimlight of the
smal | study he was enornmpus and powerful, as though he wore
one of the suits of power arnor he had on display in the
Hal | of Artifact Creatures.

Before him fourteen-year-old Teferi |ooked as small as

a sparrow.
"Who are you, then? \What are you? A spy? You're too

young to be a Phyrexian sleeper. You don't smell Iike

glistening oil. But you are smart and anbiti ous and

incorrigible, just the sort of person the Phyrexians choose.
What were you doi ng beyond the wall? Who were you neeting?
Phyr exi an negat ors?"

Teferi kept his eyes averted on the bl ackwood tabl et op
where he sat. "I don't even know what you nean by a Fire Ex-
Fry Egg-Friar Ecclesian-"

"Don't nock ne!" demanded Mal zra, poundi ng the tabletop
with his fist.

Tappi ng an inner reserve of strength, Teferi raised his
eyes to nmeet the glowi ng orbs of the master, which | ooked
like the multi-faceted eyes of an insect. Teferi drew a deep
breath and roared right back at the man, "You're nad,
Master. Everyone knows it. You're also a genius, of course.
None of us would cone here to study if we didn't know that.
You know nore about artifice and nmagi c than any man for
mllennia, but you are mad. Fire-Eaters and Fanatics, Denbns
and Dog- Faced Men, |nvaders and Conspirators and Spies-the
only invaders that ever cone to this island are fish stupid
enough to get stranded by the tide or seagulls who have | ost
their sense of direction and fl own away from everything and
into nothing. No one wants to get in here, Master Ml zra,
but | can think of about two hundred students and forty
schol ars who want out, and that's what | was doi ng beyond
the wall, believe it or not."

In the sudden, stunned silence, a knock canme at the
door. Mage Barrin shifted fromthe shadows and went to the



door.

VWil e the latch sounded and hushed voi ces spoke, Teferi
and Mal zra stared into each other's eyes. There was
recogni tion between them Despite the vast difference in
their ages, the two knew in that noment that they were nore
alike than different-brilliant, driven, selfish
unst oppabl e, obsessive, irrepressible, and as deeply flawed
as they were gifted. But there was sonething nore to it, an
undeni abl e spark of greatness-unnistakabl e anong t hose
bl essed, or cursed, by it.

Mal zra's eyes intensified. Teferi felt a presence in his
m nd. Sinuous as a snake, Malzra slithered through his
t houghts. The master sniffed anmong skittering nmenories,
snapped and swal |l owed them Fear |ike a nouse went first
into that maw, then jealousy and timd insecurity. The
master's mnd snapped down i mages of the forest and the
@ imer Moon. The truth lay beyond. It snelled sour and
strong. Mal zra wound forward. In nonments, he would know. He
woul d know.

Teferi's eyes intensified, too. A cat came prowing
anong hi s thoughts-righteous indignation and pride-and it
| eapt on the snaking m nd of Malzra. Fangs and cl aws,
spitting and hissing, fur and scale, they fought in the
young man's mind. The battle was ferocious, though only
their beam ng eyes gave outward sign of it.

Barrin discreetly cleared his throat to break the
tension. "Jhoira and Karn are here."

"“Anot her time," Ml zra grow ed.

"She says she's cone to confess," Barrin said, gesturing
t he young wonman and the silver man into the small study.

Mal zra ended the staring match. Hi s eyes flashed as he
mar ked the Chitu worman. She was dressed in her fornal
acadeny robe, the one she wore when inducted into the ranks
of his senior students.

"Confess to what?"

"I amto blane for all this,” Jhoira said evenly. "I am
the reason Teferi was outside the walls last night."

The young man goggl ed for a nonment at her and then
junped in. "She dared me." All eyes in the room turned

qui zzically on him "I'malways trying to inpress her, but
she thinks I'mtoo young for her. Finally, she said she
didn't want to talk to ne again until | did something brave

and grown-up."

"That's not what-" Jhoira began

"You t hought sneaking out of the acadeny woul d be grown-
up?" Ml zra denanded.

"I thought if | could get out into the woods at night,
could maybe catch a night |oon. They have a beautiful song.
They sing to the @inmer Mon. | nmade those nechanical birds
to inpress her-she's not interested in ny magic, and
wanted to show her | was an artificer too-but she said only,
"they're fake, just like you.' So |I thought, if | caught a
real bird, a rare nighttime songbird, and did it w thout
magic, did it by going mnmyself-"

"To catch a loon?" Barrin asked, astonished.

"I had a little chain with a netal collar. | was going
toclip it around the bird's leg and put a hood on his head,
but they got knocked out of mny pocket when the guard tackl ed
ne."

"A night loon?" Barrin repeated, incredul ous. He turned



to Malzra. "I don't believe him Malzra, | think in this
case we could suspend the school's noratorium agai nst m nd
probes. | could cast a truth spell on him"

"No-" Somet hi ng had changed in Ml zra's eyes, not a
softening, but a hardening, a keen calculation. "No, this
was no crime great enough to warrant such drastic measures.”
A guilty | ook passed between himand Teferi. "He found a
night loon all right, hinself, but | daresay this stunt
wasn't enough to inpress Jhoira. It was not brave or grown-
up. It was fool hardy and stupid."

Teferi swallowed and bowed his head. "Yes, sir."

Stunned, Jhoira realized her nouth was noving, but
not hi ng was coni ng out.

"What do you have to say, Jhoira?" Ml zra asked. "Are
you i npressed by such expl oits?"

She took a deep breath and said, "Well, in a way, yes."

* * k* K %

After the students and the silver man had left, Barrin
| urked anong the book shadows of Urza's library. For his
part, the planes-wal ker sat, silent and brooding, at the
bl ackwood desk.

How to say this, wondered Barrin, howto say any of
this? "There's nore to this, Uza. You know that."

"I know, " came the cal mresponse.

"You shouldn't allow the truth of Teferi's words-al
t hat busi ness about genius and nmadness and paranoi a-to
di stract you fromthe fact that he was outside the schoo
for nore than night |oons."

"Yes," agreed Urza wearily. He drew a |ong, conscious
breath, not something he needed to do to live, being a
creature of pure energy. Sinmple acts such as breathing
brought him an inval uable connection to the world around
him "There is a Phyrexian in the school. | snell it. It is
war ded, shielded, wary. Its snmell is faint and diffuse, but
it is here. A Phyrexian in Tolaria."

* * k* K %

The ruby light of the time-travel portal pul sed around
Karn. He saw none of it. His mnd s eye was turned inward,
to the confrontation anong Mal zra, Teferi, Barrin, and
Jhoira. The outcone of that episode a week ago still boggl ed
him Kerrick should have been exposed, Jhoira and Teferi
repri manded and expell ed, and the aninpbsity between them
become an unbreachable wall. Instead, the castaway had
gai ned access to the acadeny by way of the secret passage,
Jhoira and Teferi had only risen in Malzra's estimation, and
t he young prodi gy had won respect in the eyes of the wonman
he al ways sought to inpress. How any of this had transpired,
Karn still didn't understand. He had the distinct sense that
much of what had taken place in that strange neeting lay in
wor ds unspoken and deeds undone.

Ti me sl owed and stopped. Ml zra and Barrin stood statue-
still at their consoles. The whine of the machine reached a
peak. Beyond was dead calm Then the turbines of tine
reversed and began rolling backward. It was a dreadfu
instant, and in it Karn always felt utterly alone. Wth sl ow
del i beration, Ml zra and Barrin noved again, their hands



wi t hdrawi ng al ong the consol es, undoing all they had done
and powering down the machine. The |ight deepened around
Karn. This time, the pool did not shift. Ml zra had achi eved
proficiency in spatial displacenent-he seemed to have an
especi al grasp of that arcane endeavor-and so had set it
aside to try to push the temporal envelope. Wth this trial
all the power of the machine was shunted to the tenpora
vector.

It began, the dizzy spooling of time. Karn had gotten
used to seeing hinself withdraw fromthe pool of Iight and
slunp al ong backward, listen attentively to the two nen, and
retreat through the door. In the time prior to that, Ml zra
and Barrin were often busy, breaking down portions of the
ti me machi ne, renoving shiny new conponents and repl aci ng
themw th burnt-out hunks of nmetal and glass. One day, their
alterations would reshape this machine so that it could
carry Karn back centuries or mllennia...

He let his mind drift. On that journey, he would see his
own creation and the dead pile of plates and cogs he had
been before. He woul d pass through the time when Barrin was
young, was a baby, was in the body of his nother, was
nothing at all. It would be a | onger journey back to
Mal zra' s begi nni ngs, of course. How nmuch | onger, Karn could
not have guessed. En route, he would see the nan being
di sassenbl ed pi ece by piece, just like the tine nachine
before him He would see each conponent renoved from Ml zr a-
his mani a, his paranoia, his obsession, his brilliance, his
constant abiding regret and msery. Sonme of it was part of
his original design, perhaps. Miuch of it, though, the worst
of it, nmust have come fromsuffering, centuries of it.

The | aboratory grew dark. Barrin retreated around it. He
drew fromeach light orb the enchantment that made it shine.
He backed out the door, closed it, and locked it. Then cane
a period of deepening darkness. Karn could al nost feel the
sun diving silently below the world, a |eviathan swi mr ng
backward beneath the sea.

It was twenty-two hours now, the extent of their
previ ous success.

In the dead of that recoiling night, someone entered the
| aboratory. It was not Barrin or Malzra. Woever it was
neither cast light spells nor Iit the nundane oil tapers
around the walls. There were workers assigned to cl eaning
the | abs, but who would clean in the dark? The intruder
nmoved al ong the wall of plans, studying them as though he
could see without [ight. He sorted briefly anmong the piles
of parts and drew from his pockets glimering stones to |ay
anong the ot hers.

A thief.

Karn al nost stepped fromthe circle of |ight but
remenbered Mal zra's instructions-to travel back in tinme
until his frane neared the nelting point. He was nowhere
near that now, and in monents, the figure was gone. He
t hought he glinpsed, in the gray wedge of hallway |ight,
gol den curls.

Evening cane, in the formof an unnatural dawn. The
regressi on accel erated. Karn waited through the spooling
hours as students and tutors jittered through the space,
bees in a hive. Mrning came. Shadows | engthened and puddl ed
i nto vast pools of darkness. It was night again.

Karn's hide heated until it steaned



The thief returned.

It was forty-six hours into the past. Long enough. Karn
stepped fromthe ruby light. His frane fairly sizzled as the
silver plates net the air of the forner tine. The nman who
had been opening the door closed it. The silver golem nmade a
rapi d and qui et passage to the door and eased it open. He
peered out, seeing Kerrick w thdraw beyond a corner of the
corridor.

Kerrick. Jhoira had allowed himinto the school, and he
was stealing fromMaster Mal zra. There would be nore
power stones or plans or parts in his pockets. Wat use did a
castaway have for artifact technol ogy? He nust have been
delivering these items to sonmeone el se. To whonf?

There are evils at the door, Karn, evils beyond anything
you can i nmagi ne.

Karn pursued. He would be out of phase and invisible
only so long, and his netallic footsteps would soon give him
away. If he didn't catch the thief soon, he never woul d.

Kerrick fled down a series of curving corridors. At the
end of the snaking route lay the Hall of Artifact Creatures.
Per haps he pl anned on stealing one of the devices in it or
copying its design. He slipped the latch and entered the
chanber.

Karn hurried to catch the door before it swung cl osed.
He eased inward. His quarry darted away anong a cluster of
dog- headed Yotian warriors. The silver man followed. H s
frame was already slipping into phase-he was fading into
bei ng. He nmade his way forward under cover of the mechanica
nmenageri e.

He crouched beside a delver. Its sloping backbone was a
vast conveyor designed to bear ores up fromm nes. Beyond it
stood a weat hercock topped with a collection of whirring
i nstrument ati on- anenoneter, thernoneter, baroneter
cycl ononeter. The next beast was wiry and configured like a
hunting dog, with long thin legs, a sleek head, and a
whi plike tail. Adjacent to it, su-chi lifters crouched in
t hei r backwar d- kneed massi veness. It was unsettling to stalk
anong these netallic brothers, deactivated and nearly
di scarded, nade to stand |like statues in this mausol eum
Karn wondered if he woul d one day be anobng them when
Mal zra's mania had turned to some pursuit other than tine
travel, or when he had nmade a better probe to do it.

He was only hal fway across the chamber when Kerrick
slipped away through the far door, toward Jhoira's secret
passage. Karn could not have followed through the tight duct
wor k, but perhaps he could intercept the thief beyond the
wal | .

Turni ng, Karn headed for a different door, one that |ed
to the courtyard. He slid the bolt, eased it open, and
scanned the yard. Beyond |lay a hot and wi ndy night. The
@i mer Moon was a cataracted eye burning behind sultry
clouds. Karn was hotter still, his frame snoldering with
heat stress. He enmerged and stole across the courtyard.

Mal zra might recall himat any nmonent. Karn reached the
western wall and clinbed the inner buttresses. He rose to
the battl enents.

Beside the turrets, guards stood in lazy clunps. A pair
of cl ockwork watchers perched on adjacent towers, their
optics turning in slow fans along the outer wall

Deep darkness swathed the wall's footing. The grate at



the end of Jhoira's passage |ay hal fway between the
nmechani cal guards, obscured by tall grasses. Metal shifted
slightly in the murk. A glint of hair |ike gold coins showed
beneat h.

Above, the guards still |ounged, conversing, in their
qui et knot.

Kerrick slipped fromthe grate. He scranbled up the
weedy enbankment and entered the thick wall of jungle
beyond. He had not been seen

Silver skin sizzling with heat, Karn rose to crouch on
the battlements and hurled hinmself into the wheeling night
air. He dropped and | anded with a thud that brought the
heads of the guards around. Karn crouched, half-visible in
the silvery nmoonlight. In tine, the guards' attention turned
el sewhere. Masked by a rising wind, Karn anbled quietly up
into the woods, after Kerrick

More noi ses came, necessarily, ahead-the thrash of
| eaves, the crackle of sticks, the hiss of dew on red- hot
silver. Karn feared to alert Kerrick, but speed was the
thing. The thief had nmoved qui ckly and soundl essly over
Jhoira's path, taking with himwhatever plans or powerstones
or artifacts he had stolen

Karn foll owed. His energy stores were taxed by the rapid
nmoverments. Heat stress made his joints grind, but anger |ent
himstrength. He topped a rise just as light fromthe
d i mer Moon | anced through a patch of cloud. Kerrick and
two strangers stood beyond. Karn paused, attuning his ears
to the whispered conversation.

The gol den-haired young man held out a large roll of
paper and pointed, saying, "The passage is here. Bring the
full company of negators. | will be sure the way is open. |
will be sure the guards on the wall are dead-"

That was all Karn heard or saw

Mal zra' s machi ne reached back through tine and laid hold
of himevery snol dering nmote of his being-and dragged him
forward. In angry whips of red energy, the jagging light
whirred into a solid cone of radiation. The hillside
vani shed and with it Kerrick and his conspirators. Only the
lurid light remained. Roaring in frustration, Karn waited to
reemerge in the tine stream Eventually the fabric of the
future forned itself around Karn. The cone whirred once
nore, w nked, and was gone.

Smol dering and red-hot, Karn stood in the m dst of
Mal zra's tine | aboratory. The naster |ooked up fromhis
console. He and Barrin both wore expressions of awe, their
eyes tracing the tendrils of snoke that snaked up fromthe
massi ve netal man and tangl ed thensel ves hotly around the
time machine. Its own fusel age streaned gray soot and
crackled fragilely as it cool ed.

Karn stepped out of the transport circle. It was a
breach of protocol: he was supposed to wait until Master
Mal zra sumoned him He further offended by speaking before
bei ng spoken to.

"There is an invasion coning."

Barrin approached and gestured the silver man back
"There is a danger of contamination if you step out of the
ring-"

"What sort of invasion?" Ml zra asked fromthe consol e.

"I do not know. | did not see who he spoke to, but he
t al ked of negators-"



"Phyrexians,” Ml zra replied in grimconfirmation.

The mage asked, "Wo spoke of negators?" "Kerrick," Karn
said. In that nonment, he realized he nust betray Jhoira's
secret, for the safety of the whol e acadeny and her safety
as well. Still, the necessity of the crinme made it no easier
to coomit. "He is a castaway, washed up on shore nearly a
year ago. Jhoira found himand saved his life. He has
di scovered a way into the acadeny and now has taken fl oor
pl ans of the acadeny to whoever is in charge of these
negators."

Mal zra began pacing again, the old fury resurfacing.
"They must have a portal to a nearby island or perhaps
nmerely a Sargasso or boat. They knew | woul d have defenses
agai nst portals directly into Tolaria. They are nassing

somewhere for this attack." "How do you know all this?"
Barrin asked Karn. "I followed himout of the acadeny, out
of this very room He took the plans fromhere," Karn
reported. "Beyond the wall, he met with two figures. They

tal ked of the negators."

Mal zra was reeling, his face livid. "Dam. Then they
know of ny tine tanpering. They could not have chosen a nore
crucial time to attack."”

"When did this Kerrick hand off the plans? How far back
did you go?"

"Forty-six hours."

"They could be arriving any nmonment," Barrin said. "l
will alert the guard." He rushed for the door and down the
hal I .

"It's too late,” Malzra said quietly, breathing for the
first time in perhaps hours. He caught a whiff of the air
that wafted fromthe open door. "They are already here."

Still sizzling, Karn charged for the door and bolted
into the corridor. It was enpty and silent, but a snell of
oil and metal and death tinged the air. He thought but one
t hought - Jhoi ra-and hurl ed hinself down the clattering hall.
Mal zra call ed out, but Karn paid no heed. Down a set of
stairs, around a long slow bend, and up a rise, he reached

the small, round-topped door to Jhoira's room
He tried the handle, but it was |ocked. He pounded. The
wood junped in its frane. He bellowed a call, but no answer

cane fromwithin. Lifting a massive foot, Karn kicked the
splintering mass inward and, turning sideways, won through

There was bl ood everywhere.

Jhoira had struggl ed, that rmuch was clear. Now the
struggl e was done forever. She lay facedown in the center of
the floor, and a red pool extended from her nmatted hair out
to the edges of the room Her sodden robe rested over a body
that was half the size it should have been

There were footprints in the blood, iron shod and spi ke
toed. One led into the wardrobe where Jhoira's robes hung.
The door was slightly ajar, and fromthe darkness within
peered a feverishly glow ng eye.

Monol ogue

He is not mad. | should never have doubted him The
madness i s what he knows is coming, is what is already here.
It surrounds me. Its fangs sink into nme. Its claws rend ny
guts. | can sonehow feel the warnmth of themsplatter ny feet
in the nmonent before | die.

- Barrin, Mage Master of Tolaria



Chapter 6

The creature in the wardrobe flung back the bone-inlaid
doors, ripping themfromtheir hinges, and energed.

It was a huge thing, in general configuration human,
though with its arnmor inplants, protruding bone spi kes, and
barb-edged I egs, it seemed alnost an insect. A pair of stee
struts extended its lower jaw, which was tipped with
glimering nmetal tusks that dripped Jhoira's blood. Its nose
had been replaced with anot her spike, the task of breathing
bei ng acconplished through a series of hol es bored through
the creature's sternumand directly into its bronchia. Its
eyes seemed to gl ow, bedded deep in mirrored sockets, and
its horn-studded brow ridge rose into a sagittal crest that
al so ran with bl ood. Sharpened tips of bone protruded from
shoul ders, el bows, fingertips, knees, and toes.

The creature rasped, "Di sarm and deactivate yourself,
and you will be taken intact. Otherwi se, you will be
destroyed. "

Karn answered by hurling hinself at the thing. It was
fast, sliding frombeneath his descending bulk with all the
speed of a snake. Karn clutched one shoul der, but the
creature nelted away.

It was suddenly on his back. Its scissor-fingers jabbed
beneat h Karn's headpi ece. He renenbered how easily Ml zra
had flung back his skull and renoved the powerstone wthin-

Karn pivoted and toppl ed, hoping to smash the bug
bet ween the hammer of his frane and the anvil of the floor
The nonster shifted again, elusive as water, and | anded atop
him A red spray went up fromthe puddl e of bl ood where Karn
| anded. Gore sizzled on his hot skin. He brought his fists
t oget her, poundi ng the invader's sides.

Wth a grow and a heave, the beast worked the nmechani sm
at Karn's throat and flung back his skull. Karn could see
not hing nore, could nove little, his |linbs jangling around
him but he could feel the spike-tipped fingers slide in
around the silver case where his powerstone |ay. One yank
and the whol e assenbly would spill forth, and Karn's life
woul d be gone-a fragile crystal clutched in the claw of a
Phyrexi an killer.

It paused, its fingers catching first upon a small
tri nket hangi ng about the golem s neck, the Viashino
nmedal | i on

The beast lifted it, |ooked it over, and softly purred a
single word: "Thran."

Karn spoke a different word: "Jhoira."

Gat hering together his shattered will, Karn caught up
the Thran-netal trinket, broke the silver chain that bound
it, and inpelled the bauble into the Phyrexian's skull. A
gush of hot oil-blood streaned over him

Scream ng, the creature fell back. Karn managed to knock
closed his skull-piece and felt his power, his will,
reassenmbling fromfragments on the floor. In the next
i nstant, he rose above the crouching killer, the Viashino
trinket half-sunk in its frontal |obe. He flung the beast to
the ground, and with one stonp of his massive foot, reduced
the thing's head into an oily mass of slunped skin, brain
ooze, and bone neal. The body trenbled for a few nonents
afterward, but Karn kicked the sl oppy corpse aside and knelt



beside his fallen friend.

Dead. Jhoira was dead. The rage Karn had felt at his
di scovery nelted now i nto angui sh and sorrow. The silver man
crunpl ed before her. This ached worse than a red-hot frane
or a skull-plate peeled back Iike the rind of a nelon

"They are everywhere," canme a stern voice fromthe
doorway. "They are killing everyone. Barrin is dead already.
Teferi too."

Karn | ooked up to see Master Malzra arrayed in battle
arnor that made hi ml ook not unlike the machi ne-inpl ant ed

Phyr exi an.

"It istoo late to stop them W nustn't thrash at the
branches of evil, but chop the root. I will send you back.
This whol e attack can be averted. Return in tinme. Return
forty-eight hours. Intercept Kerrick and kill him before he
can relay the plans. | will guard the machine and fight al
coners. | nust have Mage Master Barrin back. Let the porta

destroy itself, if it nmust. Let your own frame nmelt into
not hi ng, but stop Kerrick and his negators.”

* * k* K %

If I kill him thought Karn as the snoky beam of the
portal danced around him if |I even delay him detain him
Jhoira will live again.

Beyond the fitful circling of that red ray, Master
Mal zra wor ked feverishly at both consoles, his associate
| yi ng dead sonewhere in the ravaged school

If I kill Kerrick, thought Karn, it all will be as it
was.

Even then, a brace of negators burst through the door.
Huge and trussed with steel arnor, nuch like the Phyrexian
Karn had al ready slain, each of these creatures was unique.
One had a lupine head and |inbs, though its shoul ders and
torso were human-or once were before they had been pierced
in a thousand pl aces by seeking tubes and conduits. Another
was a lurching ogre with massive, infolded features, deep
mal evol ent eyes, and arnms as huge as other nen's legs. A
third was lithe and quick and spidery. These three energed
anong spi nning shards of the shattered door and pl unged
toward Ml zra.

Karn staggered, alnost lurching fromthe Ilight to drive
back the creatures.

Wt hout even |ooking up fromthe machi nery around him
Mal zra lifted a hand and sent out a shocking blast. Three
bolts separated fromthe main surge and caught the nonsters
m d- chest. Lightning blasted hol es where the hearts woul d
have been in humans and raced in crackling fury across the
steel franes. Eyes lit fromw thin. Fangs danced with
sparks. Miscles glowed eerily where neurons ran, but stil
t he Phyrexi ans converged.

For the next sorcery, Malzra did not even raise his
hand. The spell bl ossomed full-fornmed fromhis mnd even as
his fingers danced across the consoles. Each of the three
creatures abruptly froze, nmidstride, and fell to the floor
shattering like black ice.

Karn saw no nore. In the next nmonment, all the rest of
the world froze. It stood for a shuddering instant, as if on
the verge of cracking, and then tinme began scrolling
backward. Broken bits of Phyrexian slid together on the



floor and rose up, assenbling thenselves in mdair and
retreating toward the door. A gathering spell formed flesh
fromribbons of snoke and thrust it into the holes in the
creatures' breasts. They obligingly fled outward, rebuilding
t he door fromwood fragnents before they departed.

And then tine scrolled faster still. The danci ng beam
shrieked in its frenetic spinning. The world jittered and
shook. Master Ml zra had harnessed the full power of the
device, of its four vectors and its sea-cave turbines, to
power this regression. Karn would likely not survive this
journey, and even if he did, the machine mght not remain to
bring hi mback. But Jhoira would survive, and that would be
enough. Jhoira and Teferi, Barrin and the school. If saving
them nmeant | osing hinself, Karn did not mnd. Better to end
that way than as a statue in the Hall of Artifact Creatures.

Mor ni ng brought darkness to the world; Kerrick entered
the I aboratory on his last visit and was gone; and evening
brought light. Karn waited anxiously through another day and
into the norning-twlight beyond. He was already quite hot,
his bul k steami ng and his plates grinding agai nst each ot her
i n expansion. N ght deepened. The regression slowed. The
light faltered. Karn cl enched his hands at his sides and
felt the strange, very human inpulse to pray-to what god he
did not know, perhaps to the tine nachine itself.

Wth a light nore beautiful than any true dawn, the
| aboratory door cracked slowy open, and the gray corridor
gl i mered beyond.

Karn heaved hinself fromthe dissipating pool of |ight,
his own silver bulk glowing a dull red to match that col or
of the beam W thout pause, he raced toward the now cl osing
door, grappled the handle, and flung it wi de. He barged into

the hall just behind the gol den headed Phyrexian sl eeper
Kerrick whirled when he heard the door bang raggedly
agai nst the corridor wall. Though Karn was still out of

phase, his superheated shell sent wi sps of snoke into the
air in an aura around his body, and Kerrick saw t he shape of
the void wthin.

He turned and bolted. Karn followed. He had not been
built for speed, and running taxed his frame. Kerrick darted
ahead down the corridor, quickly pulling away.

Per haps anot her regression, Karn thought desperately.

Per haps | should be w thdrawn for another regression-except
the machi ne may destroy itself to acconplish this one.

Karn was not as fast as the Phyrexian, but he knew the
acaderny and knew where Kerrick headed. Launching hinsel f
down a side passage, Karn reached the Hall of Artifact
Creatures. He entered quickly, closing and bolting the door
behi nd hi m

Karn stal ked past deactivated creatures two and three
times his size-nmechani cal mamot hs, rovers with the form of
steel crickets, spidery devices with hands at the end of
each leg. The killer was there, too. Kerrick had entered the
chanmber fromthe far end, and he stal ked cautiously forward.
He was on his way to the west | aboratories and woul d need to
pass through the door behind Karn. The silver man eased
hi nsel f onto a nearby platform and crouched beside the neta
skel eton of a clay warrior. There, campufl aged anong dead
netal creatures, he waited.

Kerrick cane. Cautious and qui ck, he came. A sneer
jagged across his lip as he set his hand on the doorknob and



pul | ed, certain he had evaded his pursuer

Karn fell upon him

There is an unm stakabl e sound when bones-whet her hunman
or Phyrexi an-snap. Kerrick's lower right |leg fol ded bel ow
the knee. Shrieking in agony, the man crunpled to the floor

It was a piteous noise, and Karn, fists balled and ready
to finish the man, hesitated. Perhaps breaking Kerrick's | eg
was enough to stop him to keep himfrom escaping the wall
and neeting with the Phyrexians. He would be found here by
the guard and recognized as a spy. He would be dealt with
harshly by Ml zra and Barrin, and perhaps they would | earn
from hi mwho he was, and how many Phyrexi ans massed, and

where. To kill this man insured the Phyrexi ans woul d cone
agai n, another day, but |leaving himalive to interrogate-
Still only half-visible in his phase shift, Karn hoisted

the angry man to his shoul ders and marched past rank upon
rank of artifact creatures. Kerrick arched away fromthe
silver man's burning skin and gave little cries of agony.
Prisoner and captor reached the far doorway, passed through
it, and started down the corridor beyond.

"I have a spy, a Phyrexian spy!" Karn called out.
"CQuards! Mage Barrin! Master Ml zra!"

Bef ore an answer cane, every particle of Karn's being
was seized by Mal zra's future hand. The nmachi ne was draw ng
hi m back. There was sonething different about this sumons-
its tearing insistence. The silver man jolted under the
assault and alnost fell. He clutched his captive all the
tighter. H's frame becanme griddle-hot. Kerrick thrashed and
wriggled. The long dark hallway whirl ed.

Wth a shriek of fury, the Phyrexian ramred his fingers
beneath Karn's jaw, fumbling for the rel ease nechanism In
refl ex, Karn seized the man's hand and flung it violently
away. The wrenchi ng novenment hurled Kerrick free. He | anded,
a | eg-broken mass, on the stony floor of the hall. Karn
st agger ed back.

The red beam cane, a chaotic, stabbing light. The
hal | way began to di ssolve. Karn swung a nassive hand toward
t he Phyrexian, but his fingers closed on wheeling chaos and
not hi ng. Shards of reality slid past in mrror nmonents. Karn
pl unged t hrough raveling tine.

Sonet hi ng was wong with the nmachine, terribly wong.

The | ashing pul ses of tenporal energy formed a vortex
around him drawi ng hi m downward, forward, toward the dark
future and its disintegrating mechani sm

The | aboratory took fitful shape outside the cone. It
wi nked into and out of existence. A tunbling chaos of red
forms bl ossoned around Karn. For a second tine that day, he
felt the inmpulse to pray. The laboratory returned. Ml zra's
consol es flickered through a shroud of rolling snmoke. The
master and Barrin | abored mghtily at the sparking controls.
Over Karn's head the tine nachi ne swayed om nously, its side
panel s bl eeding soot into the air.

It was disintegrating.

The light orb at the base of the device cracked, sending
jabbing rays out in all directions. Were red beans struck
wal s turned to dust, machines to slag. Each ray carved a
jagged rent in whatever it hit, tearing through the
| aboratory and the corridors beyond, through the dormtories
and the wall itself, reaching out to rend all of Tolaria.

Karn stood in the center of it, shielded beneath the



coruscating cone of light.

Then cane t he expl osion.

Red was suddenly gone, red and all other color and al
dar kness. There was only light in that noment, light Iike
the center of the sun. It cane with a fragile shattering
sound, as though a crystal had been sundered. A bell-tone
keen fol |l owed and what m ght have been thunder if a
lightning bolt could be | arge enough to enconpass a whol e
wor | d.

The air was solid for a nonment, an anal gam of gas and
energy, then rushed outward. Walls were gone, just as color
was before. The rushing inferno rolled out in an
i ncandescent ring fromwhere Karn stood, pulverizing stone
and steel and glass. Farther out, the ring devolved into
lines of blast as raw energy gathered in radi ati ng avenues.
The hol ocaust obliterated whol e sections of the acadeny and
scoured the earth down to bedrock. O her areas remained
unt ouched. Buil dings were torn in cross section

The shock wave pelted outward. It bore a storm of
shattered stone and rent netal that consumed with a million
gnashing teeth anything it struck. MIlennial trees toppled.
Stony pinnacl es were eaten right through. Geen | eaves burst
into flanme. O ouds of dust and ash boiled up fromthe
shuddering forests.

The bl aze reached even the sea, and in nile-long arnms it
boiled water to a depth of five fathons. It reached to the
cl ouds overhead, flinging some aside and bringing fiery hai
fromothers. It shook the oceans, awakening tidal waves that
destroyed coastal villages two hundred mles distant. It was
a blast like none felt on Tolaria since the dark days of
Ar got h.

It was a bl ast awoken by the sanme follies of the sane
nman.

* * k* * %

Urza stood beyond it all. He had been beside the tine
portal in the white-hot instant that it exploded. It had
taken every ounce of his netaphysical mght to gather the
particles of his being agai nst the nassive waves of power.
As note by note of matter was blown away fromhim he slowy
became a being of pure energy. He resolved hinsel f again and
again in the first heartbeat of that hailing storm

In the second heartbeat, he risked it all by reaching
out beyond the rolling envel ope of destruction and snatching
t hem up, one by one-perhaps not his best and brightest, but
t hose nearest, those who could be saved. Mage Master Barrin
was first (yes, the silver man, Karn, had done what he was
sent to do, had averted the Phyrexian invasion, though even
the facts of that other time |loop were as difficult to hold
to and reassenble as Urza's own body was), then five other
schol ars, and ei ght students. He whisked themup with himin
a sudden, spontaneous pl aneswal k. They woul d not survive the
journey in human form he knew, and took a nonment to
transformthemall into stone. It could be undone |ater
when there was tinme, when there was strength...

Raveni ng beans streamed past Urza and his conpany of
statues. The death throes of his | atest dynano flung out
shrapnel of every conceivable thing. Metal and stone and
bone and brain and even nind tore repeatedly through them



Urza held fast against the storm He rose. He took the
others with him

Now t hey were ... where?

The hillside was sunny and green. A gentle, heather-
snelling wind strolled easily past the fourteen statues.
Urza had saved hinsel f and fourteen others-which nmeant that
nore than two hundred were left to die. He had saved hinself
and Barrin and thirteen others. The negators m ght have done
| ess damage, but they woul d have killed Barrin and captured
all of Urza devices and the tinme machine itself. It had been
a reasonabl e trade. Urza had saved fifteen, and kept his
wor k from Phyrexi an claws. Yes, it had been a very good
trade.

The Tol arian survivors stood frozen and silent in that
caressing wind. There was a single, broad-crowned tree at
the top of the grassy hill, and it al one noved, breathing
the balny air.

Urza cast the |last enchantnment he held. It was his fina
saving act on that afternoon, for he was spent. He would not
be able to maintain his physical coherence nuch |onger. It
was a feat of will to cast that last spell, to transform
Barrin back into flesh. Stone becane bone and nuscl e and
bl ood. Barrin awoke. Brows knotted darkly above his intense
brown eyes, the man staggered through tall grass to reach
U za. "Wiere are we?"

Urza achingly shook his head. "I do not know " Noddi ng,
Barrin took a calmng breath and | ooked out over the rolling
hills, chartreuse beneath the cloud-cluttered sky. "Wy are
we here?"

A shadow passed over Urza's features. "Tolaria is gone
The tinme nmachi ne expl oded. W are the survivors."

The younger nman's mouth dropped open, and he gazed with
angry appraisal at the other thirteen, arrayed like
tonmbstones in a forgotten graveyard. "Just us? Just
fourteen?"

"Fifteen," Urza corrected solermmly. "You and I, five
schol ars, and ei ght students.”

Barrin crouched suddenly, clutching his knees. "And the
rest?" Urza blinked. He did not need to blink, but it was an
old habit that came with disturbing thoughts. "Mst are
dead. Some may live, sheltered by rubble, but nost likely
not . "

Hi s assistant renmai ned on his haunches. He panted like a
dog afraid of thunder. "We have to go back. W have to get
them™

"Tel eport, if you have such a spell ready. | can do
nothing nore for atine," Uza replied grimy. "I am spent.
As it is, | cannot anchor nyself here nuch |onger."

"I have no teleport spells. | had no thought |I would

need one," Barrin spat. "Then a boat or something. W have
to go save whoever may remain."

Already U za's formfaded, his features shifting. The
genstones that had becone his eyes flickered. The fire in
themguttered near death. "W will find themin tine, any
who escape the island tonight. Any who do not will be dead
by norning."

* * k* K %

Karn heaved on the slanting slab of |inestone. It



creaked. Its far end ground massively agai nst the edges of
the rubble field. The voices beneath cried out in hope and
terror as |light appeared above-not sunlight, but firelight
fromthe raging flames of the explosion. Karn |l evered the
edge of the stone a foot off the ground, and two young
students scranbled out. The silver man haul ed the bl ock

hi gher. An aged scholar with a bl oody head cl awed his way
free.

"That's all of us," gasped the man raggedly.

"Head for the jungle," Karn ordered as he let the stone
grind back downward. "Go through the ruins, not the clear
pat hs. Mywve through the deep jungle. Get to the sea. Stay
away fromthe clear paths. They are tinme gashes, and if you
enter them they will kill you."

The aged scholar was still on his knees, cradling a
broken arm Hi s two young students huddl ed shivering beside
him The man | ooked about at the devastation. Here and there
ragged remai ns of buil dings towered precariously. Between
crunmbling stacks of stone, the ground had been scoured to
bedrock. Bodies littered the smashed edifices, but in the
clear paths nothing at all remained but fire-scarred rock
The old man scratched his silver hair just beneath a
bubbl i ng gash. He blinked, and blood droplets |eapt fromhis
eyel ashes to spatter his cheeks.

"Once we reach the sea, what then?" the man rasped

"Find others,"” Karn advised as he noved toward the next
sounds of scream ng. "Find something that floats. Ml zra
kept boats on the east shore."

It was all he had time to say. He'd rescued seventeen so
far, though nost of those would die of their wounds or
wander into wild tinme storns that would tear their bodies
apart. Karn had already encountered a few such destructive
regi ons, and even his silver bulk, engineered to survive
tenmporal fluxes, had been nearly destroyed. Any creature of
fl esh needed only to catch his head in a different tine
streamfrom his heart, and his veins would burst. Karn had
seen it happen many tinmes already today, too many tines.

The scream ng cane from ahead. Karn found a guard pi nned
under a boul der. The nman's upper body had been burned to
resenmbl e the purple-black flesh of a date. H s | ower body
was smashed beneath the giant stone.

"Cet it off ne! | can't feel ny legs. Lift it off ne."

G i meyed, Karn knelt by the boulder, set his shoul der
agai nst its bulk, and heaved. The nonent the stone eased up
fromthe man's crushed pelvis and | egs, a great tide of
bl ood fled out of his belly, and he sank i mediately into
deat h.

Karn | et the boul der back down. He stood. He could not
i magi ne a worse fate for these folk-half of themonly
children and the other half fragile old men and wonen. He
coul d not imagi ne how an invasi on of Phyrexi ans coul d have
been worse than this. It was a second Argoth, this

destruction, and Mal zra was a second Urza, nmore willing to
destroy the whole world than | et another creature rule it.
If only Jhoira still lived ... that nmight make all this

carnage less bitter. If only, but her shattered cell was
buri ed beneath tons of rubble, and no pl eadi ng had cone from
it. Perhaps she had escaped. Perhaps she was still out
t here, sonewhere, in the ruined, burning place.
Anot her shout cane fromjust ahead, where a tower had



fallen atop a corner of the north dormtory. Karn marked the
swirling tenporal stormthat roiled in the space between him
and the spot, and he strode out to circumnmavigate it.

Perhaps she is still out there.

* * k* K %

It was near to mdnight when the ship slid slowy from
its dock and out into the black, rolling sea. Its masts had
burned away along with its sails. About three feet above
waterline, its bow bore a gaping, man-sized hole where a
red-hot chunk of iron had struck it. The boat was slowy
taking on water, but Karn and a few of the other survivors
were healthy enough to man the bil ge punps.

The rest-only thirty-three in total -huddl ed together on
t he singed deck and watched fearfully as the burning island
slid silently away behind them Fires blazed across the
i sland, and weird lights danced in veils that reached
t hrough the cl ouds overhead. Waves surged in fits agai nst
t he rocky shores, and a hellish noan of tortured wi nds nade
t he place seem haunted by the ghosts of the fallen. The
@i mer Moon, near to sinking into the hungry waves, watched
t he whol e display with bald accusation

Thirty-three survivors, nused Karn grimy as he punped.
The light of the burning isle faded behind them and only
turgid cold blackness |ay ahead, the sky and sea
i ndi stingui shabl e and nmenacing. Thirty-three survivors, and
Jhoi ra nowhere anong them How could a Phyrexian invasion
have been worse than this?

"It was a terrible trade," Karn said to hinself,
"terrible and unforgivable."

Monol ogue

Urza says he did it to save nme. He says he let the tine
machi ne expl ode in order to save nme and a handful of others

and keep his precious designs from Phyrexian claws. In
another tinme continuum he clains, | was slain by Phyrexian
negators, and the school was overrun. Urza diverted that
time streamso we could end up here, or so he says.

He is not truly mad. | know that now. He may be |lying-a
terrifying possibility, for what dark notive woul d make Urza
lie to me? He may be telling the truth-all the nore
terrifying. But he is not truly nmad.

Tolaria is gone, just like Argoth. And why? To save ne?
O course not. | was saved from Tol aria just as Tawnos was
saved from Argoth, as a side thought.

Tolaria is gone because if Urza could not have it, no
one would. Uza is still Uza. | doubt he will ever return
to the island he has destroyed, return to rebuild, to
declare hinself father to the scholars he has orphaned. |
doubt it.

Mad or sane, he does not learn from his mistakes.

- Barrin, Mage Master of Tolaria

Part 11
TI MES RETURNI NG

Chapter 7

Karn stood at the prow of a very different ship-Iarge



and gol den and fully regal ed-when he next saw Tol aria. The
isle was only a dark shoul der above the heaving sea. Sky and
water scintillated with life and daylight, but that jag of

I and on the horizon was as dead and dull as a dried

bl oodstain. Karn shuddered. He renenbered that horrible

ni ght anong the raging fires and toppled walls and tine
fissures.

The scratches he had suffered that night had all been
pol i shed away. O her inprovenents had been nade in the ten
years since the destruction of Tolaria. Master Ml zra had
conpl etely replaced the finger nechanismthat Jhoira had
repai red. He had al so redesigned the | atch and coupling
device that held Karn's skull-piece in place, |est other
foes learn the trick of it as easily as had Kerrick or the
negator in Jhoira's room In his tinkering way, Ml zra had
wor ked a pi eceneal overhaul of the power conduits throughout
the golem s frame, making his refl exes sonewhat quicker
Qutwardly Karn seened a new creature.

Inwardly he felt very old. Hi s intellectual and
af fective cortex- the dark power matrix-renmai ned, and with
it sad nenories of his first friends. He thought often of
Teferi, the young and brilliant rmage. He thought even nore
often of Jhoira, Malzra's best and brightest artificer and
Karn's only true friend. Every day that dawned after that
hopel ess night, Karn remenbered his friend and nourned for
her .

"What are you thinking?" came a kindly voice at the
silver man's shoulder. It was Barrin. He squinted agai nst
the bright sea and sky, and strands of silver glimrered in
his hair. H s eyes reflected the dark wedge of distant
Tolaria. "You have been standing here all norning."

Karn turned back to face the approaching isle. "I am
t hi nking of lost friends."
Barrin's voice softened. "It is a difficult return for

all of us. But one | ong overdue."

"It is a place of ghosts," Karn observed. He could fee
Barrin's intense eyes focused on the side of his face but
did not ook at him

"You never cease to amaze ne, Karn," the rmage master
said incredulously, "a machine that sees ghosts all around."

"Don't you renmenber the | ost students, the | ost
friends?" Karn asked.

Barrin took a long breath. "Ch, yes, | remenber them
and I will be sad to be back where they perished. But | have
mourned. It has been ten years. There are new flowers rising
anong your ghosts."

"I still ache over nmy friends," Karn replied. "It is as
raw as on that first day."

"Perhaps it is something to do with flesh. Mourning is
heal i ng. You cannot heal. You cannot truly nourn. You can
only ache forever," Barrin thought aloud. He sounded
pensive. "W'll have to devise some nmeans to keep you from
achi ng forever."

At last Karn turned toward the man. Beyond Barrin he saw
t he gol den ship, nanned by a whol e new contingent of
students and scholars. Gold-painted rails glimered in the
sea-shine, and white sails reached eagerly toward the isle.
At the hel mstood Mal zra hinself, at once ancient and young.
The ship's nanme even told the tal e-New Tol ari a-and for the
| ast eight years, it had been | aboratory and tutorial hal



and dormitory to all of them vessel for all of Milzra's
pursuits.
It was the genius of humans to discard the old and
enbrace the new, but flesh was nalleable. Silver was not.
"How can | forget this ache and still be nme?"

* * k* K %

Jhoira stood at the edge of her world. Behind her |ay
Tol aria, desolated by the blast of Master Malzra's tine
machi ne. Before her lay the illinitable sea. She was caught
bet ween. Her secret trysting spot had become her hone. It
was a small place, but dry and clean, appointed with
furniture, books, and inplenments scavenged fromthe acadeny.

Most of the old school lay in ruins. The walls that
remai ned were | eaning hazards. The walls that had fallen
were cairns for the dead. Many of the living had been buried
in themtoo.

Jhoira herself had had to dig for three days to escape
t he secret passage where she had been when the inferno
began. She spent the next three days digging up the fina
few ot hers who were trapped alive. She and ei ght others-al
young students, resilient, canny, and agile-w thdrew from
the death-snelling place to Jhoira's secret niche. They, of
course, made forays back into the ruins, to bury the dead
and sal vage equi prment and food stores. These trips were far
fromsafe. On the first such excursion, the group |ost four
of its nenbers who wandered into extrenme tinme rifts and were
torn apart. Jhoira and the remaining four |earned to avoid
such rankling crevasses of tine.

Sone zones were dark and dry, their flora w thered away.
These were fast-time areas, where a week mght pass in a
day. Such places received perhaps a day's worth of sunlight
and rainwater in a week and so becane chill deserts. The
darker and drier the zone, the faster the time in it and the
nore extrene the rent between it and the tenporal flow of
the rest of the island. Ot her zones were bright and wet-
steany swanps. These were slowtine areas, where a day took
perhaps a week to pass. In such areas, the sun was intensely
bright, noving visibly across the sky, and rain canme in
constant, short, drenching downpours. Mst slowtine areas
had not had tinme to adjust to their new clinactic
conditions, flooded to their edges and filled wth drowned
trees. In others, tine noved so slowy, the fires of the
original blast still stood in orange curtains.

Extraordinary tine shifts proved i npassable to Jhoira
and her conpani ons. Crossing such verges boil ed bl ood and
shredded skin, caused sonme linbs to die of deprivation and
turn gangrenous and others to burst as interstitial tissues
swel l ed. Such were the fates of the first four who died. The
survivors were careful to map and avoid the violent tine
rifts. They ventured with trepidation into nore noderate
tinme fissures and found themdifficult to enter and | eave.
Changes in inertia caused walking into a slowtinme area to
feel like wading forward into hardening cenent. Emerging
fromslowtinme to fast tinme often resulted in extrene
di zzi ness and sonetines | oss of consci ousness.

Even so, the final survivor of the school canme from an
extreme fast-tine peak, which fused inexplicably with a
slowtime slough beside it. Fromthe normalized zone stepped



an old man named Darrob. He had been only a child of twelve
at the tinme of the blast but, five years later, he energed a
gray- hai red nmadman

There was only one true benefit Jhoira and her
conpani ons di scovered fromthese tinme shifts-sl ow water
Water resisted tenporal change, retaining the speed of its
former mlieu awhile before gradually absorbing a new pace.
Water that flowed froma certain extrenely slowtine zone
had preserving qualities, slow ng and even stopping the
agi ng of anyone who drank the thick stuff. Jhoira had no
real idea how it worked, but she knew it did, at |east for
the short term It was by drinking slowtime water that she
had stayed young-seening only twenty-two.

Despite this rejuvenating drink, death stal ked the
survivors of Tolaria. In the sixth year, their nunbers were
dwi ndled fromsix to five. Qut hunting snakes, a fifteen-
year-old boy fell down the sea cliff, broke his neck, and
was dragged out to sea, even as the others swam hel pl essly
after him Two years later, a pair of eighteen-year-old
| overs carried out a suicide pact, leaving only Jhoira, old
Darrob, and another young woman. This |ast withered soon
after, wasted by sonme interior disease. Her ashes nourished
t he rose bushes she had so patiently planted and pruned and
nurtured. In the two years since her death, the roses had
gone wi | d, spreadi ng across the nearby boul ders in a savage,
fragrant bl anket.

O d Darrob was dead now, too. Three nonths back, he had
succunbed to the rattle in his chest. Jhoira had buried him
besi de the sl ab of sandstone where Darrob had loved to lie,
a great silver lizard soaking up sunlight. Hs years in the
di m depths of fast-tinme had taught himto | ove the sun. He
had been Jhoira's |ast compani on and, though mad hinself,
her final hold on reality. Since the day of his death,
Jhoira had felt her own soul going wild, like the thorny
rose.

She was al one now, yes, but she always had been. The
nine who had lived with her had been comnpani ons, not
friends, not confidantes. The only true friend she had ever
had was Karn, and he was not even human. Jhoira often
wonder ed what was wong with her. Perhaps she had been taken
from her people too young. Anpbng Ghitu, a girl was not a
worman until she had gone on a vision quest. Jhoira had never
gone. She was twenty-eight chronol ogically and twenty-two by
al | appearance, but her soul was still the foolish and
frightened soul of a child. That child had rmade one
desperate lunge toward adul thood, had opened her secret
heart to one nan, believing |love could not be fooled. It
could be. It always would be. The nman had proven a nonster
Now, forevernore, Jhoira would be alone. It was a miserable
way to live, but it was at |east that-a way.

The island had becorme hers. At sone point in the forty
mad seasons since the blast, her fierce desire to escape the
forsaken | and had becone a fierce desire to protect it from
i nvaders. At first she referred to this new mania as
Mal zra's Mal ai se-a fear of invaders, destroyers. Now she was
beyond such light and sel f-conscious wordpl ay. She was the
island's protector, its guardian spirit. She was the ghost
worman on the western shore, forever watching for nearby
shi ps, forever fashioning arrows as Kerrick had taught her
forever designing and buil di ng what ever mechani snms she coul d



for the defense of the |and.

And now, with unm stakable intent, a white-bellied
sailing ship sliced through the spitting billows, naking
straight for the eastern ports of the island. Jhoira had not
forgotten her dream of glinpsing her soul mate on a ship
such as that one, but such were the fantasies of a child.
Love could and would and forever nust be fool ed.

Jhoi ra watched the ship a nonent nore before w thdraw ng
into the niche, fetching up her bow and qui ver of arrows and
headi ng out to intercept the |landing party. Wth the whol e
of the island between her and the docks, and over a hundred
time rifts slicing through the center, Jhoira would not beat
themto the shore. It didn't matter. The island' s natura
def enses were form dabl e enough

* * k* K %

Barrin inhaled the salty scent of the eastern bay,
renenbering the snmell of saw grass and pal m He sensed
not hi ng of death or decay in the air and was gl ad. Perhaps
time did heal all wounds. Perhaps Tol aria had forgiven-or at
| east forgotten-its despoiler

Barrin glanced back toward Urza, who hel ned the gol den
galley New Tolaria. It had becone his floating workshop
nmobi | e and el usi ve, beyond the reach of any petty
government. Fromthe nonent the refitted and renamed ship
had slid out of dry dock, Urza had been its unquestioned
master. Captain Ml zra, the students called him and he
proved a deft hel msman. Sonmewhere in his three and a half
mllennia, the man had learned to sail. Better still, U za's
knack for teachi ng seamanship equaled his talent for
teaching artifice. He did not so nuch instruct but
denonstrate and inspire. The young schol ars needed only
wat ch the master hoist the main or scale the ratlines before
they all wanted to do it as well and as quickly as he.

O course, being a functional imortal with a body of
pure energy can nmake even the ol dest pl aneswal ker a marve
in feats of strength, agility, and speed.

As New Tol aria rounded the stone jetty at the nouth of
t he bay, Urza manned the helm and his young crew worked
their posts with a quiet ease that all owed them | ong | ooks
at the land ahead. Barrin, too, studied his erstwhile hone.

The eastern docks remained largely intact, though the
pilings were desiccated from negl ect, and thorny weeds had
vol unteered in the rotting planks. Two ships of the forner
Tol arian conpl ement | ay half submerged dockside, their upper
portions scored with burn marks, and their |ower portions so
covered in barnacles they seened made of stone instead of
wat er | ogged wood. As each wave rolled, |ong and even, across
them they rocked indolently in the basins they had hol | owed
for thensel ves.

On the opposite edge of the bay, a sinister slough of
dark water lay, its surface churning as though it boiled, A
tinme rift, Barrin realized. U za had described such
phenonena after returning fromone of his planeswal ki ng
scouting excursions. He had spoken in depth about the
physics of the rents but could answer none of the inportant
guestions, such as-what happens to nortal flesh that
ventures into or out of one? Urza's only response to such
queries was, "W'Ill have to find out when nortal flesh



encounters one." Barrin had nade sure the students were
taught how to recogni ze tenporal anonalies and warned what
dangers m ght surround them He had even devised illusory
nodel s and magi cal sinulations to prepare the explorers, but
all he could offer was supposition. The experinments with
nortal flesh were yet to cone.

Urza steered clear of the tinme rift and the other
hazards in the bay and brought New Tol aria smoothly into the
deep-water inlet. He shouted orders, and one by one the | ast
few sails were taken in. Released by the wind, the ship
| ounged aft and piled up gl assy nounds of water before it.

It slowed to a near stop, Urza |l eaned on the rudder, and
students eagerly crowded the starboard rail, each wanting to
be the first to leap to the dock and tie off the ship. Two
young wonen were the first with the strength and daring to
junp, and three young nmen followed shortly after. Their

| aughi ng conrades hurled to themthick coils of |ine, which
they swiftly hitched onto the pilings. The great vesse
lulled once to the fore with the last of its lazy notion and
then settled in on its noorings.

More students |l eapt to the dock and received the
gangpl ank hoi sted down to them It no sooner booned into
pl ace than the five ensigns and their five exploratory
parties were trooping in orderly fashion onto the dock. The
ensigns were the ol dest students-in their md-twenties-|eft
fromthe school at Tolaria, and their parties were picked
fromlate-teens who had vol unteered knowi ng the dangers they
woul d face. These groups debarked with the easy strides of
conquerors. The white robes of the former acadeny had been
repl aced by rugged canvas cl oaks and capes, with |eather
| eggi ngs, knee-high putties, and iron-edged shoes. In
monents, the explorers filed off the dock and gathered in
clusters, receiving orders. Then, to north, south, west, and
the angles in between, they set out.

Barrin watch it all, apprehension knotting the nuscles
in his neck. If it was WUza's island and he felt so safe on
it, why were nere children being sent out to explore it? The
touch of Urza's hand on his back made the knots redouble.

"W are hone again, Barrin," Urza said, deep
satisfaction in his voice.

"W are at the door, knocking," Barrin replied. "W
aren't inside yet."

Urza studied his longtime associate and friend. "After
all your |ectures about owning up to ny m stakes, returning
to right the wongs | have done, how can you criticize ne
t oday?"

"They're only children, Urza-" Barrin began

"They are grownups. They have been thoroughly trained.
They know what to expect. They know what they risk," Urza
replied evenly.

"They're only children. Not grownups, not probes, not
machi nes, " Barrin finished.

"I'f anything should go awy, | amlinked to them and can
reach themat a nonent's notice." Urza paused, seeming to
hear a voice speak to himout of the wheeling blue sky. "In
fact, the first party of explorers is summoning us. They
have di scovered a tinme rift." He reached out and grabbed
Barrin's hand, saying sinply, "W go."

Barrin felt the world fold in around himand U za. They
wer e pl aneswal ki ng.



After conplications had arisen with Uza's trick of
turni ng pl aneswal king nortals to stone (four of them had
been cracked en route and henorrhaged nmassively when
returned to flesh), he had devised better spells for keeping
nortal flesh alive through a planeswal k. The enchant nment
currently in effect reduced Barrin froma three-di nensi ona
construct to a two-di nensional one. In this conpacted form
he was protected against the trials of sudden vacuum
vol cani ¢ heat, and absolute cold encountered in a
pl aneswal k. Barrin's lungs could not expl ode because they
were no nore than flat sheaves of paper. Urza hung there
besi de him attached and pulling himthrough to where the
wor | d opened up again.

Wen it opened, the two scholars stood suddenly on a
bal d brow of sand. Before them the |and di pped away into a
grassy swale. There three students stood, staring in
ast oni shment toward a sharp-edged ravine. The air in the
ravi ne | ooked dusky and turgid, tiny flecks of dust catching
and scattering the rays of the sun. Beyond the deep furrow
stood an old-growh forest, but within it, the ground held
only short, scrubby plants with tender purple bl ossons.
Smal |l white rocks lined the base of the valley. At the lip
of the ravine crouched the teamensign, a powerfully built
bl onde worman. Besi de her hovered a young man with |ong bl ack
hair. They spoke to each other in hushed tones and gestured
into the yawning rift, which emtted a sound like a
br eat hi ng gi ant.

"Let's see what they have found," Urza suggested.

He rel eased Barrin's hand and started down the hillside.
Wth each step, puffs of dust rose fromhis feet, making him
seemto wal k i nches above the ground.

That's the way he woul d prefer it, Barrin nused to
hi nsel f as he followed. The two schol ars passed the group of
whi spering students, who startled back, |lost the thread of
their conversation, and receded into watchful silence. U za
and Barrin continued until they stood behind the crouching
ensi gn and her conrade.

"You sunmoned ne?" Urza said by way of introduction

The ensign stood and snapped to attention, "Yes,
Captain."

"What have you found, Ensign Dreva?"

"Atime rift, Captain, just as Master Barrin had
indicated in his reports.” Dreva's eyes were a bit w der
than normal, and she stared into space. "A fast-time rift, |
woul d suggest, judging fromthe apparent darkness and the
| ack of water. W have conducted a few experinents. | can
repeat them Rehad?"

She reached out to the young nan next to her, gesturing
for sonething, and received a long, |eafy branch he had
gathered in a nearby forest. Despite her formal deneanor
the affection between ensign and student was obvious in the
lingering way the branch was passed, hand to hand.

Ensi gn Dreva turned her attention back to the captain.
"Watch the foliage on the end of this bough."

She raised the branch and swng it slowmy into the air
above the ravine. Sonething invisible seenmed to take hold of
the dangling end, making it jitter and sway, and the ensign
dug her feet in and tightened her grip on the bowto keep it
from bei ng yanked out of her hand. The | eaves quickly grew
brown and curled into dry crescents. Next nonent, they



rushed downward fromthe branch to the floor of the ravine,
where they lulled before turning to dust. Meanwhile, the
leafl ess twigs twi sted, their bark peeled away, their wood
cracked and grayed, and the entire branch came to resenbl ed
the hoary claw of a forest hag. The ensign w thdrew the
stick and laid it beside two others, sinilarly transforned.

Uza's snile, small and unaccustonmed, showed his delight
at these findings. "Excellent work. Using a living branch to
probe the rift was an insightful innovation."

The ensign flushed. "Thank you, Captain Ml zra."

"There are sonme who doubted whether you woul d be equa
to the task-" Urza turned his nysterious snmle toward Barrin
"-but | was confident."

"Thank you again, Captain," Dreva replied. "I suggest we
continue probing the edges of this tine rift and set warning
mar kers. Though nost likely the blast that created the
geographi c ravine also created the tenporal anomaly, we
shoul dn't assune the boundary of the one will be the exact
boundary of the other."

"Well reasoned, Ensign," Urza said. "Continue. Report in
i f you discover anything el se of note." He turned,
shoul dering Barrin toward the privacy of a nearby hilltop as
t he ensign sent Rehad and the other students to the forest
eaves to gather nmore branches. "It seens to nme they are
doing quite well, these children you speak of."

Barrin stared down at the tangled grass at his feet.
"The dangers here are your doing and ny doing, not theirs."

"I'f they will live here with us, build here and study
here, they must inherit all the evils of the past,"” U za
replied. "It is the responsibility of every new generation

to understand what has cone before, if only to decide what
to keep and what to discard."

The phil osophi cal debate was interrupted by a warning
shout fromthe verge of the forest. Barrin and Urza turned.
Ensign Dreva stood at the edge of the wood, grasping
somet hing in one armand urgently sunmoni ng her conrades
with the other. The students flung down the branches they
had chopped | oose and ran. Urza and Barrin ran too.

Dreva pulled savagely on a tree linmb. Qther students,
two young men and a woman, reached her and added their
nmuscle to the task. Moments of shouted orders and position-
j ockeyi ng gave way to groans as the students haul ed hard on
the linb.

Barrin pelted toward them wondering what could be so
urgent about pulling the branch froma tree, and then he
saw.

It was no tree they pulled on, but Rehad, standing just
within the forest edge. One hand rested on a fat green bole,
just beside a branch he had been intending to cut off. He
was trapped in a slowtime rift, one arm extendi ng beyond,
and his conpani ons were doing all they could to pull him
out .

"Wait!" Barrin ordered. He struggled to forma spell but
was too |ate.

Rehad's arm bl oodl ess from bei ng trapped beyond t he
time continuity of his heart, was no match for the pulling
m ght of the ensign and the three others. It dislocated. The
ti ssues caught in the lacerating edge of the tine stream
tore and gave way. The armcame off in their grasp. Core
dribbled slowy fromthe rui ned shoul der. Ensign Dreva and



the students landed in a sloppy heap on the grass, the
severed arm anong them

Barrin and Urza cane to a stop just before the tenporal
rift.

Rehad's face was slowy twisting in pain as the initial
shock of the injury gave way to rending agony. U za lifted a
hand and pressed it into the wall of slowtinme. H's fingers
trenbled as they sank into the hot, thick air. Had he bl ood
in him that linmb mght well have becone stuck, |ike Rehad,
but the master inhabited a body of focused energy. Even so,
the tine difference tugged at him sending crazings of
energy in twisting spirals along the surface of the
distortion. Wth an effort of will, he maintained the
forward nmotion of his hand and slowy gripped the man's
bl eedi ng shoul der.

Al the while, Rehad was turning, eyes w de and nmouth
droppi ng open in a scream He shied instinctively back from
Urza's grasping hand, but the master anticipated the nove.
He caught the grisly joint and cl anped down hard, stanching
the killing blood flow, then, with grimdeliberation, slowy
drawi ng the young man toward him

Behi nd Urza, Ensign Dreva and the students had risen
The severed armlay on the ground at their feet. Rehad's
bl ood painted their |eather |eggings and canvas cl oaks. Two
of the students were crying, and the third gaped in
terrified disbelief. Dreva herself was cl ose-nout hed and
dry-eyed, though her face was bone-white. She shook her head
in raw regret.

Barrin noved to confort her.

She ducked away, grabbed the fallen arm and pushed up
besi de Urza.

"Put it back, Captain. You have to put it back," she
i npl ored, jabbing the Iinb toward him

Gitting his teeth, Urza gently pushed her aside. He was
pi voti ng Rehad around so the man woul d energe with brain and
heart aligned, so that he could escape the tinme trap as
gradual | y as possi bl e.

Dreva staggered back. She blinked at the sanguine thing
in her grip and tenderly ki ssed the back of the hand. Her
lips parted in quiet words: "Ch, Rehad, forgive ne." She lay
the Iinb at her feet and, in a sudden rush |like a pani cked
deer, darted away.

"Ensign Dreva!" Barrin shouted, seeing where she headed.
"Cone back!"

She was deaf to it, already hurling herself past the
toothy edge of the fast-time ravine. There came a splash of
energy as she plunged into the time shift. R ngs of tenpora
flux whirled on the air around her. Waves sank into the
ground and rose into the arcing sky. Wthin their dancing
m dst, Dreva's airborne formw thered. Flesh winkled and
dried. It cleaved to atrophying nuscle and showed bone
beneat h. Once she had conpletely entered the envel ope, she
fell to earth in a sudden rush and was lost to sight beyond
the rimof the ravine.

Barrin bolted after her, down the grassy swale and to
the verge of the fast-time rift. There he staggered to a
halt and gaped.

She was dead al ready, her dry, deflated skin teaning
with vermn.

Barrin turned away, sickened. Wen he at |ast mastered



his gut, there was nothing | eft of Ensign Dreva but scraps
of canvas and | eather and a bl eached skel eton.

* * k* K %

They sat aboard New Tol aria that night. Urza had pl anned
a banquet to celebrate the island's reclamation. Trenchers
of salt-pork stew steanmed beside vast | oaves of narbled
bread and nounds of fresh oranges.

The nobod was anything but festive. The day had been a
chastening failure.

Rehad was bel ow decks, bandaged extensively and lying in
a drugged sleep. Rejoining his armwas beyond the skill of
the crew s best healers and beyond the power of even Urza
Pl aneswal ker. It lay now in a wooden case within a pocket of
extreme slowtine, in the vain hope it mght be rejoined in
the future. Meanwhile, Rehad's |eader, his love, lay in a
pocket of extreme fast time, her skel eton perhaps even now
scattered by the tiny scavengers of the ravine.

These two were not the only casualties. Each exploratory
party | ost at |east one nenber, and one party was w ped out
entirely. Urza perfornmed two other rescues |ike the one he
did for Rehad, and Karn assisted in shepherding a young
worman fromthe recursion | oop she found herself in. The only
non-organi ¢ menbers of the crew, Urza and Karn had the best
resistance to tine distortions, though their systems were
greatly stressed by these operations.

The crew ate their victory dinner not in Od Tolaria, as
Urza had hoped, but on New Tol aria, They ate in near-
silence. The waters of the bay | apped, black and thirsty, at
t he gunwal es of the great ship, and beyond the beam of the
l anterns, the island and sky were black with night.

From t he darkness canme a woman. She was tan, keen-eyed,
and nysterious. A savage skein drew her dark hair back
sharply over her head. Garbed in ragged but regal clothes,
she seemed an avatar of the isle itself-alien, angry, and
forbi ddi ng. She strode up the gangpl ank and onto the deck
pushi ng past the stunned guards.

Urza stood

Barrin rose, his mouth dropping open in recognition

It was Karn, the silver man, who first spoke her nane,

in avoice like a rain-swollen waterfall. "Jhoiral"

"Master Barrin. Master Malzra," the woman said in a
greeting that combi ned awe and aninosity, "l never thought
you would return. | wi sh you hadn't. After today, you
probably w sh you hadn't, either."

Monol ogue

I was overjoyed to see Jhoira. Her death had wei ghed

heavily on me and on Karn as well. She was nuch changed, of

course, hard-mnuscl ed and hard-eyed. The inmpul ses of wonder
and forgi veness had been wi nnowed out of her. She had ceased
to be a student of the acadeny, becom ng a native of the

i sl and.

As the island's native advocate, Jhoira spoke strongly
inits defense. There, before Urza's new passel of students,
she laid out all his past sins, planted |ike thistles across
the island and grown up now into great killing forests.
Quite openly, she berated himfor his tinme machi ne. The
tampering that had brought about the blast had riven the
tapestry of days on the island and left it a junbled ness.



She tal ked of the other survivors who had, one by one,
peri shed, |eaving her alone.

Even nore powerfully, she spoke of how life here had
continued. Fast-tine forests had died and fall en away,
giving place to new plants and aninals, to an arid tundra
ecology with its own bal ance of predator and prey. Slowtine
forests had turned into swanpy jungles, hot and steany-
refuges for thousands of creatures that could not have
survived on the island before. Wthin all these details,
sensed how the years had changed her too.

"We are, Master Malzra-" she had said at the end of it
all "-we are your children of fury, orphans who have grown
up in your absence, no |longer yours, no |onger beholden to
you. Many of us hate you, Master Ml zra."

He listened through it all. I'Il give himthat rmuch. And
then, into the unhappy silence that settled, U za spoke, and
what he said filled me with even nore admiration

"l understand. But | amconmmitted to return, and | don't
want to fight you, ny children of fury. | want to be
reconciled. It will be a thorny way, | know, charged with
the thistles | myself planted. But | amcommitted to
return.’

"You'll need an advisor," | said, "a guide. Jhoira,
can think of no one better than you to help Master Ml zra
understand the m stakes of the past and avert themin the
future.”

There was one final, anxious nmonent, and then sonethi ng
in her broke. The mad sheen of defiance cracked, and | saw
beneath it a |onely woman fearing but needing to be anong
ot hers.

"Only because if | refused, every |last one of you would
die."

| tried to look grimy chastened, but | was elated. Urza
was pl eased too. The fearful students and scholars were both
jangl ed and relieved. Soneone-even this frightening wild
worman- had to guide themthrough the terrors of Ad Tol ari a.

- Barrin, Mage Master of Tolaria
Chapter 8

VWhen nost of the crew awoke the next norning, Jhoira was
al ready on deck. She had drawn aside to trade stories with
Karn. Though fierce and form dabl e around ot her humans,

Jhoi ra | aughed and spoke easily with the golem They were an
i npressive pair-the wild woman and the silver man. Her flesh
was as snmooth and brown as the sandstone shoul ders around
the bay, and his as mirror-bright as the sea they had
crossed.

Karn told her of all the students and schol ars he had
rescued, and how he had searched late into the night for
her, allow ng the refugee ship to |l eave only as the @i mer
Moon sank in the sea. Jhoira told her own stories of rescue
and loss. Al of this passed without the |ong, awkward
silences of the night before, as though not a noment had
gone by between these |ong-separated friends. They wal ked
al ong the shore and rem ni sced, skipping stones in the
choppy waves, until the deck was teeming with crew, and the
snell of freshly brewed tea drew t hem back aboard.

Jhoira drank eagerly, burning her Iip with the piping



stuff. She snmiled at Karn and said, "There are certain
drawbacks to being a '"wild woman' and anong them are
forgoing real tea froma porcelain cup.”

The crew broke their fast with a second feast, those
goi ng ashore knowi ng the meal would have to |last themunti
they made canp at the center of the isle. Jhoira predicted,
with a caravan of fifty, it would take the whole day to
thread their way past the worst time rifts and through the
m | dest ones.

Jhoira's tone of gloomreturned as she described to the
crew the tenporal distortions of the island. They resenbl ed
t he physical topography after the blast. At the detonation
point was a wide tenporal basin |like a blast crater, where
the explosion uniformy ripped away the natural flow of
time. Near the edges of this slowtine crater were a series
of concentric rills of time, tightly packed fast-zones. The
center woul d be unreachabl e except for avenues offeree that
radi at ed spokelike fromit and joined the outer island with
the inner. Many of these avenues were deep slowtinme rents,

t hough others allowed a gradual descent into the crater

O hers still had adm xed with the fast-time shells nearby to
make bridges of normal time. Beyond these concentric fast-
time rings were large, irregular regions of extreme tine
shift, many contiguous square mles of territory unreachabl e
to those outside-sheer tine plateaus and deep tinme canyons.
In these areas, whol e new ecol ogi es had evol ved and cul tures
with them

Bearing only the clothes on her back and a | ong wal ki ng
staff, Jhoira | ed a pack-laden parade of schol ars and
students up the w nding forest paths between tenpora
canyons and pl at eaus.

Urza foll owed just behind her. He carried a | arge wooden
case with ornate inlays of brass and ivory. It |ooked
terrifically heavy, but his strides were weightless, and his
guestions cane easily despite the panting of others. Perhaps
he had cast an enchantnment that let his feet glide anmong the
gorse, or perhaps nicroscopic machines did the wal king for
hi m

Barrin came next, carrying the stowed tent that would
hold himand Urza, as well as clanking pots and an
assortnent of swayi ng parcels.

Behind him Karn carried the burden of ten nen.

Thr oughout the line, other, smaller automata anbl ed beneath
heavy packs. The rest of the conpany consisted of aging
schol ars and young students, at once eager and fearful about
what | ay ahead.

"Karn, come up here. | want you to see this,"'
sai d.

She gestured toward a wi de, glaring, and desol ate swanp
filled with the ghost-gray corpses of drowned and burned- out
trees. The water in it was black and seenmed infinitely deep
Insects hung in static suspension above the mirror waters.
Sone were poised just before death, the goggle eyes and
gapi ng nout hs of fish stretching the surface tension bel ow.

"I call this Slate Waters. Here the fires fromthe
original explosion went out only seven years ago, after
drenching rains. Before then, a pillar of snmoke rose above
the spot. By ny calculations, in Slate Waters the equi val ent
of ten days have passed since the blast. Step in there, and
you'd need a time machine to get back out."

Jhoira



Karn stared at the spot. It reflected darkly in his
hide. "My tinme-traveling days are done. Master Malzra is
intent on other pursuits. |I'mnot nmuch needed t hese days."
The words sounded at once relieved and di sappoi nt ed.

Jhoira studied her old friend. Provisions hul ked up from
hi s massi ve shoul ders

"Don't worry, old friend. | need you." She patted his
side and pivoted. "Now | ook over on this side of the path.
That's a tenporal plateau. | call it the H ves because of
the doned nud huts that its residents build across it." She
pointed to a region that was forever in twilight, the I and
sunk in a vast pall.

Scattered forests of short, scrubby trees clung to the
hillsides, a gray and torn fabric of woodl ands that | ooked
all the nmore spectral because of the blur of their w nd-
rattl ed | eaves and rapidly growi ng boughs. Here and there,
in clear patches anong these stern woodl and copses, rounded
hovel s took rapid shape, proliferating |like chanbers in a
mud- daubers' nest until whole dimvillages could be
di scerned in spots, and sl ender footpaths nmarked the ground
between them The villagers thensel ves noved with unseeabl e
speed. As quickly as a particular settlement woul d nmound
into being, it would dissol ve away agai n, epheneral as
bubbl es atop boiling water

"Five of their generations are born and di e during one
of our years," Jhoira said levelly to Urza, who had taken
t he occasion to stop and stare.

Barrin, com ng up behind, asked breathlessly, "Five
generations of whon? There were no natives on this island.”

Jhoira's eyes were keenly fastened on Urza's face. "I
can only assune these were students of the acadeny, caught
in extrene fast tine, as unable to escape their rift as we
are to enter it. They are fifty generations renoved from
your school. They have lived a thousand years of triba
hi story since then."

Barrin was stunned silent for a nmonment. Then he said,
"They see us right now, don't they? The hour it will take us
to march past their land will be four days of their time. W
are statues to them"

"Yes. Unreachabl e, inexplicable, nearly inmobile
statues," Jhoira affirned. "They can hear us, too, but our

speech is deep and | ong and neani ngl ess, |ike whal e-song.
Haunting and ot herworldly. They've becone a different race
fromus. Soon they'll be a different species." She began

wal ki ng again, and the line of students and schol ars
stretched out behind her. "There's an even nore fearsone
sight in another tinme plateau ahead. But first, paradise.”

Al'l down the lines, scholars and students traded
i ntrigued | ooks and hunkered down beneath their burgeoning
packs. Jhoira led themup a nmeandering hillside, past stands
of cypress and creeping vines on the left and a gray place
of tumbl ed downs on the right. For sone tine, the hives of
mud and stick were still visible, boiling and recedi ng anong
the trees.

Eventual |y, the party reached a new pl ace, a highland
with rolling green enmbankments and thick forest growth. The
native flora of Tolaria thrived here on the bright
hillsides. Fat-boled trees were green fromroot-clusters to
crowns. Vines like vein work coiled along every stem Broad
| eaves lay in a series of dense canopi es above.



"This is a mld slowtine area, where sunlight and
rai nwater are gently enhanced, where creatures and plants
live in abundance, where the heat of the canopy is nmatched
by the cool of the forest floor. The hills allow enough
runoff to keep the Iand from becom ng del uged, and the

hol | ows where water collects are deep and clear and cool. It
is paradise. | call it Angelwod, after the fireflies that
light it at night. Wenever | have grown exhausted from ny
cliff-side vigil, | have conme here to swimand clinb and
breat he again. That is perhaps the best part, breathing
again."

Eyes all around the group turned hungrily toward the
garden of delights. Sweat-dotted brows eased

Among the vast tree trunks, large bright birds flew
dream |y through curtains of |ight and shadow. Beneath them
wat er bounded down a sloping face of stone and enptied into
a clear brown channel. After coiling anong the forest's
seeking roots, the waterway slid into a nearby vale, form ng
a deep, cool pool before spilling into another stream at the
far side. Beneath the surface of the water, the silvery
gl eam of fish shone.

"Why didn't you make this your home?" one student asked,
pushi ng brown hair back from her eyes. "The gane is
plentiful, the nights are warm the water is pure, and you
woul d I'ive | onger there than anywhere else."

Jhoira was grim "You can't live in paradise." She set
out again. The conpany behind her |ingered, a few sipping on
cant eens, but nost just standing and staring. One student
made a point of scrawing a crude map on a pi ece of paper
apparently intent on returning to this spot when tine
al | oned.

Jhoira led the group up toward a wi de |l evel place where
an outcrop of ancient granite had been worn down like a
filed tooth. Aside fromthe eastern pinnacles, this sumnt
was the highest point on the island. Its gray crown was
scoured clean by the blast, dead trees lying in parallel
lines all about the peak. Young trees sheltered by the
fallen logs rose in the mdst of the devastation, a future
forest. Fromthe top of the rock, the views were clear from
the pinnacles in the east to Jhoira's niche in the west.

There, atop that worn-down stone, the company of fifty
paused to catch breath and shake out weary | egs. The
intimte vistas of Angel wood were repl aced by the panorana
of what Jhoira called the Gant's Pate. In the east, the sea
was a quicksilver curtain stream ng down fromthe white-
rising sun. New Tolaria was a dark and tiny sil houette
against it, crew resting about the deck in the quiet of
norni ng. The shore was a beige ribbon, silky and coiling.

Inland, forest and briar, marsh and neadow made shifting
patterns of green and gray, shade and daylight. It was a
verdant | and.

Not so the westward isle. Its distant shore was a bright
orange pile of rankled rocks, anong which Jhoira's niche
nestled. Closer to the Gant's Pate, the ruins of Add
Tolaria lay. They were gray and blighted. The onetinme |ogic
of walls and paths was still obvious in the maze-work of
foundati ons, but nost of the buildings had been razed by the
bl ast. Here and there part of a structure remained,
sometines in gutted, unnatural towers with open sides and
decrepit backbones of stone. Though not an actual crater



the slowtime field of A d Tolaria was noticeable in the
bri ght shimrer of the air over those ruins and the water
that lagged in cellars and | eani ng doorways.

Near by the glaring section that was O d Tol ari a was
anot her district, a place of deep darkness in a litera
canyon. It lay in the norning shadow of the Gant's Pate,
but its gloomwas intensified by the high, |eaning walls of
the canyon and the vast time shift within it. The floor of
t he space was indistinguishable, and sone of the students
whi spered it was a crack right through to the underworl d.

"It looks Iike a good place for ghosts," one said.

"If | were dead, |1'd choose a hone l|ike that," another
answered lightly.

"It looks like a scar in the world," ventured a third
with awe, "a bad scar, one that tried to close and heal but
only festered and grew deeper."

"You are nore right than you inmagine," Jhoira said.
"That is a very deep chasm and a sheer fast-time precipice.
But there is a bottomto it, and there are creatures trapped
init."”

"Like the tribes in the Hives?"

"No," Jhoira said flatly. "Look there. You may not be
able to see it while the Gant's Pate casts its shadows-
sonmetines it can't be seen even at the hei ght of m dday, but
there is a fortress down there."

Urza's brow furrowed in concern. "A fortress?"

"Perhaps it is only a kind of conmune, but what | have
seen of it |ooks savage and braced agai nst attack."

"What have you seen?" Barrin asked.

"Spi ked battlenments, for one, a causeway of suspension
bri dges between hi gh guard towers, flying buttresses that
| ook l'ike they are fashioned of dragon bone, w ndows as
bl ack and smooth as onyx, fiendish adornnents, and thick-
cast tiles of clay. | have the notion they would prefer to
make everything of steel, if they could nake it, but ironis
t he best they have and not rmuch of it. It has taken many
hours of distant observation to piece that nuch together. |
woul d not suggest close scrutiny: |'ve seen harpoons fly
fromthat space, spear deer, and drag themin."

Barrin blinked in confusion. "This barbarous culture
arose fromrefugees fromthe acadeny? Students of ours?"

"Again, no," Jhoira said. "You remenber that nman,
Kerrick, whomyou found with the broken | eg, whom you
interrogated as a Phyrexian sleeper? The man | had let into
t he acadeny? Renenber that he escaped an hour before the
bl ast? He nust have been trapped in that fast-tine gash-he
and what ever Phyrexi an negators he had sumoned to Tol aria."

* * k* K %

Through a two-story-tall w ndow of polished obsidian,
Krrik watched the new arrivals. They stood atop the
gl eam ng peak at the height of the island, a sumit al ways
visible to Krrik and his retainers here in the depths of
t he abyss.

Jhoira was anong them She seenmed, in fact, to be
| eadi ng them She had been a canny foe during the century of
his inprisonment in this tine-gash. She never entered range
of the harpoon crews- and nore's the pity. He had nuch to
repay her for. Betrayal to Urza Pl aneswal ker was chi ef anong



the of fenses. Putting a harpoon through her gut and hauling
her across the jagged lip of the chasmto burst like a fist-
clutched skull-that woul d have been gl ad repaynent of her
debt s.

She probably still called himKerrick. She probably
still thought of himas a gol den-haired boy, but a hundred
years had turned

Kerrick to K rrik, had made the snoot h-ski nned Phyrexi an
sl eeper into a hoary warrior

If there were sone way to bring Jhoira over alive, not
masticated |ike the goat and deer carcasses they feasted on
Krrik would at |last consummate their "love." That was her
other great offense, her persistent virtue in the face of
his advances. It was galling that flinsy chastity should
stand agai nst the night of Phyrexia.

O course, if he could drag her across whol e, he hinself
coul d have escaped this abyss. It had taken the death of
hal f his negator mnions-twelve of the twenty-four-to
finally convince Krrik to suspend his escape attenpts. Even
so, with each new generati on decanted, he sent one in ten
out to seek escape-a tithe to his eventual return to
Tol aria, to Domi naria.

This ten percent attrition was no great |oss. He stil
conmanded a m ghty nation of two hundred Phyrexians. They
filled every corner of the chasm Generations of them worked
in the deep dank of the waters at the base of the canyon
They hatched, netted, and gutted the various species of
blind scavenger fish that were their major diet. O her
Phyrexi ans, for generations, drilled deep into the chasm
walls in search of buried veins of obsidian and the basalt
stones the palace was built of. Scant resources had been the
only real Iimt to Krrik's inventive genius. |If he could
make steel or powerstones, his artifact creatures would have
overrun the isle eighty years ago. As it was, what little
iron the mners found was nore precious than gold. It was
constantly oiled with Phyrexian blood to prevent rust. An
iron sword like Krrik's was a kingnaker. It made him
unopposabl e in the arena and nmaintained his power. Thus the
m ners who found scant veins of iron were essential to his
power base, the figurative foot soldiers of his reginme. By
carefully distributing these slivers of iron anong real foot
soldiers, Krrik controlled a private arnmy engi neered to be
loyal only to him These killers used draconi an neasures to
ensure the conpliance of all the others. K rrik presided
over the arny and the nation because he had created both and
was the smartest, strongest, and nost vicious of them all

To these native talents, the Phyrexian sl eeper had added
enhancenents to hinself of bone and steel and, eventually,
even spawned tissue inplants. He was indomtable in the
arena. Hs once-snooth shoul ders were now adorned wi th tusks
hol | owed out to inject scorpion-fish poison in anyone he
fought. Simlar spikes jutted fromhis el bows and knees. The
spi kes were back-barbed |ike arrows so that once they sunk
into flesh, they ripped it out in great chunks. H's torso
was braced by a bl ack-steel frame that prevented his spine
from bei ng broken and all owed himto break the spines of
others. He hinmself had wi el ded the cleaver that renoved his
outer two fingers of each hand, making roomfor nore venom
spi kes. The century of inprisonnent in the abyss had done
much to perfect his form



Now, gazing through the thick, dark glass of his upper
throne room K rrik saw the neans by which he would at | ast
escape his prison-the power of his old foe, Uza
Pl aneswal ker .

* * k* K %

It was a bitter pill for Master Ml zra, Jhoira could
tell. The man stood there, gazing into that black jag in the
ground. H s eyes saw nore than nost eyes did-they gl eaned
with an acute, penetrating judgnment. Surely they saw past
the shrouding nurk to the Phyrexian colony that lay within
it. Surely Mal zra peered into that black pile of basalt and
obsidian to the wetched creature at the heart of it-
mal i ci ous and brooding, growing a year in strength for every
nont h out si de.

Kerrick was the man. Even without preternatural sight,
Jhoira knew that. O course, he was no nan, but a nonster
wearing the skin of a man. She knew he was at the nexus of
that vast infection and that he would be powerful now,
per haps the equal of Malzra hinself, perhaps his superior

Karn's eyes, too, saw nore than nost. He drew Ml zra,
Barrin, and Jhoira aside fromthe others.

"It is no secret to any of you what | was nade for-to
travel down the throat of tine. Perhaps | have found ny new
purpose here, to enter that place and destroy them" The
suggestion was made with a mld, matter-of-fact tone, but in
a voice like the nyriad whisper of trees before a sumer
storm

A knowi ng gl ance passed between Ml zra and Barrin. The
mage said through a grimsmile, "I seemto renmenber just
such a journey, frommy study of arcane lore. There was once
upon a time a planeswal ker who went into Phyrexia to destroy
it. He was arnored much as you are, Karn, but was nearly
destroyed in the attenpt."

Mal zra nodded. "It is a good anal ogy. What we have here
is a pocket Phyrexia. And in Tolaria." Hi s all-seeing eyes
wer e suddenly hooded beneath angry brows. "Jhoira, you spoke
[ ast night of the children of fury | have left in ny wake-

t he orphaned mi stakes that have, in ny absence, grown up to
defy me, to hate me, to harry nme and slay ne if they can. |
see now just how true your words are." He blinked and drew a
deep breath, two actions that signaled a powerful shift in
the mind of the man. "Better not to create such foes than to
be forever fighting them"

Barrin | ooked with admration at him

The sun glinted fromMalzra's lifted eyes as he marked
its march across the sky. "Already the sun begins its
descent. Come, take us to A d Tolaria, to a place where we
can safely make canp. Somewhere outside the slowtinme slough
in the center of the blast. Preferably on high ground
nearby, where tine follows its normal courses." A solemn
| ook crossed Jhoira's face. "I know just the place." She
turned, heading for a path dowmn fromthe Gant's Pate toward
t he deci mated acadeny below. Squinting in tired amazenent,

t he students and scholars on the hilltop watched her go.
Many of themwere worn out fromstaring into the

i npenetrabl e bl ackness of the Phyrexian rift and exhausted
fromthe nettling worry that the cleft awke in them They
had unpacked neal s of press-bread and jerky. Wien Jhoira



mar ched on, they gl anced a question at Master Ml zra and
Barrin. The two nen took their |ast survey of the spot and
started after her. Flashing on the brow of the hill, Karn
al so set his feet to the path. Wth angry sighs, the
students jamed their half-eaten |unches back into their
packs, haul ed the parcels to their shoul ders, and stonped
onward down the trail

Jhoira took a path that had been carved out by her own
feet during her rambles. It passed a nunber of other tine
rifts, these small and severe, sone as narrow as an arm's
breadth but a mile in length. Jhoira called these the
Curtains of Eternity because anyone who ventured into them
woul d be instantly torn to pieces. There was no need to
instruct the party to stay strictly to the path.

Beyond | ooned the |labyrinth of riven buildings that had
once been the Tol ari an Acadeny. The march line stilled to
silence as they approached the necropolis. The ol der nmenbers
of the conpany had lived in these gutted hul ks, had had
friends who died in the cross-sectioned towers and |ay even
now, skeletal, beneath the piles of cut stone. To the
natural dread that cane upon themall in descending into
t hat dead pl ace, there was added the drag of slow tinme on
their hearts and lungs. To step onto those ravaged and
rubbl e-strewn streets was to sink into a nightmare nade rea
in stone and bone and ash. Eerily, the sun shone bright and
nmerciless in that flagging place. Those who gl anced up
toward it saw the fiery ball fleeing visibly toward the
hori zon.

During their tour of the old town, Jhoira led the group
to a particularly disturbing sight. It was the statue of a
young man running. Both feet hovered inpossibly above the
ground. Hs nouth was wide in despair. H s eyes were
clenched tight. H's hands groped out nadly. Hs white robes
were lit with a diffuse orange gl ow t hat enw apped hi m and
rose into an oni on-shaped donme over his head. The young nan
was ensconced in a pillar that shone with fiery light. Just
ahead of him floating still in air, was a heavy cl oak
caught in the noment before descending to enfold him

Jhoira watched the faces of Malzra, Barrin, Karn, and
t he ol der students and schol ars, |ooking for recognition
They stared bleakly for some tine, their mnds unraveling
the nystery before them

At last, Karn breathed the name: "Teferi."

"Yes. He was caught in flanes when the blast occurred.
Only a nonment of time has passed for himin these ten years.
When | di scovered himhere seven years ago, | fetched a
heavy cl oak, soaked it in water, and flung it into the air
to engulf him In another few years-a split second of his

time-he will be wapped in it, his burning robes

ext i ngui shed. Perhaps a few years later, he will tunble to
the ground. Perhaps in ten years, he will see the New
Tolaria and strive to reach it. Then, of course, he will be
torn to pieces." Her face hardened. She gnawed at one lip.
"That dammed cloak is all | can do for him I've studied the

time fissure, perforned experinents, tried everything
coul d imagi ne, but he's caught and cannot be saved."
Stunned silence followed this revelation. Fifty sets of
eyes traced out the dooned figure, frozen in fire,
unreachabl e, but only an arnmis |l ength away.
At last, Ml zra spoke words that conforted them all



"The first area of study for our new acadeny will be
techni ques to rescue this young man."

Jhoira wore a grimexpression as she turned away. She
|l ed onward at a stern pace. The young students, some only
children of twelve or thirteen, followed close behind. A der
mar chers paused at Teferi's Shrine, as some were already
calling it. Master Malzra, Barrin, and Karn thensel ves
brought up the rear of the procession

The marchers felt their sunken spirits and sl owed hearts
rise again as they clinbed the headl ands on the southern
verge of the ruins. Beyond |lay a wide, |evel place covered
with tall, dry grass. The parched bl ades nade a fanmiliar and
soot hing noise in the warm afternoon w nds.

Despite Jhoira's steady pace, eveni ng deepened across
the hilltop by the time Mal zra, Barrin, and Karn reached the
summit. There the master | ooked about with his piercing
eyes. He marked the closeness of Ad Tolaria, of the
Curtains of Eternity, and beyond it the Phyrexian canyon
where his foes, even then, mltiplied.

"You were right, Jhoira,"” he said sinply. "This is just
the place." He wal ked to the pack of one of his young, tired
hi kers, drew a tent spike fromthe gear stowed there, and,
with the sheer force of his hand, drove it deep in the dry
ground. "Just here, we will build our new acadeny."

Monol ogue

| was bone-weary and soul -weary that first night when
by lantern light, we erected our tent city. W cleared fire
circles, set stones to hemthemin, gathered firewod and
water for the evening, and sat down to dried neat, press-
bread, and a little hot broth. | had been the one all al ong
telling Uza he nmust return to Tolaria, nmust rectify his
past m stakes and enbrace the children of fury. But in
glinpsing those children for the first time-whether the
tribal folk of the Hive, the unseeable Phyrexian hordes in
the gorge, or the ghosts of the dead that al nost pal pably
haunt the ruins of the acadeny-l1 fear | was perhaps w ong.

Forgetting the past, fleeing the death it holds,
shrugging of f die wounds-this is the way nortals live.

Yest erdays are supposed to remain dead. It is the gift of
ti me. Each new generation is supposed to be born ignorant of
the horrors that came before. How el se can any of us live?

And, yet, perhaps | was right after all. Urza is not
nortal. He cannot afford to forget, any nore than time can
afford to forget. The world is not |arge enough to let him
go fromm stake to m stake, |eaving destruction in his path.
He has to clean up after hinself. In a way, his mania to
return in time was a desire to remenber, to own up to the
past. He likely would have cone to this conclusion with or
wi thout ne. O course, now that Urza has deci ded, we m ght
as well assist his every endeavor, for he won't change his
m nd for another mllenniumor so.

I only hope, after all this tenporal fiddling, | have
the bl essing of dying after a nornmal human span-not before
and certainly not after

- Barrin, Mage Master of Tolaria
Chapter 9

The heavy wooden case Mal zra had borne on his back



turned out to be an el aborate desk. He unfol ded it next
morning to the surprise and delight of the breakfasting
students. The surface of the thing was snooth ebony conposed
of various panels. Each bl ack wood panel slid out of the
mai n conpartnments on hidden joints and fused seam essly with
its counterparts. The end result was an extensive, snooth
tabl etop, as wide as Malzra's arm span and tw ce as | ong.
The work surface rested on cabinets with many snmall drawers
and conpartnments. By sone ingenious trick, the whole thing-
cabi nets and drawers and all-had coll apsed easily into a
conpact box. More marvel ous than even these capacities: no
sooner than the desk was fully set up, Ml zra drew open
drawer after drawer, producing styluses, spanners, rule
rods, conpasses, protractors, a set of angle edges, and rol
after roll of plans. He snoothed the |ast down atop the

wor kspace, struggling to get themto lie flat until Barrin
set a stone on each corner of the sheets.

Barrin and Mal zra stepped back, allow ng the gathering
crowmd of students to | ook on grand vistas in lead and ink
There was a soaring central hall, with roomto seat four
hundred students and schol ars, a series of bal conies
over | ooki ng the grand space, and an enpyrean vault open on
one side to show the dense forest canopy. There were
fanciful towers, rounded and lean |ike exotic gourds, sone
topped with guard stations, others with fire towers, and
others still with observatories that bristled with optica
par aphernalia. The outer wall was an enornmous bul war k of
earth and stone, with a notabl e absence of sewage grates and
duct work. Long, curved corridors, great banks of jewel ed-
gl ass wi ndows, an aviary, aerial docks, a gymasium a
| arge, rock-lined pond, gardens and groves. The dornitories
provi ded private roons that were bright and open-no | onger
the cells of the previous prison. Every aspect of the design
was marked with imagi nati ve ornanentati on-octopodal figures,
fantastical sea prawns, Tol arian drake-head appoi ntments,
four-winds notifs, devices drawn fromthe naval architecture
of New Tol aria, gulls and kingfishers, anvil-headed storm
clouds, tridents and coral and nautilus shells.

This was not the stern infirmary of the previous
Tolaria. This was not a prison. Asceticismhad given way to
aestheticism strict artifice to fanciful art.

"Of course," Ml zra said to no one and everyone at once,

"we will have to nove the eastern gate fromthere-" he
pointed to a place on the plans, and the corresponding
| ocation on the topography before them "-to there, allow ng
easi er access to the safe path and Angel wood beyond."

Barrin assessed his friend. "I"'mglad to see you' ve not

turned the school into a fortification after seeing the
Phyrexian rift."

Mal zra sniled tightly, drawing a new plan to the fore.
"They are the ones to be inprisoned, not us. Look, here.
This is the first building. It will be everything to us to
start with-great hall and sleeping quarters and tutorial
space. Intinme it will be my private lab." He indicated a
large | odge with walls of stone rubble and a peaked roof
held up by tree boles felled and | ashed together. According
to the schematics, the initial roof would be thatch, but in
time it could be converted to shake and eventually to slate.
"It will stand there, on that rocky ridge at the edge of the
tent city. W start building it today."



Breakfasts were forgotten in the ink-and-parchnent
vi sions of a bold, bright future. The whol e encanpnent
gat hered around to hear their assignments.

One ensign and his contingent were given guard of the
canp, charged with setting up posts, building palisades,
organi zi ng a day-and-ni ght patrol schedule, and assenbling
an arsenal . The guard group's duties would include the
i nvestigation and marki ng of tenporal danger zones, as well
as exploration into techniques for rescuing Teferi fromhis
pillar of frozen tine.

Anot her ensign and her team were sent out to thoroughly
survey the ruins of the old acadeny, catal ogui ng whatever
coul d be sal vaged- bl ock and brick, wood and steel
furni shings and artifacts. She was al so charged with making
reconmendations for a site and structure that would be a
nmenorial to the students and schol ars who had died in the
blast. Barrin volunteered to join this group, as he was
keenly interested in the proper disposition of any renains
t he group m ght encounter

A third group-called the food comi ssion-was sent out
wi th Jhoira. They sought gl ades where they could set rabbit
snares, pools in which to string lines for fish, and verdant
fields for planting. Ml zra urged Jhoira to nake the best
use of mld fast-tinme areas, where hares and fish and crops
could mature in weeks instead of nonths.

Anot her team took up picks, shovels, levels, stakes, and
twi ne. They began clearing the Iocation of the new | odge and
excavating a foundation per Ml zra's plans and el evati ons.
Karn acconpani ed this group, intent on lending his strength
to the earth-moving tasks.

The [ ast group acconpanied Mal zra hinself on a return
trip to the Gant's Pate. There they initiated further study
of the Phyrexian gorge and suggested strategi es and devices
for the extermnation of their century-old foes. Ml zra
spoke of an ancient and minute device, a tiny crystal
attuned to the @inmer Moon and suspended |ike a | odestone
in a drop of water. Wen the noon rose, the crystals were
drawn upright and emtted a high-pitched tone that
di smant| ed Phyrexi an bl ood, breaking glistening oil to its
conponent parts. By mass-producing these "spiders," as he
called them and introducing theminto the gorge though one
of the rivers that flowed into it, they could hope to slay
t he whol e arny of Phyrexians before any of them knew what
had happened.

Wth the quiet and determ ned efficiency of refugee ants
digging a new hill, Mlzra's conpany nmarched out across the
strange and hostile hillsides of Ad Tolaria. The tents that
had sheltered themthe night before fluttered, enpty and
clean, in the hot, shifting air of sunmer. The col ums of
fire that had held up the black vault of night now snol dered
in gray slunber. There was a sense of expectant hope in the
air. Around axe-w el ding arms and bent shoul ders and shovel -
prodding feet, there arose the airy vision of a new acadeny
t aki ng shape all around them

* * k* K %

As the last sharpened | ogs were set in place about the
tent camp and the foundations of the new | odge, a coo
breeze nmoved through the surrounding forest. The summer's



| abors were done. Autumn had arrived. Wrkers paused. They
breat hed deeply, straightened their tired backs, and lifted
grimy, stream ng faces toward the sun. Life at sea had been
no idle existence for the crew of New Tol aria, but at |east
it had not held the daily back breaking task of westling
the earth-piercing it, digging it, lifting it, hauling it,
dunping it, conpacting it. The grit at sea had been largely
salt, which washed easily enough away and provi ded the skin
certain natural protections against insects. This grit was
good, black earth. It coated everything evenly, never

conpl etely washed away, and snudged the books and scrolls
that the scholars and students studied in their off-hours.
They were a brawny, tanned, industrious lot after their |ong
nmont hs of | abor, starting to |ook |like Jhoira, like natives
of the island.

The cool breeze riffled tents where students rested or
studied. It fanned fl anes where a m dday neal of fresh-water
fish sizzled. It kicked up dust fromwheeled litters that
dragged dressed tree boles into place for the | odge's nearly
conplete vault. It rattled the roll of aninmal skins that
woul d, when conpl ete, becone a great dirigible to lift
Mal zra's Phyrexi an war machi ne. The breezes seenmed all too
eager to bear the dismantled machine into the air. Mst of

all, the refreshing wi nd buoyed heat-weary workers,
prom si ng of cool er days and nore rain.

Barrin drank in the air as he marched up the hill that
led into the palisades. Autumm would nean tall, dry grasses,

ready to be scythed and sheaved and draped into a roof for
the | odge. The place would be warner and drier than the
tents and nore resistant to nosquitoes and snhakes. The
prospects of real beds and real pallets was enticing, too.
Even so, Barrin's uplifted nmood cane not from hopes of
future confort but fromthe conpletion of |ong | abors. The
ruins were fully scavenged. Every bit of useable stone had
been hauled to the site of the new acadeny, many of the
rougher pieces already incorporated in the nortared | ower
wal s of the lodge. Barrin's team had al so di scovered the
weck of the Hall of Artifact Creatures and rescued from
that shattered place many operabl e pieces of machinery.

These Urza had used to construct five su-chi lifters, units
designed to performthe heavy tasks of the construction
pr oj ect s.

The nost inportant result of these scavenging efforts
cul mi nat ed today, though, and Barrin had clinbed into the
encanprent to gather Urza, Karn, Jhoira, and any others not
i medi ately enployed to conme see the result.

"It's finished," Barrin said sinply, brushing dust from
hi s hands as he stood before Urza.

The pl aneswal ker gl anced up distractedly fromthe plans
for his war machi ne, nodded, and gestured to a pair of
students to renove the face plate they had just attached to
the netal framework. One of the young nmen gave hima | ook of
consternation, to which Uza replied sternly, "W have to
deepen the belly of that piece or the incendiary devices
won't slide snoothly fromthe payl oad chanber. They m ght
get jamed, they m ght explode within the superstructure.
Now do it!"

As the students set to work, Barrin repeated, "It's
finished. 1'd like you to cone see it."

Urza turned back toward his plans, which showed a



fusel age of thinly tapped metal. The device, shaped like a
hor seshoe crab, hung beneath a great sack of heated gasses.

"I"'min the mddle of something. Can't it wait? Schedul e
a formal cerenony. 1'll attend."

Barrin's eyes hardened slightly. "Two hundred students
and scholars died in that blast, Urza. Another twenty have
wor ked |1 ong and hard anpbng the ghosts of those two hundred,
trying to find a way to honor them and renenber them If you
won't cone for my sake, come for theirs."

"Whil e you are nucki ng about in the past," U za snapped,
flinging a hand out toward the hal f-built war machine, "I
have been devising a neans to save the future. Just this
nmorni ng we | earned why the spiders didn't work-not enough
moonlight in the cleft to activate them This is our only
hope. | have to conplete this machi ne, or your nonunent
m ght stand for all of us. |I'mthinking about our future."

In a gesture he rarely made, Barrin took hold of the
master's arm He felt the hot surge of power beneath the
man's skin. "Come see the nmenorial. It is why we are worKking
for the future."

Urza took one nore exasperated | ook at the fusel age,
where the students swore quietly over their turning
wrenches. He waved them off.

"Come al ong, you two. Set those tools aside, and cone
along. W are going to look into the past."”

They stared at himfor one uncertain instant before his
storny brows convinced themto drop their wenches in the
dirt and rise to follow

Urza issued a similar command to all the students and
scholars he and Barrin passed on their way out of the
encanprent. Scores of tasks were abandoned hal f fini shed,
and the folk of Tolaria flocked up behind their two masters.
They had specialized in those |ong, hot nonths of sunmer,
the guards different in dress and deneanor fromthe
gardeners and hunters, who were different in turn fromthe
artificers working on Urza's war machine, and so forth. In
t hat spont aneous parade down into the time-slough of Ad

Tolaria, all the scholars and students were one again,
as on the day they had nmarched into the island. Jokes and
| aughter flowed out in the stern-faced master's wake, the
sound of it not deadened or dragged down by the steady
decrescendo of tine.

Barrin wondered about this happy spirit. He and his
scavengers had al ways adopted a sol enm denmeanor anong the
ruins, not that much ruin rermai ned. Despite the short days
in that slowtinme spot-Barrin and his crew had only ten
hours of sunlight during the sixteen-hour sumer days-they
had been diligent. The foundations of npbst of the buil dings
were still there, rectilinear crazings of stone nmoving
t hrough the hard-packed earth. Rainwater had gathered in the
exposed basenents of a nunber of buildings. Gasses had
vol unteered in many of the cleared areas. A few short walls
remai ned intact, but nost of the structures that had
survived had been reverently pulled down. The cut stones
were carefully sorted and stacked for use in the new
buil di ngs. Even the field-stone rubble lay in piles in the
new canmp. As a result, the old school now seemed al nost a
park | and, with quiet nmeadows, wandering paths of stone, and
pl acid pools. The ruins were ruins no longer. Barrin's nood,
too, lifted as he felt the final |leveling of the tenpora



descent, and the parade wound its way into the heart of the
pl ace.

A plaza had been laid, dressed stones set into an even
nosai ¢ between the two stunning sights there. On one side
was Teferi, mouth still gaping and eyes still screwed tight,
the eternal flames of his robes envel oping him and the wet
cl oak descended only a finger's-breadth. The | eaning corner
of a building remai ned behind Teferi, helping to shield him
fromthe intense sunlight.

As Urza and Barrin paused beside this living shrine,
Jhoira emerged fromthe throng. She stepped up beside them
and stared bl eakly at her inprisoned friend.

"He is trapped, like ne. Al one. Abandoned. Neither dead
nor alive."

"We'll save him Jhoira,"” Barrin assured. "We'll find a
way. "He can't reach us. W can't reach him" Her voice held
desperate anger. "If he tries to energe, he will die."

"Yes. W nmust save himbefore then," Barrin replied.

"Every night, | wack my brain. | can't sleep, thinking

about him There nmust be a way," she insisted. A trenbling
hand traced across her jaw

Barrin took her hand and | ed her away fromthe spot.
"Come. | have sonething else to show you."

On the opposite side of the courtyard stood the nenori al
to the others slain in the blast. The base of the nonunent
was the ol d foundation stone of the former acadeny. Urza had
want ed the stone brought to the new school, but Barrin was
adamant. He said it should mark the begi nning and the end of
what canme before. The side of the giant block of stone bore
both its original inscription- Acadeny Tol aria, Established
3285 AR-and a new inscription- Destroyed 3307 AR The front
of the block bore the nanes of the dead. On the other side
was an inscription in the ancient tongue of Yotia, which
nmeant in translation

The souls of a man who dies
Standing in the teeth of fate
Are the souls of all nmen,

Cone on ahead that we may remain.

The hollow interior of the stone held all the bones
unearthed by Barrin and his team interred as they |lived and
di ed-t oget her.

The stone was surnounted by a scul pture fromthe
sket chbook of old Darrob-Jhoira's final conpanion in the
nmont hs before Urza's return. Though his m nd had been too
fragnented to allow himto comunicate well in words, Darrob
was an acconplished artist. Perhaps the nost common image in
his drawi ngs was a seeking figure, gaunt and w nd-torn
hol ding out a lantern and peering toward the future with
eyes like twin, hopeless pits in his skull. Barrin had taken
the nmetal remmants of ruined artifact creatures and wel ded
them one to another, into a statue of that bleak, searching
soul , | eaning ever against a ceasel ess and silent gale.

Jhoira stared sadly. Barrin stood beside her stil
hol di ng her hand. Urza took in the whole sight at once. The
| ong caravan behind spread out in a semcircle to either
side. Al of themstudent and schol ar, artificer and guard-
grew silent as they studied the nmenorial. Soon, only the
wi nd spoke.



Barrin stood in that awed hush and felt an enotion swell
t hrough him sonething that was as nmuch joy as it was
despair, sonething that darkened his eyes and made his lips
clamp in a tight line.

"On behalf of all of us left here after the blast,
Master Mal zra," Jhoira said at last, "I want to thank you
for this. It is right that this is the first finished
bui I di ng of the new school . "

"Yes," replied Uza with a decisive nod,
right."

yes, it is

* * k* K %

The new | odge was conpl eted just before the wet drear of
winter, and the enbers in its two great fireplaces did not
go out until spring was warmon the hillsides. Though better
than the tents, the accommodations were still tight. The
finished fuselage of Urza's flying war engine took up one
corner, sitting atop the rolled aninal-skin balloon that was
to haul it into the sky. The nighttine floor beyond it was
filled to its edges with sleeping mats and the daytine fl oor
with tables of food being prepared and eaten. Books and
pl ans were crammed i nto cobbl ed nooks in one corner, and
artifact experinents crowded another. So cranped were these
accommodati ons that Jhoira and her food-gatherers chose to
sl eep and eat on New Tol ari a, where hamobcks and bolt - head
nmeal s seenmed al nost |uxuriant. Aboard the ship, she also had
nore roomto pace the nights away, designing and di scardi ng
means of saving Teferi. It was a long, wet winter, and the
only saving grace of it was the drive of Urza and Barrin to
push forward all of the projects begun

By the first breezes of spring, a second buil di ng was
hal f conpl eted-a round-walled dormtory with each room
opening outward to the forest splendors of Tolaria and
inward to a central courtyard. Even w thout doors on the
roonms and shutters on the wi ndows, many of the scholars and
students opted to nmove into the structure and brave the
first days of spring. By the middle of that season, nost
artifact study had migrated to the central courtyard of the
dormitory, and there was roomfor all in the |odge.

Today the winds were right. MId and even, they fl owed
fromthe east, past the harbored New Tolaria up the very
path they had taken back into Tol aria. Breezes coursed over
the Gant's Pate and strai ght out above the Phyrexian gorge.

"Ten years have passed in that gorge since our enem es
first saw us, our return," said Urza, sniffing the sea
breeze as it breathed through the new acadeny. "Surely they
have not been idle in that tine. They are tenfold stronger
than they were on that first day and perhaps tw ce as
nunerous. Every day we wait gives them another week to
prepare. It is tine."

He spoke these words to Barrin, but everyone who took
breakfast in the | odge that norning heard him and they al
knew what he neant.

"Today, we attack," Urza said.

Most of those breakfasts went unfinished. Students
rushed to their posts, excited and terrified by what the day
m ght bring.

Morments after this announcenent, crews hoisted the
bal | oon of animal skin and the netal fuselage fromthe coner



and bore themup toward the crest of the Gant's Pate.
Behi nd them went nore workers with massive bell ows hooked to
speci ally designed forges meant to heat air. Ropes borrowed
fromthe docked New Tolaria followed in their turn, and
crates of dark orbs carried gingerly by pairs of workers.
"It is crude, | know," Urza said with chagrin as he sat
across fromBarrin, who was rapidly filling his mouth with
too-hot forkfuls of fried | oon eggs, "but until we have ful
| aboratory capacity, | amnot willing to cobble together an
ornithopter. Besides, this floating behempth can hold one
hundred tines the nunber of powder bonbs as an ornithopter.”
"Even four thousand bonbs nay not be enough to destroy
them And if any Phyrexians remain in the gorge, we will be
in grave danger," Barrin pointed out, hissing between
scal ding sips of tea. "They are working on sonething,
Barrin, a way to escape,” Urza replied. "They' ve been
searching for an escape for a hundred ten years of their
time. They nustn't have the netals or powerstones for
anything but a few crude artifact creatures, or they would
be sending them out after us. They nust be devel opi ng sone
new mut ati on, sone new strain of Phyrexian that can escape
their time rift. If one of the four thousand bonbs
penetrates to their bio-labs and destroys generations of
research, we will have bought ourselves another few years."
"Yes," Barrin agreed. He brushed off his hands and rose.
"Yes, today is a good day for this. I'lIl go brief the flight
team"
Urza caught the man's shoul der and shook his head. "No,
let ne doit. I'll be the one on board with them"

* * k* K %

By m dmorning, the great war nmachi ne of skin and netal
was fully inflated atop the Gant's Pate. Its air-bag shone
in the sunlight gold and brown, crossed in a thousand pl aces
with sewn seans. Beneath, the netal fuselage gleaned, its
base spotted with dew fromits early norning trek. Strong
wi nds up fromthe bay tugged and teased the dirigible, and
its anchor |ines noaned. The ground team worked busily anong
these ropes as well as the three long tethers that woul d
gui de the machi ne out over the rift. Barrin led the team
t hrough checks of the capstans bolted into the stone. Karn
was there as well, prepared to lend his titanic strength to
haul on the |ines.

Meanwhil e, the flight teamof five was receiving its
final instructions from Master Ml zra. One team nenber was
assigned to each vector of the balloon's novenent-an officer
of altitude, another of radius, and a third of tangent.
Through a system of signals, these officers would instruct
the ground teamto acconplish the desired novenent through a
conbi nati on of rope trimand wind utilization. As Malzra's
nost acconplished artificer, Jhoira was nade officer of
altitude, in charge of the el aborate onboard forge bell ows
that provided the machine its lift. The final two fliers, a
schol ar and her protege, were the school's best
cartographers. They would lie prone in belly-holds on
opposite ends of the device and woul d each make maps of what
they saw. Their work woul d prove inval uable in determ ning
what sites to bonb, what resources the Phyrexians likely
had, and what strategy to use in future strikes against the



stronghol d. Mal zra, the final menber of the team was
captain. Receiving information fromthe mappers, he woul d
send instructions to the flight officers to position the
machi ne and, at the precise nmonent, release salvos of

i ncendi ary devi ces.

"The sixth bay is full, Master Ml zra," reported a dark-
hai red, young wonman, breaking in to Master Ml zra's
briefing. "Five hundred powder bombs. Two nore bays, and the
full complement of four thousand will be | oaded."

"CGood," Mal zra responded. H s eyes seemed especially
dark this norning in the gleanmng sunlight. Wth a nod, he
di sm ssed the woman and turned back to his anxious team
"Jhoira, renenber, at all tines we nust remain at |east a
t housand feet above the top of the gorge-at the sane height
as the Gant's Pate. Even there sone Phyrexian projectiles
m ght be able to reach us. Fifteen hundred feet will be
safer. The bonb bays and mapper bays are shiel ded, but
projectile penetration is possible and could cause a chain
of expl osions that would destroy the nachine.”

The crew had known all these facts before, but their
repetition in the shadow of the |eaning, |eaping device
wi dened eyes and brought unconfortabl e gul ps.

"If a projectile pierces the air sac, we wll rel ease
all bonmbs and ball ast and signal to be brought back. Escape
will be inmpossible until we reach the G ant's Pate. Any who
fall atop the time rift will die inmrediately. The scarp
below the Gant's Pate is too sheer and littered with fallen
trees to allow any safe landing," Ml zra said. He studied
the grave young faces arrayed around him "I hope you have
sai d your good-byes, should we not return. If not, | have
brought a nessenger." He indicated a fleet-footed girl, who
obligingly tapped a shoul der satchel with quills and
parchnent. "Avail yourselves in the next nmonents. W nust be
aboard once the final bonb bays are full."

Four of the five crew nmenbers turned quickly to the
girl, selecting quills and nibs and begi nning to scrawl what
m ght be their |ast words.

Only Jhoira stood, resolute and ready. "Karn is here,
and we have al ready spoken," she said by way of explanation
to Mal zra. "The only other person | would send a note to is
Teferi. O course, any note to hi mwould burn up before he
could read it."

Mal zra's eyes narrowed in assessnent of the young woman.
"You nust concentrate on the task at hand, Jhoira."

"Teferi never leaves ny nind," she replied. "If | could
trade places Wth him | would. W needn't both be forever
al one. He saved ne once, you know. "

"I did not. But if you cannot maintain focus, | shal
have to find a different officer of altitude-"
She dropped her gaze. "I'Il fight all the harder

t hi nking of him"

"CGood," he replied. "Let's take our positions."

Mal zra laid a hand lightly on her shoul der, directing
her with himtoward the waiting craft. His touch felt al npst
seari ng.

Jhoira wal ked beside him

Shiny and glowing in the norning, the craft |ooned up
before them It bucked slightly under the restless w nds.

Reachi ng the nachi ne, Mal zra drew back a rope slung
across the doorway. He gestured inward and gave a gentle



bow.

Jhoira preceded himinto the vessel. She crouched as she
scuttl ed down the tight passage. Her feet made small pings
on the plate arnor bel ow. The bonmb bays crowded either side
of the passage. Ahead, the tangent-officer's craw ways cut
across the main corridor. The radius-officer would remain in
a seat on one side of the craft, nmonitoring the I engths of
rope anchoring themto the Gant's Pate. Jhoira's post was
in the exact center of the vessel at the juncture between
the fusel age and the balloon. She had sight lines in every
direction and had nenorized the height of the various
| andmar ks. She al so had an open shaft downward for a visua
check of the ground position. A harness of henp held her
suspended in this enpty columm of air. The rig was designed
to pivot in a conplete circle but otherwi se provide a stable
base. To one side of it was the forge bellows that Jhoira
woul d stoke and tend to keep the machine aloft. To the other
side were a set of instrunents-anenoneters, baroneters,
conpasses, spyglasses ... Jhoira clinbed into the seat and
strapped herself in.

Mal zra, in a simlar rig in the belly of the craft,
ordered through the speaking tube, "Stoke the forge for
liftoff."

"Aye." Jhoira conmplied, feeling small shudders in the
fusel age as the other team nmenbers cl anbered into their
positions.

She faintly heard instructions spoken into tubes that
went el sewhere. Beyond the superstructure, anchor lines were
one by one drawn | oose, and the ground crew took up the
three lines that snaked around the capstans.

"Cast off," canme the order in all the speaking tubes.

The craft lurched up fromthe rock. The nervous chitter
of metal against stone was gone and the rattling resistance
with it. Jhoira punped the bell ows before her, fueling the
fire in the black box. A hiss of red air roared up fromthe
forge. The vessel rose farther, heeling away fromthe stone.
Beyond snappi ng |lines and stretched skins, the bright brow
of the hill retreated. The folk clustered thickly atop it,
toiling at the capstans, were dimnished. Soon their faces
were only knots of exertion. Then there were no features at
all, only bent backs and sinewy arns |ike extensions of the
stout ropes thensel ves. A shadow painted face of stone slid
by bel ow, descendi ng suddenly into vast distance. An inmense
bow of | and opened up. The G ant's Pate becane only a
ground- down prom nence on one edge of the basin. Lines that
had once seened nassive now | ooked all too thin, stretched
across the plummeting spaces.

"Take us up three hundred feet to thirteen hundred,"

Mal zra's voice canme. "Let's cone in from above, give us tine
to survey the pit and choose our targets.

"Aye," Jhoira responded.

She slid back the door to the coal chute, allowing a few
nore shards into the firebox. A lever spread the bl ack
stones across the enmbers. She punped repeatedly on the
bell ows. Hot air jetted into the vast air sac above, and
nore tepid air spilled fromthe lips of the balloon
| mpatient, the machine rose higher, its lines tugging it in
an arc back toward the G ant's Pate

Mal zra issued course adjustnents, signaled to ground
crews by the tangent and radius officers. The tethers



sl ackened, and the machi ne swooped out on new wi nds over the
bl ack wound of the Phyrexian pit.

"We're getting clear visuals," the map scholar said into
her speaking tube. "A main fortification at the center of
the cleft, perhaps a hundred yards square, with many turrets
and towers, elevated battlements, and scores of heavy
bal |l i stae, each targeted on the rimof the gorge."

"Thirty-three ballistae, by ny count," the student broke

in.

Jhoira peered down the shaft. She coul d make out the
bl ack formof the main structure and the bristling array of
spear throwers atop the towers and rooftops. Even as she
wat ched, the |long shafts foreshortened.

"They are redirecting themat us," she noted urgently.

“Maintain altitude," Ml zra ordered. "Renenber, they
have ten seconds to our every one. They can respond,
regroup, and regear quickly."

"The main fortress seenms to be perched on a rock

prom nence in the center of a deep l|ake. | cannot make out
the contours of the bottom" the chief cartographer
reported. "lI'msurprised by all that water. Fast-tinme rifts

tend to have little water. It |ooks as though numerous
streans enpty into the gorge."

"Any sign of structures that night be |aboratories?"
Urza asked. "I'm | ooking specifically for spawni ng
facilities."

"There seemto be fish hatcheries in various places in

the lake," replied the mapper. "I can make out figures
novi ng anong the sluices and nets. As to | aboratory
structures, | could not begin to guess.”

The assi stant cartographer said, "There are various
caves and what nmight be mines in the walls of the gorge-"

He broke off as the tip-tilted ballistae flickered in
sudden, violent notion. Before any of the crew could blink
a flight of thirty-three massive shafts | eapt into being
twel ve hundred feet bel ow. They raced up with preternatura
speed, going from being w ckedly barbed jags to being | arge
as lightning. They rose to within a hundred feet of the
ship's belly before slowing and curving off. The ballistae
bolts lingered a nonent on the winds and then tunbled. Their
heavy heads drew them qui ckly back downward, and they sank
toward the tenporal envel op where the Phyrexi ans were
trapped. Striking the verge of the fast-tine gorge, the
bolts accelerated to blinding speed.

The crack of those thirty-three shafts smashing through
rooftops was |like manifold thunder. A cheer went up fromthe
flight and the ground crews.

"Excel lent," Mal zra said. "Mintain tangent, radius, and
altitude. Stay directly above them They'll think tw ce
bef ore sendi ng anot her salvo. | am dropping the payl oad of
bonb bay five."

There canme a great ratcheting sound as the doors of the
bay swung slowly downward. OQut tumnbled the powder bonbs.

Just such devices had been enployed with devastating effect
at Korlis three mllennia before, though they had been
dropped in tens on marching troops instead of in hundreds on
a stationary fortification. Now the black objects, which
seened merely tunbling stones, rolled slowy in their swarm
gat hered speed, and pelted down into the fast-time rift.
They struck the envelop en masse, making a distant, omni nous



patter. Accelerating to the speed of the rift, they struck.

Light leapt fromthe cleft. Orange flares in their
hundreds illum nated the previously veiled depths. Jagged
roof lines and battlenents shone in sudden relief. The
cartographers scribbled frantically. Then snmoke obscured
everything in a deeper shroud, and bl ackness settled again.

The sound of the attack |agged a nonment behind this
brief, pure flash, but when it came, the roar was anplified
by the basalt fort, the glassy water beneath it, and the
rocky cliff faces all around. It seenmed a great beast had
awakened, furious, fromsleep. The noise filled the air for
some noments, and then all was silent. Snoke- gray and white
and black in curdled rills-bled fromthe gap

"That got their attention," Jhoira shouted, giving a
whoop.

" Cart ogr aphers,
acqui si tion?"

"Too much snoke," replied the scholar. "Gve it a few
mnutes to clear."

"That will give thema few hours to regroup,” Ml zra
responded. "Altitude, radius, tangent-has our position
hel d?"

"We' ve gai ned hei ght,
went. We're up to about seventeen hundred feet.

"Bring us down to twelve," Urza conmanded,
antici pate the next payl oad drop."

"Radius is steady."

"Tangent is steady."

"Down to about twelve hundred feet."

"Payl oad six away."

cane Mal zra's call, "target

' Jhoira said, "after the bonbs

and

* * k* K %

The first wave of attacks slew over a hundred and fifty
of Krrik's mnions, toppled three towers, blasted away the
roof of the upper throne roomand, worst of all, sent
bl azing death into the spawning lab. Vials of brain and
pl acenta burst and oozed, reconbination matrices ended in
tatters on the floor, vats of glistening oil ignited in
enornous jets, nutant stock burned to cinders, and the
decanted, half-mature killers that K rrik had been breeding
to survive the time rift were roasted alive. The destruction
was al nost total. Al nost.

Qut of chaos cane order. The fires fromthe initial
onsl aught were al ready extingui shed, the dead and dying
thrown to the fishes, and the ballistae recalibrated for
greater distance. Krrik ordered all abl e-bodied beasts to
sal vage what ever speci nens, equi pnent, and pl ans had
survived fromhis breeding | aboratories. The renains were
taken below the castle, into the caves. U za's crude bonbs
m ght have bl asted holes in roofs and walls, but they would
not crack the basalt extrusion on which the castle sat and
woul d not completely wi pe out a century of research. Al
hope of escape and victory rested in that ragged refuse, in
the half full jars of cracked glass with their skittish
pl acental inhabitants. Some of the creatures would survive,
and Krrik's clawed and tentacular horrors carried them as
tenderly as human nmothers with their babies.

Al of this had happened in the hour after the first
attack. As the smoke cleared enough to nmake out the dimline



of the airship above, guards spotted nore of the bonbs
resting in the air belowit. They |ooked |Iike pepper on a
white piece of paper. It was an easy thing to predict where
they woul d stri ke and evacuate the areas.

Krrik stood, furious and humiliated, anmong his folKk.

Si zzling chunks of fire struck the roof of one guard tower
and the adjacent section of wall. The resultant chorus of
flares and pops shook the rest of the fortress and echoed

t hrough the chasm Hunks of stone pelted outward and hail ed
across the Phyrexian host, who flinched away. The tower cane
to pieces, pulverized by the attack. The weakened wal
crunmbl ed away, crushing an arnory |ower down. Fires flared
up wherever there was wood or cloth or skin to burn, and the
arnory ignited. A cloud of flame and soot shot up in a vast
colum, its top rolling and boiling.

Krrik watched. The filed teeth in his enhanced jaw
ground into their opposite guns, cutting bloody rents in the
flesh.

"What are you going to do?" barked a creature next to
him It seemed nore a giant flea than a nan, its head three
times the size of Krrik's and its pal e, naked body
hunpbacked and twi sted. "You can't let this go on!"

"Yes," K rrik responded grimy. Pus-colored bl ood was
suddenly jetting fromthe creature's severed back as Krrik
wi thdrew his sword. The nonster tunbled fromthe wall where
they stood, its body bouncing twi ce along the buttresses
before striking the black foundations of the fortress and
bursting in a white mass. "Yes, | cannot |et you question ny
authority."

Krrik turned to another Phyrexian, this one nore
manl i ke, though he had the infernal head of a haggard goat.
The commander ordered, "Tell two ballistae crews to fire
t hree rounds every half hour, half-cocked rounds that will
fall short. Have crews ready in the water to retrieve the
shafts. Cover the rest of the ballistae with dead bodies.
want Urza to think he has destroyed nost of our ballistae,
and nearly disabled those that are left. | want to draw him
downward. Once they are in range, fling the dead fromthe
ballistae and fire all simultaneously. Aimfor the flying
machi ne' s bonb bays."

Noddi ng hi s understandi ng, the goat-faced man headed off
on his mission.

Krrik snarled at the minions around him "As for the
rest of you, put out those fires. And keep watching for nore
onsl aughts. Anyone injured will be killed. Anyone killed
will be defiled. It is your duty to fight and to live."

* * k* K %

The third, fourth, and fifth drops went as well as the
first. Bonbs hailed down. Fire and snoke came up. The sound
of tumbling towers and shrieking beasts rose to nmeet them
On the second drop, Jhoira had | earned the trick of spilling
heat fromthe air sac at the nonent the bonbs were rel eased,
t hereby preventing the machine from |l urching upward. This
techni que all owed for quicker followup attacks, greater
accuracy, and less tine spent reeling.

Until the sixth drop. The gorge bel ow was a gray scar
so full of snoke that no fortification was evident within.
Still, the cartographers had picked out | andmarks on the



edges of the cliff and could, from menory al one, pinpoint

i mportant sites to strike. They were above just such a site
now what had | ooked like a throne roomor great hall-and
Mal zra issued the now fam liar warning.

"l am openi ng bay two."

Jhoira paused a breath and then bled the air fromthe
forge. She knew i nmedi ately that something was wrong. There
cane no grating ratchet. There was no sound of tumnbling
bonbs. There was only the sudden | oss of height as hot air
spilled fromthe sac.

"The mechanismis jamed," cane a shout over the
speaki ng tube.

Jhoira ground her teeth as she struggled to shut off the
bl eed and punp the bellows. The dirigible sagged on its
i nes, dipping belowthe crest of the Gant's Pate. The
deflated sac rattled in a sudden downdraft. Jhoira heaved at
the bellows, and jets of red air roared into the sac. It
began to reinflate.

Loud shouts of netal canme bel ow, ballistae shots
hamrering into the fusel age. The speaki ng tubes were fl ooded
with screams. Then canme anot her wave of ballistae shots only
a breath after the first. They penetrated. Spearheads struck
powder bonbs. Wth a dull roar, they ignited. The expl osion
spread. Bomb bay two bl asted away. The netal fusel age
fragnmented. The machi ne nmounted up on a wave of fire. What
remai ned of the fusel age ramred up beneath the air sac.

Jhoi ra was suddenly inside the balloon, the air around
her baki ng her skin and burning in her lungs. She was aware
of a great enptiness beneath her. Half of the fusel age was
gone. The rest was shoved in a tangle of lines inside the
skin sac. The other crew nenbers were dead-the officers of
tangent and radius, the cartographers, even Master Ml zra.
She was about to die too.

"I"'msorry, Teferi," was all she could think to say.

The ragged nmetal fusel age dropped fromthe air bag and
slued sideways. It tugged the deflated dirigible down behind
it. The whol e mass plumreted toward the Phyrexian gorge
bel ow.

Coals fromthe tilted forge sprayed out around Jhoira.
Cursing, she clawed her way fromthe harness and cli nbed
into the tangle of ropes. She clanbered over them seeing
t hrough their webwork as the vast gray gorge rushed up to
swal | ow her. One of the ropes was fatter than the others and
tighter. She grabbed it and felt the insistent tug of life
on the other end.

"Karn is up there," she gasped to herself. Karn and the
rest of the ground crew

She fought her way out of the flapping folds of skin and
the taut net of ropes and cl anbered up that one fat I|ine,
the one that pulsed with life. Hand over hand, she dragged
herself up the rope, toward the Gant's Pate and away from
t he Phyrexian fortress.

There was too nuch rope, too little air, too much rock

The worl d roared up with crushing weight. She cli nmbed.

The ruined dirigible was about hundred feet behind her
now. It struck the fast-time envel ope. Waves of time-
distortion roiled out around it. The war machi ne pl umeted
in a sudden preternatural rush. The rope snapped taut. It
flung Jhoira free. The capstan ripped fromits nooring and
surged through the air. There canme a white-hot explosion



within the rent. The sky and ground fused into a single
sheet .

"I"'msorry, Teferi.
bl ack.

Jhoira struck earth, and all went

Monol ogue

We do not make machines, | now realize. W nake only
fire and deat h.

The bl ast surprised all of us, even Urza. He survived
t hrough a great concentration of will, holding his corporea
formtogether, but unlike the explosion that tore apart
Tolaria, or that which tore apart Argoth, Urza had not
anticipated this one. He was struggling to keep his body
solid even as his crew nenbers were no nore than red
particles on the w nd.

And there is no time machine for bringing them back

The blast surprised all of us. | sumopned a wall of air,
trying to catch the falling craft, but only slowed its
descent. In the mdst of the funbling hopel essness of it

all, I saw Jhoira anbling spiderlike up the main line toward
safety. That was the greatest surprise of all, though it
shoul dn't have been. Jhoira's force of will equals that of

U za.

- Barrin, Mage Master of Tolaria
Chapter 10

They sat at Jhoira's bedside in the nakeshift infirmary.
No pallet, no cot-here she had an actual bed-Barrin's,
vol unteered by himfor the purpose. The infirmary was soon
to be a kitchen attached to one end of the great hall, but
now, amid newy nortared fireplaces and stacks of iron-
wor ked spits and grills and pots, she lay in coma. She was
the only one injured in the weck of the dirigible. Al the
others were Kkilled.

Except Urza. He and Barrin sat on cook stools just next
to the bed, and they spoke in | ow tones.

"She's becone another Teferi," Barrin said sadly. "Three

nmont hs, and still no response. Lying there, an arms |length
away but unreachable.”

Urza watched the still woman, his eyes glimering
darkly. "Physically, she is well. You saw ne | ay hands on
her. You saw the wounds cl ose and the breath begin again.
She was whole the nmonent | |aid hands on her. | can't

under st and why she does not awaken."

"Her wounds are deeper than you can reach, ny friend,"
Barrin replied.

He fondly brushed her hair back from her forehead. Her
face was losing its olive patina after all this time beneath
roof s and bl ankets. Her hair was darkening fromthe roots
outward. It was as though the years were being one by one
revoked from her, and she was becom ng again a nere child.

"She survived A d Tol aria, through ten years of
abandonnent, isolation, and want. Then we cane back, and we
all thought she would return to us. But she didn't. Karn was
her only friend. She was w t hdrawn and haunted. Every tine
she saw Teferi-spoke of him thought of himthe horror of
those ten years came welling back. She felt trapped, |ike
him An armis length away fromus but always al one."

"She could stay in this coma forever," U za said.



"No. She is fighting. Either she will win or lose. It
will not be forever, but it may be a long tine. Last tine,
she fought for a whol e decade.™

Uza lifted his eyes, seemng to see straight through
the wall and even through an oblique curve of the world to
some dazzling place that lay beyond it all

"Serra's Real m had once restored ny health. | would take
her there at once if Serra remained, if the place weren't
shrinking, if |I hadn't led Phyrexia toit...." A cloud

passed over his features and they grew iron-hard. "W have
to keep up the fight. Everywhere | have gone, those nonsters
have fol |l owed. Everyone | have befriended has been wounded
or killed by them | would destroy nmyself if | knew it would
stop them but they will never quit. | nust fight them as
long as | live."

"And what if you die before they are defeated?" Barrin
asked soberly. "Wio will fight themthen?"

Al light fled Uza's face, and it was as black as a
mask. "Yes, who then?"

* * k* K %

Karn heaved the nassive keystone into position atop the
archway. The stone grated against its neighbors. Sand sifted
down fromits settling bulk. Silver hands lingered in
uncertainty on the huge bl ock

"Does it | ook straight?"

Behind him Barrin | ooked up fromMalzra's field table
and squinted along a sight line. The keystone gl eaned like a
jewel in the norning sun, its polished edges reflecting the
Tower of Artifice and the Tower of Mana in the background.

"Yes, Karn. It |ooks straight."

The silver gol em nodded and then asked, "WII| it stay
put ?"

This time, Barrin was too busy with his sketches to | ook
up. "Of course it will stay put."

He sighed. The stack of floor plans and el evations
before himwere the | atest creations of Urza for his new
acadeny. Already, after five years of intensive, year-round
bui | di ng, the school was nearly as extensive as it had been
inits previous manifestation: dormtories, |lecture halls,
| aboratories, great halls, guard towers, curtain walls,
gates, gardens, and now a new infirmary. Not that nany of
t he acadeny's hundred and ninety students were ill or
i njured. Mdst were too young to have any serious health
probl ems asi de from honmesi ckness. Whatever injuries or
illnesses occurred were treated with placebo pills, gauze,
and U za's healing touch. No, this grand new two-story
infirmary was not so nuch a necessity as it was a nonunent
to the school's perpetual patient.

Jhoi ra had not awakened. She had i ndeed becone anot her
Teferi. For his part, the young man was now wrapped in the
wet cl oak and begi nning a tumble that woul d take hi m anot her
handf ul of years to complete. Jhoira had meanwhil e grown
pal e, her hair dark brown again. She did not awaken. Barrin
had di scovered that water fromslowtinme rifts helped to
sustain her health, and Urza provided his healing touch
daily. Nothing inmproved. Urza had devised a machi ne t hat
liquefied whatever food was offered in the great halls and
punped it into her stomach. Karn, meanwhile, had devel oped



the habit of picking wildflowers for her fromthe hillsides
of Angel wood and bringing themto her bed. He too often
stood vigil there, choosing to spend his nights in her
conpany instead of deactivated.

Her plight weighed heavily on Barrin and Karn as they
wor ked on the new buil ding. Both noved sadly and slowy, as
t hough building a nortuary rather than an infirmary. There
was anger in themtoo, frustration at their inability to
save her.

Karn trudged up beside the desk and stood, gleaming in
the bright, hot sun

Barrin shielded his eyes fromthe glare and said
irritably, "Can't you let yourself tarnish a little?"

"Master Malzra forbids it," Karn replied truthfully.
Then, with a tone of sarcasm he had been sl owly devel opi ng

over the last fifteen years, he said, "It would bother you
less if you wore a sack over your head."
Barrin cast a reproachful ook at the golem "I think

maybe it's tine to design a new hel per-one with a thicker
skin, if that is possible.”

"I'f you're after compatibility, try a helper with a
thi cker skull." "Thicker than Arty Shovel head' s?" "Teferi
was a better conpanion than you-" "An old shoe is a better
conpani on than you-" A sudden buzz tore through the air
between the two. They shied instinctively back, gaping at
enpty space. Sonething darted, the size and speed of a
fal con, above the treetops. It circled and dived down toward
themagain. It glinted netallic.

Barrin swore, stepped to the desk, and hauled a sword
fromit. As the thing swooped by again, he swung the bl ade.
It cracked against the silvery shoul der of the device, but
the netal bird soared again, ripping | eaves fromtheir
boughs as it shot through the forest. The rattle of its
passage faded briefly and then returned with a swift
crescendo. Gowing, Barrin hefted his bl ade again and
wat ched t he mechani sm shriek inward.

Karn stepped into the path of the attacker. He reared
back, balled a fist, and hurled the nmassive thing at the
flying target. It crashed amid a jangle of slivered struts
and sprung coils. The artifact creature fell back in the
dirt. Its netallic wings glinted, shuddering to either side.
Spi kes thrust outward all across it. An assortment of round,
rendi ng bl ades energed, whirling violently.

Astoni shed, Barrin and Karn gazed at the broken nmass as
it whined furiously. They were so amazed by the display that
neither noticed Master Ml zra approach from behind. The
artificer watched with amused interest. It was only when the
mechani sm had nearly spent itself and shimmied into
stillness that the master spoke.

"It was only a prototype. The final falcons will stoop
at hundreds of mles an hour on the gorge-arriving even
before the sound they make. They will smell Phyrexian

glistening-o0il blood, home in on it, penetrate the beast's
hi de, and begi n a shreddi ng procedure.”

Panting heavily, Barrin turned toward the man. "How many
of themw |l you buil d?"

As many as | can, given our supply of Thran powerstones.
If I could only design and build ny own stones, | could fill
the skies with these creatures, could perhaps protect the
whole world. Wth the stones we have-and the ones | hope to



uncover at three Thran sites | have found-I can nake perhaps
a thousand. "

"Three Thran sights?" Barrin asked, eyebrow canted. "You
are planning on sendi ng students to dig?"

"Yes," Malzra replied. "They'|ll be taken aboard New
Tolaria, and the ship will return with a new | oad of
students, whom|'ve chosen fromthe best and brightest the
world has to offer. | have the itinerary right here. And
since I, nyself, need to remain for research-"

"Yes, yes," Barrin replied irritably. "How many years
will | be away this tine?"

* * k* K %

"Teferi is covered in your robe, now, " Karn said gently.
He sat by Jhoira's bedside in the conpleted infirmary. "He's
not bei ng burned anynore. You' ve saved him" He didn't add
that the boy would likely rise, now, and nake his way toward
the outer world and be killed in the curtain of tine.

Jhoira was too fragile to bear that sort of news. She
| ooked pale and small in the bed. Her arns and | egs were
weak fromyears of stillness, her eyes were | ost beneath
lids forever closed, her nouth was red where the tube of
Mal zra' s feedi ng nmachi ne descended.

"The new students are arriving today," Karn said,
changi ng the subject. "Barrin has been out collecting them
the last three years."

Karn gl anced up at the rafters of the building. The
academnmy was at |ast conplete. Mal zra had ceased his new
bui | di ng designs. He now poured all his energy in the
arsenal he was creating to eradicate the Phyrexians in the
gorge. He spoke of the battle as a "dress rehearsal for
gl obal conflagration.” It was his new mani a. The mi nds of
all the scholars and students were trained on the task. One
team had devel oped a battery of |ong-range ballistae, which
were stationed in a ring around the site and were enpl oyed
i n a day-and-ni ght peppering of the fortress. Another crew
had devi sed a set of catapults, which delivered powder bonbs
as quickly as they could be concocted. Rivers had been
danmed and diverted away fromthe gorge to enpty the
Phyrexian fish hatcheries and starve them Meanwhile, every
student spent hours every day assenbling the delicate and
conpl ex cl ockwork fal cons Mal zra had desi gned. He woul d do
just about anything to slay Phyrexians.

On the other hand, in these ten years, what had he done
to save Teferi or Jhoira?

Reaching in delicately, Karn grasped the tube that ran
from Ml zra's feeding contraption into Jhoira's stomach.
Braci ng hinself, the silver man hauled slowy on it,
wi t hdrawi ng the hose. It emerged with a jolting, sucking
noti on.

Karn set the tube aside and said gently, "Conme with ne."
He ifted her Iinp formin his arns and, with reverent step
carried her out the door.

It was a long wal k past the towering buildings of the
new acadeny and through the western gate. No one stopped
him though everyone stared. Karn was well known anong the
students and schol ars, the ever-present buil der and
guardi an. Jhoira was known too, the never-present ghost of
the former island. In all accounts, they were dear friends,



and hal f of those who glinpsed the pair believed she had
died at last, and he was taking her to be buried.

The other half assumed Karn was acting at the bidding of
the inscrutable master.

Karn carried her away for his own purposes, and hers.
Bypassing the killing tinme pits and pinnacles, the silver
man bore Jhoira through the thick forests of Tolaria, across
tan shoul ders of sandstone, and to the secret niche she had
kept on the western edge of the island. Her things were
still there as she had left themten years ago, as she had
left all of Tolaria ten years ago.

"It is time for you to come back," Karn said heavily.

He brought her to the sunny | edge of sandstone where she
had | oved to stand and gaze out to sea. He clinbed onto the
stone and sat down. Jhoira was small and cold, cradled in
his lap. Salty air rose warnmy around them lifting and
gently tossing Jhoira's hair. The | aboring waves bel ow
worried stones to pebbles and pebbles to sand. The sky was
endl ess in blue. Muntain ranges of cloud slid in slow
panorama through it. On the horizon of the vast ocean, a
tiny white sail shone-the returning New Tol ari a.

"You al ways said you would be here, on this stone, when
you woul d first see your soul mate arrive." He gl anced down
at her unnmoving form and desperate sadness welled in his
voi ce. "Wake up, Jhoira. You have slept too long."

Only her hair noved, lifted by the caressing breeze.

"You have to cone back, Jhoira. Despite his best
intentions, Master Ml zra has turned the school into a
fortification, the students into a young army. He's bringing
nore students, to do the sane with them" Karn gazed
desol ately at the poundi ng waves. "You woul dn't have all owed
that. You were the soul of this place. Renenber how | was
bef ore Master Mal zra gave ne that dark crystal -what he
called an intellectual and affective cortex? Renmenber what |
was |ike before | had a soul ? That's what the island is |ike
wi t hout you."

Still, there was only the slow shift of breath in her
the arns and leg in |anguid repose.

"Look out on that huge dark sea. You see that scrap of
white. It is Tolaria's hope, returning. | know you have been
faraway. | know your soul feels tiny, lost amd rolling
breakers and heaving gales, but it is our best hope.

Return."

There cane a fluttering at her eyelids. Karn held still,
not daring to believe. Jhoira's breath deepened, and she
seened to settle against him Her eyes again were closed.

"I'f you don't wake now, you may niss your soul mate."

"I"ve ... dreaned-" a voice cane, as thready and el usive
as the wind, "-1've ... quested.... | know how to break
t hrough. ..."

"What ?" Karn blurted stupidly. He peered at her, but she
was unconsci ous again, her figure as linp as the wet cloak
she had thrown over Teferi

Karn stood up, the wonman in his arns. He felt as though
he had a heart in his chest, for all the thrumr ng ache of
it. WAs she awakening, or was it only the w shful thinking
of a silver man given to fantasy? Feeling as though his
burden had doubl ed, he staggered back toward the distant
acaderny. Which heal er woul d know how to waken her agai n?
What if she never woke agai n? How had he lived these ten



years wi thout her?

* * k* K %

Krrik stood in the mdst of his deep mutant |ab, sunk
in the lightless bedrock beneath his castle. For twenty
years, the spot had been exposed, no |onger shiel ded by
wat er - ever since Urza Pl anes-wal ker had diverted rivers from
the gorge to kill off the fish they ate. K rrik had damed
the far end of the gorge, thereby making a shallow, stagnant
| ake, where at |east scavenger fish could be bred fromthe
waste poured into the pool. For forty years, powder bonbs
and bal listae bolts had rained down on their heads. Urza
must have been clearing the island's forests as fast as he
had cl eared Argoth's. None of it, not brinstone hail,
lightning shafts, flood nor fam ne, had reached this deep
cavern and its precious contents.

In great vats of obsidian, nelted and cast for this very
purpose, Krrik's |atest generation of negators was
gestating, maturing. Vast, pul py heads, hideously distorted
bodi es, arns as sharp and thin as swords, |legs that could
| ope at the speed of jackals, clawed feet that could crush a
man's skull as if it were nerely a nelon. In two years, this
sixth batch of nodified negators would be ready to energe
fromtheir vats, full-forned, ready to scale the walls of
t he gorge and struggle through the vast rending curtain of
time that surrounded them Perhaps they would die, like the
five previous harvests. Perhaps they would win through, too
weak to hunt down the man at the heart of Krrik's tornment.

The man? The god!

VWhat ever happened, K rrik had already harvested their
flesh, sanpled it, inproved on it. The seventh batch woul d
be stronger yet and ready in another decade. In no nore than
twenty years of Urza's tine, his beautiful garden acadeny
woul d be overrun with Phyrexians, bred to wal k uninjured
t hrough the worst tine storm and-this was the best part-
bred to be utterly faithful to their master, Krrik. To
them he was nore than an ancient sleeper, nore than an
i ndom tabl e and unkillable warlord. To them he was a god-

He was Yawgnoth incarnate

* * k* K %

It had been six nonths since Jhoira had first reawakened
in the silver arns of her old friend. The heal ers and Ml zra
hi nsel f had been incapabl e of reviving her, despite their
i ntense and sonetimes rigorous interventions.

Karn's touch had worked the magic their hands coul d not,
bringi ng her around again a week after the first occasion
The nonent of lucidity had been brief and feverish, but
Jhoira again said she had been on a vision quest and had
seen a way to "break through.” To this cryptic revelation
she added that she knew how to save herself-and Teferi-then
she | apsed back into unconsci ousness.

Since that time, Karn had refused to aid in any nore war
efforts. He spent his time sitting at her side, gently
speaking to her through the I ong hours of night, telling her
anyt hi ng he could think of, even reading stories of Shiv
fromthe acadeny's library. It was just as in the old days,
the two of them nmaking a home for each other, w thdraw ng



fromthe ignorant outside world that recognized and wel coned
neither of them Jhoira responded. Soon she had awakened
every hour or so and renai ned awake for mnutes at a tine.
Karn forced broth and bread into her on these occasions,
refusing to allow Mal zra's tube to be in her throat anynore.
In anot her nonth, she had been able to sit up, and her arns
and | egs had grown stronger. At that point, she had called
for paper and witing inplenments and tools. She sketched out
a conpl ex machi ne that even Mal zra could not quite

vi sual i ze-1ong tubes and punp chanbers, with | arge gears
beari ng huge sails of gauze windm |lling up fromw de
troughs, a massive turbine driven by teanms of workers...
When Barrin and other schol ars expressed their reservations
about the large, costly design, none of them spoke of dream
delirium but the thought lingered in their words.

Karn gat hered a passel of young, bright students from
the new batch that had arrived on the island. He brought
themto the infirmary and equi pped them w th whatever tools
and resources Jhoira directed. They worked tirel essly, these
children, forever guided by Jhoira and her vision

Three nonths later, their creation was wheeled to the
center of the slowtine slough where the Teferi nonument
stood. The creator was al so wheeled to the spot, on a cart
Jhoira had had nodified for the purpose. The whol e of the
acadeny gat hered as the wonan's young proteges rolled |Iong,
flexi bl e tubes out of the slowtinme area, over the hills, to
a nearby rift of extrenme fast tinme. While they worked,

di screet murnurs of dubiety circul ated anong the crowd.

Jhoira rolled herself up beside the hul ki ng machi ne she
had first glinpsed in her coma. She rapped on the side of a
netal reservoir. The thunderous sound drew the attention of
t he group.

As they quieted, she began to speak, "The principle is
sinmple. Water resists time change. W have witnessed this.
W survivors of the first acadeny used the properties of
slowtime water to stop aging. So, too, fast-tine water is
reluctant to give up its pulse. This nmachine draws fast-tine
water froma nearby rift that contains an underground

spring. The punps here fill the reservoirs with water. These
sets of cranks then power the wind turbine and the gauze
sails. The windm || blades dip into the reservoir, draw ng

water into the gauze. Wnd fromthe turbine bl ows through
t he gauze and produces a thick fog of fast-time water. The
saturated fast-tinme cloud will create a safe corridor of
passage into the tinme pit where Teferi is, and safe passage
back out again."

Sil ent doubt gave way to silent admiration

"Have any organic creatures successfully passed into and
out of this fast-time cloud?" Barrin asked sensibly.

Jhoira's countenance sagged. "This machine is the result
not of artifice alone but of vision-Chitu vision. W have
not tested the device on living creatures, no."

"I will enter it," Karn said, his voice |like the quiet
runble of gravel in a breaking wave. "I was made to
wi t hstand temporal distortions that would kill any living

thing, and | believe in Ghitu vision."

Barrin, |ooking chagrined, continued his objections.
"Yes, Karn, but just because you might be able to walk
safely into the pocket that holds Teferi does not nean he
could wal k safely out again."



It was Karn's turn to stare downward in defeat.

"I will gowith him" came another basso voice, and al
attention turned to the bright-eyed and bearded speaker
"Master Mal zra?" Barrin protested. "It's out of the

qguestion. W need further tests, animal tests, before any of
us steps into the cloud-"

"I believe in this machine," Ml zra responded sinply.
"It is afine design. It is the first glimering that any of
us have had about crossing severe rifts. | believe in this
machi ne, and-" he paused to send a nocking wink in Barrin's
direction "-since | amthe reason Teferi is caught there
anyway, | owe it to the lad to help get himout." He
gestured toward Jhoira's proteges, clustered in an anxi ous
knot beside the punp nechanism "Fill the reservoir."

Bri ght eni ng, Jhoira nodded toward the students, who
began plying the punps with all their might. The tubes
hi ssed and gurgled for a tine before the first brown
spl ashes of water entered the reservoir. The liquid
spattered the base of the trough and i medi atel y evapor at ed,
| eaving a residue of dry dust.

Jhoira was distressed to see this, but Ml zra crossed to
her and patted her shoulder. "It just shows that the water
retains its fast-tinme properties. Be patient. The punps will
do their work. It is a very good design."

Water flooded up fromthe punp tubes and rushed out
al ong the base of the trough. It shimered and splashed with
preternatural speed, rectangul ar waves coursing over its
rising surface. The students continued their work at the
cranks. The water level rose. It seened to be teanming with
fish, so energetic was its surface. It reached the hal fway
poi nt along the wall of the reservoir and crept upward. The
crowmd around the tank watched in anticipation

Mal zra stood beside Karn as the gauze-covered bl ades
began to windnmi |l through the trough. After a conplete
revol uti on of the bl ades, workers manni ng the turbine began
cranking. A hot, unnatural wind jetted fromone end of the
device, striking wet gauze and sending a thin spray outward.
W nd bore the vapor along, spotting flagstones between the
machi ne and the al cove where Teferi huddl ed beneath his
soaked robe. The spray entered the slowtinme pit and crept
slowy over him Those gathered near the shrine strained
forward to make out any novenent across the crouched figure-
the shift of wet fabric, the quickening of drip lines. As
the crank teans set up a powerful rhythm the m st thickened
into a white wall of fog, opaque and dazzling in the
sunlight.

Jhoira nodded to Ml zra.

He studied the roiling wall of fog before him It
churned in a dizzy dance, the suspended particles of water
as vital as they had been in the trough

"Well, Karn, it seenms creature and creator will step
together into this tinme machine."
The silver man stared at the turgid mst. "I can precede

you and provide report."”

Mal zra flung away the suggestion with a sinple shake of
his head. "W go, side by side." Wth that, the two strode
to the rolling edge of the fog and stepped inside.

The mist envel oped Karn with sudden force. It felt like
the rush of sea water when he had fallen into it fromhis
time-travel cone. He could sense the wet flagstones beneath



his feet, but the fog tore over himlike a gale. Bracing

hi nsel f against the rolling blast, Karn reached a hand
outward to rmake certain Mal zra was beside him Through the

i npenetrable white air, as thick as paint, it was inpossible
to see the man. The buffeting wi nd coursed around sonethi ng
solid. Karn's hand swayed outward and struck another hand,
reaching. Mal zra took hold of the silver man's fingers and
clung tightly.

The wi nds sl ackened. The violent forces tearing al ong
Karn's armor plating dimnished to a washing fl ood, and then
a gentle caress.

Mal zra's voi ce sounded pinched, as though he were caught
in a great vise. "The tine differential... is leveling ..
off."

Karn responded easily, "You are having trouble
br eat hi ng. "

"I don't need ... to breathe," came the reply. Again the
wi nds softened. "We should wal k. W are nearly ... tine
adj usted now. Hours will pass on the outside for every few
m nutes we spend ... in here."

Shoul der to shoul der, they pressed forward, in line with
the sifting fog. Though time in the fog was conpacted, space
remai ned constant. In only five steps, white mst turned to
gray, and they could sense the | ooning corner behind the
Teferi shrine. The boy hinself lay in a barely
di stingui shabl e huddl e on the ground. Karn was thankful he
hadn't stepped on him It mght not have mattered. Tefer
didn't appear to nove beneath that wet cloak

Except that he was panting...

"Teferi," Ml zra said, the old roundness returned to his
voice, "rise. W have conme to take you out of here."

A smal |l shiver noved through the cloak, and a young,
breat hl ess voi ce enmerged, "W are you? Angel s?"

Mal zra | aughed, but it was Karn who replied, "It's ne,
Teferi. It's Arty Shovel head. |'mhere with Master Ml zra."

The boy tugged the cl oak back fromhis head and stared
into the thick darkness. He could not have seen nore than a
pair of towering figures wapped in dense fog.

"What is happening? There was a big lightning bolt out
of the clear air, and thunder so loud | couldn't hear it,
and then everything was flying and burning, even nme. Once |
could get ny feet under me, | ran. Everything was blinding
and boiling hot, and then all of a sudden cones this
dar kness and you two."

"We've come to take you out of here," Ml zra repeated.

The gray cl oud around them suddenly di med and grew
bl ack. Night had fallen in the world outside. Only the
@i mer Moon, streaking bright beyond the fog, lit the
ni che.

Feeling a new urgency, Karn reached down, drew off the
cloak, and lifted Teferi by his hand. "Come along. Hurry
now. Jhoira is waiting."

"Jhoira?" the boy said as he staggered to his feet.

"I"ll be glad to see her."

"Come al ong."

Monol ogue

After the first hour of cranking, | noved anong the
crowd, organizing the students into teans that took shifts
powering the punps, windmlls, and turbines. If the flow of
fast-time fog had ceased for only a nonent, Urza, Karn, and



Teferi could have been torn to shreds on the verge of their
time pit. The teans worked all through the night.

fortified themw th a nunber of white-mana spells | know.
Al'l the while, Jhoira and | renained beside the machine to
monitor it for stresses and possi ble breakdown. No crises
cane-as Urza had said, it was a good design

The real crisis was one of hope. It had occurred to ne
after the first hour that Urza and Karn m ght have been torn
to pieces by the time cloud only noments after entering it.
They mi ght be lying dead just within the wall of steam
unseeable to us. How | ong woul d we keep up our |abors? Days?
Weeks? Months? | could tell that these sane dark nusings
wer e plaguing Jhoira, though neither of us voiced our
concerns. It was the mddle of the next norning before
overheard these questions nuttered anong the crank teans. It
had been a weary and sl eepless night for all of us-the
fatigue of |labor overlaid with the fatigue of welling doubt.

"How | ong do we keep this up?" | asked Jhoira quietly
during the bl azing afternoon

"We keep it up until the machine breaks or the master
and Karn energe."

| felt heartened by her words. Here was a woman who had
struggl ed out of a ten-year coma to design a machi ne worthy
of Urza hinself.

A qui ck march up over the hill told nme our |abors would
soon end. The water in the fast-tinme rift would not [ ast
into the night.

I was com ng down the slope to report this grave news to
Jhoira when | saw a terrifying sight. The windmlls ground
to a halt, the turbines ceased their whining, and the thick
life-giving wall of fog roiled and di ssipated on the w nd.
started to run until | saw Urza, Karn, and Teferi standing
there, having just energed, alive, fromthe time pit. The
crowmd of students let out a spontaneous whoop and surged up
around the three refugees. | hurried down toward them unti
| saw anot her knot of young folk, clustered quietly around
Jhoira's wheeled cart. In the next nonments | reached her
side. Her eyes were shut, her hands |inp at her sides, but
bl essed breath coursed snoothly in her chest.

"She stayed awake until they energed," one of the
students said with quiet reverence, "and then, a nonment
later-"

"Rest, dear girl," | said fondly, stroking the sweaty
hair fromher forehead. "Sleep awhile nore. We'll wake you
again. W'll always wake you again."

- Barrin, Mage Master of Tolaria
Chapter 11

Teferi had not adapted well in the nonths after his
rescue. The expl osion had been horrible, of course, and the
fire afterward, but he had been utterly devastated by the
fact that the world and all his former friends were nearly
twenty-five years ol der. Teans of heal ers had gingerly
counsel ed the victimabout his ordeal, focusing on his slow
tinme isolation.

"What isolation?" he asked. "I was alone for three
seconds! \Wen you're on fire, you don't care if you're
al one. The fourteen years before the expl osion were nore



traumatic. Tal k about isolation! |I had no peers. Every equa
of mine was five years ol der than ne. Now they're al nost
three times ny age! Jhoira's forty. Malzra's probably five
hundred and forty. Wat about Teferi? Ch, he's stil
fourteen!"”

It was anot her wound Urza couldn't heal

Nei t her, apparently, could Teferi. After weeks of
counseling, Teferi told the healers to | eave. Wen they
woul dn"t, he cast an itching enchantnment on them They
struggled to maintain their decorum but soon were scratching
li ke a pack of nmongrels. They fled.

Teferi stal ked out of the infirmary. He marched across
the fini shed acadeny.

"That wall wasn't here before,"” he grow ed, and flung a
spell at it. Green coils of energy leapt fromhis fingers

and | ashed into the grass at the base of the wall. lvy grew
ranpantly up fromthe ground, overwhel m ng the |inmestone
wal | . In nmonents, the redoubt was buried deep beneath a

riling green nound. "Look at these lovely towers." H's hand
flung out again. Mss sprouted all along the rooftops of
bl ue sl ate and hung down in gray beards.

Teferi's tantrum began to attract a crowd of students.
Heads popped from behind shutters. Faces appeared in
doorways. Students energed to follow the tenmpestuous | ad.
They all knew himfromthe Teferi nonument and excitedly
crowmded up to see the teenage hermt in action

Teferi whirled. "Get out of here. I'mtired of being
stared at! You' ve had nearly fifteen years! Look at
somet hing el se!”

The students shied back fromhim but the nonent Teferi
stal ked onward, they foll owed.

Drawi ng a deep breath, Teferi bellowed. "Then | ook at
this!"

The student robes of AOd Tolaria opened obligingly down
t heir back panel, allow ng for various necessary functions-
and this unnecessary one.

A new generation of students glinpsed Teferi's infanous
"Breech of Etiquette." Many of themturned in disgust.

O hers | aughed, sone even checking to see if their work
suits would allow a simlar display.

Teferi was apparently dissatisfied with this response
and added to his visual display an ol factory one. He cast a
spell that sent a stink cloud through the whol e academny. The
crowmd shut their mouths and squinted their eyes and ran
Doors and shutters slanmed cl osed. The conmunity that had
stared at Teferi continuously for over a decade at | ast
closed their eyes to him

And he di sappear ed.

Eventual |y, the squel ching cloud di ssi pated enough that
students and schol ars ventured back into the streets.

Barrin and Mal zra were livid, a week-long experinent
rui ned. Their anger only deepened when the prankster was
nowhere to be found.

"Look everywhere," Barrin comanded the students in the
streets. He hissed to Malzra. "W've not saved himfromfire
and time only to lose himto stupidity."

The whol e school was nobilized. It seenmed they were
being i nvaded. It was too bad Teferi was gone, for he would
have | oved the sight.

Jhoira enmerged into the din. Students and schol ars



trooped like arnmy ants through the academny, opening every
door, | ooking beneath every bed, poking at every curtain and
tapestry. Her brow was creased in consternation

"Teferi, where are you hidi ng?"

A smle came to her face. It was as though she could
read his m nd.

* * k* K %

"I knew | would find you here,"” Jhoira said quietly as
she approached her niche on the western edge of the isle.

Teferi didn't |ook up. He sat on a sunny sl ope of
sandstone and stared out at the glimering sea. He had cone
to this spot once before, ages ago, and discovered Kerrick
and Jhoira trysting within. Teferi's heart must have broken
but he hadn't betrayed her secret, even in the face of
Mal zra's questi ons.

Jhoira renenbered the time. To her it was ages ago, but
for Teferi, it had been only a matter of nonths. Ages.

Mont hs. What did they nean on Tol aria? Jhoira hersel f seened
little older than in those days. Slowtine water had kept
her outward age around twenty-two, and the coma had | eft her
seem ng younger still. Her inward vision quest had restored
her. It had saved Teferi and her as well. She had di scovered
a way to break through the tenporal wall that isolated him
and the social wall that had isolated her. They were perhaps
not soul mates, she and Teferi, but they were netaphysica

tw ns.

Jhoira eased up to the rock and slid into position
beside him It was as though she were reenacting that | ow
nmonent ages ago, though now Kerrick was gone. It felt right
to sit beside Teferi instead.

"I"'mglad you're here. It's a good place to be, when
you're feeling trapped between Tolaria and the world."

The nuscles along Teferi's jaw cl enched. He stared out
to sea.

"I'f you have to be alone, it's the best place in the
world."

"You don't understand,"” Teferi broke in.

"Yes, | do," she said. "Yes, | do." She reached a hand
out to him

He didn't take it. "We're farther apart than ever. Wen
you were eighteen, you always told ne to grow up. Vell,

| ook, now you're forty, and | still haven't taken your
advi ce. "

"This is Tolaria," Jhoira said philosophically. "Tine
doesn't matter. You'll see. In a few years, we'll be the
same age."

He heaved an angry breath. "A few years-an eternity, a
horrible eternity."

"Not so horrible," Jhoira said, "when you' ve got
friends."

At long last, he took her hand. "Thanks, Jhoira.
Thanks. "

* * k* K %

Seven years had passed since Teferi was rel eased from
his temporal prison. In that time, he had at |ast becone a
man-a young man, to be sure, but at twenty-one, he and



Jhoira seemed the sane age. She had been partaking of slow
tinme water for two decades. Mpst of the scholars and
students over the age of thirty were also allowed to drink
slowtime water once a year-the frequency required to halt
agi ng. More frequent drinks caused strange illnesses. Since
no one understood the long-termeffects of the stuff, its
use was strictly regul ated. Those younger than thirty were
forbidden the drink at all. Teferi, at one point, had to be
repri manded by Barrin for drinking fast-tinme water in hopes
of grow ng up sooner.

In the seven years that he had been free, young Teferi
had di stingui shed hinmsel f anong the pupils and shown a new
maturity. H s pranksone nature eventually played itself out,
t hough he still had a sharp wit and, occasionally, a sharp
t ongue.

Among Teferi's nost ingenious innovations was organi zi ng
a squad of "tenporal spelunkers"-students interested in
studying the effects of novenent into and out of steeper
time gradients. They nodified Jhoira's nachine to create
| onger-lasting artificial bridges into drastic time shifts.
Teferi even pioneered using existing rivers to cross
tenmporal curtains. By subnerging oneself conpletely in water
and holding a large glass jar of air inverted over one's
head, a spelunker could be carried along by the current and,
cushioned by the water, slowy readjust to a different tine.
Thr ough such di scoveries, the acadeny was able to establish
| aboratories in noderate fast-tinme areas, where a nonth of
experimentation could occur in a week.

The nost visible effect of these accel erated
| aboratories was the rapid proliferation of Malzra's fal con
attackers. Their intricate mechani snms were manufactured nore
qui ckly than powerstones could be found. The crystals cane
in only sporadi c nunbers aboard New Tolaria as it nmade its
rounds from Thran site to Thran site.

Meanwhi | e, Mal zra had been busy desi gni ng anot her set of
guardi ans. He took the sensor systems fromthe guards he had
built for the walls of Ad Tolaria and merged themw th
various | oconot or apparat uses-bi pedal structures nodel ed
after long-1egged and fleet-footed ermus, preferentially
guadrupedal franes based upon the feline physiol ogy of
pant her-warriors, and even octopedal devices made for
anbling over any terrain type and up even the sheerest
surfaces. Each of these devices was armed with specially
desi gned pincers and bl ades for piercing Phyrexian flesh, an
array of sight-targeted quarrel |aunchers, and a core packed
wi th expl osi ve powder, to be activated when all other
systens are spent and an engaged foe has incapacitated the
sensory or | oconotor systens.

The resul ting machi nes were coll ectively known as the
Guardi an class-a fearful assortment of artifacts. The two-
| egged variety were Tol ari an runners, capable of great
boundi ng speeds, their mrrorlike torsos bearing eight
quarrel ports up each side. Were wi ngs woul d be on enus,
scythe bl ades energed to snap toget her before them These
artifact creatures were nmeant to fight on open fields. The
four-1egged machi nes were known as pumas, sleek stal kers
that would patrol the forests fromthe treetops and drop
soundl essly onto any intruders. Their daggerlike claws could
bear themswiftly up even sheer tree trunks and coul d take
off a man's head with one sw pe, slicing his neck into three



equal disks. These cl aws sharpened thensel ves each tine they
were withdrawn into the machine's pads. The final type-

ei ght -1 egged beasts-were called scorpions, with pincers fore
and aft and the dexterity of any spider. As yet only half a
dozen of each of these beasts existed, but their gleaning

hi des and dark, genstone eyes were enough to frighten even
the ol der students. G ven the need-and given Teferi's fast-
tinme | aboratories- armes of these creatures could be
created in a single year

Wth patrols of runners, punmas, and scorpions on the
ground and flights of falcons in the sky, Ml zra felt he
could ensure the safety of his isle. In addition to these
forces, Malzra instructed students on the creation of
ornithopters. Five were currently being built.

The acadeny had becone an arned fortification, despite
the efforts of Barrin and Jhoira. They had ensured, however,
that it was still a human place. They enphasi zed | earning
and experinentation over arms production and schedul ed
celebrations and festivals to help break the tedi um of work.
Even so, the black blight of the Phyrexian gorge never went
away, and every tender thing that cane into being in the
wal I s of the new acadeny did so in the shadow of that horrid
threat.

Then they found it-the dead Phyrexian lying at the top
of the gorge, having clawed its way up the cliff. It had
used the properties of normal-tine river water to help

cushion its passage, clinmbing a thin waterfall. Even so, the
beast was nmacerated fromthe crown of its bony head to the
| ast spike in its scourgelike tail. The fiend' s pink skin

was ripped, revealing nounds of gray nuscle over a hul king
skeleton. Its once-long cl aws had been worn to bl oody nubs
inits tortured clinb to the top of the chasm It had passed
t hrough the shreddi ng bl ades of time and somehow survived to
reach the top. After two hundred years of experinentation
and nutation, the Phyrexians had bred a beast resistant
enough to tine change to clinb five hundred feet through the
curtain of fast tine. In two nore generations, they would be
strong enough to escape the gorge and fight. In four nore
generations, there would be hundreds of them Wth their
fast-time advant ages, the Phyrexi ans coul d produce four
generations of hybrids in eight years of tinme outside.

This was why Ml zra pl anned the Day of Fal cons. Even as
he geared up for all-out war, he devised a swift, preenptive
air strike. The attack had two objectives. Mnimally, it
woul d sl ay Phyrexians, perhaps even the new generations, and
buy time for Malzra to conmplete his arsenal. Maximally it
could exterminate every | ast beast in the gorge and thereby
end its threat forever. Barrin approved the plan, which
required no risk to students or scholars and enpl oyed the
seven hundred fifty fal con mechani sns al ready created.

At long last, the Day of Fal cons arrived.

* * k* K %

Atop the Gant's Pate, Barrin and Karn watched Ml zra
climb into the framework of his newly conpl eted ornithopter
Thi s command- cl ass nechani smcarried renpte sensors that
were |linked to the prototype runners, pumas, and scor pi ons
deployed in a circle around the gorge. It also bore a
payl oad of fifty powder bonbs, a conpl ement of sixteen



quarrel ports, and w ngs capable of being swept back

al ongside the main struts to allow for swift diving. From
this aerial conmand seat, Ml zra would nmonitor and direct
t he comi ng attack.

Barrin squinted into the bald norning sun. He held his
hand vi sorlike over his eyes and peered fromthe Gant's
Pate out toward the edges of the island. Thin tendrils of
red snoke appeared on the western rimof the isle and frayed
out on the sea w nds.

"Jhoira and her three squads have reached the shore and
set up their posts. They are the last of the thirty-eight
| aunch squads. The falcon fleet is ready to be depl oyed."

Urza strapped hinself into the command seat. Hi s usua
bl ue robes were replaced by a charcoal -gray suit replete
wi th pockets, tool belt, and arnor at the shoul ders. He wore
boots | aced to the knee, and his genstone eyes were shi el ded
by a dark crescent of polished obsidian

"I'f this works today, perhaps we can send mllions of
t hese beasts into Phyrexia itself, and not a single
Dom narian will have to fight."

"What about you?" Barrin asked levelly. "You are a
Domi nari an. "

"Don't you ever stop worrying?" Ml zra asked. "I wll
fly over the gorge, drop ny payl oad of bonbs, and rise out
of reach of anything they could hurl ny way. It'Il be just
like flying over the deserts of the Fallaji. Besides, |I'm
only a diversion, a snoke screen to hide the assault."

"The fal cons thenselves will hide their own assault.
That's why we're taking the trouble of l[aunching themat the
edge of the island. They'll outrun sound itself in their
di ve. The Phyrexians will neither hear or see themunti
they are torn apart by them Your bonb salvo only risks you
and your new ornithopter."

"We both know | mght possibly survive a fall through
t he tenporal bubble around the Phyrexians-"

"Coul d you survive the nonments afterward, surrounded by
hundr eds, perhaps thousands, of the beasts? Pl aneswal ki ng
cannot save you when the distances are tenporal."

Wth a snort, Ml zra activated the great Thran devi ce.
It shivered to life. Its wings accordi oned out and began to
beat. The machine rose, slow and animated, into the skies.

"This is a battle | must fight and win." Ml zra soared
away fromthe G ant's Pate.

Just before the wings' whirring drowned out all sound,
Barrin shouted, "There is another battle, a much bigger
battle, you rmust fight and win."

Karn wat ched the machine clinb into the sky, beyond the
reach of words. The silver man said, "The crews have
prepared your ornithopter, Mage Master, as you requested.
They included a pay-load of fifty bonbs.™"

After a long, drawn breath, Barrin said, "I hope |I wll
not need it. Master Malzra nmight survive a fall into the
time bubble, but I amquite-" he broke off, as though he
t hought better of what he was about to say.

"You are quite human, yes," Karn agreed, his eyes stil
focused on the shrinking ship, "and | have been near him
| ong enough to know Master Mal zra is not."

The not-human in his not-bird spiral ed upward above
their heads in a nmaneuver designed to catch the attention of
every beast in the gorge-and to signal the falcon crews at



the edge of the isle.

* * k* K %

"There's the signal,"” Jhoira said to herself. She peered
into the rising sun, where Ml zra rode in bold spirals.
"He'll start his bombing run any nonment." Turning, she

called to her three squad captains, "Falcons ready?"

"Squad Fifteen ready," replied Teferi, who stood beside
an array of twenty falcon creatures.

Each bird occupied a small netal |aunch platform
anchored by a foot-1ong spike driven into the wet sand. The
smal |l creatures shimered in the early light, their neta
pi ni ons fol ded against their |legs, and their eyes glinting
wi th predatory hunger.

"Squad Si xteen ready," canme the report of its captain.

"Squad Seventeen ready."

Jhoi ra paused a nonment, surveying the gl eaning rows of
bird creatures, fifteen rows of four each. They and their
si x hundred and ninety conrades could well save the isle.
"Loose fal cons!"

Sixty pairs of wings flashed out. Sixty artifact
creatures crouched a nonent, gathering thenselves to | eap
into the air. Then the wind was filled with the sharp slap
of metal wings. The falcons rose in a great glittering
cl oud, canoufl aged agai nst the silvery work of the sea. The
great rush of them upward, of w ngs and cogs and seeking
probes, was sonething horrific.

Jhoira glinpsed anot her mass of glimering w ngs al ong
the shore in either direction. In nmonents, though, even her
own three squads had ceased to be individual birds and
becorme only a withing swarm an anorphous sw rling nonster
and then it too was gone, through the ceiling of clouds. Al
across the island, there was no nore sign of the flocks of
killer raptors.

"CGods speed you,'
"CGods speed you."

Urza reached the peak of his spiral into the sky. He
fol ded the wings of his ornithopter back beside the struts.
The nose of the craft lost lift and dropped toward the bl ack
rift below. Urza blinked placidly behind the obsidian
crescent that shaded his genstone eyes. Wnd shrieked over
the triangular wings. The isle rushed up to neet him Easing
the airfoils outward, he caught lift and corkscrewed | ow
above the black cleft. The craft leveled into a furious
strafing pass.

Bl ack ballistae bolts soared out in a spiky forest al
around hi m

Urza triggered the hold, pouring powder bonbs down onto
the much-scarred fortification below Each tunbling
i ncendi ary device plunged into the fast-time envel op and
rushed fiercely to inpact. Shrapnel and snoke bel ched out in
a line below Urza. He banked, soaring away from anot her
barrage, and stared with delight at the boiling cloud of
destruction. They would not see the doomthat rose at the
edges of the island, rose to descend and pierce the walls of
their time prison and slay them

Nor did he see the bolt that rose with fiendi sh speed
and smashed through his port wi ng and dragged hi mdown into
t he Phyrexian pit.

Jhoira said to the cluttered sky.



* * k* K %

Amid rolling clouds of snoke, shrieks of glee arose.
Every throat and air sac and proboscis in the Phyrexian rent
hooted as the ballistae bolt transfixed Urza Pl aneswal ker's
flying machine. It dragged on the wing. The ornithopter
listed with agonizing sl owness. Wuld the man have tinme and
sense to planeswalk fromthe falling weck? The snoke
t hi ckened, obscuring the view of all beasts bel ow

Krrik surged to the rail of his observation tower and
grasped it. Even as he gripped the nmetal, he saw one w ng of
the machine dip into the fast-tinme envelop and send rings of
distortion ripping out fromit. The sudden inertial change
hurled the rest of the ornithopter, rider and all, into the
gorge. That was all he saw, snoke boiling up to obscure
anyt hi ng el se.

Krrik spun to shout down into the riot of dying
Phyr exi ans and burning buil dings, "To the south wall!
Capture the planeswal ker!™"

* * k* K %

Stunned, Barrin and Karn saw the ballistae bolt |unge up
fromthe black gorge like a darting fish, |ance the w ng of
Uza's ornithopter, and drag the listing thing down into the
| ashing currents of fast tinme. The flying machi ne whirled
once, hung up on the surface of the envel op, and then
before Barrin could send out a saving spell, slid dowmn into
the vast nurk of the gorge. Snoke and darkness obscured al
el se.

Barrin turned, darting down the slope of the Gant's
Pat e.

Karn called after him "Were are you goi ng?"

"You said ny ornithopter was prepped," came the shouted
response, flung over Barrin's shoul der as he ran

"What should | do?" Karn asked.

"Do anything you can, but be quick. Mnutes are hours."

The silver man suddenly w shed he had the controls that
woul d sunmmon the runners, pumas, and scorpi ons.

That usel ess thought was swept away by a sudden
shri eking roar, descending from everywhere and nowhere at
once. Karn had hardly lifted his brow when, from every
corner of the heavens, shooting stars fell in a great
converging ring. The whistle of their flight rattled the
silver plates across Karn's body. Wth a series of boomns
that came so close to each other as to sound like a
ceasel ess peal of thunder, the |lightning-sw ft creatures
| anced down the sky.

They punched through the time ceiling and accelerated to
bl i ndi ng speed. They seened to ricochet between the rock
wal | s of the gorge.

Do anything you can. The words rang in the resoundi ng
air.

Karn shifted his silver bulk. He lifted the Viashino
luck charmto his nmouth for an awkward ki ss, and bolted down
the steep slope of fallen trees between the Gant's Pate and
the gorge. In clunsy nonments, he reached the black lip of
t he space. Wthout pause or thought, he hurled hinself
wi t hin.



* * k* K %

It happened too quickly, the inpossible ballistae bolt
t hrough the wi ng, the sudden unresponsive stick, the listing
turn, the tug of fast time, yanking U za and his machine
down into the envelope. Before he could think to planeswal k,
he was imersed in the vast, churning field of the gorge.
Then all of thought and will and power were channeled into
hol di ng hi nsel f together against rending, dispersing
di stortion.

H s hands turned to protoplasm c mush. H s feet
evapor ated. The wave of destruction clanbered up his |inbs,
to knees and el bows, hips and shoul ders, until heart and
head both were nelting into air. The tenporal field tore not
nerely particle fromparticle, but wave fromwave. The core
of his being dissolved. Uza had to think his body and m nd
and soul, had to plan them and stare at the inmutabl e design
of themto force chaos back into order. Again and again, he
resol ved hinself, red clouds of pulverized neat accreting
into the figure lashed in the ornithopter's seat. Al the
whi l e, the ruined bird-machine and the ruined man w angl ed
in a tangle between worlds of |ight and darkness.

Suddenly he was free and falling. The | ast angry
torrents of flesh reconbined, and he plumeted. The air was
dark and dank and foul. The scent of glistening oil was
overwhel mi ng. Sul fur snoke roiled fromthe bonbs he hinself
had just dropped, and beneath those ropy colums, arm es of
nmonsters converged. They slithered in gray-ski nned nasses,
slime and bone and horn, clanbering over each other |ike
swar ni ng roaches.

U za fell.

There was not enough strength left to planeswal k. Even
if there were, his powers would not allow himto step
t hrough the gates of tinme. There were spells, though

Wth a weary thought, Urza cast a flying enchantnment on
hi nsel f and stopped his descent. Ragged, panting if only as
a rem nder of the physical formhe cast, Urza hung for a
monent in mdair. Wth another effort of will, he began to
rise toward the surface of the gorge. It was |ike ascendi ng
t hrough great pressurized depths toward the air and |i ght
above.

The first ballista bolt was a surprise, ripping through
his liver and tearing out his right lung before pul verizing
his sternum and snagging in his rib cage. Pain was a
sensation |like any other, useful for orienting himin his
physical form but this scream ng, hopel ess pain shattered
his concentration for a noment. He shut off the cl axon of
agony, reshaped his body with a thought, letting flesh
shrink away fromthe shaft until the bolt tunbled free. He
grew a new liver and lung fromthe pul verized nmuck of the
ol d ones.

But this was work, and it distracted hima few nonments.
He fell again. The air rushing up around himwas a flashing
mass of smoke, oil-reek, and black shafts. Two nmore bolts
pi nioned himin his plumet. By the tinme they, too, were out
and the organs they had skewered were regrown, Urza
Pl aneswal ker cane spl ashing down in five feet of foul water

From a nearby causeway of carved basalt, hordes of
gi bbering nonsters-star-shaped eyes and great shags of



barbed hair and curved claws and teeth indi stingui shabl e
fromeach other in their scythelike savagery-hurled

t hensel ves into the water. The horrid splashing of their
deformed figures seened the slap of shark tails in frenzy.
In nonments, Phyrexians surrounded Urza and rushed in, biting
great chunks from him

He thrashed agai nst them Lightning roared out fromhis
hands beneath the water. Phyrexians died in scores, but nore
cane.

VWhenever he fought free of them and began to rise
through the air, arrows and ballista bolts ran himthrough
and he sank again into the churning flood.

They would not kill him though they could. They woul d
only harry himuntil every sorcery was spent, every | ast
trick gone to the graveyard, then they would net himlike
one of their scavenger fish and haul himup to be flayed
alive by the man standing there on that snoke-w eat hed
bri dge.

Krrik.

* * k* K %

Krrik's vast host gathered in the arena at the center
of the city. It was an elevated circle of black basalt,
carved out like a giant funnel, rings of bal conies and seats
converging on the small, central platform Though used nost
often for gladiatorial contests-many of which featured
Krrik hinmself-the central space was not bounded by any
rails, walls, or gates that m ght contain the warriors.
Battl es began on this stage but ranged the whol e arena.
Conpetitors were not only expected but encouraged to use the
t opogr aphy, weaponry, and even citizenry of the arena in
their fight. The outer rimof the stadiumwas lined with a
variety of barbed and spi ked weapons provided by the state-
bone, stone, and horn, but of course no iron. To get a neta
weapon, a gl adiator would have to west it fromthe claws of
a spectator. O ten obnoxious crowd nmenbers | ost arns or
tails, taken up as makeshift cudgel s and whi ps, and
sonetines smal | er beasts were used whol e.

It was not a gladiatorial battle schedul ed today,

t hough. This crowd had assenbl ed for a state execution. They
still brought their weapons in hopes that they m ght get a
chance to join in the fun

In the center of the arena, Urza Pl aneswal ker hung,
| ashed to a rmuch-scarred col um of obsidian. The pillar was
traditionally used to execute traitors, who were mauled to
death by gi bbering horrors. Wth Urza, the mauling hordes
were needed to keep hi mweak and defenseless while K rrik
flaunted his new prize. The largest of his three
executioners was little nore than a nassive fist of flesh
with two tiny eyes positioned under a pair of jagged
pi ncers. At intervals, the beast lunged in and eviscerated
Urza, dragging his steaming entrails onto the polished
basalt. The other two beasts were jackal - headed spi ders,
waiting to leap in should Urza overpower the other killer

K rrik paced before the knot of them hissing with
| aught er. Though given to excited ovati ons whenever the
pl aneswal ker was assaulted, the gathered throng of beasts
was ot herwi se silent, straining to hear every word of their
ruler, their god. He spoke to themnot in the dul cet tones



he had used to ply Jhoira all those years ago. He spoke to
themin no human | anguage at all, but rather in the
grow i ng, crackling tongue of Phyrexia.

Urza, who could drink down | anguages |ike water, knew
what he said.

"Children of Phyrexia, scions of the greater god
Yawgnot h and his son K rrik, newts and negators and spawn of
time, behold the nan who brought us here. Behold the man who
opened for us the gateway to this new paradise, to
Doni nari a-"

This statement was punctuated by a brutal [unge fromthe
pi ncered beast. Rent viscera spilled in a fetid flow on the
floor. A throaty how erupted fromthe gathered throng. Even
as the nonster withdrew and K rrik began again to speak,
Uza's innards withed on the floor. They drew t hensel ves by
force of will back into the nurdered man.

"He has a long, honorable history of aiding our com ng
domination. In the caves of Koilos, he and his brother
M shra sundered the powerstone that had | ocked us away from
Dom naria, thus opening the way for us. During Uza's
subsequent war agai nst his brother Mshra, followers of our
patriarch G x were wel coned into both armes, and G x even
made a Phyrexian out of Mshra. Wen Urza | earned of his
brother's conversion, he was so delighted, he |oosed a
cat astrophe across Domnaria to slay its greatest armes,
sink its mghtiest nations, and soften the way for us to
i nvade. He forsook his world, his trusted associate Tawnos,
and even his own son, Harbin, all of which we have
i nherited."

"Harbin!" Urza cried out in despair, just before his gut
was ripped open again and there was no breath left to
scream

"Allying hinmself with our conrade-the newt Xantcha-Ur za
travel ed to Phyrexia under the pretense of war. In truth, he
was drawn to us like a gnat to a great lantern. He desired
to join us, to beconme one of us. To show his good faith, he
led an arny of us to the Realmof Serra, where we initiated
a war of conquest that brings the angel realmto its knees
even now. He betrayed the woman who heal ed hi m and gave us
her plane as a trophy."

The hi sses and groans of delight al nost drowned out the
sound of spilling bl ood.

"Now, our eternal chanpion, our spy in Domnaria and
t hroughout all the planes has conme to us. He has cone to pay
homage to Yawgnot h and the Son of Yawgnoth-K rrik. He has
cone to grant us the world! He has given us his brother, his
associ ate, his son, his best friend, and now, he gives us
hi msel f. Once he is dead, no one on Donminaria can stand
agai nst us."

Into the roaring ovation cane a high-pitched whistle.
The keen was omi directional and ear-splitting. Those
Phyrexi ans with ears clutched themin sudden reflex. Those
wi th knees crunpled to them Even the nassive pincer beast
fell back, its fistlike head clenching and fl exing beneath
t he onslaught. Only two creatures remained upright-Krrik
and his captive. Together they saw a vast silver corona
slice through the tine envel ope and shriek toward the rim of
the arena.

For one flashing nmonent, the nmachi nes were etched
vividly in the sky-a circle of razor beaks and raptor talons



and wings that glared like lightning. They crossed paths in
a vast spiral and, in precise succession, punched one after
another into the beasts at the base of the arena.

One nonster's inch-thick skull shattered like glass as a
fal con smashed into it. Another was split open fromneck to
navel and spilled gray-blue organs out over its shag-furred
| ap. Beside that creature, a crane-necked nonster was undone
when a falcon bit through its neck in a shrieking pass. The
creature's eyes darkened, and its head tilted and dropped
away like the crown of a felled tree.

VWenever a falcon tore cleanly through a beast, it would
continue on to attack the next one, killing two or three in
progression. \Wenever a falcon was caught in a particularly
resistant ball of nuscle or cage of ribs, its w ngs stabbed
outward. Spinning saw bl ades enmerged fromits frame to mnce
what ever meat |ay about. Phyrexi ans penetrated by fal cons
jittered in death spasms, their punctured bowels or chests
or brainpans boiling with vicious notion

In an instant, the three hundred beasts in the | ower
seats were slain. They crunpled and jittered and spilled
downward in a wave of death that crept visibly up the arena
Fal cons darted like electrical jags from beast to beast,
droppi ng them wherever they stood. More netallic birds
roared in and i npacted.

In the second instant, the renaining seven hundred
Phyrexi ans took up their own defense. They swung bl ades and
clubs to bash the birds fromthe skies. The tide of
sl aughter slowed but did not stop. The shriek of silvery
wi ngs was joined by a manifold roar of fighting and dyi ng
Phyr exi ans.

In the midst of it, tied to the obsidian post, Urza at
| ast recovered fully fromthe pincer beast's attacks. Hs
abdonen reassenbled. His flesh knitted in gl owi ng health. He
lifted his head. The jackal - headed spi ders cowered back from
t he quicksilver cyclone that ravaged the stands all around.
Wth a sunmoning of will, Urza reached out to the nountains
of Tolaria and drew fromthemthe power for four spells. A
red flare arced out from Urza, burning away his ropes and
i npacting the pincer beast. He anplified the kindled bl ast
with his own nmounting fury. The nmassive nonster went to
shreds of meat before him blood extinguishing the fires
there.

The jackal -spiders pivoted in sudden amazenent.

Urza flung out two other spells, fireballs splashing
across them and sizzling themaway. His own figure steam ng
with the rage of the nmoment, Urza stal ked past the
snol deri ng heaps of his attackers, seeking the Phyrexian at
the heart of all this.

But K rrik was already gone.

* * k* K %

Karn pl umet ed.

He passed the ravening time envelope. It tore futilely
at his wires and conduits. Heat sparked across his frane.
H's orientation neters went haywi re, and he coul d not
di stingui sh up fromdown, past fromfuture. Then, in a sick
rush, he was through and plunging into the fast-tinme gorge.

That was the worst feeling of all. Something in Karn
responded to that place, sonething at the core of his being.



Though he sensed the reek of oil-blood and decay in the air,
t hough he saw the w cked outline of the nonstrous city bel ow
and knew Urza was there sonewhere, trapped or dead-stil
there was a harsh rightness to it all. It was a vast,

desol ate beauty that he could not help being drawn to. At
first, he could not imagine fromwhere rogue feeling arose,
but then he knew. It was the core of his being. The
power st one that provided himmnd and heart and soul, it had
cone fromthese nonstrous creatures. Karn had cone from

her e.

Karn | anded in a brackish |l ake. Filthy water coursed
into every seam and hol |l ow of his body. He struck the nuck
bott om bones and decay over bedrock. Heaving hinmsel f upward,
Karn stood and di scovered his head cleared the surface. The
rock wall of the gorge towered before him He turned, for
the first time clearly seeing the denon city Kerrick had
built.

From a vol canic outcrop at the base of the canyon rose a
bristling collection of towers, walls, spikes, and
battl ements. The gorge walls all around the city stared out
at it with deep, black mnes, l|ike nmourning faces, tw sted
and dribbling. The waters where Karn waded teemed with
ravenous creatures, many of which even now converged and
ni pped at his silver frane. Above the city, clouds of
mechani cal falcons circled in a great storm

Urza would be at the center of that storm

I gnoring the snapping jaws and battering tails, Karn
trudged toward the city.

* * k* K %

The tide had turned. Mdst of the fal cons were spent.
Many Phyrexi an negators remai ned. Urza's enchantnments were
used up. The artifact creatures he had summoned were being
dismantled in the claws and fangs of his foes. Over grisly
steppes of dead, K rrik's nation converged on the center of
the arena to slay Urza.

He coul d perhaps muster the strength to pl aneswal k,
though the trip would nerely take himto some other dark
corner of the time rift. There he would die when Krrik
returned. Better to fight now and decimate his forces.

Suddenly, into the bl eeding, black arena came a silver
figure- Karn. He advanced in his slow and ceasel ess way,
casually tearing arnms and stingers and tails fromhis
assail ants and continuing on. They swarmed him but he
carved a path through them They piled on him but he dug
his way out.

An infernal court came with him Snoke bonbs struck
anong the advancing circle of Phyrexians. Shrapnel sprayed
out in akilling ring. Mire glistening oil mxed wth what
al ready painted the seats, and here and there it caught
fire.

Urza gazed up through the rising ring of sulfur snoke.
There frozen in time above the gorge was the figure of an
ornithopter. It hovered | ow over the tenporal envelop. U za
t hought he coul d nake out the shadowy figure of its pilot.
Better still, uncoiling in silvery pronise fromthe craft
cane a slender netal cord. It |ooped down into the tine
rent, unw apped, and swayed w thin paces of Urza.

Suddenly, the silver man was there, too. He cl asped the



strand in one powerful arm and caught up his master in the
ot her.

How slowW y they rose above the shrieking hordes. Thrown
scythes and arrows pinged fromKarn's skin or buried
thensel ves in U za until he could will them outward agai n.
Soon, though, they were beyond reach of any thrown weapons,
and then beyond even the few ballistae that were stil
operational. They took one final glance at the shrinking

city of devils, littered with the remains of his falcon
engi nes.
"I"ve only given themnore netal ... nore powerstones
to fight us," U za gasped out grimy.
Then the coruscating edge of the rift envel oped them
Monol ogue
Even as | flewthemfromthat vile gorge, | knew this

meant full-scale war. W would have ten or twenty years to
ready our arsenal. K rrik would have one or two centuries.
But all-out war would certainly cone.

And this tinme, the battlefield would be all Tolaria.

- Barrin, Mage Master of Tolaria

Part 111
JOURNEYS

Chapter 12

It was a decade | ater when Mal zra call ed t hem t oget her
in the new Hall of Artifact Creatures.

This hall was no mausol eum and no nere nuseum It was a
wor ki ng | aboratory, a robotics infirmary, an assenbly |ine,
a mlitary staging ground, and a tutorial hall that offered
instruction to humans and artifacts alike. Karn's touches
wer e apparent throughout the place. No machi nes were
interred here. The exhibits contained only living, active
mechani sns, whi ch spent periods of voluntary deactivation on
view. The plans of the various inventions were stored in an
archive al ong one end of the huge chanber, available to
schol ars, students, and artifacts thensel ves.

The command center for Malzra's island defense |lay here
as well. As a result, the place bustled even in the depths
of night. Sone of Malzra's runners and scorpions were
stationed here permanently, and a puna reported in each
afternoon, but the main body of machi ne defenders were
stationed renotely around the island. A hundred of the
troops were posted in fast-time curtains around the acadeny.
They could |l eap fromcover even before an assault could
commence. These nmachines were rotated into and out of
service every day, due to the ravages of fast time. Another
hundred served in slowtime curtains-the | ong-term defenses.
They were rotated into and out of service tw ce a year

"Between them and our corps of sorcerers, |ed by Mage
Master Barrin, the island' s defenses are conplete,” Ml zra
said as he paced before the wall of schematics. Mechanica
and bi ol ogical troops were laid out in ink and paper in this
private corner of the Hall of Artifacts. "Five hundred
| arge-scale artifact creatures, seven hundred and fifty new
fal con engines, a fleet of thirty ornithopters, and even a
new dirigible."

Barrin, Jhoira, Teferi, a handful of senior scholars,



and Karn sat in the tutorial space and studied the | ayouts,
t hough the island' s defensive systenms were well known to al
of them Malzra's presentation was quickly becom ng a

t edi ous review

"I'n the past five years, we have repelled five Phyrexian
i ncursions and slain over a thousand negators.”

"We know," Jhoira rem nded himinpatiently. "W were the
ones who fought those battles.

Mal zra turned from his pacing and gl anced up, blinking.
"There will be nore. The creatures will be deadlier and nore
nunerous. Wth ingenuity, foresight, and grit, the systens
we have devel oped shoul d be enough to repel these attacks.
For the time being, the island is safe-"

"Master Mal zra," Jhoira interrupted, "we know all this."

"I hope so, since |l amgoing away," the nan said
quietly.

That brought back the attention of everyone but Barrin.
The mage naster | eaned back in his seat in appraisal
wat chi ng the response of the others.

Jhoira stood, alarmin her voice and on her face.

"You' re | eaving? Again? What about the Phyrexian gorge? \Wat
about concluding all the business of the acadeny?"

Barrin rose as well. "He is going on acadeny business.
As to the Phyrexian gorge, Ml zra has spent the last half
hour review ng the defenses and our tasks in maintaining and
upgradi ng them "

"That's not what | amtal king about," Jhoira said,
crossing arnms over her chest. "He has unfinished busi ness-"

"Qur senior student is rem nding me of the 'children of
fury,” " Ml zra said, cutting through Jhoira's objections
and Barrin's apologies. "She is renm nding ne of ny pledge to
cl ean up the nmesses of ny past-chief of which would seemto
be this tine-torn isle and the nonsters | brought here-"

"And the children you brought here-"

"And, " added Karn quietly, "the machi nes you brought
here-"

"Thank you," Ml zra said not unkindly to the added
comments, "but in the way of young fol k, you have
underestimated ny capacity for pernicious destruction. No,
the ills | have done here are nothing next to the ills
have done el sewhere, in the world at large."

He wal ked back to the draw ngs, reached up wi th hands
that seermed alnost to glow in that dark conmer of the Hall of
Artifacts, and drew down a large pallet. Behind it lay a map
of the Phyrexian gorge. Lines of |ead detail ed the woundlike
fissure-dark and narrow, overrun with evil

"This is our nobst up-to-date rendering of the gorge."
Wth a sword-sized pointer, Ml zra gestured at the draw ng.
"Here is the gladiatorial arena, and here, the pal ace of
Krrik, and here, the breeding | aboratories. In these hovels
besi de and beneath the water, Krrik's mnions dwell, nearly
a thousand strong, the nunmber growi ng by ten each day.

Unl ess extingui shed, they are fonenting a threat that wll
one day overrun the whole island."

Wth a swift and fierce gesture, Ml zra tore down the
map, revealing beneath it a rmuch | arger schemati c-what
| ooked like a series of nesting dolls in cross section

"This is Phyrexia-nine stacked planes, one wthin
another. This top layer is the only one where a human m ght
survive, for a few hours. It is inhabited by dragon engines,



some five hundred feet in length, and creatures di scarded as
usel ess, creatures that would make our runners and pumas and
scorpions seem|like nechanical fleas. The dense forests in
this region are made of sem netallic plants-poi sonous, wth
razor-edged | eaves-that growin the light of the ceasel ess
lightning storms that fill the soot-black sky. Each |ayer
downward grows worse-with nutilated priests, denon hordes,
wi tch engines, titanic wornms, poison and acid and fire. At
the base of it all, there is a figure deeper, darker
nore hi deous than any Dom naria has ever known."

To hinsel f, Barrin whi spered a nane. None heard that
name, but the | ook of solemn dread on his face made the
ot hers w nce

"l have awakened this creature. | have drawn him here.
That is how deep and ancient mny mi stakes are. | am
responsi ble for the plague of Tolaria, yes, but also for the
gradual collapse of a realmof angels, the |long ice age of
this world, the destruction of Argoth, and the very
i ntroduction of evil into the world. That is the scale of ny
failures. Al of that is what | strive to undo. Krrik is a
ni ght mare, yes, but one man's nightmare. Krrik's lord is
the nightmare of a whole world-a corporate, unconscious, and
uni versal terror. As certainly as Krrik is arnming hinself
to take over this isle, the creature | will not nane is
armng hinmself to take over our whole world."

There were no interruptions now, only sober eyes.

"To fight such a creature and his mllions of mnions,
need ... we need a much different arsenal. | go to begin
work on it," Malzra said.

At |ast, Jhoira had regai ned her voice. "How can you be
responsi ble for all that? How coul d anyone be responsible
for all that? Even if you were responsible, how could you-or
any nortal man- hope to undo all those evils? You would have
to be U za Planes-wal ker to have any hope of-" She broke off
m d- sentence, her horrified glare of conprehension bringing
paral ysis to her whol e being.

"Neverthel ess, | must go," Malzra said, "and | go al one,
for now It is a very dangerous place | amgoing. In tine,
if I amsuccessful, | will bring all of you with nme to
hel p."

Trenbling, Jhoira had regai ned her seat. "You're not
going ... you're not going to Phyrexia."

"No," said Mal zra fondly.

He crossed to Karn and reached out toward his neck. For
a nonent, the silver man withdrew as if fearing the master
woul d unl atch his skull piece and deactivate him |nstead
Mal zra lifted a pendant fromthe golem s neck and held it

out before themall. A lizard-shaped trinket of very hard
nmetal dangled, glinting, in the dark air.
"Not Phyrexia. |'mgoing to your honel and, Jhoira. I'm

going to Shiv."

* * k* K %

Urza descended. It felt nice not to have to walk. It
felt nice to indulge hinself in the luxuries of being a
pl aneswal ker, to forget about the worrisome busi ness of
feigning breath and blinking, of being asked to join in
di nners. For him eating was only a nui sance. Despite his
many alnmost limtless powers-stepping plane to plane with



little nmore than a thought, casting all colors of magic at
high levels, living beyond the terrors of ravaging tine,
seeing to the essence of things, snelling Phyrexian bl ood at
a hundred paces- portraying a convincing human was a task
that was at once vexing in its minutia and exhausting inits
[imtations. It was a small and tedious job, but a necessary
one.

Except in tinmes |ike these.

Urza descended past great rafts of sulfuric cloud and
banks of rusty steam H s cerenonial robes shrank inward
about him becoming a suit marked with drake-feather pads to
defl ect the vol canic heat of the |andscape. Hi s sandal s
transformed into thick |eather boots that |aced to the knee.
Hair braided itself tightly to his head, proof against stray
fingers of flane. He needn't enter a | andscape this way,
droppi ng from such a height, but he wanted to survey this
| and before alighting upon it. And, frankly, he enjoyed the
ride.

Urza had descended once before this way, returning to
the ancient, ruined wasteland where he and M shra had first
di scovered the Thran site of Koilos. That |andscape, bl asted
by a force that sank continents and brought a nillenni um of
winter to the world, could not have been nore tortured than
this one.

Backlit nmountains jutted in a devilish ring against the
sooty horizon. At their tilted tops, steany |akes gl owed
evilly in hal oes of brinstone. Twisted piles of rock slunped
down the sides of these silent sentinels, and rivers of
stone pul sed and glowed like arteries. Among them bl ack
courses forned networks of cool veins. Black and red alike,
the rivers plunged into a great steani ng ocean of bubbling
| ava, beside which sat twi sted colums of stone |ike
dej ected statues. The magma vented gasses in mle high jets,
rock-spitting coronas, and foamy, bel ching chunks that
sizzled nastily along the shore.

Urza descended. He | anded atop a knob of stone that
overhung this seething sea of fire. Beneath his feet, the
rock was maroon and warm and runpled, like a glob of blood
puddi ng. Al around him the air was hot and thick wth
noxi ous fumes. Urza breathed and rem nded hinself what a
good thing it was to be immortal

He lifted his gaze. There, above him magnificent in the
dead gl are of the place and the roiling gl oomof the sky,
was what he had conme to see: the nana rig.

It crouched on a nassif of basalt, vulturelike on broad
tal ons of stone and cast clay. These talons ended in nyriad
claws that reached in a webwork down the rock face to the
boiling cal dera bel ow. The extrusion | ooked |ike a gigantic
heart, and once it functioned that way. In ancient time, the
tubes that crisscrossed it drew lava up fromthe boiling pit
and punped it into the imense facility above.

The rig was a thing to behold. At either end of it, a
pair of bow -shaped heat shields each held al oft a great
city. One, tucked back fromthe ocean of fire, was an
anci ent nmonastery, its conic tenples and towers stacked in a
decorous hive into the sky. The other, hangi ng out over the
bri mst one sea, was a col ossal forge of Thran design. It was
here that the incredibly hard Thran netal had cone from
Urza had arrived in Shiv to explore this site. Between the
two cities extended a | ong storage and production facility



wi th high, cathedral-like walls and tapered archways. In
that spot, Urza would begin to assenbl e the weapon t hat
woul d turn back the Phyrexians forever.

Jagged script crawl ed al ong the base of the bow -shaped
heat shields. Wthin the structure would be nore script,
per haps undi sturbed libraries of it. The roonms and halls,

t he nmechani snms and wal | s thensel ves woul d be chronicles in
netal and stone of the minds of the builders. He would | earn
to forge Thran netal, yes, but nore, he would plunb secrets
of the greatest artificers the world had ever known-secrets
that had nade theminto the very enem es he now faced.

Urza strode fromthe warm shoul der of stone, making his
way past ropy lines of cooled nagna. H s genstone eyes
scanned the eroded edges of the vol cano. He woul d have to
circle north and east, past a giant steanming fissure and a
pair of twin cliffs washed by tides of superheated rock. It
woul d be a five-mile walk to reach a structure one nile
away-an unconfortable wal k. He was i mmune to the destruction
of fire and poison but not inured to the pain they would
cause.

To his clothing, U za imagined a silver-gilt wap that
flung back the red heat assailing himon all sides. The wap
took form and he felt his other clothes cool and sigh
venting heat. A veil of fine-ringed netal mesh assenbl ed
itself before his face. Thus garbed, Urza clinbed the
di fficult nountain passes.

O course, he could sinply have w shed hinmself into the
structure, but to walk a land was to know it. GCeography
woul d force himto trace the same paths as generations of
ot hers, perhaps as the Thran thensel ves. He woul d approach
the rig as they had, would see it the way they had. It was
much |i ke hol ding a book upright when | earning to read,
though it is perfectly possible to read upsi de down and
backwar d

Already the alien script of this place was beginning to
resol ve into neani ngful words. There were trails here-broad,
snoot h, patient trails. The stone over which they ran was
etched with claw marks. Paths |led to various prom nent
poi nt s-1 ookout posts. If they were currently manned, Urza
could see no sign of it. Whoever used these trails nmoved in
the open and at a measured pace. They were man-sized
creatures. They ruled this place and routinely defended it.
Uza lifted the pendant about his neck and stared at the
robed lizard dangling there.

O her creatures frequented the hillsides too. They had
made various rank nests beneath tilted stones and within
| ava tubes. Though hi dden from sight, these spots reeked of
furtive movenents, worry, and quick death. Spies. Sone of
the sites were burned out fromw thin. The bones of their
inhabitants lay in ruin at their entrances in warning to
others. O her spots, invisible to nortal eyes but plain to
Uza's all-seeing gaze, were yet occupied. Tiny eyes
gl eaned, rat-like and blinking, beneath dark brows of stone.

CGoblins. Urza smled gently. Poor, wetched nonsters,
verm n nore accursed than rats. Once he had taken hol d of
the facility, he could bring a few dozen scorpion engines to
clear out the infestation

Until then, he had a | ong wal k. Unless a goblin emerged
to bar his way-and descending fromthe clouds had probably
done much to convince all watchers to nmerely watch-Urza



woul d not engage any of the beasts.

He entered a vast defile and wandered the length of it.
I n bl ack-eyed cave nouths, goblins crouched. They whi spered
to each other and blinked in resentful appraisal but did not
energe. Urza's instinctual mnd marked their positions while
hi s higher mnd anal yzed the structure that hung overhead.

A third part of his psyche roaned a different defile,
one glinpsed I ong years before. In it, two vast armes
engaged in a death match. Urza had believed the vision to
show the Thran driving the Phyrexians fromthe world. It
took himmllennia to realize the Thran had willingly becone
t he Phyrexians, that Mshra had willingly transforned
hinself too. Only in that bitter realization had U za begun
to regain his sanity, to recognize the eneny in hinself.

Sonething enmerged fromthe lip of stone at the nouth of
the defile. Many sonethings. Their rust-red robes nelded so
naturally with the cliff sides that Urza had not seen them
until they were rising fromevery crevice and steam vent
across the stone. They noved with a silent, sinewy grace.
Sone slid out on all fours, clutching the ground with four-
cl awed hands and feet. Qthers strode out on hind | egs and
br andi shed thin, w ckedly barbed pol earms. They posted
t henselves in U za's path and planted nuscul ar tails behind
them The nearest ones drew back nottled hoods fromtheir
heads. They were reptiles, lizard nmen, with short, toothy
snouts, small, bright eyes, and craggy skulls. Their scaly
skin gl eaned gray-green and red in the fiery light of the
cal der a.

Jhoi ra had called them Vi ashi no.

The largest Viashino in the party of thirty-sone
approached Urza. It held its hook-edged pol earm out before
it. The creature glared into the planeswal ker's eyes.
Slivered pupils stared, unblinking. There was intelligence
in that alien gaze, but also fear and resentnment. It hissed
angrily.

Urza's mind scrolled through all the | anguages he had
learned in three millennia, many of themonly witten, never
spoken. This tongue was not among the ones he had heard
before, but for Urza to know a | anguage was only for himto
breathe it in.

"Chitu are forbidden this high," the | ead creature
hi ssed.

To understand an alien | anguage was one thing; to frane
a response in it was sonething el se. Uza wondered if he
shoul d have brought Jhoira with himas a native liaison. He
could pl aneswal k and snatch her up even now, but the rattle
of polearmbutts on vol canic scree convinced himnot to
endanger her. He kept his constructions sinple.

"Do | |ook Ghitu?"

"Who are you, then?"

"I am Mal zra of Tolaria. | have cone to see the rig."

"I't is forbidden."

"I must see the rig. You cannot stop ne."

"Perhaps | cannot," the warrior said, his eyes glinting
like netal, "but our chanpion can."

Fromthe rear ranks of the Viashino, eight lizard nen
energed- not eight, but one the size of eight. It was not a
Vi ashi no, though, but a young Shivan drake. The massive
creature slithered forward on hands and feet, tail |ashing
viciously behind it. A predatory grin drew black jow s back



fromrows of daggerlike teeth. The thing's eyes were small
and keen beneath horned brows. Scaly spikes rose across its
shoul ders. In place of the robes of the others, this brute
wore a | eather harness, as though it were often used to hau
heavy machi nery.

No dunb beast, though, the drake reared up and snorted,
"I am Rhammi dari gaaz, chanpi on of the Viashino. Feeling so
arrogant now?"

Uza tilted his head in adnission. Were he a nere nan,
he woul d be terrified at the prospects of battle, but Urza
could sidestep the fastest blows of this creature, could
shock himmercilessly until he fell dead, could enervate him
so he could not attack, could summon armies of artifact
creatures to swarmthe hillside and dismantle these
creatures. Subtlety in dealing with such creatures was a
| esson hard | earned over the | ast few thousand years. It was
not fear that informed his next actions, but a concern that
he not reveal too nuch about his powers-just yet.

"Arrogant ? No. Confident? Yes." Urza waved the nonster
f or war d.

Rhamm dari gaaz came on. The shoul deri ng m ght of the
drake was |ike a mountain noving. Uza did not flinch away.
Wt hout changi ng appearance, his robes hardened into arnor
that woul d bend only when he willed it to. The creature
clutched himin one nassive claw, nails clanmping dowmn. Urza
did not struggle. Rhamm darigaaz hoisted himinto the air
and snorted hot breath over him

It regarded the unnmoving man. "Shall | bear you to the
dungeons or kill you now?"
"You will let me go," Urza replied placidly, "and take

me to your Kking."

"Qur bey does not entertain vagrants," Rhanm dari gaaz
sneered, "and | cannot |et you go. You have seen our
honel and. You will remain our captive or die."

"I foresee a different future."”

The beast clenched its claw. Urza's robes crunpled in
slowy around him but he gave no gasp of pain. The Viashino
wat ched in awe, half-expecting blood to rimthe man's eyes
and lips.

I nstead, Urza repeated his request. "Rel ease nme, and
take me to your bey."

Enraged, Rhanm dari gaaz opened his jaws in a roar and
lifted Urza into the gap. Teeth dripped hot saliva across
hi s head. The nonster shoved hi minward.

As placid as ever, Urza reached up into the drooling
jow s of the thing. One hand clutched a great, slinmy tooth
above him and the other a tooth below He flexed his
shoul ders.

The drake's jaw di stended. Like a dog with a stick
rammed in its nmouth, Rhanm darigaaz gagged and rolled his
head. He hissed a cloud of acidic breath. Lizard-nen
scattered, but the man in the maw did not relent.

Rhanmi darigaaz tried to clanp his jaws together. A great

cl acki ng sound answered. He how ed with pain. Yanking U za
fromhis nouth, he hurled the man to the ground. The beast
clutched one jow with a twitching claw

Urza rolled across the volcanic dirt and rose to his
feet. He clutched in his hand a dripping drake tooth.

"Now you will take me to your bey." Urza's gaze brooked
no di scussion



Rhamm dari gaaz dropped the claw from his nmouth. Scaly
hackl es bristled across arched shoul ders. Hot plumes of
death jetted fromhis nostrils. Twin flanmes swept over Urza.

He stood in their mdst. Poison and pul verized rock
sluiced past him In nmonents, he was | ost in the dense
bl aze.

The Vi ashino who had fled once did so again, backing
farther fromthe battle. Rhanm darigaaz vented his fury
until lungs were flat and throat was raw. In the aftermath
of rolling snoke, there was no sign of the invader

Li zard men ventured timdly fromthe rills where they
had sheltered. A purring grow that nust have been | aughter
circul ated anmong the creatures.

As if stepping around a corner in space, Urza suddenly
appeared. The gory dragon tooth still hung in his grasp

"Enough bravado. Now take ne to the bey."

Rage bl ossoned bl ood-red in the drake's eyes. His cl aws
sank deep into the volcanic earth. Its haunches gathered to
spring. Jaw dropping w de, Rhanmi darigaaz |unged through air
to swal l ow U za whol e.

The pl aneswal ker grinmaced. Wth an of fhand gesture, he
flung an arc of magic across the beast.

He transformed into stone. Rhammi dari gaaz, the chanpion
of the Viashino, becanme a statue frozen in terrific notion
He seened even nore massive and fearsone in that aspect. H's
jaws gaped wide. His eyes glared blindly. Hi s whole figure
was caught in the act of a | eap he would never finish

Urza shrugged. The pul py tooth waggl ed in his hand.
"Well, now instead of a champion, you have a gargoyle."” H's
voi ce grew steely. "Take ne to the bey."

Though none of the Viashino warriors approached, the
| argest called out fromthe |lee of a nearby boulder. "No. If
this is what you do to our chanpion, what will you do to our
bey?"

It seened a reasonabl e observation, and thus, by
extension, these could be reasonable Iizard nen.

Urza approached the drake statue. He took a few visua
nmeasurenments. Positioning hinself carefully out of the line
of charge, Urza set the drake's tooth back into the spot it
had occupied. It no sooner touched the creature than it
fused to his nmouth. Urza took a step back. Next noment, the
dragon's stony senbl ance fell away.

Rhamm darigaaz vaulted in his attack. He soared past
Urza and crashed to the ground before a pile of cool ed
magma. Hi s toppling bul k shattered the stone bul wark. Chunks
of rock bounded out. Viashino scattered farther. The drake's
tail lashed the ground. He rolled twi ce and fetched up
agai nst a rocky knob. There he lay, mserable, a tw sted
mess of wing and cl aw and scal e.

Urza gazed benusedly at the creature. He addressed al
the lizard nmen. "I could go to the bey w thout you to guide
me, but there may be nore mayhem"

The drake rose. He probed his jaw ine and gasped out
wonderingly. "My tooth. It's back!"

“I can kill, or | can heal," Urza said plainly. "You
deci de. "

Vi ashi no and drake exchanged sullen glances. The | eader
of the lizard nmen nodded meaningfully to their chanpion

"I r-regret ny actions,"” Rhamn darigaaz stammered
resentfully. "Violence is not the way."



"Al'l is forgiven. This is a lesson | took years to learn
as well," Urza said. He gestured up the trail toward the
mana rig. "Shall we proceed?"

Wth a wounded bow not quite courtly but not quite
nmocki ng, the drake led Urza up the path. Viashino warriors
fell in line behind them

* * k* K %

Jhoira stood in the east forest guard post along the
path fromthe acadeny to the harbor. It was a small, renote
tower, provisioned for three guards with a single cot to
all ow a sleeping shift. Tonight the battlenents and the
short length of wall were manned by only two, but Karn did
not need to sleep. He stood bel ow, beside the | ocked iron
gate, and watched through an arrow |l oop in a curved section
of wall. Nothing would get past him Nothing ever did.

One end of the wall verged on a deep fast-tinme rift
where a contingent of eighty runners and scorpions were
stationed. Anything living would be slain by the tenpora
curtain, and anything unliving would be swarmed by the
acadeny's machi nes. The @i mer Mon shimrered fromtheir
silvery shoul ders and watchful optics. On the other end of
the wall was a steep cliff at the edge of Angel wood. The
puma patrols would slay any nonsters noving through the
forest and the fal cons any nmoving through the air beyond.

It had been ten years since Jhoira had | ounged away t he
day in one of the warm pools of Angel wood. She | ooked no
ol der outwardly, but inwardly she felt ancient. The slow
tinme water that sustained her and all the ol der schol ars and
students preserved her body, but her spirit was no | onger
that of a child. She had been on her vision quest. She had
| earned how to "break through"-not nerely to save Teferi
fromhis isolation, but to save herself as well. She had
found not a soul mate but a spiritual twin and had found
that she had di scovered her destiny. It was not a life of
bri ght seas and di stant shores, though. It was a life of
Phyrexi ans, forever bubbling out of Krrik's dark ki ngdom

Toni ght woul d be no exception

"Al'l clear down there, Karn?" Jhoira asked, pacing the
top of the ranpart.

"Al'l clear, Jhoira," cane the response in a voice |like
di stant thunder.

"W have a full conplenment of runners tonight?"

"Yes," he replied quietly.

Jhoira sighed. Karn was not nuch of a conversationali st
whi l e he was on watch. Her education conplete, the acadeny
built, and her post anong the schol ars secure, Jhoira had

had her fill of lectures and denonstrations, experinents and
designs. She could have used a little conversation
"How many negators do you think we will see tonight?"

"The average nunber at this location is one for every
wat ch of the day and three for every watch of the night,"
Karn not ed.

"That number ni ght change now that Mal zra i s gone-gone
to Shiv," Jhoira said sadly. "I don't knowif | would even
recogni ze the place. | was eleven when | left it. That was
over forty years ago."

She shook her head, picking up a chip of stone fromthe
top of the battlenents and hurling it off into the forest.



The stone ricocheted off a pair of trees, sending a deep and
mour nful echo t hrough Angel wood.

"Il probably never see the place again."

"Mal zra said that he'd be back to collect you, once he
had prepared the way," Karn noted.

"By the tinme he's done that, | certainly won't recognize
the place,"” nuttered Jhoira bitterly. "The Viashino and
goblins will be massacred, the drakes will be enslaved, and
the mountains will be leveled into fields of glass."

Over the years, Karn had devel oped a nascent sense of
hunor that relied heavily on irony: "You have great faith in
Master Mal zra."

"Master Mal zra? Do you know who Master Malzra is? He's
Urza Pl aneswal ker! He's caused every great disaster in the
| ast three thousand years."

"Yes, | know," Karn said quietly. "I overheard Barrin
and Urza on numerous occasi ons when they thought | was
deactivated."

Jhoira grow ed, tossing her hands into the air and
staring daggers at the silvery figure below "You night have
mentioned it."

"Urza seermed to want it kept secret."

"Didn't it shock you? Didn't it seeminpossible for the
man to be a three-thousand-year-old | egend?"

Karn's silvery head shook slowy. "I ama man nade of
silver. My best friend is a Ghitu genius who is fifty years
old but |ooks twenty. | dwell on an island where a day m ght

pass in minutes or years. No, Malzra's real identity didn't
shock ne."

"Aren't you outraged? Here's a man solely responsible
for every w cked thing that has happened to our world. He
makes nmesses and | eaves-"

"He has given Barrin a beacon,"” Karn said.

Jhoira's rant was caught for a nonent short. "He what?"
"Barrin has a beacon, a jewel-handl ed dagger that is
magi cally linked to a pendant around Urza's neck. Barrin can

sunmon himat a nmonent's notice should the war turn
suddenly. He can appear as quickly as the island s native
def enders. "

Jhoi ra shook her head. "You're defending him Don't you
see? WUrza should have stayed here until the Phyrexians were
no longer a threat. He's the reason the Phyrexians are here
at all-"

"W are the reason the Phyrexians are here," corrected
Karn. "You and | are the reason K rrik is here. Urza m ght
have been the reason they canme, but we are the reason K rrik
got in. It's upto all of us to get rid of them"

Even as these words sank in, Jhoira glinpsed, in the
deep di stance, the novenent of something vast and
mul til egged, scuttling like a giant flea. Karn struck the
al arm

A contingent of five runners darted emulike fromthe
fast-time rent beside the wall. They | oped forward al ong the
trail. Their legs ratcheted in the darkness.

The di stant nonster wheel ed about, retreating.

In noments the runners closed in. They flashed silver in
the Iight of the Ginmer Mon. The snall snap of quarre
rounds rattled though the forest night.

The Phyrexi an shrieked but turned. It was small and
fiendi sh between the solem trees.



The scyt hing sound of the runners' scimtars ended in
five pairs of neaty thuds. One by one, their interna
charges went off. Hunks of nmeat and bl ood and mechani sm
leapt up into the air. In nonments, there was only snoke and
the tangl e of |egs, nonster and machi ne.

"We brought K rrik here, Jhoira," Karn repeated in the
drifting silence.

"Yes," she agreed, "and we need to get rid of him"

* * k* K %

"Yes, Mpjesty," Urza said graciously as he bowed before

the lizard lord, "I ama planeswal ker. 1, and all Dom nari a,
need your forge."
Urza nade a broad gesture, taking in the high hall, its

rings of bal conies, and its conic vault. He had seen nuch of
the ancient facility on his way in-the coke chanbers and

bl ast furnaces, the nold roons and rollers, the ancient
gear-work and chain drives. He had seen enough to know t hat
the forge was capabl e of producing far nore than trinkets-if
it was given over into the right hands.

The bey was an el der Viashino. A gray-grizzled wattle
hung at his neck, and a bright red crest topped his head.
Robed in purple, Bey Fire Eye stood at an ornate rail, the
equi valent of a throne for a species with neither the
physi ol ogy nor the need to sit. The rail was carved from one
wal | of a giant piston chanber. The circul ar space had
become a pul pit, protected fromattack on three sides. Its
synmbol i sm was cl ear-whoever stood within the ancient piston
chanmber enbodi ed the power of the arcane machinery al
around. Fire Eye exuded that power. His eyes were small and
i npl acabl e as they noved across the gathered throng in his
audi ence chanber. He gl owered especially at the young drake
who had been sent out to best Urza.

At last, Fire Eye spoke, "What would you build with this
forge?"

Urza blinked, taken aback a nmonent. "Machines. Living
machi nes, like this one." He reached out into enpty space,
and in his hand appeared a | arge sheet of paper-the plan of
the silver man, Karn-and spread it on the floor before the

bey. "Men like this. | will rmake them from your netal. |
will nmake themto defend our world."

The bey stared for some tinme at the plans before hissing
out his response. "This machine will work?"

"I will show you, yes," Urza said enphatically. "I wll

bring a prototype nmade of netal. An old nodel -too soft. You
will see. He works well."

Again, the silence. U za was not accustomed to waiting
for the decisions of others, but he needed these creatures.
They knew nmore about the rig than any other beings on the
pl anet. They knew the secrets of maki ng Thran netal

At |ast, the bey spoke again, "You may make your neta
men with our forge-on two conditions."

"Yes?" pronpted Urza

"First, there is a certain ancient eneny of ours-"

"The goblins?" Urza guessed.

"No. The goblins are a nenace, yes, but our patrols are
nore than able to dispatch them The eneny | speak of is the
fire drake Cherridarigaaz, nother of our chanpion. She has
pl agued us since her son joined us," the bey said. "You nust



halt her attacks."

"It will be done,’
condi ti on?"

"Second, grant us as our property into perpetuity the
prototype creature you speak of."

Urza stared a long while at the lizard lord, sitting
there enthroned on the massive piston. H s gemstone eyes
lifted, searching the darksonme bal coni es above, as though an
answer would lie there. "It is quite a sacrifice you ask."

The bey nodded placidly. "Among our people, sacrifice
for the tribe is the highest honor."

There was wi sdomin this saying. Urza thought of all the
sacrifices in this war so far. As always, the Phyrexian
t hreat cane scream ng back to the fore of his mind

"Yes," said Urza Planeswal ker, "you may have him"

Monol ogue

Wth Urza gone, things are quiet here at the acadeny. W

have had the usual Phyrexian incursions on the borders. They

Urza replied, "and the other

are only tests, of course, and by killing off each of these
beasts, we are only helping Krrik perfect his invasion
force for the day when they will all conme across. But, for

now, we are safe, and we build nore machi nes.
I can only wonder what Urza is doing on the other side

of the world. | can only hope that the | essons he has

| earned here at Tol aria have nade hi m nore human agai n.
Humman or i nhuman, | pray he succeeds. Ot herw se, we are al
dooned.

- Barrin, Mage Master of Tolaria
Chapter 13

The line of Tolarian runners darted across the grove,
their long legs flashing |like swords. Sunlight slanted
through the forests to either side. The | ead machi ne coursed
al ong a deer path, nounted a gentle slope, and enmerged onto
the crest of a sunmt where it paused. The others |oped up
al ongside the it. Hydraulics whined as the machi nes turned,
surveyi ng the plains bel ow.

At the far end of the fields, Angelwood bristled with
nmovi ng fi gures-Phyrexians. Fangs and cl aws and barbed tails
fl ashed anong the tree boles and undergrowth. Skin as pale
as bone gl eaned sickly. Leathery folds of hide, knobby
shoul ders, jagged scal es, barbed nanes, and eyes like
slivers of mdnight... they were nonsters of mnutation. Now
some of the scavenged bits of netal fromfallen fal cons and
runners and pumas were making their way into the beasts
bodi es. Not nmerely war arnor, not nerely body weaponry,

t hese hunks of netal were badges of violent valor. They were
kill trophies, recovered fromfallen machines.

On the fields ahead, netal troops gathered to oppose
these nonsters. Runners in their hundreds flooded onto the
belly of the | and. Pumas bounded down fromtreetop gl ades
and stal ked through the tall grasses that verged on the
Angel wood. A | arge phal anx of scorpions filled out the
center of the arny.

The runners on the summit creaked and noved asi de,
maki ng roomfor a new arrival. A large runner, fitted out
wi th saddl e and control panel, vaulted into the cleared
space. Its rider stood up in the saddle and lifted an olive



hand to her brow, peering out across the battle.

"Karn, get up here," the rider called over her shoul der

A gleaning figure | abored up the deer path behind her
and stonped to a standstill.

"I amnot built for speed, Jhoira,
sinply.

I gnoring the comment, Jhoira said, "The main body is
com ng straight through Angel wood, as the fal con watchers
reported. They nust have mined their way into the cave
conpl ex on the southern edge of the forest. It's just as
well. Angelwood is a mild time slough. Wile nost of our
forces stop the advance, we'll be able to nmove through the
forest eaves and reach the cave nouth where they are
energing. We'll cut off the advance and then hamrer them
fromthe rear.”

"How wi | | six runners, a young worman, and a silver golem
stop an army of Phyrexi ans?" Karn asked, his netal frane
whi ni ng i n doubt.

Jhoira flashed a snmile over her shoul der and sent her
runner boundi ng down the slope ahead. "You'll see."

The ot her runners foll owed. They were fleet-footed,
striding like ostriches. Their three-pronged feet scranbled
across the shifting stones as they half-slid, half-ran from
the hillside into the verges of the forest. They wove their
way anmong great black bol es and crashed through danp
undergrowth. To one side, the dark done of the Phyrexian
gorge hul ked. To the other, Angelwood gl owed, infested with
hundreds of sl ow noving, shanbling nonsters. Ahead lay a
nossy mound of stone. It was a vol canic extrusion, a wound
in the earth, riddled with caves. It was through those
t housand cataconmbs that the denonic troops had enmerged into
the forest.

Jhoira directed her nount up the ancient rill and into
the slow tinme of Angel wod. She charged up the nounded pile
of stone, knowi ng even then that fiend hordes noved through
t he caverns beneath her. The other five runners bounded up
behi nd her. Karn toiled in silvery | anguor at the forest's
edge. Jhoira's runner leapt up a knob of stone and scranbl ed
across it to the other side. Before them | oomed a sheer drop
into the mouth of the main cave. Jhoira halted. The five
ot her runners bounded into position beside her, their |egs
whi ning in conpl aint.

From t he nossy cave nouth energed a steady stream of
Phyrexi ans, anbling four abreast into the hot undergrow h.
The nonstrous colum fed the arny massing on the plains. The
tide could be stemed right here.

W shing Karn were faster, Jhoira w angled her nount up
besi de a | eani ng boul der and drove the machine against it.
Servos realigned, and the main thrusters of the nodified
runner flexed. The great stone grated heavily in its cradle.
It tilted. Sand sifted frombeneath it and rained down over
the cave mouth. Wth one nore shove, the runner sent the
stone over. Jhoira frantically brought her nount back
beneath her. It regained its balance on the verge of the
cliff.

The boul der rolled out, tunbled for a nonent in nassive
silence in mdair, and smashed down atop a trio of hulking
Phyrexi ans. The stone split |ike a peel ed orange. Gol den
oi | -bl ood, shattered bone, and pul ped nmuscle m xed with
stone shards and sand. The colunm of nonsters behind the

the gol em said



site drew reflexively back into the cave. They bunched up at
the head of the arnmy. It was now or never.

Jhoira rode her runner over the edge of the cliff. It
cane to ground on the oily ruin of the boul der and the
beasts. Beside it, five other runners dropped. They | anded
on wheezing | egs and pivoted. Crossbow bolts, sixteen from
each runner, pelted into the Phyrexi ans massed in the cave.
The ninety-six shafts struck and stuck in nmeat and bone. The
vanguard of the Phyrexian line crunpled, and those behind
wi thdrew a few paces nore. It was enough.

Jhoira led the charge into the cave with her runner. It
cl anmbered over rock shards and the bodi es of Phyrexians. The
five others followed. She drew the slimsword that rode at
her wai st and brought it slicing down through the carapaced
head of a negator. It gurgled

but flung out its massive arns to drag her down. Leaving
the blade in the thing's head, Jhoira vaulted fromthe
saddl e. Her nmount charged on, out from under her, and swung
its scythe blades to engage the fiend. To either side of it,
the other runners | atched onto their quarry. Ten bl ades
swept out and caught five beasts.

Jhoira, nmeanwhile, ran toward the cave nouth. It would
take only monents before the self-destruct mechani sns
activated. ...

The first, biggest blast canme fromher own nount. It
macerated the beast that it held and sent Jhoira's sword
flinging up into the ceiling of the cave. Bits of gore
spattered the walls. The blast threw Jhoira free. She
crashed anong dewy | eaves as the other five bonbs ignited

Fire and snoke, bone and stone, waves of bel ching sul fur

with a great, roaring runble, the top of the cave went
to pieces. It collapsed, slowy and nagnificently, across
the arny of fiends, mashing them Rubble sealed the
passageway, nortaring it with glistening oil. The shattered
hillside slunped downward in a vast landslide, and like a
figure out of a dream the silver man solemly rode that
slide down to ground.

He cl ambered from anong the tunbl ed stones and charged
to Jhoira's side, drawing her up in concern. "Are you al
ri ght?"

The woman smiled tightly, bloody scrapes across her
face. "Well, we sealed off the advance."

Karn rai sed his head and stared warily into the forest.

Many of the lunbering nmonsters that had emerged ahead of
the blast had turned at the sound of it. They converged in a
fierce semicircle on the silver man and his friend.

"Yes, we sealed off the advance. Now we can attack them
from behind |ike you said."

Jhoira staggered weakly to her feet and saw the
approachi ng hordes. She sighed in resignation. "I don't
i magi ne you could pick me up and outrun them"

"I"'mnot built for speed," Karn answered sensibly.

A sol emm nod was Jhoira's reply. "W didn't get rid of
Krrik, you know. "

Karn seened to consider. "W fought. That is all anyone
coul d expect."

Jhoira | ooked up sadly at the golem and saw, reflected
in his silvery hide, the hundred fiends tightening their
circle. Sone had teeth as |ong as swords. O hers cl awed
their way forward on |linbs as gnarled, strong, and nunerous



as mangrove roots. Lupine heads and barbed hackl es, coil ed
stingers and bone-studded jaws, naked haunches and cl oven
hooves, pul sing poi son sacs and pul sing brain sacs...

"It has been a pl easure being your friend, Jhoira of the
Ghitu," Karn said with el aborate solemity.

She smled brightly. "If | have to die-and all of us
have to-1 amglad | die beside you."

Wth a ululating cry, the nonsters rushed in upon the
pair. A forest of fangs and claws and stingers converged.
Karn shi el ded Jhoira with his silver bulk.

There was only shrieking and bl ood and |inbs flung
outward to thrash the trees. Amd talons and teeth cane bl ue
flares of magic. Sonme coal esced into dagger swarns that
buzzed i ke bees through the nelee. Others spattered eyes
and woke in them cannibal rage. Still others nelted tooth
and bone into chal ky pools. Gows and gurgling. Blood and
burni ng. Death and di smenbernment. |In noments, the furious
carnage spent itself. The forest grew still again.

Karn turned, confused. Jhoira emerged fromthe haven of
his arms. There was soneone el se beside them suddenly, a
bl ue-robed man with gray-brown hair. He brushed his hands
t oget her as though he had just closed a rather dusty door
and then withdrew his fingers into sleeves designed for
spell battle.

"Ah, here you are," Barrin said matter-of-factly. "The

main battle is going well. Wen | heard the expl osion here,
| thought it must have been the work of you two."
Jhoira breathlessly surveyed the killing grounds. The

forest reeked |like an abattoir. "The fiends. You killed
them You cast a spell."

"A series of sorceries,” Barrin replied. "Some of ny
best summonations and enchantnents. They were well spent,

t hough, and | can get them back. That's what libraries are
for. I couldn't have gotten you two back."

"CGotten us b-back ..." Jhoira repeated absently.

"Urza needs you in Shiv," Barrin said.

The master had been gone for a few nonths, and in the
escal ati ng Phyrexi an war, Jhoira and Karn hadn't had nuch
time to wonder about the success of the mission for Thran
net al

"l summoned himto aid with the battle-one of the
reasons it is going well. Anyway, he says he's struck a dea
with the Viashino, He needs you to be a liaison with them
He needs you and Teferi and a number of other students and
scholars to help run things with the lizard nen. | wll stay
behind with nost of the acadeny. W will carry on this war
until you return.”

"And nme?" Karn asked. "Does he need ne?"

"Yes," Barrin said, his expression darkening. "Yes,
Karn, he needs you perhaps nost of all."

* * k* K %

"No, the gray lever, not the red one," shouted Jhoira
down the line of steam ng pipe-work. Renenbering herself,
she repeated the instruction in Viashino.

Her dial ect of the | anguage was, of course, Gritu and
therefore somewhat difficult for the lizard nen to
understand. Even so, after half a year of working daily with
lizard men, Jhoira was the only human who coul d speak



Viashino at all. Urza couldn't exactly be called human. Just
now, the creatures she spoke to cast quizzical |ooks up the
foggy |ine of pipes.

"Gray, you knowthe color of your blood. Red is the
color of mne." Jhoira was al nbost frustrated enough to bite
her own hand to denpbnstrate what she neant.

One of the younger lizards, a D ago Deerv, gestured
enphatically at the appropriate |l ever. The scaly inbecile to
his left grabbed the red | ever anyway. Diago dealt a slap of
hi s webbed hand-a bit of correction used by many nenbers of
Vi ashi no soci ety-reached over, hinself, and drew the right
| ever.

A bl ast of steam cane fromthe pipe stack behind Jhoira,
venting into the black heights of the cavernous room The
stench of sul fur and superheated rock perneated the place.

It boiled across the unseen vault, jiggling | oose the
condensation clinging there.

Hot drops pelted across her sweating back. Jhoira drew
up a cl oak of drake feathers, standard issue for workers in
the lava pits. The feathers were proof against even the
hottest tenperatures, and yet they w cked sweat and heat
away fromthe skin. Beneath the cloak, she wore only a
| oose, light shift of linen and simlarly |oose pantal oons.
Her feet were shod with drake-feather slippers, and she had
mat chi ng gl oves in case she needed to handl e any of the red-
hot controls.

The vitreous pipes began to gl ow as | ava canme pumnpi ng up
them The heat of the chanber redoubled. In a few mnutes,
it would be a veritable oven

"Let's get up to the blast furnaces," Jhoira instructed.

The scales of the lizard nen prickled fromfaces, arns,
and tails, struggling to bleed heat into the air. Wde-eyed
and panting, the Viashino nodded their eagerness. It was one
gesture they had picked up fromtheir human col | eagues.

"Cood. Follow ne."

dinmbing over a junble of dark tubes, unused and cracked
fromcenturies of neglect, Jhoira |l ed her contingent to the
wooden | adder. Its iron rails would be too hot to touch, and
even the wood was bearable only with drake-feather gloves.
Jhoira ascended. Diago Deerv followed. Hi s conrades canme in
hi s wake. Jhoira reached the hatch above, turned the thick
nmet al wheel that di sengaged the | ocking nechanism and flung
back the hasp. Hot air roared up around her as she cl anbered
fromthe shaft.

Those in the chanber above-a bright, airy, space filled
with giant, fat-walled furnaces and great slag buckets-
turned to watch the sooty and sweating creatures energe from
their infernal underworld.

Among the workers in the furnace roomwas Teferi. The
young man had traded i npish ganes for a keen forceful ness of
will and a relentless search for know edge. Tall, |ean, and
wiry, Teferi was handsome and cl ear-eyed. H s dark skin was
yet unmarked by the care winkles of age, but his brown eyes
hel d an amazingly intense focus. Though chronol ogically he
was one-third Jhoira's age, they seenmed physical as well as
nmet aphysi cal tw ns now.

"Jhoira," he said, approaching her. The nmage and the
artificer were equal partners in this endeavor, overseeing
the full deploynent of the mana rig. "How many conduits do
you have wor ki ng now?"



"Twenty-five, if this one holds," Jhoira responded.
"That should be enough to fire all five furnaces,"
Teferi noted with approval. He flashed her an appreciative

and dazzling snile.

"It's only a tenth of the nmjor pipe ways," Jhoira
replied. "I still can't get it out of nmy head there should
be a lot nore to this facility than making netal. The power
this place could draw fromthe vol cano woul d be sufficient
to run fifty furnaces, but there aren't fifty here. They
nmust have used the power for sonething el se.™

Teferi noved in close to her, and a hint of his old

capriciousness glinted in his eyes. He was still arrogant
enough to use nmagic to enhance the twinkle in his eyes.
"I tell you, the answer lies in the taboo halls. |'ve

been begging you for nonths to explore the place with ne-"

"And jeopardi ze the alliance?" Jhoira hissed.

"As long as the drake CGherridarigaaz lives, the alliance
will not be broken," Teferi said. "Come on. Say you'll cone
with ne."

Jhoira sighed in resignation. "Once the metal works are
fully operational. Until then, we have no tine for messing
around. "

"That could be years," Teferi pressed.

"Well, nake years into nonths, and you won't have to
wait so long."

* * k* K %

The approach to Cherridarigaaz's aerie was forbidding in
the extrene. The lands in a ten-nmile radius were goblin
territory, and in it the voracious creatures were as thick
as maggots on a carcass. In a two-mle radius, the dragon's
nest was surrounded by a boiling sea of lava. The aerie
itself perched atop a jagged pinnacle of stone that stood
like a crooked finger in the center of the caldera. Oher
tunmbl ed nmonoliths lay in the bubbling basin. They were
spaced just far enough apart that no terrestrial creature in
its right mnd would try junping stone to stone to reach the
nest .

Neit her Urza nor Karn were known for being in their
right minds. Neither were they exactly terrestrial. They
stood silently on the rocky verge of the magna pit. They had

been in Shiv for over a year and still felt they wal ked the
surface of an alien world. The audible shuffling of goblin
feet, furtive and feral, in the wastel ands behind them only

added to the inpression

Urza stared for some tinme at the distant drake's nest, a
huge encrustati on of tree boughs woven together with black
pitch and fired clay. He stooped, picked up a |arge stone,
and hurled it with incredible force across the surface of
the cal dera. The stone skipped twelve times before nmelting
away i nto not hi ng.

"W are, each of us, capable of |eaping stone to stone
to get there," Urza said idly.

"Yes," Karn replied.

Urza nodded, his nostrils flaring. Any living creature
woul d have been poi soned by the gasses venting in tw sted
col ums past them

"I could cast a sorcery allowing us to lava-walk or to

fly.



"Yes," Karn said.

Urza stooped to |ift another stone, but thought better
of it and squatted for some tinme, watching ghosts of steam
pr omenade across the |ava.

"I could conjure my own fire drakes and send themto
slay this one."

"Yes," Karn said laconically. "You are Urza
Pl aneswal ker. You can do anything. You can wish us into the
nest and wi sh Gherridarigaaz from exi stence. You can do
anyt hi ng you want. You are Urza Pl anes-wal ker."

It was Urza's turn to be laconic. "Yes."

Karn turned toward the scintillating man. "You can do
anyt hing, so why did you trade ne away for an arny of Thran-
netal artifacts?"

The pl aneswal ker' s eyes hardened. "You answer your own
qguestion. Why wouldn't | trade one silver golemfor an arny
of Thran-metal nen? There is a great war com ng. We nust al
nmake sacrifices.”

"But you sacrifice ne."

He had hardly spoken the words when, with a sudden
vertigi nous whirl of nmovenent, the cliff top nelted away.
The scarlet sea and sooty sky disappeared as well.

Karn stood still. U za was planeswal king theminto the
aerie. A human could survive that trip only by being carried
in a protective enbolism or turned to stone, or made a fl at
creature of immutable geonmetry. Karn nerely rode as he was.
Urza had sent himon nore troubling journeys.

They arrived. The sooty sky remai ned above. The rest of
the world was repl aced by a vast, woven bow of wood and
clay, the lair of the fire drake. One corner was filled with
a mdden of bones, bleached and bare in the brinstone
breezes. Beside it lay the half-eaten hulk of a small whale.
It had apparently been plucked fromthe water |ike a herring
caught by a kingfisher. The reek of the rotting sea creature
was borne outward on clouds of flies. It mxed with the
stench of sulfur and another snell-savage and salty and
keen- edged | i ke wood snoke-

Gherridarigaaz. The great drake herself lay in the
opposite corner of the nest. She seened at the nonment only a
huge pile of red skin, scales, feathers, and fur. Her great
muzzl e oozed twin streams of snoke. Soot tangl ed | anguidly
anong her spiky brows and rangy mantle. A pair of nassive
claws | ay beside her face. Wngs of skin fol ded over her
flanks. The creature's scaly tail coiled on the rock-hard
base of the nest.

Urza stepped toward the creature and said, w thout

preamble, "I am Urza Pl aneswal ker. | can kill you with a
thought. I will kill you with a thought if you nake any nove
to harmus, and | will kill you unless you cease your

attacks upon the Viashino settlenent.”

The drake slowy lifted her head. G ant |ids drew back
fromslit-pupiled eyes, filled with gold and bl ack
striations. The beast spoke. Her voice was vast and purring.
"Not much for parley, are you?"

"Qur message is understood,” Urza said with finality.

"Under st ood, yes," the drake responded. "Obeyed, no.

"You have no alternative," U za said.

"I do have an alternative," Cherridarigaaz corrected.
"Death is an alternative."

"What creature woul d choose death over |ife?"



"A nother would," cane the i medi ate response. "You have
clearly not been a father."

Urza cast a long glance at the silver man at his side.
"l have been a father."

"Ch, yes," purred the drake in remenbrance. "Urza
Pl anes-wal ker. 1'mwel |l enough aware of human nyt hol ogy.
Yes, you had a son. Harbin was his nane. You blinded him
when you destroyed Argoth. Some say you even sank his boat
and killed him"

"I tried to keep himaway fromthe war," Urza replied as
if inreflex. "What | did, | did to save all Dom naria."

"You sacrificed your son to save the world," the drake
said. "That is the difference between us, Planeswal ker. |
woul d sacrifice the world to save nmy son. | will not give up
the fight to free him™"

"Rhanm dari gaaz chose to | eave you. He chose to join the

Vi ashi no," Urza pointed out.

"Your son chose to join the war."

Uza's features drewinto an angry knot. "I could kil
you now. "

"Yes, you could, Planeswal ker. History says you woul d,
but why, then, am| still alive?"

Urza cast one last, fierce glance at the creature. "You
have been warned." Wth a thought, he and the silver man
departed the fiery aerie.

Barrin ran. Fronds slapped him He thrashed through
under br ush.

The thing behind hi mwas huge and sinuous. It slithered
in his wake-a giant python, rnuscular, fleet, silent and
col d-bl ooded. Its horned head was as | arge as the nmage
master hinmself. If it unhinged its jaw, it could swallow him
whol e. Two nman-si zed bul ges distended its gut already.

"There have to be sorceries to defeat this thing. | know
hundreds of them It's just a matter of thinking ..
somet hi ng about swanp-wal ki ng- ?"

The nmage naster ran. He had been in the heat of conbat
when the thing had broken through the line. The beast's
sudden appearance had interrupted a conpl ex casting. Mana
burn had |l ashed Barrin. He had fallen back. Jangl ed, he had
wracked his brain for a defense but found none and ran

This thing wasn't Phyrexian. It was sumoned. The python
had been invoked by a Phyrexi an capabl e of casting spells.
That was new. Apparently K rrik had been decanting tine-
resistant nutants |ong enough to raise a wizard fromtheir
ranks, a w zard or two-or perhaps a snmall army of them The
gi ant serpent behind himwas not only a terrifying man-
eater, it was also a harbinger of greater evils to cone.

Breath sawed Barrin's throat. Vines clawed his arns. The
creature's cold breath billowed out around him It al npst
had him He redoubl ed his speed. Think! Think! Treacherous
ground stole his feet. Wth a curse, Barrin tunbled. He
crashed through a brake of undergrowth and smashed agai nst a
tree.

The serpent coiled into view It reared up on a broad,
shimering belly of scales. Its nmouth glinmrered with teeth.
Its jaw yawned w de and di sl ocat ed.

Barrin clawed behind the tree trunk. He hissed
instinctually and glared into the thing's eyes.

"What is that summonation spell Teferi is working on? A
creature that can cross tine streans ... Not the inps, but



the other one- Teferi's Duck? No, that's wong."

The nonster coiled rapidly around the mage. It | ooped
the tree and | unged.

"Teferi's Drake!"

A yel | ow ski nned dragon phased into being beside Barrin.
It spread its wings in the tight confines of the jungle, and
its head darted about angrily. Though the python was
gigantic, in the shadow of the drake, it seemed only a worm
besi de a chi cken. The drake's head jabbed downward. Its
beakl i ke mouth snatched up the python

The serpent riled in the nonster's nmouth. One of the
man-si zed lunps in it convul sed too, whether in defiance or

digestion, Barrin couldn't tell. Arching its neck backward,
the yell ow drake sucked down the python and swallowed it in
one gul p.

Barrin slid back down beside the tree, panting in dread.
If he had been killed by that python, there would have been
no one |left to summon Urza, no one to | ead the students. And
there woul d be nore gi ant pythons, nore mnions of evil.
More Phyrexi an nages ..

How many wi zards does K rrik have?

Into his musings cane the acute realization that the
sumoned drake stared down at him Its eyes were at once

enpty and accusing, like the eyes of Karn. Then, as suddenly
as it had arrived, it phased out of being.
That was the flaw in Teferi's spell. To date, the

creatures he sunmoned could cross tine rifts but remained in
exi stence for only mnutes. Barrin had known of this side

ef fect, but he had been desperate. The drake had been
created only to fight, disposable.

How | i ke Karn. ...

Karn sat on a stone escarpnent on the mountain side of
the mana rig. The ceramic arteries beneath the structure
glowed with pul sing | ava, punped up fromthe cal dera bel ow.
Wthin the plant, massive articulated arnms woul d be cranki ng
huge shafts. Steam shot in vast colums fromthe top of the
rig. The whole thing runbled and roared in a foul -tenpered
fury. The rig seened a great beast, crouching in the red-
bl ack sunset, hissing into the sky, slurping fromthe | ava
pool .

They had brought it to life. After a year and a half of
| abor, Jhoira and Teferi and Urza had brought it to life.
Jhoira had proven herself yet again the critical connection
between Urza and the fol k under his command. Teferi had cone
into his own as an innovative | eader and nmage. Together they
had achi eved an uneasy alliance between the human students
and the Viashino workers. Urza, nmeanwhile, strong-armed the
drake Cherridarigaaz out of attacking the facility. Even his
presence was enough to reduce the constant goblin border
battles to only sporadic incidents. The nountai ntop was
ruled by an iron fist in a velvet glove. Al had progressed
according to plan, and the first new castings of Thran neta
were only nonments from bei ng poured.

They had brought it to life, but Karn felt dead.

Perhaps it was because Teferi had replaced him as
Jhoira's cl osest conpanion. Their work to vivify the
facility had nmade the cl ose contact necessary. Their species
had made the cl ose contact wel coned. Karn felt no jeal ousy
about this growi ng relationship and even was happy for
Jhoira to have a friend made of flesh and bone. But between



her work and Teferi, Jhoira no longer had time for |ong
strolls or afternoon conversations with the silver man. He
wi shed again for those bl eak days together in the guard
towers of Tolaria, but that was not what dragged at Karn.

No, the feeling of dread and death cane fromthe
sentence on his life. Wen all was said and done, he would
belong to the lizard nen. Urza had offered to nove his
intellectual -affective cortex to a new shell of Thran-netal
t hough the man could not pronmise Karn's mnd would nove wth
it.

Wth a sudden roar, the facility erupted into notion
Though the forbidden sections of the rig remai ned dark
wi ndows across the rest of it flared with Ilight. The very
wal | s of the great nachine runbled and gl owed. The pati ent
roll and plunge of the facility's crankshafts and pistons
accelerated to a deep and trenbling drone. Jets of steam
above the facility coalesced into a great, sooty cloud that
bl otted out sun and sky both and enwrapped the rig and the
silver man in a choking fog.

He sat awhile | onger, shrouded in gloom The forges
woul d be firing, the metals formng, the nolds filling.
Wthin the structure, a new arny of netal nen was being
born. Qutside of it, an old nmetal man was being kill ed.

Al around him small red eyes energed from nearby
crevices and caves. Unseen by the downhearted gol em goblins
ventured up to the very verges of the rig, stood atop each
ot hers' shoul ders to peer into wi ndows, and set hundreds of
tattered claws to whatever | oose plate or door gap presented
itself.

In one place, they found their way inside, hundreds of
t hem

Monol ogue

| do miss Wza, Jhoira, Karn, and-yes, I'll admt it-
even Teferi. Their labors on the island before they |eft
have given us a solid defense agai nst Phyrexian incursion. |
can only hope their labors in Shiv will do the sanme for the
world itself.

K rrik's machinati ons advance exponential ly. Just
because our artifact nachi nes can repul se his current
generation of negators does not mean they will repul se the
ones that enmerge in a few nonths-let al one any nore negator
mages who m ght nake it out. W tracked down and slew the
one who had summoned the python, but there will be others.

The students, colleagues, and | work hard to inprove and
adapt our designs, to suggest new nachines and to create new
spell's, but even our fastest fast-tine |aboratories run at
hal f the speed of Krrik's.

It will come down to a final conflict-both here on
Tolaria and out in Dominaria at large. To win our little war
here, we'll need Urza and Jhoira and all the others. To win
the com ng conflict, we'll need a new machi ne, one designed

by Urza hinself, one that can adapt to anything, one with
firepower greater than that of the whole island.

Urza started a design before he left. Perhaps he has
finished it by now.

- Barrin, Mage Master of Tolaria

Chapter 14



"This is our salvation," U za said.

He paced before the array of plans. They filled the
sem circular wall of his high study in the mana rig. The
roomwas an approxi mation of his library back on Tol ari a,

t hough the books that lined the shelves here were largely
Thran, unreadable to anyone but Urza. Toni ght, the shelves
served to hold tacked plans, the |latest wild imginings of
the artificer genius. Wth a slimpointer cast of the new
batch of Thran metal, Urza indicated the sleek structure of
t he devi ce.

"1t is a flying machine, nade entirely of Thran mnetal
It is driven by a matrix of powerstones, which take up nuch
of the hull. Wth these stones, it is capable of faster-

t han-sound travel. Power can be diverted fromthe drive
systens into various gun batteries-"

"What is it for?" Jhoira asked.

Among the group gathered, including Teferi, Karn, and a
handf ul of other top scholars, the Ghitu wonan seened the
only one willing to question the master

Urza pivoted m d-sentence and | ooked at her, blinking.
"Way, it is for war, war with Phyrexia."

Jhoira's brow furrowed. Teferi's hand cl anped over her
arm but she spoke all the sane.

"The nmetal and powerstones needed to construct that ship
could be used to make arm es of warriors, which would be
nore effective against arnmies of fiends."

"Armes are slow," replied Uza. The |anplight of the
dar ksome study glinmered fromhis queer eyes. "This machine
will be able to nove like lightning for quick strikes
agai nst specific targets-targets such as dragon engi nes and
| anding craft.”

"How many such engi nes do you suspect the Phyrexians
will have?"

"Per haps hundreds, "'
t housands. "

"Shouldn't we plan to build hundreds or thousands of
machi nes |ike this?" Jhoira asked sensibly.

Urza | ooked nettled. "There aren't enough active
power st ones on Dominaria to build two of these devices and
any nechanical defenders."

Jhoira sighed, crossing her arms. "As fantastical and
appealing as this idea mght be, it seens to be inpractica
in the extreme. Unless we find some underground trove of
power st ones, we nust nake the best use of the few we have."

Afiery light glinmrered in Uza's eyes, and he seenmed on
the verge of snorting. He placed the tip of his Thran-neta
poi nter on the table and pressed upon it. The rod trenbl ed
with the master's anger. Instead of breaking, the nmetal only
made a jagged line across the obsidian top. Weeling, Uza

Urza said grimy, "perhaps

tore the plans down fromthe wall, crunpled them and flung
t hem savagely in the corner.
"No nore delays. | want the prototype Thran-netal nman

conpleted this nmonth."

* * k* K %

Teferi finished undoing the final bolt, pulled away the
age-crusted grating, and gestured Jhoira into the dark
craw way beyond.

"The plans say that this space |leads into the heart of



the forbidden zone." H's eyes gleaned with m schief. "The
secrets of the nana rig await."

Jhoira gl anced around again, trying to nmake sure no
Vi ashi no patrols were coming down the passage. "I think this
is a mstake. If the lizards find out-"

"Tribal law forbids Viashino fromentering the forbidden
zone. It says nothing about humans," Teferi said, and his
smle glinted in the dark space. "Besides, you pronised. The
nmet al wor ks have been running at full capacity for a year
now. |I'mwell overdue."

A laugh of resignation canme from Jhoira. She shook her
head, staring in amazenment at the handsone young man. "Yes,
Teferi, you are well overdue." She paused. The cl oud of
bygone days passed over her eyes. "You foll owed ne down
anot her passage like this, once.”

Teferi only smled.

"Some things never change."

So saying, she drew a dinmy gl owi ng powerstone from her
pocket and waved it in the cobwebbed crawl space before her
Taki ng a deep breath, she entered it.

Teferi followed closely behind. The space was tight, its
hei ght slightly shorter than Jhoira's thigh, its width
slightly thinner than Teferi's shoul ders. The effect was
cl austrophobi c. Instead of an actual crawl, the two
expl orers had to nmove forward with an i nch-worm noti on. Even
so, the shaft did not seeman air duct. The floor was too
solid, the walls were sided with noldings, and in places
along it, constricting the space further, dull-edged hooks
jutted fromthe walls.

Getting caught on one of these for a third tine, Jhoira
hal ted. She hal f-turned, panting, and let the dimglow of
her powerstone reach out through the passage ahead. The
wal l's, ceiling, and floor regressed to a gray-black square
of enptiness. A cool, dank breeze canme fromit.

"There's got to be a reason it is forbidden," Jhoira
whi spered, sending sibilant echoes both ways fromthem

"Yes, because whatever is in there is val uable,
preci ous-"

"Perhaps even deadly," Jhoira finished for him "It
occurs to ne that since this was your idea, you should have
been the one | eading."

Teferi didn't respond i nmedi ately. The sudden sil ence
made Jhoira nervous. She craned her neck to make out the
man. H s powerstone flickered, and wedges of |ight danced
wanl y about them

"Jhoira," he said at |ast, voice awed, "these hooks in
the wall. You know what they are?"

"Triggers for deadfalls,” she ventured wyly,
darts?"

"Lanps," Teferi said, answering his own question. "These
are | anp sconces. Look."

He lifted his powerstone toward the small curl of neta
jutting near the top of the wall. The stone pul sed brighter
as it rose, showing up a small, shiny parabola, and in front
of it, aclipin a sconce. Teferi positioned the gl ow ng
rock in the clip, and suddenly it flared.

The explorers fell back, shading their eyes. Bright
ri bbons of |ight coursed out around them Soon their eyes
adjusted to what had once seened a blinding glare, and they
saw the hallway clearly.

or poi son



That was what it was, a hallway nmade for creatures mnuch
shorter than the two humans. The floor was conposed of
venous marble, the walls of riveted nmetal, and at even
interval s al ong the passage, |antern sconces hung.

"Who was it made for? Viashino?" Jhoira wondered al oud.
"They'd have as much trouble as we are getting down this
passage. "

"Maybe the ancient Thran were little guys,’
specul at ed.

Jhoi ra shook her head. "Don't you renenber the stories
of Urza and Mshra finding the first ornithopter? Its seat
and controls were human sized. No, this nust have been
soneone el se. "

"You nean that someone other than the Thran built this
pl ace?"

"No," Jhoira responded, "I mean that the Thran built
this place for soneone else to run."

"A sl ave race?"

"Perhaps." Jhoira pivoted. "I see something ahead, off
to one side. It |looks like a doorway."

"Lead on, but be careful. Sonme of the Thran sl aves m ght
still be around." Teferi withdrew his powerstone fromthe
sconce, and i mediately the hall was plunged into darkness.
It took awhile for their light-acclimted eyes to adjust to
the murk.

Taki ng a deep breath, Jhoira inched forward until she
reached the doorway. It was a short opening and narrow. The
space beyond breathed hot, dry air past her. Cautiously, she
ext ended her power-stone into the sw nming bl ackness. It
showed up a set of ceram c pipes, conduits craw ing over
each other like the viscera of some great |eviathan. As her
eyes grew accustoned to the darkness, she could make out,
low in the tangle of tubes, a nunber of the greater pipes
glowing faintly with the heat of the |ava they carried.

Teferi crowded up beside her and confirned her thoughts.
"This is where those other channels enpty. They are nmeant to
power the machinery in the forbidden zone."

"We've accounted for only thirty percent of the |l ava
tubes. If the other seventy percent were used for these
ot her devices-"

"What woul d take that kind of power? Wat if it was
mut ageni ¢ research, the kind of thing Krrik's been doi ng?"
Teferi vol unt eer ed.

Jhoi ra was dubious. "I can't imagine using such thermc
power to create clone creatures. Krrik certainly doesn't
have that kind of power. Mitagenics cones nore from
tanmpering with the power of growi ng things. Remenber the
stories of Ashnod? Vats and chenicals and nuscul ar fusion-"

Teferi's reply was wondering. "You really listened to
all of Urza's |ectures?”

Pushi ng onward down the corridor, Jhoira said, "The
cool, dank air comes from ahead. There nust be a big room up
here.”

Craw ing, they came to a tight bend in the passage-a
kink, as Teferi called it. Beyond, the passage w dened and
di pped into a debouchnment with a pair of open doors. The
chill in the air was undeni abl e here. The rustle of clothes
slipped outward into silence before com ng echoing back at
t hem

Jhoi ra extended her arm powerstone held on her open

Teferi



pal m The |light was too feeble to show up anything. Even
with Teferi's glowing crystal alongside it, the space ate up

the |ight.

"Well," Jhoira specul ated, "either we venture blindly
forward-"

"To fall into some open pit or other-"

"-or we try to find another light sconce or two."

"Here's one," Teferi said, slipping his powerstone into
the bracket. As light |eapt blindingly outward, Jhoira
fitted her power-stone into a niche on the opposite side of
the room

The resulting glare filled the vast chanber, driving
shadows back beyond a vault of riveted ribs. Metal struts
and trusses lined the walls and ceiling, shot through by
nore tangles of pipe-work. The countless tubes-bristling
here and there with val ves and pressure gauges, punps and
rel ease val ves-entered the roomthrough walls and fl oor
snaked in withing piles of pipe across the chanber, and
converged on a great central mass encased in scaffolding
many stories high. To conpare the network of tubes to
vessel s surrounding a giant heart would be to vastly
underestimate the nunber of tangled channels. They fornmed a
veritable thicket, through which the central mechani sm was
hardl y distingui shabl e.

"What is it?" Teferi wondered, staggering to his feet
bef ore the massive machi ne.

Jhoira rose al so. "Maybe you were right about the
mut ageni ¢ experinents. "

"Let's go see."

Teferi brushed dirt fromhis coveralls and started
forward. He clanmbered over a dust-mantled manifold, noting
the smal | | adders and causeways that gave access to them
all.

Jhoira foll owed. Each footfall sent lint rolling up into
the air. "It looks like the forbidden zone has truly been
enpty for sone tinme."

"Unused, but not enpty," Teferi ventured, pointing to a
small, three-toed footprint on the far side of a cluster of
pi pes.

An adj acent channel held a three-fingered hand print.
More tracks |l ed away fromthe spot, into the |urking shadows
behi nd the main nmechani sm

"It's as though sonebody wat ched us approach and
scranbl ed away when we it the place."

A wary | ook crossed Jhoira's face. "We' ve seen enough to
make a meani ngful report to Urza."

Teferi ignored the inplication. "There's a porthole on
the side of the main machine. It's only ten paces farther."

Wthout waiting for her approval, the young man strode
onward. His footfalls obliterated the skittering tracks he
had di scovered. Jhoira fell in step behind him Shadows
deepened. The gl are was reduced to triangul ar bright spots
cast in kal ei doscope across the netal -plated bul k of the
mechani sm Teferi and Jhoira reached the porthole. Teferi
wi ped centuries of dust fromthe face of the gl ass.

A dagger of light stabbed through the porthole glass and
glinted across something within. The explorers crowded
toget her at the w ndow and gazed in.

"By the stones of Koilos!" Jhoira gasped.

That huge gemthe powerstone that had sundered at the



touch of Urza and Mshra, driven the two into their
fratricidal war, and opened the door to Phyrexia-could not
have been a larger, nore perfectly fornmed crystal than the
stone at the center of the dark chanber. Beside it,
glimering in their hundreds, were many nore gens, fist
sized and double that, all lying in a dark junble. If
charged, any one of them could have powered a dragon engi ne.
"That's why this place is forbidden," said Teferi with

awe. "It is a trove of powerstones.”
"Not a trove," Jhoira said. "This is a machine for
maki ng them" In the noment of that staggering realization

Jhoira made a second. She hissed, "Teferi, we aren't alone."

The two whirled to face a toothy wall of short spears,
thrust their way. Behind the savage shafts, small red eyes
squinted in wicked little faces. Light fromthe wall sconces
outlined the creatures' runpled brows, their pointed ears,
their wiry franes, and the obscene proliferation of bristly
hair fromears and nol es and shoul ders. "Goblins," Jhoira
sai d.

Teferi raised his hands to cast a spell, but a ragged
net fell over themboth, interrupting the enchantnent.

The net cinched tight. The wall sconces went dark. The
spears converged.

* * k* K %

They came from everywhere. They cane fromthe caves
where they had hidden fromthe Viashino patrols. They cane
fromcrevasses that sliced down into their underground
warrens. They cane even fromthe forbidden zones of the mana
rig itself.

Gobl i ns.

They came from everywhere, and they came in their
t housands. Many of the hip-high invaders were the red-scal ed
Destrou clan that inhabited the hillsides around. They bore
pol ear ms surnount ed by sharpened rami s horns, which curved
cl ose enough to their heads to | eave ragged cuts al ong the
creatures' shallow pates. Their | ong ears were pinned back-a
sign of all-out war-and their prom nent noses flared with
battl e how s.

O hers were gray-skinned Grabbit goblins, sonmewhat
smal l er than the Destrou but nastier in conbat due to their
tendency to bite with small, serrated, and invariably filthy
teeth. They al so enpl oyed body slans, wearing studded-
| eat her jerkins, breeches, and putties. Hurling thensel ves
screamng into battle, Gabbits swarned their victins,
biti ng and spinning, shredding with teeth, claws, and hunks
of metal, bone, and stone sewn into their clothes. They were
savage, relentless, and form dable foes-but they weren't
normal ly allies of the Destrou.

Nor were the third group of invaders, the silver-scaled
Tristou goblins. Tall and thin, Tristou occupied the distant
ridges of the caldera. Not normally a warlike race, Tristou
were bone-rolling oracles and goblin visionaries given to
week-1ong trances that yielded | engthy and largely
unintelligible predictions of doom Since the arrival of
Urza, Tristou prophets had foreseen an upcom ng war that
woul d unite the goblin tribes. It would be an all-out battle
agai nst the Viashino.

The day of that war was at hand.



The Viashino and their human allies had desecrated the
holy necropolis. Destrou sentries had captured two humans
peering into the genstone tonb. No goblin had | ooked upon
that sacred place in a century of centuries for fear he
woul d be struck dead by the ancestral spirits that dwelt in
the stones within. These two humans not only gazed into the
space but shone a light into it and hadn't even the courtesy
to drop dead.

The united tribes determ ned the violators would drop
dead- the violators and their Viashino allies. Wrd of the
atrocity spread like wildfire fromDestrou patrols in the
necropolis, to the Gabbit warrens that riddled the vol canic
hill sides around, through the steamtunnels and the guard
posts stationed at the head of the sulfur vents, and to the
di stant oracle caves of the Tristou. The wave of angry
whi spers crashed upon these far shores and then returned,
bearing on it a unified arnmy of thousands of goblins. They
bore torches and scourges, claw headed warhamers, notched
cl eavers, dart-tubes, acid bl adders, nets, daggers, teeth,
claws, and the will to use themin all-out war with their
nei ghbors.

They would fight to the death, and the two human
host ages they held would assure their victory.

* * k* K %

Urza had been working over his prototype Thran-netal man
when the alarmwent off. He | ooked up, genstone eyes
glinting in frustration. \Whenever Jhoira and Teferi were
of f-duty, the alarns were al nost continuous. Cosing his
eyes, Urza rubbed his tenmples. The sites were only nenta
projections, of course, but thus were all the nore
susceptible to psychosomatic ail ments such as muscul ar
tensi on and nervous spasns. He opened his eyes again. The
hal f - assenbl ed metal nan stared bl ankly back at him

It wasn't working. Thran netal grew. He had not
recogni zed that fact before. He had assuned only that
Jhoira's trinket necklaces were fashioned in various sizes.
Now he knew that the large |lizard pendants had grown from
smal | ones.

The pieces of the Thran-nmetal man were growing too. H s
chest plates were already grating agai nst each other and
bi ndi ng up the shoul der joints. Wrse, the clockwrk gears
ground together, breaking off cogs, bending shafts,
shattering flywheels. Even as Urza sat there, considering
the slowy deform ng mechani sm a great clang announced the
sudden catastrophic failure of a strut in the creature's
pel vis, and a groin plate slunped ignomni niously.

Urza sl ouched back in his seat, wondering how long this
alarmwoul d be allowed to blare. The nana rig was |like a
gi ant bucket, anplifying the clanmor until it was unbearable.
Around the ringing corners of his mnd, U za chased an
el usi ve thought... sonething about aligning growi ng parts
according to the geonetry of life, so that the pieces could
expand in concert rather than in opposition.... A sphere
shape or a three-dinmensional oval, with internal mechani sms
organi zed in nested shells, would allow for the growth of
each level and that of the whole. Even in the shrieking air,
he recogni zed the irony of designing a machine after the
pl an of Phyrexia with its nested planes. H s gaze strayed to



t he abandoned plans for the Thran-metal ship-it was ovoid.
Per haps he coul d use the concentric organizational plan to

structure ... to allow the Thran netal... organization wth
the ... make a grow ng-
"Enough-!" shouted Urza at the reeling ceiling.

The al arm was suddenly | ouder, jarring into the room
with a flung-back door. Urza whirled angrily, seeing the
silver man crouching in the too-small space.

"What is it?"

"Goblins. Goblins everywhere. Three tribes. The Viashino
are losing," Karn said in a rush

"That's it," Urza growl ed, standing and growi ng a war
cl oak about his shoul ders.

The stylus he had been holding grewinto a glimering
staff, and he strode ahead of the silver golem out the door
and toward the battle.

* * k* K %

The forge room was chaos. Viashino workers in their
| eat her coveralls fought side by side w th di shevel ed, human
students. Wenches and spanners fl ashed anong doubl e- bl aded
paortings, wist daggers, and dragon-headed throw ng axes.
The lizard men fought in ragged clusters, backed up against
the vast, glow ng furnaces they tended. Wth desperate jabs
and of f-bal ance swings, they held at bay the I oud, |apping
tide of goblins.

They were everywhere. Gray Grabbits swarmed at the
front. They hacked and gnawed at knees. Red-scal ed Destrou
crowded up behind their short conrades and swung ram horn
pol ear ms above their heads. Here and there hooks caught
lizard-man sl eeves or wattles and dragged the victins onto
the inpaling gray horns. Behind that Iine, a few silver-
skinned Tristou held the center of the floor and flung fire
and lightning into the defenders' ranks.

Vi ashino were falling. Already seventeen workers and
four warriors lay in pools of gray blood anmpbng the advanci ng
goblins. Grab-bits fed violently on these dead fornms. Two
nmore lizard warriors hung snol dering on the sides of
furnaces. They had been backed agai nst the sizzling netal,
and their skin adhered. A few flailing mnutes foll owed, and
then the cooked reptiles turned to coal. Two hunman students
al so had died, one inpaled on the end of a stolen paorting,
and the other beneath the toothy tide of Grabbits. The
remai ni ng defenders, outnunbered, ill-arned, and overheated,
| angui shed in the verge between fire and spear

Di ago Deerv brought a gapi ng wench down on the head of
a Grabbit before him It staved the beast's skull. He kicked
t he body among the mass of its conrades, giving them
somet hi ng besides himto eat.

"Where is Jhoira?" he gasped out to the workers around
him "She'd have an idea."

"An idea?" roared a nearby mechanic. A goblin torch
ramred agai nst his chest. The lizard nan reared back on his
tail and kicked the fire-w el ding nonster back anong his
fellows. The torch set another pair of G abbits aflane. "W
need an army, not an idea."

Di ago blinked at the burning Grabbits. "Sometines an
idea's worth an arny." He whirled, pulled a forge pole from
its rack beside him and slipped its hooked end into a |arge



latch on the side of the forge

"What are you doing? We're fighting goblins, not
forges."

"Cet back!" Diago shouted forcefully.

Hi s conrades fell back, and in the next noment he flung
open a slag gate in the side of the forge. Qut poured a
river of nolten netal, spilling across the goblin hordes.
Even the heedl ess and sensel ess Grabbits retreated fromthe
blistering flood. Many weren't qui ck enough, swept under the
tide and exploding as every liquid in their bodies turned
instantly to gas. These small blasts sent red-hot spatters
of metal out to burn other goblins.

Panting behind the flood, Di ago gasped out, "G ves us a
nonent to breathe.”

The warrior beside himwas prickly, his scales jutting
out all across his body. "1'd rather die by spear than by
fire. "

Di ago | ooked up, toward the wi de stairway that |ed down
into the forge room "Maybe we won't have to die at all."

Anot her tide rolled down the stairs-Viashino warriors,
fully armed and arnored, their paortings gleaming in a
thi cket as they waded into battle. Above the tide of
warriors, another figure cane, floating above the floor and
enbl azoned with fiery light. Urza Planeswal ker drifted down,
a second sun above his army. Fromhis fingertips, bolts of
power | anced outward. Were the red crazings struck, goblin
bodies flipped up into the air. They tunbled |ike charred
toys before clattering to the ground.

The straggling defenders |let out a cheer

Urza hovered into the center of the forge room He
lifted his hands together overhead. A white |ight awoke
between his fingers. It shone across metal struts and

trusses that hadn't been illunminated in nillennia and then
swept out in stunning waves. Rings of illuni nation noved
over the gathered nonsters, stilling themin the mdst of
battle. Upraised cleavers did not fall, frozen in air.

Scourges foll owed one | ast course before going linp in the
hands of their wielders. The nagical staves of the Tristou
flared and becane rods of fire before fizzling away into
sifting ash. In his last | abor before the stilling waves of
magi c lay hold of him Diago hauled hard on his hooked
staff, drawing the slag sluice closed and stopping the flood
of netal

Next noment, even the war cries died away. Al eyes
turned to the floating figure

Urza shouted over the throng. His voice was guttural, a
collection of grow s and harsh barks. The words, nonsensica
to humans, made sense to the goblins and their ancient
l'izard foes.

"Surrender, all goblinkind. Throw down your weapons or
face i nmedi ate destruction.”

He made a sign, and three goblin figures-taller and nore
el aborately mantled than their fellows-rose into the air.
The three chieftains kicked in struggle against the
invisible claws that gripped them They drifted toward the
i mperious figure.

Bel ow t hem anong the goblin rank and file, nervel ess
cl aws opened, letting cleavers and axes fall to the floor
Grabbits withdrew, bl oody nouthed, from corpses. Destrou
dropped to one knee in sign of surrender. Tristou stood,



spells forgotten on quivering lips. Even as they did, the
paci fyi ng waves of white energy gently cycl ed anong them

"I will speak with your chiefs about terns of
surrender,” U za announced to the room

He made a final gesture, bringing the floating creatures
to a stop before him They hung unconfortably in the air,
their robes of state trailing in bloody tatters.

Urza exani ned them Hi s uncanny eyes rested on each in
turn. The Tristou chief was a wi zened old creature, his eyes
| arge and sol emm behind a nose as withered and dark as a
date. Hi s robes were once fine-mdnight blue with silver
pi pi ng, though a scorch mark showed where his staff had
bl azed away. One cl aw had been burned brutally. Beside him
the chieftain of the Destrou was a warrior female, clad in
gray |l eather arnor fromwhich taut red arnms and | egs
protruded. She wore the scow of bitter undefeat and kept
her eyes lifted defiantly in the presence of her foe. The
third chieftain was a mad inp, its small body wapped in
bl oodi ed arnmor studded in teeth and netal shards. It fought
angrily against its captivity.

"I amthe lord of this rig,"'
gobl i n tongue.

"You and your folk will w thdraw. None of you will be
left within five mles."”

"These are our ancestral honel ands,
silvery Tristou.

"You were pernitted to live here until you attacked,"
Urza pointed out. "You have brought about your own exile."

"Qur attack was provoked," the Destrou warrior chief
said. "Two of your lieutenants desecrated our sacred
necropolis."

"That does not matter," Urza said dismssively. "You
have been utterly defeated. Wthdraw fromthis facility and
the Iands around, or I will slay every last one of you who
remai ns. "

"W hold these |ieutenants captive," the Destrou
continued. "We hold themin a death cage. It is linked to
me. At a nonent's notice, | can nake the cage collapse with
theminside, killing theminstantly. If | die, they die."

Urza studied the warrior wonan. "You are lying."

"Their names are Jhoira and Teferi," the warrior chief
replied.

Urza began a response, but the words junbled on his
tongue, and he quieted. He breathed, perhaps for the first
time since entering the forge room

"Take me to them | nust see they are alive."

"No," the Destrou chief replied. A file-toothed snile
spread across her face. The tables had turned, and she
savored the shift. "But you may speak with them" She nodded
to the Tristou oracle, who used his charred claw to draw a
black circle in the air.

Noi ses canme fromthe circle-the jabber of goblins, the
crackle of a fire, the shift of m dnight w nds.

"Teferi, Jhoira," U za called, "can you hear ne?"

A shifting sound cane, and the clang of nmetal. "Wo is
it?" came a woman's voice."

"It is Uza. \Were are you?"

"We don't know. A dark cavern. They have us in a strange
cage."

"I's Teferi with you?"

Urza said in forcefu

obj ected the



The young man's voi ce answered, "Yes."

Urza's features darkened. "What is this they tell ne
about you desecrating their sacred necropolis?"

Teferi sighed. "W went into the forbidden zones. That
nmust be what they nean."

Urza turned to the silvery oracle. "Your sacred
necropolis is within the rig?"

"It is sacred to our ancestors. They dwelt in it, long
before the lizard nen," responded the Tristou with a twitch
of his prune nose. "They dwelt in it with the old nasters.”

Bef ore Urza could respond, Teferi offered, "It | ooked
like it was designed for them Everything is goblin sized-
corridors and | adders and consol es. Viashino couldn't have
operated or nmaintained any of the nachi nes we saw. "

The silvery oracle blinked placidly back at Urza.

"Are you saying your ancestors served the Thran?" Urza
asked in hushed tones.

"There's nmore," Jhoira interrupted. "That sector of the
rig-the largest sector-is devoted to naking powerstones.”

The pl aneswal ker, despite hinself, turned white.

The oracle spoke into the followi ng silence: "Now, do we
surrender to you, or do you surrender to us?"

Monol ogue

Urza arrived today with strange and marvel ous news. He
has just brokered a peace accord between five races.

Yes, Urza Pl aneswal ker-defiler of Argoth, scourge of
Terisiare, bane of Serra's Realm destroyer of Tolaria, he
whose nane has becone synonynmous with nad and savage war -
Urza has brokered peace. Viashino, Tristou, Destrou
G abbit, and human now work hand in claw wi thin the mana
rig. To make matters nore incredible, the two human
pri soners of war caught desecrating the sacred necropolis of
t he goblins have been set in charge of returning the goblins
to their ancient honmelands in the rig and training them once
again to run the machinery there. And, nost incredible of
all, what Jhoira, Teferi, and their goblin hordes will be
produci ng are powerstones- |arge and perfectly engi neered
for whatever task Urza wi shes.

He seemed nmad again, relating all these things to me. He
seened as delighted as if he had just finished designing
some vast, inprobable, and powerful nachine. In a way,
that's what he has just done.

| was sad to report less stellar results for my own
efforts. Krrik's negators are growi ng nore powerful by the
week. Qur |aboratories can hardly keep up with the old
designs. New versions of our runners are still nonths away
fromtheir initial trials. The spells we have marshal ed have
succeeded i n bl ocki ng what ever sunmoned creatures and
artifacts the Phyrexi an mages have conjured, but we cannot
keep up with their studies. | sense a final conflict com ng
Even if Krrik's forces do not overrun us soon, we wll
depl ete our resources and workforce. Wether they win in a
monent or in a mllion noments, they will wn.

It was with this assessment that | pleaded for Uza to
return and bring Jhoira and Teferi with him He shrugged off
t he request, saying he had conplete trust in me. He rem nded
me of the beacon, saying | could call on himat a nonment's
notice, and that was the end of it. He couldn't wait to
return to his mana rig and the marvel ous machines it would
pr oduce.



| cannot hel p feeling abandoned. Urza has | earned much,
i ndeed-he no | onger forgets his past obligations, only
i gnores them

- Barrin, Mage Master of Tolaria

Chapter 15

"This is our salvation," U za said.
He addressed the sanme group of scholars-Jhoira, Teferi

and Karn at the head of the group-in the same study where he
had first presented the design. The plans hangi ng behind the
paci ng master, however, were conpletely rethought. Thran
metal was used only in key places. The rest of the structure
was wooden.

"I't will be capable of faster-than-sound travel, wll be
able to planeshift, will be fitted out with powerful
of f ensi ve weapons, and is designed to bear its crewinto the
nost hostile Phyrexian environments. It will be the ultimte

stri ke weapon, arrayed to penetrate the eneny's defenses and
destroy the heart of their attack."

Urza paused, as if waiting for Jhoira's objections. She
coughed di screetly in her hand but offered no conment.

"One of the key changes to this design, you will notice,
is its wooden hull. Gven the properties of Thran netal -
specifically its tendency to grow | have determined that it
is best used in conjunction with living materials, in this
case wood-a specific kind of wood." Urza set down the
poi nter he had been using. "G ven the excellent progress you
have nade in the new alliance, | feel the time is right for
me to take a brief absence to secure the wooden conponents.”

The once-silent crowd was suddenly on its feet, protests
comng fromthemall.

"What are you tal ki ng about-"

"-bring us to this inferno and then | eave-"

"-how are we supposed to keep themfromkilling each
ot her-"

Jhoira's voice rose above the others. "-only reason the
accord has worked as well as it has is because you are here,
t he everpresent and incal cul able foe."

"Let themthink | amstill here then," Uza said. "If
you want, | can even arrange a few illusory appearances
during ny absence. |'m speaking of only a few days away."

That assurance qui eted nmuch of the objection. Jhoira was
still dubious, "What if it is |onger?"

Urza seened to consider, his eyes tw nkling, and then he
gave a small shrug. "You will rmanage. You al ways have. In
the neantime, | have sone new specifications for Thran-neta
castings-the fittings for the ship. I want you to get
started on them Also, | have these specifications for the
size and shape of the powerstone | need for the ship's
engi nes. Jhoira, | want you and Teferi personally to oversee
its creation.”

* * k* K %

Urza descended into the heart of a dense jungle, into
the heart of an ancient dream

It was called Yavimaya. Its ancient trees reached three
t housand feet into the sky and three thousand feet into the



ground, and three thousand years into the past. Just beneath
Uza's feet-shod in gold-gilt sandals, suitable to his role
as anbassador for all Dom naria-spread the tunbl ed | andscape
of treetops. Milti headed crowns nodded sagely in the high

wi nds. Anong their shifting fornms, giant |inbs tw sted, as

| arge and brown as whol e hillsides el sewhere.

In the hollows of some of the nassive boughs, clear
waters gleaned in wide and twisting | akes, thirty feet deep
above snoot h-skinned bark. Daily rains filled these raised
| akes. Their verges hung with shaggy curtains of npbss, and
el ven settlenents crouched at their edges. Waterfalls
cascaded fromthe | akes, down bows or enpty air into the
dar ksonme forest bel ow.

Urza did not stop anobng the elven fol k. He sought none
of the forest's inhabitants individually but all of them
collectively. He sought the spirit of the forest itself-
Yavi maya.

In places, a magnificent tree had succunbed at last to
the colonies of wornms and ternmites that riddled its city-
sized trunk, or to the rot of deep roots in |lightless slineg,
or to the inplacable tine clock within it, and had fallen
Many dead gi ants | eaned agai nst their neighbors, forning
vast decaying ranps down into the rmurk. On such sl opes,
whol e new ecol ogi es of undergrowt h and grazi ng beast and
sharp-eyed hunter grew up. Qther trees, the titanic ones
that could not be held aloft in their creaking plunmet
toward ground, opened vast pits in the forest canopy, giving
vi ew down t housands of feet, past the nounded and rangy bul k
of the world trees to the tangle of roots at their base.

Urza entered one of these enpty shafts now. He wat ched
in appreciation as the huge sprawl of tree sunmits rose to
close out the sky. Only a |l arge, ragged hol e remai ned
overhead. All around him single-tree forests shivered
bri ght green against the blue sky and its scrolling clouds.
The hi gh brakes of branch and bl oom gave way to | ower ranks
of coiling vine and draping lichen. They in time surrendered
to dark, cold, plunging depths, reached only by manifold
waterfalls and the ever-di mer sunlight. The air turned
cold, wet, and biting.

Urza fornmed a thick, woolen cloak atop his silken robes
of state. The fabrics fanned out on the cool w nd, making
hi m seem sonme great bl ack spider descending an invisible
t hr ead.

In time, his genstone eyes adjusted to the nmurk. He saw
whol e new worl ds around him The curved boughs were
i nhabited. G ant antlike creatures swarmed bl ackly over a
knot in one of the ancient trees. The rotten center of the
knot fornmed a great archway that gave into an enornous
interior chanber. As Urza slid downward, he peered past
guard ants poised at the brink of their colony and saw into
the teem ng bl ackness inside. There hunks of fruit and
severed segnents of |eaf and dead carcasses of tree goats
were borne along in caravans to inner storage pl aces.

Transl ucent white larvae lay in careful nests tended by
tirel ess workers. A queen, who was the size of a parade of
el ephants, |aboriously dragged her nmoving bul k, leaving a
trail of wet globs in her wake. Just bel ow the col ony,

pl acid herds of |ong-horned cattle grazed on terraces of
bark. These beasts were tended by the ant creatures as

t hough they were nere aphids in a garden



A sheer drop lay beneath the cattle fields. A few
hundred feet farther down, giant cobwebs clung. They held
roll ed white pouches-sonme vaguely cow shaped, others ant-
shaped, and still nmore with human or elven form Urza was
careful to steer clear of the sticky strands of web in his
course toward the bottom

VWerever life could cling, it did. Villages of elves
dwelt on shall ow swoops of tree bark. Forest sprites |ived
i n spangl ed beauty anong the deep dew fields. Dryads peered
out distrustfully at himfromfolds of bark, and nai ads
glared fromthe silvery cascades that dropped from aeri al
| akes. Tree goats bounded up the sheer faces of the tree
bol es. Bl ack-and gol d- ski nned cats stal ked anmong fiel ds of
noss. Beneath it all, on the tangled roots at the base of
the trees, druids appeared once in a while. They stared up
at Urza in fierce resistance before disappearing beneath the
ground.

He gazed down at the root cluster. As vast as the boughs
above, the roots of the trees clinbed over each other in a
muscul ar junble. In places, the tightly |laced structures
hel d dark pools of water or small banks of new tree grow h.
Where the roots did not connect, though, were triangul ar
wel I s of darkness. During mllennia of growmh, the trees had
depleted all the earth beneath them drawing it up their
bol es. The result was a vast enptiness under the root
cluster, broken only by nmore waterfalls and fat taproots. At
the distant base of this nurk, waters toiled in perpetua
darkness. This was the realmof the forest druids,
crisscrossed by thousands of causeways, stairs, and cave
passages.

They would put up a fierce resistance to any program
Urza m ght suggest. They woul d know of Argot h.

As Urza settled his gold-gilded feet on the root bulb of
a massive tree, a sudden dread rose through him This place
was uncannily like Argoth. Its elves descended fromthose
who had fled the forest he and M shra had destroyed. There
were ghosts here, the ghosts of Urza's past, but he had not
cone to conmune with ghosts. He had conme to discover the
future.

Uza lifted his hands in invocation. "I am Urza
Pl aneswal ker. | have come for an audience with Yavi maya. W
nmust di scuss the conming war. | wish to ally myself with you.

W nust confer upon the fate of our world."

* * k* K %

Mul t ani had known the invader even before he spoke his
nane. The forest recogni zed the nonster nuch as a body
recogni zes a contagion it had once suffered.

Defiler of Argoth, Destroyer of Elves, Terror's Tw n,
the End Man, Sl ayer of the People of the Wrld-U za
Pl aneswal ker .

Even as the man descended through the foliage of the
upper forest, Miultani surged up the bole of a great
magni goth tree. He gathered hinmself in nmyriad surges of sap
and pul ses of green wood. Fromthe roots of that ancient
colossus to its spreading crown thousands of feet above, the
magni goth canme to exquisite life. The soul of the forest
qui ckened every twig and leaf and tendril. Miltani could
have fl exed the nassive roots like the tentacles of a squid



and marched the enornous tree through Yavi naya. He coul d
have reached out with any of the magnigoth's hundred

t housand boughs and snatched Urza and crushed him He could
have slain the man ten thousand tinmes, in clouds of nold
dust or swarns of arboreal spiders or |ashing storns of
boughs, but he did not, not yet.

This man was no nmere man. He had become a power since
Argoth. He had drawn the nmight of the land into himand was
perhaps a match for Miultani and Yavi maya. He had becone a
pl anes-wal ker and could wi nk into and out of existence with
a thought. It would take a careful trap to capture this one.
It would take all the nesnerizing force of the forest's m nd
to drive fromthe pl anes-wal ker any thought of escape. Only
then could he could be contained. Only then would Argoth
have its vengeance.

Until then, though, Miltani woul d seduce the
pl aneswal ker into a trap. He watched patiently, follow ng
Urza down the trunk of the great tree. He would marshal the
m ght of Yavinmaya and | ead Urza into doom just as surely as
Urza had led Argoth into doom

A pang jagged through Miultani. The man was calling on
the and. He was summoning its power as he had back in
Argoth. He was daring to conpel the forest he said he had
cone to consult.

Multani sifted all the faster downward, hurrying to
reach the spot where the man stood. No matter how many
creatures Urza summoned, this was Multani's forest. He would
take them back, free them fromthe bidding of the Defiler

To treat with Yavimaya, Miltani thought bitterly, you
nmust treat with ne.

Urza had finished his invocation, but the forest had not
answered. He stood for sonme tinme, letting the verdant air
sift over and around him He could wait, of course. The
forest knew he was here, sensed his power as assuredly as he
sensed its, but Urza was never content to wait. He al ways
felt better if he could tinker.

He reached into his vast reserves of sorcery and
summoned forth a swarm of sprites.

A flowi ng cloud of gold and silver cleaved fromthe
treet ops hi gh overhead and danced down on the breezes toward
him Urza watched in silent amazenment. Though the cloud was
still a thousand feet above, his genstone eyes nmade out the
tiny darting creatures within it. Wnged and delicate, the
sprites approached, a high song in their tiny throats. The
nmel ody ranged hypnotically through nmany tonal structures,
si nuous and ineffable. Soon U za could nake out words in the
song.

Return anong us, child of ages.
Sing the reconciling song

And burn the pages where | ong
The sages condemmed t hee.

Sing, forgetful, sing

O mld, regretful things

Before the forest's noddi ng head.
Let dead bury dead and then
Arise to sing again.

The words plucked strangely at Urza's mind. He
renmenbered those voices, small and chi neli ke agai nst the



waterfall roar of wind in the | eaves, renenbered sprites
fighting anmong drui ds and el ven archers, their voices raised
then in fury and condemati on. These creatures sang,

i nstead, of reconciliation. They sang as though they were

m ni ature Barrins.

Del i ghted, Urza noved to cast a second summoni ng spell
The sorcery was never conpleted. Already the forest
responded. New anbassadors arose.

To the convolute roll of the gnat song cane al so a sl ow,
| ow, gul ping sound. It came from anong the roots of the
oriatorpic trees-shadow gnones within their barrows. Their
tones nade a basso counterpoint to the whistle-high nelody.

O nations, rise into the dawning |ight
VWere, bright, our generations'

hope has cone.

Speak, O dunmb, and dance,

O | ane, the night

O bl ame advances round to sun

And norni ng comes agai n.

Urza stood in the mdst of the swelling chords, daring
to hope that this ancient forest had grown up outside of the
pall cast by Argoth's death. Perhaps short-lived sprites and
gnonmes woul d sinply not renenber that tine. The fol k who
woul d not forget, could never forget, would be the elves.
Urza needed to know their m nd.

As though summoned, they cane-elves of the high forest.
They came from behind every tree, fromw thin every fold of
root upon root. Their eyes were bright and wi de in the gray
twilight of the place and gl owed, |uninous and green. They
cane, singing too, their voices at |last providing the main
body of the chantlike round of the other creatures:

Hel l o, Urza, we know of you

From dark times past that nearly slew

Us, every nmother's son, and tore

Qur bodies linb fromlinb.

That war Was hateful, true, but now we live
In peace and heal th.

We wi sh to give You all you ask, to save
Qur world from such a grave

As once you dug that terrible day.

The three groups of singers converged around Urza.
Sprites danced in gl ow ng daisy chains in the air around
hi m Shadow gnonmes scuttled fromtheir burrows to crouch
i ke toads upon the noss beds. Elves treaded with
preternaturally light footfalls anmong the roots. U za
listened to their singing-his mnd could hear each strain
separately and all of themtogether. H's foot lightly tapped
the root ball where he stood.

He heard anot her voice, a deep runble nore massive and
hol | ow and mournful than even Karn's. The sound cane from
all around, as though the air itself spoke. The clammy
breath of it, though, cane from behind Urza. He pivoted,
seeing only a vast wound in the base of the tree. The gouge
was three times his height. Bark had struggled hard to cl ose
over the gash. Geat rolled lips of wood still strained to
cone together. Next nonment, those same bark |ips drew apart,



and smaller rents in the side of the tree opened above.
Knots rolled beneath. The wound spoke:

"Wl come, Urza Pl aneswal ker. W& are Multani, spirit of
Yavi maya." The face in the wood was utterly mournful, the
mask of tragedy with only shadows for eyes. "W renmenber
you. "

The pl aneswal ker bowed his head and actually dropped to
one knee on the root cluster. "Forgive ne. What | did three
mllennia ago, | did to save Dom naria from hi deous
i nvaders. "

"To Argoth, you and your brother were the hideous
i nvaders," replied the voice, haunting as a chorus of the
dead.

"I had to sacrifice Argoth or sacrifice the whole
world," said Urza, alnmost pleading. "I did not doubt Titania
of Argoth woul d have nmade the same choice were she strong
enough to."

"Titani a had been strong enough before they were
despoiled,"” the tree spirit replied.

"As | said before, forgive ne-"

"W are not Titania. We are not Argoth. W are Miltan
of Yavi maya. We have wel coned you," the voice said, and the
| aggi ng chorus of sprites, gnones, and el ves resuned.

The nel ody coursed, coy and yet sonehow cl oyi ng, through
Urza, like the dank wind nmoving through his robes. There was
a wld geonetry to the tones as they twisted in and out of
each other. The notes trickled upon U za. Waves of sound |ay
besi de waves of energy, nudging theminto their pattern. He
closed his eyes a nonent, struggling to assenble a response
to Multani. Whenever a pair of words connected in his mnd
t hough, they were soaked apart by the gentle nudge of the
song.

"W woul d speak to you at length of this coning
i nvasi on. "

Urza nodded, his eyes opening. He was slightly startled
to realize he was standing. Wien had he risen to his feet?
The question nelted away on the pul sing song. Such matters
were uninportant. There were allies here. There was nusic.
For the first tine since his ascension, U za felt true joy.
The shar p-edged box of his intellect softened into a warm
hazy buzz, Iike a swarm of bees-or a swarm of sprites.

"W would first treat you to a festival dinner to
cel ebrate our newfound association."”

Yes, thought Urza, | am hungry.

There was sonething wong with that thought, sonething
Urza could not quite identify. He couldn't renenber the | ast
time he had eaten. O course he was hungry. If the forest's
fare was as sunptuous as its music, he would eat hinself
sick. Surely there would be wine, and other delights to the
appetites. Urza woul d i ndul ge them all

There was sonething wong with that thought too. The
naggi ng obj ecti ons bubbl ed up, drowned, through the flood of
nusi c:

Return anong us, child of ages.
Sing the reconciling song

And burn the pages where | ong
The sages condemmed t hee.

Sing, forgetful, sing

O mld, regretful things



Before the forest's noddi ng head.
Let dead bury thensel ves in dead
Sing, forgetful, sing.

VWhen had he begun to sing? When had he ever not sung?
Urza's voice, deep and resonant in the edifice of sound,
noved anong the smiling tones of the sprites and gnonmes and
el ves. The nouth of the tree opened wi de. The conpany of
fairy folk guided Uza forward. He paced, solem and happy,
into the yawni ng space and down the throat of the enornous
tree. There would be a feast in these deeps. There woul d be
nmore nusic and lights and festival

Except that all of it was behind himnow Darkness and
wood and the irresistible power of Yavimaya pul sed in the
very heart of the gigantic tree. Then, these things were al
around. The nouth spoke one last tine.

"W woul d speak to you at |ength, also, of the |ast
invasion.” Wth that, the tree's nouth closed. Its throat as
well. Urza, caught in wood and the thick darkness, wondered
dimMy where he was, and how he was, and who he was. He woul d
be able to think, were it not for all the pervading m nd of
the forest, curing himlike cedar snmoke, changi ng him
preserving himin place.

But not preserving him Urza felt his body dissolving
away into wood. His fingers were the first to go, each
burning with incandescent agony. Hi s every nerve sizzled
beneath the skin. Hi s bones turned to chal k and rubbed away
in the sooty gnawi ng of the heart-wood around him Hi s
fingers and toes, harvested slowy by the massive tree,
turned into mere mnerals.

"When Harbin, son of Urza Pl aneswal ker, | anded upon
Argoth, he sought a green linb to replace a spar on his
flying machine. In its nmercy, the forest showed hima fallen
linb that perfectly suited his needs. In repaynent, the nan
returned to the heart of Argive to bring back arm es of
ravagers to harvest the forest. Men and nachines felled
ancient trees, slew druids, hunted creatures into
extinction, pillaged, burned, raped, destroyed, all to the
glory of Uza and his brother Mshra. Slowy, they ate away
at Argoth, killing Titania, her spirit."

The words were needl ess. U za had becone Titania. Hi s
body had becone a vast forest. He felt in every tissue of
his being the destroying, despoiling work of his own armes.
M nute creatures invaded his body and, note by note, turned
himinto mere mnerals, nmere resources.

Urza woul d have screaned, but he was no | onger Urza. He
woul d have pl aneswal ked fromthe spot, but that would nean
| eaving his body, the forest, behind. He could only hang
there, encased in wood, and endure.

Monol ogue

Uza is arriving in Yavinmaya even as | wite this.
know the forest's position, as unreachable and forbidding as
Shiv. He hopes to return in tw days' tine. Knowi ng Urza's
sense of time-and guessing about the reception Yavinmaya wl|
have for himlI'll give hima week before | become unsettl ed.

This could well be the pivotal point for Urza. He has
shown he is capabl e of building human alliances, and nore
than that-building coalitions anong nmany races. Perhaps by
creating an alliance with Yavi maya, he can make anends for
Argoth. Perhaps no amount of penance coul d ever make anends



for such atrocity.

We have our own atrocities under way in Tolaria. Just
today | led a charge of scorpions agai nst Phyrexian
entrenchments at the border of Slate Waters. G ven the
physi ol ogy of my mechani cal forces, a pincer novenent
natural ly suggested itself. W flanked the main body of
Phyrexians left and right and trapped themin their
trenches. They were caught between us and the tenpora
curtain. | sent scorpion units flooding into their dens.
Meanwhile, | drove a wall of w nd down the mddle. Flushed
fromcover, the beasts fell back into the tine curtain at
the edge of that charred swanp. | ordered a charge. W
hurled theminto the rift.

That passage woul d have killed any human. 1t did little
nore than further jangle these fiends. Even so, the extrene
slow time of Slate Waters halted the Phyrexians in a thick

wall. | ordered the scorpions to fire. Quarrels stornmed out
inakilling gale. The front |line of Phyrexians was nearly
sawed in half. They were spewing glistening oil in a cloud

before them by the tine a human contingent arrived to
rei nforce us.

One young wonan tore a hunk of cloth from beneath her
arnmor coat and doused it with oil froma fallen scorpion

She stuck the cloth on a spent quarrel, ignited it, and
hurled the thing into the gap. It entered the spray of
glistening oil. A dull orange glow spread fromthe spot. The

fiery quarrel hung strangely in the air as slow flane rolled
laterally out along the Phyrexian |lines.

We stopped firing. W stood, staring in a mxture of
exul tation and dread. Languid tendrils of flane coiled out
around fiendish arns and | egs. W watched as our foes
ignited. The cheer that canme fromus when hair and carapace
were limed in flame devolved quickly to a groan. Eyeballs
ruptured fromthe heat. Linbs were blasted away. The deep
horrid roar of dying nonsters struck us.

"Back!" 1 yelled.

Even | was cenented in place when the blaze went
critical. Wite hot, the flash was blinding. W fell back
then by instinct alone. Cutching our eyes, we clanbered
over stalled scorpions and mired dead to escape the comni ng
bl aze. When the blast at |ast emerged from Sl ate Waters,
nost of us were half a mile into the forest. Even so, it
flung us to our faces and, like the warriors on Argoth of
old, we could only pray the sun-bright blast would soneday
end.

It will be another Argoth, this conflict. The Phyrexians
press us day and night. Their nunbers grow greater wi th each

sally. Their magical mght will soon be the equal of nine
The students are weary of fighting, and though |I have
enpl oyed ny nost awe-inspiring battle spells, | amnot a

charismatic | eader. Jhoira and Teferi were better suited for
that. Urza, despite all his inhumanity, perhaps |eads best
of all.
- Barrin, Mage Master of Tolaria
Chapter 16

Jhoira stood on the lofted control platformat the nexus
of the mana rig. To one side of her stood Teferi and to the



ot her, Karn.

Teferi watched over his workers-the goblin hordes that
tended the crystal -manufacturing wing of the factory. It had
been nearly two years since the Viashino-goblin war had
concl uded, and the forbidden zones were now fully
functional. Each of the three clans of goblin-the silvery
Tristou, the red Destrou, and even the irrepressible gray
Grabbits-had aided in the cleaning and repair of the
facility. In doing so, they had risen to their individua
levels of ability. Chieftain d osstongue Crackcrest of the
Tristou had becone the noninal |eader of the three clans,
but a certain manic G abbit machi ni st had won over the
masses with his antics, his nonsensical but volatile
speeches, and his instinctive and i ncessant gl ad-handi ng.
Though al |l decisions were made by Chief Crackcrest, they had
to be approved by Machinist Terd.

The gray creature even now clinbed to the observation
post. He scranbled up a | adder engi neered for goblins
consi derably | arger than he. His nmuch-spattered coveralls
jangled with small shiny tools that no one had ever seen the
goblin use-bits of nmetal Terd wore like talismans or awards.
Despite his inability to performactual work, the creature
was in constant notion. H s eyebrows-great knotted tufts of
hair that were even nore prominent than his prom nent nose-
were raining sweat down on his knobby chin. As he grabbed
the rails of the control platformand pulled hinself up
besi de Teferi, Terd gave a bright, sharp-toothed smile. It
was one of his proudest features. A goblin with a full set
of teeth was a rarity. One with white teeth was a nessenger
fromthe gods.

Terd kowt owed obscenely, tipping a little rag of felt
that he considered a hat. "The rock thingies all ready."
Terd's reports were no nore explicit than his speeches.
Interpreting themtypically took a tedious ganme of charades.

Teferi gave a |long-suffering sigh. "The ore conveyers?"

Terd shook his head with such abruptness that an
unbrel l a of sweat unfolded fromhimonto all those around.

"The crystal presses?" Teferi guessed.

Terd pursed his scabby lips in thought and then whipped
his head as though he were trying to rend the suggestion
with his teeth.

"The Thran-netal nol ds?"

Ecstatic, Terd touched a withered finger to his nose.
"Yes, yes. We make rocks today? Yes?"

Teferi shook his head. "Not until the ore conveyers and
crystal presses are ready."

"You nmake Terd a pretty big rock."

"Yes," Teferi assured.

It had been one of the incentives provided the goblin
wor kers that, once a nmonth, when the rig was in operation
each woul d receive a small crystal-in fact only a cast-off
shard froma cut stone. Even if a goblin had happened to get
hold of a | arger stone, none of the crystals fromthe rig
woul d be inmbued with power until it was charged with mana.
Even the small est of stones would permanently drain the mana
froma large tract of land. To power a stone the size of the
one Urza had designed for his flying ship would require the
mana destruction of a whole world.

"Terd use his stone to be big magic man. Terd becone big
ki ng of goblins."



"Yes," Teferi humpored, "and that will be a bright day
for us all."

"Tend go tell goblin scum'Wrk faster! Wrk faster!'’
Then he be king sooner." "Go do that."

Even as the irascible little fellow scuttled away down
t he | adder and shouted commands to his kinsmen, a very
different liaison officer clinbed the opposite | adder. Di ago
Deerv had proven hinself a capable and | evel -headed |izard
man in regearing the Thran forges. Now with the ancient
eneny of the Viashino occupying half of the rig, it was only
creatures such as Diago and Bey Fire Eye hinmself that kept
the creatures fromall-out revolt-Di ago, the bey, and
Jhoira's continual rem nders that Urza would return any day.

Jhoira was not the official nanager of the Thran forges.
That job fell to Karn, the very creature who was pronised to
the lizard men in paynment for their |abors.

Diago rose to his full height on the platformhe had
grown in the last four years-and | ooked Karn directly in the
eye. "We've finished the castings Master Ml zra requested.
W ask that you come to approve them™

Karn nodded. "I amwaiting for a report fromthe I ava
batteries. Then |I can cone with you."

Di ago took a deep breath and spoke with a strained
voice. "Wth the conpletion of these castings, we have
fulfilled the terns of our agreenment. W ask for paynent of
the price owed us."

Bef ore Karn could answer, Jhoira interrupted, "Actually,
we have still not successfully created a Thran-netal man."
She gl anced warily between reptile eyes and silver ones.
"Those were the ternms of our agreenent."

"You' ve abandoned that project," D ago objected.

"Actually, no," Jhoira said quickly. "W have a new
design, one that takes into account the netal's growth
patterns."

"May | see these plans?" Diago asked.

"Tormorrow, " Jhoira said. "I will provide themto you
tomorrow. We can begin our castings then."

Di ago wore a suspi ci ous expression. "And once these new
machi nes are cast-"

"Yes," Jhoira said, "then you will have your price. You
will have the silver man."

Di ago bowed | ow and backed down the | adder

Jhoira, Karn, and Teferi traded sober |ooks.

"You don't have any new plans, do you?" Teferi asked.

Jhoira shrugged. "I have old plans-for Tol arian runners.
"Il nmodify themtonight, taking into account Urza's
nesting-doll pattern of construction. It'll hold them off

awhile nore. It may even prove a useful fighter for the
Phyrexi an wars."

That mention brought all of their thoughts around to
Barrin and besi eged Tol ari a.

Jhoira spoke for themall. "I hope Urza returns soon."

Every axe-blow that struck the trees of Argoth bit into
the man's linbs. Every fire that mantled his magnigoth trees
flared through his veins. Every killing blast and grating
| andsl i de enervated hi m

Urza was on the island. Urza and M shra. Their nanes
were plague and famine, fire and flood. From opposite ends
of the land they tore at each other. They converged, and
what ever stood between them was destroyed by their fury.



The man in the wood watched as ancient trees | eaned and
crackled and fell. Their bulk did not even rest on the root
cluster before vast nmachi nes yanked and hewed and hacked
theminto beans and joi sts and pl anks-but nmpstly scrap. Bark
and thin branches, |eaves, and buds becanme only nmounds of
debris over which the killing machines rolled. Black snakes
of snoke coiled into the troubled sky. There they joined
great nountains of darkness, hovering as though in nourning.

VWhat could drive those killing brothers? Wat passions?

And yet, the question seened false. It was forced into
the man in the wood fromthe outside. He knew just what
drove themanbition, curiosity, conpetition, vitality, and
all of it enwapped in a thin, tragic bl anket of distrust.
What drove then? The highest intentions and hopes. What
directed then? The | owest emption- fear. They were nonsters,
yes, but only because of their power. Were it not for their
machi nes and their arm es, they would not be nonsters, but
only little boys.

That thought brought a surge of anger from around the
man. He railed. As sharp and tenaci ous as resin, reproof
flowed into him U za and M shra were true nonsters. They
despoiled all they touched. Their very flesh was corruption
Their only notivations were pure hatred.

The man in the wood resisted the welling flood of
recrimnation, holding his breath. He pushed back agai nst
t he thoughts. They overtook hi manyway and soaked into every
pore and poured into his lungs-for every man nust breat he.

There was sonething wong in that thought, but the
distinction drifted away on a fresh wave of agony. In that
scream ng space, there was no roomfor any excuse, any
forgiveness, but only the undeniable sentence of guilt.

At the man's throat there canme another sound of
scream ng and nore visions. Not trees burning now, but
peopl e-white robed students. Not axe machi nes and | evel ers,
but loping artifact creatures, some |ike headl ess enus, sone
i ke pouncing pumas, sone |ike giant scorpions. Not armes

of Argivians and Fallaji, but arm es of fiends and negators,
of killing nonsters. They swept over another island, far
away, not Argoth but... but, . . the nane would not formin
his mnd

In the face of this new, horrific assault, the arm es of
Urza and M shra seened civilized and noble. Felling trees
seened nothing in the face of burning children. An idea
| urked there, sonething about the better war to fight, the
war that could prevent the apocal ypse.

That thought, too, was squeezed out of being in the
furious fist of wood around the man. If only he could think
If only he could hold a thought in his head-a thought of his
own ... but then there was only pain.

* * k* K %

Barrin watched fromthe gorge tower. It was the highest
spot in the acadeny. Poised beyond reach of Phyrexian
weapons, it curved out over the wall to peer into the dark
swat h. This spot was manned day and ni ght, and of Iate,
mai nly by Barrin. From here he coul d gauge the novenent of
Krrik's forces to any of the four bridges fromthe tine
pit. Fromhere, Barrin stemmed the fiendish tide with | ong-
range sorceries and enchantnents. Intelligence gathered here



all owed himto deploy his nmachine and human forces to
intercept the attackers. And here, perhaps nost inportantly
of all, lay the triggering mechani smfor the beacon pendant
Urza wore.

Barrin had just activated the beacon.

It had been nearly three years since Urza had gone to
Yavi maya, and no one had heard fromhim He could be dead,
Barrin knew. Though pl aneswal kers were extremely long-1ived,
they could be killed, especially if their life-force becane
unf ocused or dissipated. Still, it was a very difficult
thing to kill a planeswal ker, but not so to trap one. A
pl aneswal ker coul d be trapped in deception. If Urza did not
t hi nk he needed to escape, he couldn't. If he forgot he
could pl aneswal k, he could be trapped indefinitely. Wth
Uza's fragile sanity and top-heavy psyche, such tricks
could be easily acconplished. If he lived at all, he was
t rapped.

Per haps, though, the beacon blaring into Uza's m nd
woul d startle himout of whatever nulaise had |aid hold of
hi m

O course, there was a third possibility. Perhaps U za
had nmoved on. Perhaps he had gotten what he had wanted out
of Tolaria and Shiv and Yavi maya and had gone some fourth
pl ace to assenble it all

What ever the cause of Urza's absence, the beacon
sumoned him He nust return to Tolaria in the next year, or
there would be no Tolaria to return to.

The Phyrexi ans had just discovered a new bridge out of
their pit: a deep spring that fed the acadeny's wells. One
nmoonl ess ni ght, they had poured up through every well head
and cistern in the academy. The forces of Tolaria rallied
and thrust back the nonstrous intruders, fighting in their
own horme as they had fought beyond its walls. The beasts
were slain whol esale, grates were affi xed over any access to
ground water, and new guard posts were created. The
Phyrexi ans had yet to exact their worst death toll. Their
dead bodi es poi soned the water. Any who drank fromthe
school water supplies in the next days devel oped a fl esh-
eating disease that turned their nmuscles to bl oody mush and
made bone as brittle as crackers. Twenty-three students and
schol ars di ed before the source of the contagi on was
di scover ed.

Al water for drinking or washing had to be brought from
di stant wells beyond the school walls. Now, Phyrexians could
rise right in the mdst of the acadeny.

The Tol arian fortress had di sappeared out from under
Barrin. The siege had suddenly turned into a jungle battle-
dark, desperate, chaotic, and finally, hopel ess.

Barrin's hand squeezed the jewel ed dagger that triggered
t he beacon. The enchanted item woul d convey to Urza what ever
Barrin saw, whatever he thought-scenes of flesh-eaten
friends and overrunning foes. Barrin said a silent prayer
that Urza lived, and that Urza heard.

* * k* K %

Jhoi ra paced uneasily before the line of Thran-neta
def enders. Just behind her, Diago Deerv marched. Hi s scaly
hide bristled with nervousness as she | ooked over the
machi nes. They were flaw ess. The original plan of the



Tol ari an runner had undergone numnerous changes, including a
nore ovoi d body, a deeper bend to the legs, and nore
capacity for armanents. Jhoira had overcome the difficulties
of growing netal in this design, and these twelve fighters,
if they ever reached Tolaria, could well prove indispensable
inits defense

If they ever reached Tolaria ... she had stalled the
lizard men for two nore years, waiting for Uza to return
and broker Karn's freedom The man had not returned. Jhoira
had deci ded he was dead. Once the Viashino and goblin tribes
deci ded the sane, the tenuous peace of the rig would be at
an end.

Wrse yet, news of Urza's |ong absence had at | ast
reached the ears of the Shivan Drake Cherridarigaaz. She had
resumed her strafing attacks on Viashino patrol posts, had
cut off trade routes to the Ghitu tribes of the sea shores,
and had dropped nunerous boul ders into the vent shafts above
the city. Her son, who had willingly defected to the
Vi ashi no cause, decided he wanted to return to her.
Apparently he was a typical child runaway, nore intent on
maki ng a point than on gaining true i ndependence. The
Vi ashi no had adamantly held himto his alliance agreenent.
The young creature went from being their chanpion to a caged
and chained traitor.

VWhat woul d they do about Urza's agreement? Wth the
return of the fire drake, half of the bargain Urza offered
had fallen through. This norning the other half was in

danger.

What would it matter? Jhoira asked herself. If Uzais
dead, Tolaria is destroyed, there will be no flying ship,
and there will be no hope for Dominaria's delivery from

Phyrexia. If Urza is dead, Shiv might well be the nicest
pl ace for Karn and the rest of themto |live out what
remai ned of their Iives.

The words she spoke were somewhat different. "Excellent
wor k, as always, Diago. You and your workers are
extraordinary craftsnmen.”

"Judgi ng fromyour tone, you have no nore reason to
del ay the paynment of our price," Diago said as the two of
them reached the end of the |ine, where Karn stood.

Jhoira's jaw cl enched. Miuscles in her tenples hardened.
"No, Diago. | will delay no longer, but | offer you a
di fferent bargain. Instead of taking this one silver golem
nearly half a century old and battered and filled with al
ki nds of enotional entanglenents- | offer you these twelve
Thran-netal warriors."”

A harsh edge entered Diago's eyes. "The agreenent was
for the silver man."

"Yes," Jhoira agreed, "and now | amoffering you a
di fferent agreenent.”

A metallic hiss cane fromthe lizard man's teeth. "No
W know how to build these creatures. They are not
intelligent. W wish to have the silver nan, to learn how to
build an intelligent creature.”

"But, he's not just a silver nman, Diago," Jhoira said.
"He's Karn. He has worked beside you all these years. Don't
you care what he wants? Doesn't it bother you to nake him
your property, your slave?"

"We all are slaves to the tribe. To serve selflessly is
t he hi ghest honor," Diago said. "Yes, he is Karn, a conrade.



When he is given to us, he will be part of our tribe. He
will be our greatest defender. He will teach us how to make
armes of intelligent machines."

"Karn can't teach you that," Jhoira said. "I know nore
about his construction than he does. Master Ml zra's the
only one who really understands his enotional and
intellectual abilities. Wuld you inprison ne? Wuld you
i mprison Mal zra?"

"W do not inprison creatures.”

"What about Rhammi dari gaaz?"

"He agreed to join us. And, as for Karn, Ml zra agreed
to grant himto us," Diago said. "And Karn can teach us how
to build an intelligent machine. The secrets are inside of
him W will gain them..."

"Enough, " Karn said to Jhoira, cutting off her response.
"I will go with them | will teach themwhat | can. It is
t he hi ghest honor to serve.™

Open- nmout hed, Jhoira watched as the lizard man and the
silver man turned and wal ked away into the depths of the
humr ng mana rig.

Monol ogue
They are everywhere. We cannot stand. W will not |ast
the day. All will be dead. | still clutch the beacon, yet
Urza does not cone. W all wll be dead.

- Barrin, Mage Master of Tolaria
Chapter 17

Barrin stood, white-knuckled and wi de eyed, in the gorge
tower. He clutched the beacon dagger in his hand and gaped
as the world disintegrated around him

A great roaring tide of Phyrexians swept toward the
wal | s.

As a whole arny, they were terror personified. As
i ndi vidual creatures, they were worse still. Mny of the
beasts were gigantic- white and neaty, seeming to have taken
their forns fromthe blind shrinp | arvae that infested the
gorge | ake. They scuttled on sharp, darting legs, their
scal ed backs hunched in heinous intent over mnuscul e eye
nubs. Barbed antennae tasted the air. The warm brine of
human bl ood drew them on. Qthers had wol flike figures, al
war ped and el ephantine, with a mane of mange over | eathery
skin speckled in black and pink. Only their heads diverged
fromthe lupine plan, small, yellow, puffy, and indrawn,
like the heads of jaundiced babies. A vast nunber of the
conpany were human or sem human, though their bodi es had
been torqued and tortured into forms unrecogni zabl e-1 eeri ng
death masks of flayed rmuscle, spidery arnms with sinews
realigned so that radius and ul na becane opposi ng pincers,
rib cages inset with spikes of stone or netal, bellies
i npl anted wi th poi son bl adders that splashed foes in acid,
hi ps that were no nore than wi nnowed bone and tarry
ligament, and | egs that ended in sharpened spi kes of bone.
Most of the beasts bore weapons stripped fromruined runners
or falcons. In a few places, machines of Krrik's own design
shanbl ed anong t he nonstrous hordes.

"We ourselves have arned them" Barrin whispered.

Agai nst this onslaught of horror cane the defenders of
Tolaria. Barrin activated an array of powerstones, linked to
nmechani sns across the island. Wat falcons renmained streaked



down in furious flight. The white vapor trails behind them
traced a converging fan across the sky. |npacting along the
surging front, the falcons seemed to be allied |ightning
strikes. They brought with thema vast, rolling thunder

Fi ends were hurled back into the chopping jaws of their
fellows. The fal cons' incandescent arrival was foll owed by
the ratchet and whi ne of their shreddi ng nechani sns. Bl ood-
glistening oil and sone substance that was bug-bl ack, slime-
green, and a shade of |avender that m ght have been pretty
if it weren't steany and aci di c-fountai ned anm d boundi ng
chunks of neat and bone.

Barrin's delight at this grisly assault was short-1ived.
The hordes behind only splashed through the remains of their
conrades and pressed the charge. Barrin squeezed the dagger
handl e and si nul t aneously signal ed the second wave of
def enders.

Hundreds of Tol arian runners |lunged up fromtheir
trenches at the base of the wall. The machi nes | oped into
conbat, their scythe wi ngs poised to strike. They darted
out, long-legged and fearless. The twang and whoosh of
quarrels sounded fromthe ports that lined their bellies.
Shafts soaked in anti-oil-a biologic poison designed to
separ ate Phyrexi an bl ood-thudded honme in the pelting Iines
of nonsters.

Phyrexi ans rel eased a corporate shriek that rattled
stones and sheared | eaves fromtheir branches. Another |ine
of dead and dyi ng went down, these not in a slick slough but
a quaki ng mound of rmruscle and bone. The nonstrous charge
foll omed on, clanbering over the fallen

Tol arian runners net them striking with twin bl ades.
Sone of the beasts were cut in half. Qhers were torn open
at the belly and ran on a few paces before light fled their
eyes and they rolled wetly in the dirt. A few were
unst oppabl e. Though runners hung from scythes buried in
their bellies, the beasts advanced, dauntless. They and a
heal thy horde of fiends surged into the waiting phal anx of
scor pi on engi nes.

Urza's scorpions were not designed for speed. Wth six
| egs, mmssive pincers, and darting tails, they were nmade to
stand and fight. They held their position as the beast arny
fell on them The first nonsters literally fell, |legs cut
away. Their bl eedi ng bul ks dropped atop the stooped
shoul ders of the scorpions, who nerely shrugged themoff to
snag the next comers. Mire Phyrexians lost their legs. A
third wave | eapt onto the backs of the beasts only to be
undone by darting tail stingers.

The dead nounded up. In time, the machi nes' pincers
becarme pi nned beneath tons of oozing flesh. Al the while,
fiends fought onward into a hail of shafts from human guards
on the walls.

Then, the first Phyrexian won through. It was a giant
creature with a body as bul bous and pitted as an ol d gourd.
It lulled past furiously stinging tails, rolled over the
wal | of dead, and crashed mightily against the stone ranpart
around the school. White arrows stood in a thicket across
the beast's figure, but they did not stay it. The thing
| unged again, smashing into the wall. A jagging crack opened
fromthe battlenments to the footings. Mre nonsters
cl anbered past the buried scorpions and reached the wall
They added their bulk to the giant's assaults or scanpered



up the cut edges of stone or flung tentacular digits to hau
t hemsel ves over.

In monents, the walls would be breached, Barrin
realized. They were already breached. The wells and cisterns
poured nonsters into the midst of the school. The
battl efront had broken into a thousand pieces, and every
schol ar and ever student would fight the |egions of hell
al one.

Not entirely alone-Barrin's fingers danced across the
glittering genstones. He called all remnaining pumas from
their forest posts into the school. He awakened every
mechanismin the Hall of Artifact Creatures-from Yotian
warriors to Tawnos's clay nmen to su-chi |oaders and
conveyers and | oggi ng machi nes. Every | ast one would fight
today-on this |last day of Tolaria.

H s summonati ons done, Barrin turned and descended into
the dark spiral that led to the yard below. He would fight,
too, with spells and staves and this dagger that had proven
no ot her defense-and even his nails and teeth and bones, if
it came to it. Wien it cane to it

Urza was dead, and soon all of Tolaria would be.

* * k* K %

In the midst of all the shrieking wail of forest fires
and trapped aninals and tortured elves, the man in the wood
heard a greater conflict: Phyrexian cries, mascerating
machi nes, whistling arrows, nmen scream ng, children dying,
and in the throat of themall echoed one nane.

Urza! Urza! Urzal

He knew the nanme of the Defiler. He knew the Bane of
Argoth, but this Uza was a different one-a benevol ent
creature of great power, a nentor, an advocate, a protector
These voices did not cry out in hatred and rage, but in need
and hope, in supplication. They cried out to a very
different U za.

They cried out to him

In the deafening clamor of their voices, U za renenbered
who he was.

The mind of the forest pressed in upon himwth sudden
vi ol ence, straining to quell the thought. After five years
of torture and penance, Yavimaya's fury was spent. The
forest had conme to know the man it had so hated. It had
subsumed himinto its web of life. No, Yavimaya's fury was
spent, and its rage was nothing beside the fury of the
battl e that sunmoned Urza.

He forced back the mind of the wood. He recomnposed his
being fromthe drifting shreds of it within the vast tree.
He brought his mind into sudden, keen focus.

Yavi maya nade one final grab at him Miltani, the sou
of Yavimaya, inpelled hinmself into the form of the awakening
pl anes-wal ker. He fused with the form ng figure, struggling
to root himin place, but it was too |ate.

Urza vani shed fromthe heart of the tree. He was
suspended for only a sliver of tine in the fold between
wor | ds, but during that noment he could feel a presence
i mprisoned within him Miltani. In a single instant, his
captor had becone his captive.

There was no tine to think of Miultani. Urza stepped from
the wheel of eternities into a precise noment, a precise



space. Walls of ancient, gray metal took shape around him
Large wi ndows of dark glass, levers and gears, fire bel ching
fromglowi ng forges. It all cane into being. None of these
things mattered; only the sharp-eyed and dark-skinned Ghitu
woman in their mdst nattered. She had been crouched over a
set of plans, arguing some point with a gesticul ating
goblin, when Uza arrived. Jhoira whirled about, slack-

j aned.

"CGat her your best fighters. Tolaria is overrun. | will
return and take you there."

He was al ready fading from being before his orders were
conpl ete. The shocked stare of Jhoira followed Urza into the
spi nni ng spaces. He sensed a sinilar amazenent from Miltani
That anmazement redoubl ed the next nonent as Urza stepped
into the chaos of Tol ari a.

The wal I s were breached. The guards al ong them were
nerely bonel ess heaps or red streaks on white stone.
Phyrexi ans poured |ike roaches through the gaps. They
fl ooded up fromshattered grates hurriedly fastened over
wel | heads. They swarmed through burst doorways and down
stone corridors. They fought those who could resist and
fastened teeth on those who couldn't. Throughout Urza's
field of sight, nonsters tossed students and schol ars |ike
white rags. Urza rose fromthe dirt where his feet had
alighted for a noment. He floated straight into the air and
unl eashed red bolts down the ring of wells in the main
courtyard. The bl asts of energy sailed down the throats of
t he channels. They flashed past the shadowy forns that
scuttled upward. At the waterline, a sudden inferno erupted.

Red wat er and bl ack-charred bodi es geysered fromthe
wel I s. The ground around each well head nmounded up in
swol l en distress. In the next noment, rock and nortar and
dirt cascaded down into fire-fused plugs. The wells were
cl osed. The Phyrexi ans bel ow woul d dr own.

Urza spun about and cast another sorcery. Red beans
darted out to each jagged breach in the walls. Linmestone
grew molten. It folded over the creatures struggling through
the gap. It solidified. The wall was once agai n whol e.

Urza kept rising. He hurled nore fire outward, rings of
the stuff. Force hissed fromhis hands in arcs of steam and
coal esced over the walls to sweep away the raging throng.
The vanguard of the attack turned to black statues and then
sifting ash. Flames broke out in a great bail. Dancing
orange fire shinrered across the black surge and headed
toward the verges of the forest.

Still the killer, aren't you? said a mind within Urza.
You woul d slay every bird and beast to kill the creatures
t hat oppose you

The wall of fire whirled in one last red roar before
di ssi pating, not singeing so nuch as a leaf tip. The accuser
within fell conspicuously silent. Urza allowed hinself a
small smle-until the next wave of nonsters emerged fromthe
eaves of the woods and stonped forward anbng tw sted bodies
and piles of dust.

"This is the horror I sought to stop in Argoth all those

years ago," Urza explained to the presence within him "This
is the horror | still fight, but there will not be another
Argoth."

Again only silence answered.
Uza's eyes glittered in their gemnstone aspect.



Ext endi ng a hand outward, he nmade a certain sign. One wi ng
of the Phyrexian host swung in upon the other. Fiends |eapt
on fiends, bit through brains, sliced off heads. Wth

anot her sweep of his hand, Urza dragged fallen beasts from
the dead pile by the wall, digging free his ranks of

scorpi ons. The machi nes haul ed t hensel ves fromthe sliny

dar kness where they had been buried and cl anbered toward the
new | i ne of advance.

"That should hold themfor a nonent," the planeswal ker
told himself. He drifted back down within the walls.

Bel ow him scores of nachines, students, and schol ars
fought agai nst the ubiquitous foe. Anbng them one gray-
hai red man battled with an especial fury. He carried only a
dagger but made it work |ike a sword-slashing, striking,
parrying, piercing. A ready around himon the dusty ground,
nmonsters lay in piles. The dagger he wi elded called to the
pendant around Urza's throat. Even nore, though, the nman
drew him He sank a fatal blow in the dinner-plate eye of
the creature he fought, and it spilled sloppily out of his
way. Urza alighted where the beast had been and for his
efforts got a dagger in the gut.

He smiled tightly, "Barrin, good to see you as well."

Turning white, Barrin drew his blade fromthe nmaster's
belly. It emerged, bloodless, and the man's belly and shirt
formed thensel ves behind the retreating knife.

"Urza, | th-thought you were dead," he yammered
stupidly.
"Not quite. | have mended the wall and staved off the

mai n attack," Urza said urgently. "But this must end today.
I rmust go kill Krrik."

"W cannot last," Barrin gasped, al nost pleading,
"out nunber ed, out maneuvered ... out of breath."”

"I will bring reinforcenents."” So saying, U za w nked
suddenly from exi stence. Like a man stepping across a hal
fromone roomto another, Urza strode across the corridor of
wor |l ds and stepped into the forge-room of Shiv.

A sizable assenbly awaited him Jhoira was at the front
of the group, with a rank of twelve nodified Tol ari an
runners behind her-creatures of Thran netal. The pl atoon of
humans nunbered thirty-five, and included Teferi and all the
ot her scholars and students brought to the |l and nearly a
decade before. They were serious now, grown-up, and fire-
hardened, |ike the netal they so expertly made. Beside them
was a contingent of forty lizard nmen, including D ago Deerv
and the picked warriors of the bey's personal bodyguard. The
young fire drake Rhamm darigaaz acconpani ed them along with
Karn, the silver man. Next to these clean and orderly
troops, a ragtag collection of junpsuited goblins clustered.
Many bore the crude tribal weapons they had brought to the
rig five years ago. O hers carried only the | argest,
heavi est, sharpest, or nost w cked-looking itens fromtheir
t ool boxes.

Jhoira stepped forward with a mlitary snap, acconpanied
by Diago Deerv and a scrappy little goblin with eyebrows
that reached beyond his nose. This warrior gave what it
considered to be a rigid salute. Jhoira addressed Urza.

"Your troops are assenbl ed. Your allies have provided
nore than token forces."

"I see that," said Uza, his eyes flashing on
Rhanmi dari gaaz and Karn. He indicated themand turned to



Di ago. "You realize, of course, that these two prizes of
yours may be sacrificed in the comng battle.™

"Sacrifice for the tribe is our highest honor,'
responded with stern sincerity.

Urza's eyes passed one nore tinme over the forces.
Despite their nunbers and their resolve, they would not be
enough. He breathed deeply and said sinply, "Cone with ne."

The pl aneswal ki ng wave that swept out from him
enconpassed themall in an eye blink. It bore with it Uza's
| atest enchantment- a mass effect spell that turned the
troops two dinmensional while in the space between worl ds.
Thran-netal walls nelted away to whirling chaos. Ancient
enem es- Vi ashi no, goblin, fire drake, human, and machi ne,
hung flatly together in the enptiness, and then the conpany
resol ved out of air into the boiling battle of the Tol ari an
courtyard.

There was no tine for orders. There were no col umms
marching into battle. There was only space for a breath and
pi voting on one heel and striking whatever horrific figure
| oomed bl ackly up out of battle. The jangle of Thran-netal
paortings joined the clang of goblin axes on carapace. The
silver man fought with bare hands and gargantuan strength.
The fire drake, the only beast that was a match in size for
t he gi bbering nonsters, slewwth tail and claws and teeth
and breath-all.

Tol aria's defenders gave a ragged cheer as the nonsters
faltered

But it would still not be enough

Urza pl aneswal ked again. He left Tolaria for the lofted
aerie of the ancient dragon, Gherridarigaaz. In nonents, he
appeared in the woven nest as he had before-sudden and
stunni ng, busi nessli ke.

"It is I, Uza Planeswal ker," he announced.

The drake was huge and red agai nst the great weave of
tree bough and tar. She raised a grizzled head and regarded
Uza angrily. "l thought you were dead."

"I can regain you your son, Geat Gherridarigaaz."

Her head cane erect. "Say on."

"You must fight for me. You must fight for me and the
Vi ashi no and the goblins. Your son fights for us, even now.
I will take you to the place where Rhanm darigaaz is, and
you must fight side by side with him ally yourself with us,
and save us in battle, and your son will be returned to
you. "

D ago

A suspicious glare entered the beast's narrow ng eye.
"Fi ght whon?"

Uza's eye was a sharp mrror of the drake's. "You nust
fight the eneny of us all, the creatures that would kil
every |last one of us, the nonsters at the door."

"Ah, yes," said the drake slyly. "Urza and his
Phyr exi ans. "

"I have no tinme for ganes," Urza said sternly. "Cone
with me now and fight to regain your son, or do not cone at
all.”

The drake lifted herself to her full, inpressive height.
She drew her wings tightly about scaly shoul ders and darted
her massive head in beside the planeswal ker. "I go."

Urza took hold of the beast's shaggy mane and cli nbed
onto her long neck. "Unfurl your wi ngs," he ordered, "and
prepare a gout of flame."



The drake conplied. Her leathery wings stretched to
their full extent.

"W go," Urza said

Wth a thought the deed was done. Urza and the dragon
folded into i mutable geonetry. Planar creatures, they
careened through the pitching corridor of space. In noments,
the veil of that m ddle place dropped away, replaced wth
rushing treetops and a bright, cloud-cluttered sky. U za and
his drake regained their third and fourth di mensions. W ngs
unfol ded into rushing air.

Ahead, the Tol ari an acadeny huddl ed on the hill side.
Ropy bl ack pillars of snoke rose fromit. Cherridarigaaz
gave one magni ficent sweep of her wi ngs. Pitching treetops
roll ed away. The drake broke out over the battl eground.

Bel ow, nonstrous creatures ran in their |oping hundreds
toward a thinly defended wall

Drawi ng a deep breath, she hurled fire down on the
Phyrexi ans. They burned away to greasy bl ack snudges on the
littered earth.

A cheer rose up from behind the acadeny wall. The great
dragon soared and banked out over the Phyrexian gorge.
Ball i stae bolts leapt up fromthe rent and cracked past her
wi ngs. Wth a single surge, she clinbed beyond their reach

"Yes," Urza shouted to the creature through the wheeling
wi nds. "Fight beside us, and you will have your son." Then
he was gone.

He stepped fromthe back of the wheeling beast. The next
nmonent he appeared el sewhere, in a peaceful corner of
Tol ari a.

H's feet came to rest on a dam of rubble and nortar. The
m ghty barrier diverted water fromthe Phyrexian gorge. To
one side of the broad pile of stone |urked the dark dome of
Krrik's fast-tine |loop. To the other side lay a vast, blue
reservoir, water saved fromthe dank depths of the gorge.
The | ake was placid and mirror-still, far fromthe nmad
battle. Fishes darted through its depths. Trees around its
edges cast their souls in its surface. "Forgive ne," U za
said sinply.

Force blasted fromhis lowered fingertips. It pulverized
the dam and hurled Urza into the air. Rocks separated. \Water
burst forward. The flood turned suddenly white, bearing in
its brunt scouring teeth of rock and lime. It roared over
t he precipice and punched into the gorge. The belly of the
| ake sl unped downward and followed. Urza plumeted into the
blue wall of water. It bore himalong. It would disguise
hi m

It would protect him

He woul d not be torn by crosscurrents of tine.

He woul d not be inpaled by ballista after ballista.

He woul d not even be seen in the jetting fl ood.

And once within the tine rent, he would destroy the
spawni ng grounds where these Phyrexi an nonstrosities were
made, woul d hunt down K rrik and kill him and would cl eanse
Tol aria forever of the Phyrexian nmenace.

* * k* K %

Jhoi ra brought her Thran-netal sword crashing down onto
the head of a gigantic fiend. She split the creature's
sagittal crest and sent it sprawing back agai nst the broken



wal | of the infirmary. The beast's divided head canme to rest
against the sill of a second-story wi ndow. Wthin that

wi ndow, nore nonsters preyed on the bed-bound patients.
Gving a roar, Jhoira clinmbed the sloping corpse of her foe
as though it were a staircase. Her sword crashed agai nst the
gl azing and sent a spray of glass within. Roars and screans
burst outward. Another sw pe of her blade bashed flat the
toot hy shards of glass at the base of the w ndow She

cl anbered over the sill.

Many of the patients were already dead. The rest had put
up the best resistance they could with crutches and canes
for weapons. One of the nore alchemcally mnded students
had made inpressive use of the various anesthetic conpounds
in the chanber. He had al so concocted bl ast powder in small
vial s and kept three Phyrexians at bay by casting expl odi ng
philters at the feet of the attackers.

Comi ng up behind them Jhoira swng her sword at the
thick, reptilian neck of one of the nonsters. The Thran-
nmetal bl ade sliced through flesh and bone |ike a knife
t hrough water. The head lolled free and toppled toward
Jhoira, its eyes rolling and rows of triangular teeth
snappi ng. By instinct al one, she caught the snarling thing
by one pointed ear and thrust it away from her

One of the beast's conrades-a giant with a wattle of
bristly flesh-spun about to engage her. Its jaws roared open
for a bite that could cut her in half. Again in reflex,
Jhoira ranmed the snapping head in the path of the teeth.
The head clanped its dead bite on the |iving beast's tongue.
Jhoira hardly had w t hdrawn her hand before the |arger
Phyr exi an chonped down on the severed head. Bone and tooth
crunched and burst outward in a tangle of flesh that |odged
itself chokingly in the giant's wattle. It gasped and
staggered aside, retching. Jhoira ended its agony with a jab
up one nostril and into the creature's frontal lobe. It fel
with a sick roar, wenching Jhoira's blade fromher hand and
pinning it under its body.

A sharp pain exploded in her side. Jhoira flew linply
across the roomto crash into the wall. Sonething stal ked
toward her, a huge sonmething with gray-scal ed skin, small
insectile eyes, and ears that flared into venonous spikes.
It cast aside cots with the sane ease it had cast her aside.
Jhoira struggl ed backward but got caught in a tangle of
canvas and broken wood. The beast lunged. Its claws spread
wi de.

Abruptly, against its gray bulk, there was a small
figure in white. In one uplifted hand, the figure held a
nmetal case filled with vials of the yell ow gray powder. Next
nmonent, vials and case both were gone, rammed anong the
teeth. The nonster's head bl asted away, pelting the room
with its pieces. The vacated corpse slunmped heavily atop
Jhoir a.

"Are you all right?" Jhoira shouted into the sudden
calm

Her rescuer had spoken the exact sane words. He rolled
t he dead bul k of the beast off of her, ducking away, and
pried her sword fromthe other body.

"I"'mall right," they assured each other, again in
uni son.

Jhoira gladly received the blade. She thanked the slight
young man who handed it to her



"Do you think you can make a stand here? Do you think
you can hold the door and keep nore of these things out?"

"Yes," the young man said bravely. "Yes, if nobody
clinmbs in the way you cane."

Jhoira struggled up and staggered to the wi ndow. The
yard between the infirmary and the acadeny wall was nearly
deserted now, occupied only by hundreds of dead Phyrexians,
humans, Vi ashino, and goblins. Even Rhammi dari gaaz had |eft
the courtyard, taking wing with his nother. Together beyond
the wall, they roared down fromthe skies, sending |lines of
fire and sulfur into the host there.

"There should be no nore attacks fromthat quarter
unl ess they breach the wall again," Jhoira guessed. She
strode toward the infirmary door. "The battle has noved
inside. It'lIl be roomto roomnow Can you hold this one?"

"Yes," the man repeated.

"Good," Jhoira said and strode out into the hallway.

A great ruckus poured fromthe Hall of Artifact
Creatures ahead. Sighing wearily, Jhoira ran toward the
sound.

A roomto-roombattle, with her friends in the roomns-
Karn in the observatory, Teferi in the great hall, Diago in
the master's study, Terd in the cellars, Barrin in the
rectory, and Jhoira herself in the Hall of Artifact
Creatures. A small smile played about her |ips. \Wat
Phyrexi an host could be a match for a group |ike that? She
woul d have to rem nd Urza, as he constructed his flying
warship, to make sure to man it with the best of crews.

Her face darkened. She would remind Urza if they both
lived through the day.

Urza rose fromthe vile sludge at the base of the
canyon. Wth an exertion of will, he sloughed the nuck of
dead fish and tenaci ous seaweed from his robes. The shall ow
| ake churned with the flood that poured into the gorge
behind him Up in the Phyrexian city, though, all was still.
Barrin had been right. Krrik had thrown every able creature
into the assault, wanting at long last to eradicate the
school. The only Phyrexians who remai ned were ballistae
crews, sentinels, and those incapabl e of passing the
temporal barrier. Chief of those was, of course, Krrik.

There woul d al so be anot her crop of vat-grown nonsters,
Urza would not |eave until they all were dead. From decades
of observation, Urza knew where the nutagenic |abs |ay-deep
within the basaltic extrusion on which the city was built.
Wth a thought, he was in a dark, deep cavern

An aisle of vats extended ahead of and behind him
St onewor k st anchi ons stood between panel s of snoky obsi di an
Behi nd these panels were bays of glistening oil-Phyrexian
bl ood and placental fluid. Krrik had likely filled these
cells by draining thousands of his citizens. The enptied
husks woul d then have been diced and jerked to nmake food for
the creatures devel oping in the tanks. Phyrexians had
switched fromnatural to artificial neans of reproduction
when pl acentas began, in utero, to consune their nothers
fromthe inside out.

The grotesque figures within these tanks seened utterly
capabl e of matricide. Though i mmature, nost were the size of
a full-grown human, with nictitating nenbranes over |arge
and rheumy eyes, knobby shoul ders, soft claws, oil-breathing
l ungs, and rows of |egs, some thickening into actual |inbs



and others w thering and droppi ng away, |eaving only hip-
nubs. In a nunber of the dark vats, vestigial |eg bones hung
fromthe half-formed teeth of the blind beasts, a snack

bet ween schedul ed f eedi ngs.

Urza was sickened. He rose toward the cavern ceiling,
out of the aisle of vats. It dropped away beneath him
reveal i ng row upon row of vats beyond. One hundred, five
hundred, twenty-five hundred ... A network of bone catwal ks
ran above each row. Across the ivory causeway, machines
scuttled, dipping probes into the glistening oil, dunping
chips of dried neat onto the heads of hungry creatures, and
skimming waste fromthe top. U za recogni zed pieces fromhis
fal con engines in the design of these nursemai d machi nes. No
wonder K rrik has sent the whole city on this attack. In
nonths of his own tine, nere weeks outside, Krrik would
have a whole new city, a whole new arny.

Not any longer-as Urza drifted up into the dark vault of
the cavern, he lowered his hands, spread his fingers, and
sent great blue flashes of |ightning down into the vats.
Where the bolts struck glistening oil, nmassive plunes of
fire rose. The figures within the oil withed. Blue-white
sparks traced out their curved fangs and the venom sacks
beneath their throats. Arcs leapt finger to finger, knee to
toe. The creatures convul sed, churning the oil, feeding the
fires. In monents, flanes weathed their exposed heads, and
then mantl ed their shoul ders, and then girded their hips.
Thi ck skin burned and cracked and split and curl ed back
| ooking i ke bark. Miscle cooked. Bones burst. One by one,
the waiting arny of Krrik stewed where they stood. At the
last, as all the glistening oil flared into the air, the
sudden i ntense heat change shattered the obsidian shells.
Shards of glass and bits of burnt Phyrexian scattered down
the ai sl es.

More lightning flared; nore vats erupted. Half of them
were gone. Urza panted, feeling the drain of power on him
He woul d recover quickly, of course, and needed only one
spell to slay Krrik. Until these all were destroyed,

Tol aria woul d not be safe. Blue energy |leapt fromhis
fingers. Orange columms of fire blazed in the cavern night.
Bl ack cl ouds of soot and snoke belched up to roll at the

hei ght of the chanber. Dizzy with exertion, U za blasted the
| ast of the vats and watched as their inhabitants burned in
putrid pyres.

This ought to flush out K rrik.

Urza stopped breathing. The air in the space could be
not hi ng but sheer poison. He lifted his eyes wearily toward
the vault. There bl ack snoke rolled in the deeper blackness
of the cave. Sonething el se noved there, too, sonething
silvery and fleet and ..

The shriek of the stooping fal con engine sliced through

sno