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Chapter 1 
 
 
Kamilo closed his eyes and inhaled the salty sea air deep into his lungs. As the vigorous 

waves hammered all around the ship, a light spray of mist sprinkled lightly over him, a bit of it 
making its way into the pits which served as his nostrils while the sun warmed his green-scaled 
skin. The waves seemed to calm a bit, so he allowed his long, four-fingered hands to settle into a 
relaxed grip on the ship's wheel. 

A voice from the deck below brought him back to attention. “It’s funny, is it not, my friend?” 
“What do you find amusing?” replied Kamilo in his breathy hiss of a voice. 
“That we’ve searched nearly a year and a half, and traveled far and wide, only to find that 

this tower wasn’t so far from home after all,” said the other. 
Kamilo finally opened his eyes, their reptilian yellow tinted with the glassy purple and red 

likeness of the evening sky. “And you find this humorous, Dagen my friend?” 
“Don’t you?” 
“Traveling over nearly all the known regions of Feralia, by and large sleeping outdoors and 

eating food poorly prepared by ourselves? Sailing for weeks in this creaking old leak-ridden ship 
while what we’ve sought for the past nineteen months lay waiting for us not far south of 
Mayura? Not quite what I would consider humorous.” 

“Oh, come now,” laughed Dagen. “It’s only been since we ran out of money that we’ve had 
to sleep outside!” 

A diminutive smile finally forced its way across Kamilo’s lipless mouth. “As I’ve said time 
and again, you Half-Elves have quite odd senses of humor.” 

Dagen turned ahead to gaze out over the water. “I’m beginning to wonder if the information 
the old woman gave us is true. We should be able the see the group of islands she spoke of by 
now.” 

Kamilo produced a long hiss which only one familiar with the habits of the Haakon race 
would recognize as a dissatisfied sigh. “It would seem so. But something is strange. Look at the 
water around us. It has gradually grown calmer, as it would were we drawing near to a mass of 
land. Yet we can see for miles and nothing seems to be anywhere near.” 

They were silent as they listened to the unusually calm water gently lapping the sides of the 
ship. After a few moments they became aware that the clear evening sky had begun to grow 
hazy. Slowly, a mist seemed to be gathering around them. Thicker and thicker it grew, until it 
had turned to a billowing fog. 

“Where did all this come from?” said Dagen. “Something strange is going on.” 
Kamilo made no reply, but watched Dagen as he retrieved his sword, his tall, long-limbed 

form becoming increasingly difficult to make out in the coagulating pale cloud which they glided 
slowly through. He began to reach to his belt, hesitated, then silently cursed himself for leaving 
his daggers out of reach, and also for allowing this journey to lull him into complacency, as 
agonizingly dull and uneventful as it had thus far been. 



 

The fog continued to thicken until it had at last obscured the travelers’ view of one another, 
and soon they could not see beyond a few feet. The light, cloudy color then became joined by 
misty wisps of brilliant red light which appeared from within, floating through the fog in a 
manner which reminded the travelers of clouds drifting languidly through the sky. 

“Are you seeing this?” Dagen called out. 
“I am,” replied Kamilo, turning his head to the side as a web of the ribbon-thin energy met 

his face, disbanding at the touch of his skin, only to reform after it had passed by. “Stay alert. We 
have no idea what were getting ourselves into.” He sighed again. “One might think that I would 
have grown accustomed to that by now,” he quietly added. 

For a few moments more their surroundings remained the same, the only sound still that of 
the water. But that sound then became joined by a whisper. 

Strangers… 
The voice seemed to be coming from ahead of them. 
You do not belong here, it continued, somehow seeming as if it were moving to their right 

and a bit closer. 
Leave now. This time the voice was more ominous in tone, and came from directly behind 

Kamilo. He whirled around, raising an arm in defense while keeping the other on the wheel. 
Depart from here, before you are destroyed. 
Something just as scaly as Kamilo’s own skin brushed lightly over the back of his neck. A 

chill ran all the way down his spine and through his tail as he spun forward again. He swung his 
fist into the air, to where he thought he might strike whatever had touched him, but succeeded 
only in breaking apart another cluster of light. 

“Do you suppose we should listen to whoever that was?” asked Dagen. 
“Of course not,” said Kamilo. “That is not our way… That would be the sensible way.” 
“Definitely not our way,” Dagen agreed. 
A short while later, the energy lessened until it was nowhere to be seen, leaving behind the 

dull gray of the fog, which in turn began to dissipate. As they left the last of the mist behind, the 
sky became as it had been, the soft sound of the water interrupted only by the occasional creak of 
the ship. And just ahead of them stood a small group of islands. A collection of the smaller 
pieces of land surrounded one larger isle, where the attention of the two travelers was fixed. On 
it stood a tall, lonely tower of gray stone. Dagen’s gasp was joined by a soft hiss of admiration 
and awe from Kamilo. 

“So,” said Kamilo, “it is as we expected. It does indeed exist.” 
Dagen opened his mouth to reply but was cut off by the voice of another. 
“I told you to leave!” The voice came from above and was joined by a flittering of wings. A 

six-winged creature with the body of a serpent descended and positioned itself between the two. 
“A Dragonfly!” said Dagen. “And… you can talk?” 
“Of course I can!” it replied, slithering gently in the air as it hovered between them. 
“How unusual,” said Kamilo. The knot of anxiousness that had formed in his stomach 

unwound as he looked upon the source of the chilling voice from the fog, no longer concerned 
with having quick access to his weapons. “The Dragonflies of our home continent, Mayura, do 
not speak.” 

“They communicate quite well with themselves, intruder,” the Dragonfly snapped. “It is 
people like you that they choose not to converse with. Though even if they desired to, it would 
not be likely, for only the oldest of our people remember your languages, or the time when our 
people exchanged words with yours.” 



 

Dagen smiled at the creature. From the pitch and manner of its voice, he could discern that it 
was female. “So, Dragonfly, what’s your name?” 

She quickly turned to face him. “That is not important! None of this is! The only concern you 
have is to heed my warning and turn back from this place, thieving pests!” 

Dagen raised his palms in defense. “Hey now, we’re no thieves.” 
“We come here in peace,” added Kamilo. “We are no threat to this place and thus we will not 

turn back. Now go fly away,” he said, fluttering his fingers as he waved a hand at her, “and 
pester someone else.” 

The Dragonfly hissed and then rose higher into the air, looking down upon them. “Suit 
yourselves, then,” she said, her tone sounding as though it were laced with disdain. She then 
turned and flew off toward the islands. 

Dagen watched her until she disappeared from view. “Rather a pleasant creature, wasn’t it? I 
wonder why she wanted us to leave so badly…” 

Kamilo remained silent as they reached the outer islands; he navigated between them and 
made a steady course for their larger counterpart. Most of the islands they passed were sandy 
masses of empty land, though a few were grassy and flecked with trees. Soon they had arrived at 
the largest isle. They stared up at the tower as the ship slowly drifted closer. After the shore, a 
yard of green grass stretched across the distance to where the tower stood. A few trees were 
positioned near it, but otherwise the tower seemed terribly alone. An old-looking dock reached 
out into the water just off to their left; Kamilo pointed the ship in its direction. When they had 
drawn close to it, Dagen pulled a lever and the anchor descended as a large spool of thick rope 
disengaged, quickly growing thinner until a muted thud could be heard from beneath the water. 

Kamilo then descended the few steps to Dagen’s level and retrieved his long daggers, 
fastening them into their place on his belt before pulling the hood of his robe over his head. His 
tail was the only part of his body exposed as he leapt over the ship’s edge onto the dock. Dagen 
pulled his long hair back behind his pointed ears and quickly tied it with a small strip of material 
before slinging his sheathed sword over his shoulder and following. As he landed, he glanced 
down at the planks which made up the dock. “Looks to be in good repair for as deserted as this 
place seems,” he said. 

Kamilo was gazing back in the direction from which they had arrived. “Interesting. The fog 
we passed through is nowhere to be seen.” 

“Hmm,” said Dagen. “As thick as it was we should still be able to see it. We didn’t travel that 
far past it.” 

They turned and followed the dock toward land, leaving their old ship bobbing gently behind 
as the water calmly lapped at the thick beams which supported the walkway. At the shore, the 
dock continued over the sand until it reached a more elevated level where the land abruptly rose 
to meet it and stretched off across the wide yard of green grass. A row of trees lined the edge of 
the small plateau; they stepped from the end of the dock onto the soft grass and crossed the 
threshold which they seemed to create. A few birds, upon catching sight of them, took flight. 
There otherwise seemed to be no sign of life. 

On the other side of the row of trees they paused, staring across the distance at the structure 
they had sought after for so long. Windows seemed to be spaced at regular intervals along its 
otherwise unadorned span. 

“Ah, here we are at last!” said Dagen. “The Hidden Tower of the Mages.” 
They continued across the yard until they reached the tower. The only sounds were those of a 

few birds in the distance and of a gentle wind blowing past their ears. A tall pair of wooden 



 

double-doors faced them. Kamilo slowly stepped up to the doors and stretched out a hand to 
push them open. But he stopped short, sensing something from behind. He slowly turned to face 
the direction from which they had arrived. Dagen, noticing Kamilo’s apprehension, turned with 
him, seeming to sense something as well. 

Before them stood a figure robed in flowing dark garments which seemed to be quite worn. 
Quite the reverse, his face was young and fair. Pointed ears stuck out from beneath long white 
hair. 

“Where did you come from?” asked Dagen, endeavoring to hide his alarm. 
“I should ask the same of you,” came the reply. “It is you who have set foot upon my land 

unannounced and approached my home without warning.” 
“We mean you no harm,” said Kamilo. “We’ve merely come to…” He trailed off as the 

robed figure raised a finger to silence him. Oddly, Kamilo felt as if he had somehow been forced 
to stop speaking, as if the air had been momentarily stolen away from his lungs. He took a deep 
breath and exhaled in relief. 

“No explanation will be necessary,” said the strange man, casually folding his hands. “I will 
answer some of what you wish to know. I am called Faine. Long have I resided on this island, 
keeping watch over its secrets, guarding it against the threat of intruders such as yourselves.” A 
smile began to form. “And now I fear the two of you must pay the price for your intrusion.” 

He swiftly rushed forward at Dagen and Kamilo, producing a sword from beneath his robes. 
Drawing the weapon back over his shoulder, he cleared the distance between himself and the 
travelers in a few great leaps, before bringing it down upon Dagen as he neared him. 

Dagen brought his own blade up, barely in time to block the strike. A series of clangs rang 
out as Faine quickly continued his attack. In just a few seconds his target was driven back nearly 
to the tower doors, but he was forced to divert his attention to the left and block the twin daggers 
of a diving Kamilo. The Haakon returned his feet to the ground as his blades met Faine’s, and the 
two were immediately locked in a struggle to force the other back. Kamilo clenched his jaw as he 
struggled to force the blade of his opponent away, staring into his sharp blue eyes as their faces 
nearly touched. 

With sudden, unexpected strength Faine thrust his arms forward, sending Kamilo staggering 
backward. He then turned back to his right and brought his sword about to block Dagen’s next 
attack, a jab which was meant to run through his throat. Dagen prepared to strike again, but 
Faine’s speed was too great. Before he could react, Faine spun around with such speed that his 
body appeared as a blur, swinging his sword before him in a horizontal arc which broke his 
astonished opponent’s weapon in half. Returning to his normal speed, he again brought his blade 
back toward Dagen. But the tall warrior’s body became as a shadow and the blade passed 
harmlessly through him. The shadow moved toward Faine and passed out of sight. 

Dagen reappeared behind Faine, again in physical form, and executed a kick which struck the 
robed guardian in his back, propelling him forward. 

Faine rolled forward and spun back to face Dagen as he came to his feet, his calm smile 
returning. He rose to his feet as Dagen rushed at him, turning to shadow. 

“That is quite a useful and unique ability,” said Faine. “But you cannot escape Aether with 
it.” He thrust his hands forward and streams of red light shot from them, enveloping Dagen’s 
shadow. Dagen fell to the ground, again returning to his normal state, groaning as the ribbons of 
energy finished encircling his body and faded into the air. 



 

Kamilo had recovered and was waiting for an opportunity to strike. He hurled one of his 
daggers at Faine; it shot through the air like a dart, but came to a stop, hanging in the air just 
before the guardian’s raised hand. 

Faine lowered his hand and the dagger fell to the grass with a soft thump. 
Kamilo then dashed toward Faine with the deadly speed which was indigenous to his species. 
Faine tossed his sword aside as Kamilo leapt at him; he caught his opponent and pulled him 

from the air. With his right hand he grasped Kamilo’s left wrist; his left hand was wrapped 
around his throat, holding him above the ground. 

Kamilo felt Faine begin to squeeze his wrist. A sharp pain shot up his arm into his shoulder 
and he released his grip on his dagger; it fell to the ground near the other. He then felt Faine 
tighten the grip on his throat. Soon he was no longer able to inhale. 

Faine stared into his eyes and lifted him a bit higher into the air. But the Haakon drew his 
hands back a bit, and before he could react, a yellow light surged from them. 

Kamilo fell to the ground as Faine released his grip, the energy striking him and sending him 
flying backward to the ground. He wearily stood and gathered his daggers, preparing to face 
Faine again. Dagen had also stood again and was unsteadily heading to his partner’s side. 

But to their surprise, Faine sat up and began to laugh. 
Dagen and Kamilo paused, glancing at one another in confusion. 
Faine’s laugh was hearty and warm. “You’ve fought well, my friends.” He rose to his feet. 

“Forgive me. But I had to be sure that the two of you were who I suspected you to be.” He 
laughed for a bit longer and then took a deep breath. “Ah! I haven’t laughed so hard in… well, 
longer than you would suspect.” 

He dusted himself off and stepped over to them. “The two of you are Mages.” 
“That’s right,” said Dagen. “From the village of Laum, on the continent Mayura. I’m Dagen. 

This is Kamilo.” 
Kamilo rubbed his throat and stared irritably at Faine. “If you suspected us to be Mages, why 

didn’t you just ask?” 
“I am sorry, my friend. I had to be completely certain. And you have indeed proved 

yourselves.” 
“You must excuse Kamilo,” said Dagen, clapping his companion on the back. “He can be ill-

tempered and does not always find humor in things that others do. At any rate, the two of us have 
traveled long and far to find the fabled tower and its wealth of knowledge.” 

“Not as long as I have awaited the arrival of Mages such as you, I am sure,” said Faine. He 
quickly turned toward the tower. “Come. We have much to discuss.” 

In a few long, graceful strides he reached the tower doors, which stood nearly twice his 
height and were bound with iron hinges that stretched across the width of both sides to face one 
another at both top and bottom. They easily swung inward at his touch. But before he could step 
inside, the Dragonfly who had confronted Dagen and Kamilo dropped from somewhere above to 
block his approach. 

“Faine!” she hissed. “What are you doing?” 
“What does it look like I’m doing, Naryah? These are our guests.” 
“You can’t just lead them into the tower, you dolt. They can’t be trusted!” 
“Nonsense! They are Mages. If they are not to be trusted, then no one is!” 
Naryah shook her head in disgust and sighed, barely audible over the sound of her rapidly 

beating wings. “As long as you’ve guarded this place, you’re going to let the first vermin that 
wash up on the shore walk right in? You old fool.” 



 

Faine moved his arm in a sweeping motion and gently pushed Naryah aside. “Stand clear and 
let us pass, fusspot.” 

Naryah hissed. “Idiot.” She then rose higher into the air and flew past them, back toward the 
sea. 

Faine smiled. “My apologies. Naryah can be a quite nasty and unpleasant creature. She’s 
been my only companion for many years.” He turned and motioned for them to follow. “Come 
now.” 

The three strode into a massive, rounded chamber, Dagen and Kamilo gasping at their 
extraordinary surroundings. Shelves of books lined the cylindrical structure, broken at irregular 
intervals by spaces where torches hung against the stone wall. A striking wooden staircase 
spiraled itself around a great beam which ran from a beautiful white stone floor to high above, 
where it disappeared through another, wooden floor. Just overhead, above the row of books on 
ground level, a narrow walkway ringed the chamber, connected to the stairway by a walkway 
and providing access to the next level of books. The tower continued the same, level after level; 
the travelers both estimated to themselves that the floors of books were about a dozen in number, 
ending when a final walkway split off from its path to the highest row of books to end in a 
staircase which led up through the floor high above. 

“Welcome,” said Faine, his voice echoing through the tower, “to Parasad, The Mages’ 
Hidden Tower!” 

The edges of Kamilo’s wide mouth curled upward into a smile. “At last,” he said with a sigh. 
Dagen pulled his eyes from the rows of books to gaze at the striking stone floor; its smooth, 

glassy surface mirrored the flames of the torches and the light which slipped in through the open 
windows. “Amazing,” he said. “I have never seen such a beautiful structure. I must admit that I 
am relieved to find it. After such a long search, and since no one has looked upon it for hundreds 
of years, I had to wonder if the tower still existed, or if it was perhaps just a legend, as many 
believe.” 

Faine folded his arms behind his back and took a few steps, letting his own gaze pass over 
the books on the level above them. “Indeed, Parasad has rested on this island for about a 
thousand years. It’s stood longer than most in Feralia have lived and has thus passed out of 
memory.” 

He turned his gaze back to Dagen and Kamilo. “As I said earlier, I’ve awaited the company 
of Mages for a long time. And now you are here! Please, make yourselves at home. Feel free to 
look around and read from whichever books you choose while I prepare a meal.” He turned and 
headed for the spiral staircase. “I shall return shortly.” 

“Thank you, my friend,” said Dagen. 
Kamilo hissed and nodded respectfully. “You have our gratitude.” 
Faine had rounded the first turn in the staircase and nodded in return. 
The travelers at once went about perusing the books on the first level, finding entire volumes 

on nearly every topic imaginable, from plants and bodies of water, to creatures and civilizations, 
many of the latter two unfamiliar to them. Some time passed before they spoke. 

“I’d be willing to wager that such a wealth of knowledge exists nowhere else in Feralia,” 
Dagen finally said. 

“And what would you have to wager?” asked Kamilo. “That charming ship of ours?” 
Dagen laughed shortly. 
“You are right,” Kamilo hissed. “I’m sure that most all records such as these were destroyed 

in the war, since history before it has been forgotten.” 



 

“It’s that history that I’m most interested in,” said Dagen. “These texts on animals and such 
are great, but not as interesting as some others are sure to be. Who knows what stories lay hidden 
somewhere in this tower? Perhaps the very origin of our world is explained!” 

“Patience, my friend,” said Kamilo calmly. “I am certain that Faine will direct us to those 
texts in due time.” 

More time passed, though the travelers did not seem to notice as they slowly made their way 
around the ring of shelves, until finally, when the light flowing in from the open door indicated 
that evening was drawing near. It was then that a few footsteps could be heard overhead. 

“All is ready!” came the voice of Faine from above. “Please, come and join me.” 
Dagen and Kamilo immediately closed the books they held and slid them back into their 

places, then hastily began the long climb. Along the way, Dagen took note of a few book titles in 
hopes of returning to them soon. They quickly reached the top, made their way out across the 
appropriate walkway, and followed Faine up the staircase into the next level. 

They found themselves in a simple but warm room, which by the looks of it must have made 
up Faine’s entire living quarters. On the wall across from them a fire burned in a fireplace. A 
stock of wood lay stacked neatly in a recess which was built into the wall adjacent to it. To their 
left was a small bed under an open window and a desk which held a lantern and a few books. To 
their right was a kitchen area. The walls were lined with cupboards and utensils. In the middle of 
this section of the room stood a small table filled with steaming food. 

“Ah, what a wonderful smell!” said Dagen. “It’s been a long time since we’ve had a hot 
meal. And we’ve grown quite hungry, since we’ve had to ration the remainder of our food 
supply.” 

Faine laughed. “Well then, I’m pleased to provide you with the nourishment you are in need 
of. And you are not to worry—the two of you shall have plenty of food here, and an adequate 
supply to take with you when you depart. But enough talk—eat now.” 

The three of them moved to the table and began to eat. 
“I’m pleased to finally be able to put more of these chairs to use,” said Faine. “I built them, 

along with all of the other furniture quite some time ago.” 
“You called this tower Parasad,” said Dagen. “I’ve only ever known it as The Mages’ Hidden 

Tower.” 
Faine nodded slowly as he chewed his food. “Indeed it is a name long forgotten,” he finally 

said, “as it is with many of the oldest things in Feralia. Even this island itself, once known to 
many as Sreyas, remains unknown to all but the realm’s oldest creatures, which are few now. 
That has proved to be a benefit in sealing this place away; there has been little difficulty in 
keeping it undiscovered.” 

“Why was it hidden?” asked Dagen. 
Kamilo hissed softly, the first indication that he’d been giving attention to anything other 

than his food. “Have you forgotten? Cedric has told us—so that any creatures of shadow 
remaining after the war could not have access to information which would enable them to 
rediscover the forbidden technology which aided in destroying most of Feralia’s civilization.” 

“Feralia’s only war,” said Faine. “The war which left its most populated continent to be 
known as The Continent of Ruin.” 

“Tiergo,” said Dagen. 
Faine nodded. They ate for a while in silence before he again spoke. “This Cedric you 

mentioned… he is your Sage, is he not?” 
“Yes,” replied Dagen. “You know him?” 



 

Faine finished taking a drink of the juice he had set out for them. “No, though I do know of 
him. Long have I looked on from this tower, watching the acts of all the Mages.” His tone 
suddenly became more serious. “Tell me… You said that the two of you have searched a long 
time for this tower. How long has it been since you left the Sage?” 

“We left Laum about nineteen months ago,” said Dagen. 
“Have you remained in contact with him?” 
“No,” said Kamilo with a heavy sigh. “I often wonder if we should have, or if we even 

should have left the others at all. Though there had been peace and quiet for so long, there was 
something… Something lurking just outside of the mind’s reach. Something dark… It was so 
vague, so faceless. But nonetheless it was out there somewhere—we all sensed it. It has been a 
few years since the first of us started to notice it. But over the past year and a half Dagen and I 
have been away from Mayura, we have passed far enough away that we can no longer sense 
either that dark feeling or the presence of our friends.” 

“I had sensed that darkness as well,” said Faine. 
The eyes of the travelers widened. 
“Yes,” he continued. “And it should also interest you to know that in the time you have been 

abroad, that darkness has quickly grown in power and become a threat.” 
Kamilo hissed and set his fork down. “I knew we shouldn’t have left them when we sensed 

such a thing. No matter how vague it seemed.” 
“What of our friends?” Dagen asked apprehensively. “The other Mages—what can you tell 

us of them?” 
“Do not be upset,” said Faine. “The threat has already come and passed, and I sense that your 

friends were responsible for restoring light to where the shadow had formed.” 
“So it is over, then,” said Kamilo. 
Faine nodded and continued eating. 
“What has happened?” Dagen persisted. “Are Cedric and the others unharmed? What can 

you tell us?” 
“I’m afraid I can’t tell you anything specific,” said Faine. “Though I can sense what is taking 

place, the distance is still too great to discern little more than feelings, even for me.” 
Kamilo narrowed his yellow, slitted eyes. “Even for you…” he said, wondering what exactly 

their new friend was. All Mages were known to have the ability to sense things over limited 
distances, he knew, but to see things over an even greater span? 

“I can assure you,” continued Faine, “that the Mages have suffered at least some loss, but 
have eliminated the threat that stood before them. And that many strange occurrences have taken 
place, ones which I cannot yet fully understand.” 

“Some loss…” Dagen repeated. 
Kamilo sighed and shook his head sadly as he slowly took another bite. “What could that 

mean?” he said quietly. 
“Do not be troubled over this,” said Faine. “Your friends have accomplished something 

great. I feel quite certain that they are well now.” 
“We have been away for too long,” said Kamilo. 
Faine placed a hand on the Haakon’s shoulder. “Yet your coming here is of great importance. 

I feel the sadness in you Kamilo, the regret in leaving your friends behind, in not being at their 
side during the trials they have faced. But you must cast your sorrow aside! For the deepest and 
darkest trials lie ahead.” 

“What do you mean?” asked Dagen. 



 

“Though they may not yet know it,” replied Faine, “the darkness which your friends have 
destroyed is only the beginning.” 

He pushed his plate, which was now almost empty, aside and reached a hand out to each of 
the Mages. “If you would, please, take my hand and I will show you what I speak of.” 

Dagen and Kamilo looked at one another briefly and then slowly, cautiously, each placed a 
hand in that of Faine’s. 

“It was only after your friends had destroyed the recent threat,” he went on, “that I was able 
to sense this new shadow. It was as if their trial was a distraction from the greater threat looming 
beyond it.” He then noticed the uncomfortable looks on the faces of his visitors and remembered 
that he still held their hands. “Oh. Forgive me if I ramble on; it’s been a very long time since I’ve 
had company other than Naryah’s. Now please, close your eyes.” 

The Mages did so. Faine’s presence seemed to sooth their minds and relax them, and they 
soon slipped into a state of near sleep. 

“Far away from here,” they heard Faine’s voice say, “in some distant corner of Feralia lies an 
evil so powerful… so unspeakable…” 

He trailed off and distantly they were aware that his hands shook just a bit, as though he 
shuddered at the thought of what he was about to show them. 

Their minds seemed to carry them off across the sea, away from Parasad, to some unfamiliar 
land. Besides appearing desolate, the terrain seemed normal. But soon, as their minds flew over 
the land as would a bird, a shadow seemed to stretch over the barren soil. It quickly grew darker 
and darker until it seemed that a moonless night had fallen, leaving them soaring through pitch 
black. The ground was nowhere to be seen, lost in the blackness below, so the two of them 
turned their eyes forward. Deeper into the blackness they flew. All grew silent; they realized now 
that the only sound they had been able to hear was the wind in their ears, but it was gone, 
replaced by a blank silence. 

The silence was uncomfortable, but it did not last. From somewhere ahead, a guttural rumble 
bluntly tore through the air to meet them. It was a sound deeper than either of them had heard, 
seeming to take them by their throats and pound their chests. It seemed to them that the very air 
it traveled through was ripped apart. They continued flying forward. From below rose the voices 
of people in anguish, crying, moaning, mingling together to create an agonizing gale which 
pierced their minds. Amidst it all, they became aware of an evil, high-pitched laughter. The 
voices swirled around them and they thought that they could feel the breaths on their necks. The 
rumble rose in pitch to become a metallic shriek, making their ears hurt, and then returned to its 
previous depth, seeming to add the raspy breathing of what had to have been some kind of 
monsters to the abyss which they hurtled through. 

It seemed that the ropes which held their minds together were steadily breaking strand by 
strand. Just as they could withstand no more, they remembered the hands of Faine, felt him 
slowly loosening his grip. Desperate to leave this nightmare, they both pulled away and 
attempted to leap to their feet – 

- and both toppled backwards over their chairs to the floor, drenched in sweat and breathing 
heavily, relieved to be looking upon the small room once again. 

Faine slowly stood, retrieved a towel from the counter behind him and wiped the sweat from 
his own face. 

Kamilo forced himself to sit up, still breathing heavily. “What was that?” 
“Again, I cannot tell you anything specific,” replied Faine. “Perhaps what you saw, or felt, is 

what is happening somewhere now. Perhaps it is not literal, but a portent of what could be. But 



 

the one thing I am sure of is this…” He fixed the two Mages with a stare that sent chills down 
their spines. “Literal or not, that shadow is the threat the Mages now face. Far more powerful 
than what your friends have defeated, it will consume Feralia, enveloping the realm in an eternal 
shadow, changing it into an abyss like the one you have just seen! All creatures of light will 
suffer until the only thing remaining is darkness, should the Mages fail!” 

He noticed the apprehension on the faces of his visitors, that they trembled slightly, and he 
became aware that he had steadily been raising his voice. He took a deep breath and smiled, 
moving over to kneel next to them, his softened expression putting them at ease. He placed and a 
hand on the shoulder of the Mages, who both now sat upright. The smile slipped from his face, 
and though the warmth and calm remained, his tone was urgent. “You must bring your Sage to 
me, so that we can discuss what is to be done. I do not know what time we have, but I fear that it 
is short, so we must not delay. Go now, in what little daylight you have left, and return to me as 
quickly as possible.” 

The Mages nodded in acknowledgement. 
 
 
 
There was little talk as food and supplies were hastily gathered. They made their way quickly 

back down the tower, out across the soft green yard and onto the dock. Within a few moments, 
Dagen and Kamilo were sailing away from the island of Sreyas. They looked back to see Faine 
with Naryah at his shoulder, watching them depart, the tower Parasad looming silently behind. 

Turning their eyes ahead, they headed for home as the sun began its drop behind the watery 
horizon. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 

Chapter 2 
 
 

The shadow had overtaken Rylan Orrick by the time he reached the hills which surrounded 
his home village. He had hoped to arrive before nightfall, but the sun had dipped behind the 
horizon, only a sliver of the radiant yellow sphere remaining to cast its light over the land. For a 
while it seemed that he might escape the shade of night, traveling as quickly as he could manage 
as the shadow crept slowly after him. All too soon though, it had passed over him, now lying like 
a blanket over the gently rising and falling mounds which created a ring around the village of 
Tirna. 

He started up the first of the grassy hills in his path. The sky above him was still quite light, 
in contrast to the shady land he scampered up, though its light blue had long since begun to settle 
into a deep purple with traces of crimson stealing into its borders. While he endeavored to 
maintain his quick pace, he was careful not to jar the heavy sack of fruit and grains slung over 
his shoulders. He had stayed away much longer than he’d expected to, even after leaving at first 
light this morning. The amount of food he’d gathered today, combined with what he was able to 
acquire within the village, would ensure that another trip such as this would not be necessary for 
some time, supplying his family with enough provisions for at least a few weeks to come. But 
now, his worst fear appeared to be close at hand—he was about to be trapped outside the village 
after nightfall. 

He reached the top of the first hill and immediately started down the other side. The next row 
of hills were taller, obscuring his view of anything lying beyond, so he wasted not even a second 
in an attempt to look past them, concentrating instead on the placement of his feet on the rapidly 
darkening incline. In moments he had cleared this hill and began ascending the next. Despite the 
chill air he had worked up a sweat. He brushed his damp forehead with his sleeve and pushed his 
disheveled hair behind his pointed Half-Elven ears. This climb was longer and a bit more 
difficult than the previous one, but when he at last reached the top, his spirits were lifted. From 
here, the height of the remaining hills lessened, allowing a magnificent view of the circular 
barricade created by the hills and the village nestled within. The night shadow had made its way 
over the larger part of the town, but roughly a fourth of it was still illuminated as the darkness 
pulled itself slowly over the valley, a distinct line tracing from one side to the other. For the first 
time on his trip home, Rylan paused. He took a deep breath of relief and gazed out over the 
village; lights could be seen from inside the houses and the torches which lined the village’s 
outer fence already burned. After resting for just a moment longer to regain some of his strength, 
he hurried on. He climbed and descended two more hills, both a bit smaller than the first, and 
then wound his way around a few much smaller ones before emerging onto the fields which 
covered the small distance between the foot of the hills and the village. He smiled, but a glance 
at the sky dampened his briefly brightened mood. 

Off to the south, a strange black mist snaked through the air, rippling and twisting, traveling 
at random. Muttering a curse at the peculiar haze, Rylan continued on. 



 

Hmph, he thought. That rotten mist is unnatural. I just know there’s something not right 
about it. Nobody ever noticed it floating around before the trouble started—and that’s because it 
wasn’t there before. It’s only been since people started disappearing and dying that that 
miserable black filth started skulking through our nice clean air! I know it means something bad. 
I just wish more people would take it seriously. He sighed. At least the Elder does. 

He slowed his pace to a walk as he neared the fence. But before he entered, something caught 
his attention. Along the fence, torches were spaced at regular intervals; a dark area off to his left 
indicated that at least several torches were unlit. 

“What in the…?” He headed in that direction. As he walked, he turned and looked behind. 
He could just make out villagers stationed as guards inside the entrance he had been heading for, 
and at a post not far past it. Since the trouble had started in the village, the Elder, Alivar, had 
stationed guards all along the fence at night, who were responsible for lighting the torches before 
nightfall. As Rylan looked ahead, he realized that not only were there unlit torches, but there was 
also no guard in sight. A few steps more brought him to the first of those torches. Voices could 
be heard coming from nearby houses, but all in the immediate area was quiet. A chill ran down 
Rylan’s spine as his mind began to wander. Thoughts began to creep into his mind, rumors of the 
terrible darkness that had apparently taken the lives of innocent villagers. His imagination began 
to conjure all sorts of creatures that might have been responsible… creatures that might be lying 
in wait around the next corner. 

A thunderous shout shattered the silence. Rylan cried out and jumped back from the sound, 
causing a laugh to come from the same direction. 

Rylan’s look of shock slipped away and was replaced by a glare as he recognized the voice. 
“Corson,” he said, shaking his head. “I should have known.” 

“You should have seen your face,” Corson laughed. 
Rylan stepped over to the fence; Corson sat back in a chair with his feet propped up and 

resting on it. “What’s with you?” he asked. “I saw you running in from the hills like a fool.” 
“What’s with me?” said Rylan, gently lowering his pack to the ground. “What’s with you? 

Why are all these torches out?” He swung a leg up and climbed over the fence. 
“Oh, relax,” said Corson, waving a hand in dismissal. 
“Relax? It’s almost nightfall! The creatures could be out there anywhere!” 
Corson laughed again. “Oh, come now. Don’t tell me you actually believe all of that 

nonsense.” 
Rylan stalked over to Corson, grabbed his shirt, and pulled him up to his level. “How can you 

talk like that? So many have died or disappeared!” 
“And not one person has actually seen one of these creatures that are supposedly lurking 

around,” said Corson, still smiling. “Everyone who’s disappeared probably left this hole in the 
ground for fear of dying from boredom.” 

Rylan dropped Corson back into his seat and smiled in spite of himself. He crossed his arms, 
his bulky frame towering over his much thinner friend. “You lazy scoundrel. You never change.” 
He then turned and retrieved the nearest torch and began lighting the others with its flame. 

Corson finally stood. “Nor do you, you worrisome oaf.” He smiled as he watched Rylan 
finish lighting the last of the torches. “I see you’ve amassed quite a supply of food.” 

“That’s right,” replied Rylan. “I don’t want to have to go back out there again any time 
soon.” 

“You really are worried, aren’t you?” asked Corson, fixing his friend with a serious look for 
the first time this evening. 



 

Rylan replaced the torch and glanced back, his face lined with concern. “Yes. I am. 
Something’s wrong, Corson. Even the sky isn’t right. Have you seen the black mist?” 

Corson nodded grimly. “I have.” 
“It seems that only half the village believes it,” said Rylan, reaching over the fence to retrieve 

his pack. 
“And the other half is beginning to think that half is crazy!” Corson laughed. But his smile 

again faded at the other’s cheerless expression. He sighed. “Ah, I don’t know. Maybe they just 
don’t want to believe it. Maybe they haven’t been able to admit it to themselves.” 

Rylan nodded. Though Corson spoke as if he were speaking of others, he knew the statement 
was really with regard to himself. 

For a few moments they watched the line of daylight continue to recede. Now beyond the 
houses, it slowly crawled over the hills on the opposite side of the village. They stood in silence 
for a bit before Rylan spoke again. “Well, at least the Elder believes that something’s going on.” 

“Ah, yes. I’ve heard that he sent Reiko, Speir and Amatus away for assistance.” 
“It’s been quite a while since they left.” 
“Indeed. I normally wouldn’t admit this, but their absence for such a long time has concerned 

me. It’s been weeks. They should have reached Prytania in just a few days. Why would they stay 
there so long?” 

For a moment neither spoke. And then Corson continued. “I don’t see what help they will 
find there regardless. The people of Prytania are strange, and they seem to grow more so with 
each passing year. To be quite honest, I don’t trust them. What good was it to seek help from 
those weirdoes?” He waited for a response. 

When none came, he glanced over to Rylan. “All right, you’re never that quiet without a 
reason. What do you know?” 

Rylan turned to face him, fixing his eyes on him. “Will you keep this to yourself?” 
Corson nodded. “You know better than to ask that. Of course I will!” 
“The Elder didn’t send them to Prytania.” 
“What?” 
“He told me himself. Prytania is the obvious place, and he’s allowing everyone to believe 

that’s where Reiko, Speir and Amatus have gone.” 
“Where else would he send them?” 
Rylan allowed a long pause before his reply. “They’ve gone to find the Mages.” 
Corson could not contain a gasp. “The Mages? Why hasn’t he let that be known throughout 

the entire village?” But before Rylan could answer, a look of realization came across his 
features, his eyes mirroring the dismay he now felt. “He believes it to be that serious… that 
we’re dealing with something that deadly… doesn’t he?” 

“He does,” Rylan replied. “He doesn’t want to create a panic. So he quietly sent for the 
Mages, hoping to bring them here before things get any worse. But things are getting worse 
almost every day.” 

“But the only known group of Mages is on Mayura! If there are any wandering around on 
this continent, I don’t know of them.” 

“Nor do I. There aren’t many. Supposedly there were a great deal more of them before the 
war.” Rylan slung his pack over his shoulder. “I should get home. My family will be worried. 
Good night.” He started toward his house. 

Corson waved. “See you around. Oh, by the way, are you on patrol tonight?” 



 

Even without turning to face Corson, he knew what his friend meant. “Let me say goodnight 
to my family and get something to eat,” he called over his shoulder. “Then I’ll join ya… 
coward.” 

“Hah! I just didn’t want you to be frightened of those monsters of yours.” Corson chuckled 
and then crossed his arms as he looked back to the hills. 

Rylan smiled and shook his head as he quickly headed toward home. 
He hadn’t walked for long when he heard his friend call out. 
“Rylan?” Corson’s voice was distant now but could be heard clearly in the still night. “You 

still there?” 
“Yeah,” he called over his shoulder. 
“I think you better take a look at his.” 
Rylan hurried back to the fence. “What is it?” he said as he arrived, out of breath. 
Corson pointed to the hilltop. “There. Can you see it?” 
Rylan squinted as he peered into the black. For a moment he scanned the dark mounds, 

which were quickly merging into one giant shadow in the dying light, so that it was difficult to 
tell where one ended and the next began. “No. I don’t see any- wait a second. Yeah. I see it 
now.” A terrible feeling dropped from his heart into his stomach as he spotted a dark figure atop 
one of the hills just off to his right. It was tall and thin and seemed to stagger. “What is it? I can’t 
make it out. You’ve always had the sharpest eyes in this village except for -” 

“Amatus!” Corson interrupted. 
“Yes, Amatus. His sight is better than any of us.” 
“No, Amatus! It’s him!” Corson hurtled the fence and started off across the field. 
Rylan started after him, lowering the pack to the ground once more. “Hey, wait!” He climbed 

the fence and was off after Corson. 
In a moment he had caught up with him. “Are you sure?” 
“It’s him all right. And he doesn’t look good.” 
They reached the end of the field and paused for a moment to gaze up at the hill before them. 

The figure could be seen more clearly now. He had not moved far from where they’d first 
spotted him. Before their eyes he collapsed. 

With renewed energy they dashed up the hill and soon reached him. The figure lay sprawled 
out face down and they dropped to their knees beside him. They gently rolled him onto his back. 
It was indeed Amatus. He was clearly exhausted. A thick coat of sweat on his face glistened in 
what little light remained. 

“Amatus!” said Rylan. 
The exhausted Half-Elf groaned. “Reiko… Reiko, he’s -” He stopped short as his hands went 

to his stomach. 
Rylan reached down to touch Amatus’ midsection. When he brought it back it was covered in 

blood. “Oh, no!” 
“We’ve gotta get him home quick!” said Corson. He and Rylan moved to pick him up, but 

stopped as he began to speak, seeming desperate. 
“Reiko is dead,” he managed to say. “It was the creatures. They hunted us all the way across 

Idris. We’d almost made it off the continent when they got us. They killed Reiko. Speir and me 
escaped, but we were hurt, too… Speir left me in the care of some folks in Desah and went onto 
Mayura, even though he was hurt much worse than me. He told me to come back and tell Alivar 
what happened. I… I tried to get him to stay in Desah until he was healed, but…” He groaned 
again and clutched his stomach. 



 

“Don’t talk,” said Rylan. “You can tell us more later.” He motioned to Corson and they both 
placed one of Amatus’ arms around their shoulders and lifted him to his feet. Surprisingly, he 
was able to move around without putting much of his weight on the others. 

“The creatures,” Amatus said as they started down the hill. “They’re a nightmare. They hunt 
now… They are close.” 

Rylan looked to the hills across from them just in time to see the last of the light fade from 
view over their tips. “Come on,” he said, urging them on. 

A deep, guttural growl sounded from somewhere close by just as the very last of the sun’s 
light failed them. They paused for a moment. It sounded again, but quieter this time. 

“Keep moving,” Rylan whispered. 
Footsteps came quickly from behind. They halted and looked in that direction. Night had 

fallen and all was black. The hilltops could no longer be discerned from the horizon. Just off to 
their left a red streak of light moved quickly and disappeared. They slowly began to back away. 

The growl rumbled through the darkness to meet them again, closer than before, seeming to 
end in a wheezy hiss. And then the red light appeared directly before them, two glowing, 
menacing eyes. Before them stood a creature so black that it could not be distinguished from the 
night around it, save for the burning, hateful eyes. 

The three villagers still slowly backed away, their pulses pounding wildly. 
Rylan began to ask what it was, but found the words caught in his throat. He knew that he 

needn’t ask anyway. This was one of the creatures responsible for the deaths and disappearances 
in Tirna. 

It was only steps away, ragged breathing becoming more and more audible as it drew closer 
to them. 

“We can’t escape it,” Amatus whispered. 
Corson stopped moving and withdrew the short sword which hung at his waist. “You two go. 

Run.” 
Rylan realized immediately what his friend meant to do. “No, Corson, you can’t -” 
Corson cut him short. “Just go! Go now!” 
With a fierce shout, he dove at the creature as Rylan turned with Amatus and ran. 
A struggle could be heard as the two fled. Amatus limped badly and felt as if he might fall at 

any moment, but the larger frame of Rylan held him steady. They had descended nearly half way 
down the hill and could still hear the sound of Corson struggling desperately. 

Rylan felt a lump of anxiousness knot together in his throat. “He’ll never make it on his own. 
We have to get help. If we can just -” 

He was silenced by the scream of Corson, which sounded out and was cut off abruptly. 
“Oh, no!” cried Amatus. 
Anger welled up inside Rylan and hot tears streamed down his face. They arrived at the 

bottom of the hill, but still had the field to cross before reaching the safety of the village. The 
line of torches seemed terribly far away. 

Seeming to come from out of nowhere, the growl came again, accompanied by a rush of 
footsteps bounding down the hill after them. The creature was upon them. They would not reach 
the fence in time. While keeping an arm around Amatus, Rylan reached down with the other to 
his belt and found the hunting knife he’d taken with him this morning. A glance over his 
shoulder revealed the burning red eyes quickly growing closer. When he again looked ahead, he 
could just make out the forms of a few villagers running in their direction with torches, most 
likely guards who had heard the noise made by Corson. 



 

But Rylan knew it was too late to hope to be saved. They were too far away. “Amatus!” he 
shouted. “I’m going to face it! Hopefully it’ll buy you enough time to reach the village!” 

“No!” Amatus cried. “You can’t!” 
“Just do as I say! It’s the only chance we have!” He withdrew his arm from around Amatus’ 

shoulders and shoved him forward. 
He then stopped and turned just in time to meet the red eyes as Amatus staggered onward. 

With all his strength, he lunged at the creature, swinging his blade wildly, desperately. Though it 
felt as if a few of his blows landed, he would never know for sure. A searing, agonizing pain tore 
into his chest and everything went numb. The world seemed to spin around him as he fell back. 
The fall seemed to take place in slow motion and he met the ground without pain. Lying on his 
back, he craned his neck to look toward the line of torches that were hazily beginning to blend 
together, and could see Amatus, on the verge of collapse, but nearing the fence, still staggering 
toward the villagers who had almost reached him. He felt satisfied as the lights grew dim and 
faded away, content in the knowledge that the creature could no longer reach Amatus, that he 
died so that his friend could escape. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 

From Chapter 5 
 
 

For a while, Theida kept herself busy with the book she’d retrieved from her room. But 
eventually her eyes grew tired. She set the book down and stood up, yawning and stretching. 
Then, she sat again, continuing her wait. Over the next couple of hours, Tsuri and Rana sat and 
talked with her on and off, and even Fiske made a few rounds. Finally, midday neared, and the 
time for lunch approached. Tsuri poked her head out through the back door. 

“Hey. You hungry?” 
“I’m getting there,” said Theida. “But I don’t want to leave -” 
“Relax, will you?” Tsuri interrupted with a smirk. “I’m already throwing something together. 

I’ll bring it out in a little bit.” 
Theida smiled back at her. “Thanks.” 
As Tsuri disappeared back inside, the sky began its midday change. Somewhere far above, 

the second moon approached, gradually washing over the clear blue with its orange light. Before 
long, the sky and everything touched by the light was immersed in the numinous, warm glow. 
Even the green grass was set alight in an orange radiance. 

Tsuri stepped back out onto the porch carrying two plates of food. “All right, it’s re-” 
She stopped short at Theida’s gasp. 
Tsuri frowned and fixed her with a puzzled look, and then followed her gaze out across the 

yard. 
Against the trees at the beginning of the Imps Woods, faint lines seemed to be traced. 

Slowly, they began to take shape and move closer. The lines seemed to take the forms of two 
figures, walking in their direction. They became as a transparent film, still showing the light 
through their forms. The sight of the trees that could be seen through them began to fade as they 
appeared to become solid. 

With a wide smile Theida hurried off of the porch and raced across the yard toward them. 
“They’re back!” 
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