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Chapter 1 
!
!

“…when the sons of gods went to the daughters of man and had children by their wombs, they 
became the giants of old, the nefalim, “men” of renown and infamy, dangerous like wolves amongst 

sheep…” 
From the ‘Gathered Prophetics’ !

!
 It was snowing outside. The white flakes fell lazily in the night breeze, dusting the rocky 
mountainside with an ivory blanket. Little crystals of ice, each as perfect as the next, flurried and 
spun and danced through the cold air. A tall spire rose from an outcrop of quiet buildings amongst 
the snowy crags, where one lonely yellow window glowed brightly through the blizzard. Framed by 
the light, a very old man stood at the windowsill with his arms crossed. He sighed with tiredness 
and fought back yet another yawn. He shivered and rubbed his arms as if it would help, but still he 
did not move away from the window. He found the cold weather outside calming after a long day of 
hard study. And it had been a hard day of study indeed. 
 Behind him, gathered around a desk and poring over a small square book, sat a group of four 
equally aged men. The room was cavernous and packed floor to ceiling with bursting bookshelves, 
each one filled with an impossible amount of paper and knowledge. Loose pages were everywhere 
and scrolls lay under dust and old maps, littering the floors and shelves like dried autumn leaves. 
One single candle, almost at the end of its wick, clung to life on the corner of the wooden desk, 
throwing distorted shadows against the walls. 
 ‘I don’t even think it’s Siren,’ said the man at the window. He absently twisted a bit of his 
long white hair around a wrinkled finger and sipped at warm wine. The papery wattle of skin 
around his neck made his chin disappear. 
 ‘Of course it is, Innel, just look at the scales of the front cover!’ replied one of the others. He 
waved his hand in a somewhat dismissive gesture. He coughed hoarsely, as if the cough had caught 
him by surprise, and dabbed a careful handkerchief to his lips. Spectacles made from slices of rare 
crystal balanced precariously on his nose and a long beard, streaked with grey, covered his chin and 
neck. The group of scholars mused for a few moments. ‘Where was it found again?’ asked another, 



peering at his colleagues from under wiry grey eyebrows. 
 The bespectacled man spoke up again. ‘No one knows exactly, some village in southern 
Nelska,’ he said, and there was a silence. 
 ‘Fifteen years later and only now do we get to study this manuscript. Who knows the 
incalculable value of the magick held inside this book,’ said Innel, tugging his long blue robe about 
him. It was now too cold. He shivered as he pulled the stained glass windows shut with a bang. He 
turned and sighed, leaning back against the stone sill and looking to the man with the tiny glasses. 
‘So the question remains, how do we get the confounded thing open? Have we had a reply from 
Krauslung yet, Gernn?’ 
 ‘No, no not as yet. They’re always late…’ he trailed off, distracted. He leant forward to take 
a closer look at the book lying on the desk. It was small for a start, no bigger than a man’s hand. 
Several black dragon scales adorned the cover, pressed flat and trimmed to fit its square shape. 
Probably from an infant wyrm, thought Gernn, as he let his fingers trace the ridges and dips of the 
cover. A thick gold lock, simple but firm, held the small book shut, with no keyhole or opening 
mechanism anywhere to be seen. The ancient pages poking out from the edges were torn and dirty. 
The man tried once again to split a few pages apart with a long yellow fingernail, but the book was 
locked fast, and not even the tip of a knife blade could squeeze between them. After a rather 
dramatic sigh that was probably much louder than necessary he entwined his fingers and leant back 
in his chair, and the ornate wood creaked as he did so. 
 ‘Well nothing’s changed since this afternoon. The bloody thing’s still locked tighter than a 
vampyre’s coffin. And as none of us here possess the skill to unlock it, or even know what spell 
could force it open, I suggest we just wait for…’ But Gernn was interrupted by the sounds of heavy 
boots on stone. 
 A loud voice made them all turn. ‘Having trouble, wise men of Arfell?’ A tall hooded man 
suddenly emerged from the doorway, hands clasped behind his back and a warm smile on his face. 
The tall newcomer walked from the door to the desk in a few long strides and stomped the last bits 
of snow from his black leather boots. The scholars were a little startled but as he moved from the 
shadows and into the candlelight they quickly recognised a familiar face. The man threw back his 
hood. A chorus of respectful smiles followed. 
 Innel jumped up from the windowsill to greet the man with a warm handshake, the wattle of 
skin beneath his neck wobbling like a turkey’s. ‘Your Mage, what an unexpected honour! What, 
with the weather and all we didn’t expect you or Åddren to arrive for another two days,’ he said. 
 The tall mage kept his smile, while he removed his hooded green and gold robe and folded it 
neatly over an armchair with one fluid move. There was a long sword at his waist, in an ornate 
scabbard, and his expensive tunic was made of a fine emerald cloth trimmed with white and gold. 
‘Don’t be ridiculous, the weather has never stopped me,’ he chuckled. ‘When we heard that you had 
uncovered a long lost book of secrets, I decided that no time should be wasted in coming to see it!’ 



The man crossed his muscular arms and looked at each of them with dark nut-brown hazel eyes. 
‘Please, show me what you have found,’ he said, as Innel retreated slowly to a chair. 
 Gernn rose, obviously eager to impress, while the others remained silent and seated, fingers 
entwined in their long flowing beards. ‘It is most definitely Siren, sire, as we thought,’ at this point 
he threw his colleagues a quick sideways look. ‘But this book is not from the time of the war, it 
seems to be very different from the other texts we have recovered from the dragon-riders, perhaps 
older…’ 
 ‘Continue,’ said the mage. 
 Gernn took a quick breath before carrying on, and pointed to the gold on the black cover. ‘It 
does have some sort of magick lock on the cover, with no key to unlock it. We’ve come across this 
type of thing before but this is too powerful and too old for us. So as yet we have been unable to 
read it,’ Gernn shrugged and thoughtfully rubbed his beard once more, gazing wistfully at the little 
book. There was a moment of silence and the tall man let a satisfied smile creep over his wind-burnt 
face before turning to the others. ‘Perhaps I could help with that part,’ he said. His hazel eyes 
flicked around the circle. ‘If I can get it open, can you translate it?’ 
 ‘If it’s legible, then we can read it. We men of Arfell have come across all of the languages 
that have ever been heard in Emaneska. There isn’t a book we’ve seen that we couldn’t translate,’ 
answered a third man, with a slow and constant nodding of his head. He looked to be the oldest by 
many a mile, greyer than a winter’s day and waiting patiently at death’s doorstep. The others 
murmured their assent with a symphony of throat-clearing and more rubbing of chins and facial 
hair. 
 ‘Good.’ The mage strode forward and flexed his hands. He briefly took a moment to think 
and then leant over the oak desk, humming and musing and making a sucking noise with his teeth. 
The scholars watched him think and looked between themselves with a mixture of intrigue and 
uncertainty. 
 The tall man muttered something, perhaps an incantation, as he reached towards the book 
with his fingers rigid and outspread. A tiny ripple of air pulsated from his hand like a wave of heat 
over a fire. A purple spark danced over the cover, and he whispered something, muttering again, but 
louder this time. ‘This book is strong,’ he mumbled from between pursed lips. He seemed to be 
straining to keep his fingers spread. The mage’s hand pulsed again and he took a firmer stance this 
time, spreading his feet and gripping the edge of the table. More sparks fizzed over the cover and 
then, quite abruptly, the thick lock made a little click, and smoothly rolled open. 
 The scholars all leant forward with open mouths and wide eyes, eager to see what the dark 
book held between its dusty yellow pages. The tall mage wiped a single drop of sweat from his 
brow and smiled, clenching his fist a few times to get rid of the numbness. ‘Read your book, 
gentlemen.’ He smiled like a wolf approaching a trapped rabbit. 
 The oldest scholar wiped something from his nose and moved to carefully lift the scaly 



cover. With agonising slowness he turned it and then he paused, smoothing out the first page with 
his hands. Peering through misty eyes at the thick writing, he nodded and scanned the script. ‘It’s 
elvish, dark elf, if I’m not mistaken. I… I haven’t seen a text like this for years,’ he said, somewhat 
shakily. 
 ‘Elvish. That is an old language indeed,’ commented the tall mage. It may have been the 
flickering candlelight, but it seemed to Innel that the mage’s eyes widened ever so slightly at the 
news. ‘The oldest, your mage,’ he answered. 
 Beside them the old scholar shuddered as he read onwards. He coughed briefly and turned 
the next page. ‘It reads…’ he paused, tracing the script. ‘The Testament of Bringing. But that word 
could also mean, erm creating, or…’ 
 Gernn adjusted his crystal spectacles and peered at the writing. ‘Summoning.’ 
 The mage turned to him, looking down his nose at the scholar. ’Summoning?’ 
 Gernn nodded eagerly, almost losing his glasses. ‘Yes, as I’m sure you know sire, the dark 
elves were powerful creatures, capable of controlling the darkest of all magicks.’ 
 ‘It’s a summoning manual?’ asked the man. 
 ‘Yes your Mage. Their acolytes could summon huge beasts from the darkest places of the 
world at the cast of a single spell.’ Innel went to a bookshelf and brought back a rare slice of 
tapestry covered with crude pictures depicting battles with strange goblin-type animals and giant 
winged creatures with many horns wearing what looked to be golden crowns. 
 ‘I remember,’ muttered the mage as he turned the tapestry to face him. The others looked up 
questioningly. ‘I said I remember seeing something like this before, in other books and old paintings 
at the citadel.’ 
 ‘Of course sire,’ Innel nodded, wondering if he had seen any such paintings in Krauslung. 
There was something like an itch in his mind. 
 ‘Where are the keys?’ The mage asked quickly, tapping the page with a finger. Keys could 
be found in every spell book and any book without them was useless. They were the start of any 
incantation, the unlocking words to begin a spell. 
 The oldest scholar turned a few pages carefully, where more runes were scribbled. He 
pointed to a few random symbols hiding at the corners of one page. ‘For the spell? Erm, there, and 
the other, there. These are the main words, me and hear. Saying them in the other order, of course, 
would open the spell. I don’t dare to read aloud any further; it seems we have uncovered a very 
special book indeed. It must be over a thousand years old…’ his voice cracked and his words trailed 
off into silence. The scholar’s hand was shaking more than usual. 
 ‘This needs careful translation, look, it seems to reference something called thy darkness 
swallowed, or… mouths of darkness, yes that’s it, over and over again on these pages.’ Gernn 
waved his hands as he gingerly flipped through the ancient book. His eyes were wide. 
 ‘And you are sure this book is not another fake?’ The man asked, looking hungrily at the 



men. The wolf and the grey-haired rabbits. His arms were crossed still, but his voice was now low 
and dangerous, dark brown eyes roaming the pages and pictures spread over the desk. 
 Innel nodded. That itch was bothering him now, something he had missed, something he 
couldn’t begin to put his finger on. ‘It’s real, sire, an elven summoning manual, if you asked me.’ 
 ‘It’s dangerous, whatever it is,’ said Gernn. 
 The man smiled, flashing teeth. ‘How interesting this all is.’ He drummed his fingers on the 
desk absently. ‘Well, it seems you have been most useful to me this evening. I am sure Åddren will 
be as pleased as I am to hear about this.’ 
 The oldest scholar rose shakily from his chair and bowed his head. ‘Thank you sire. We will 
continue to study this manual with diligence, there is much more knowledge to be gained from it, 
and without you, my lord, we would probably still have a locked book.’ He smiled, and the other 
scholars managed a polite laugh. The air had become stale and thick. 
 The tall mage laughed heartily, startling them slightly as the noise rang out in the small 
room. ‘Haha, and without you, old fools, I would have nothing!’ The smile was instantly gone, 
replaced by thin lips and a narrowed gaze. With a sudden burst of immense speed the mage drew his 
sword in a silver blur and furiously slammed the blade into Innel’s chest. He fell with a terrified 
gurgling scream. The mage swung right and brutally cut the throat of the old scholar with a single 
swing. Dark blood painted the books and pages scattered around the room. Sparks of electricity 
danced around the mage’s fingers and a huge bolt of lightning flew into the others, burning them to 
a crisp in a matter of seconds. An acrid smoke filled the room. 
 His business concluded, the mage calmly sheathed his sword and took the black book from 
the desk. Wiping the blood from its cover, he turned on his heel, picked up his robes from the chair, 
and left without another sound. 
!

❦ !
 Hundreds of miles away, in the west, dawn was breaking over an empty countryside. The 
cold morning light shone through the skeletal trees and scattered across winter snow drifts and dead 
leaves. The still wilderness was undulating, with rolling hills and patches of woods springing up 
between boulders, frozen streams, and endless snow. Apart from the drip of melting ice and the 
rattle of wind in the finger-like branches, not a sound could be heard. 
 A broken castle rose from a tall mound, crowned by concentric rings of ruined walls and 
dilapidated stone ramparts. A round tower squatted in disrepair at the centre of the castle still 
sporting an empty flagpole. The massive stones of the walls were covered in brown moss and 
hanging icicles, the crenellations adorned with cuts and gashes made by the war engines of old.  
 Soon the pale morning was disturbed by the faint noise of a heavy-breathing newcomer. A 
hooded figure came from the south trudging through the deep snow towards the castle, his long 
brown cloak billowed behind him in the icy breeze. Hot breath escaped in smoky plumes from his 



mouth and the sound of his labouring was loud against the dripping silence. The man stopped and 
pulled his clothing around him. He took a minute to catch his breath. In the half light of the early 
morning his grey-green eyes could pick out a low arched door set deep into the thick outer wall. 
 ‘Carn Breagh,’ muttered the stranger, lowering a plain red scarf from his face. Clearing his 
throat he checked the woods to the left and right with a wary glance, and then trudged on through 
the deep snow. Beneath his cloak the man wore light steel plate armour over his shoulders, chest, 
and thighs, which clanked together softly as he moved. A black and brown tunic lay underneath 
with a thick leather belt holding onto his supplies and an old sword encased in a dark red scabbard. 
Something gold and scarlet and metal peeked out from beneath the sleeves of his thick cloak. The 
man’s sturdy black boots wearily plunged into the pure white snow, making creaking noises with 
every step. 
 The stranger reached the old wall and the small stone archway and spread his hands over the 
thick oak door, feeling the splintered wood and the thick spikes that held the gate together. The man 
gave it a light push but nothing budged. It was locked tight from the inside. He shoved a shoulder 
against it in a futile attempt to move the ancient wood. But still nothing. He looked at the door 
quizzically. The planks were weathered from hundreds of years of wind and snow, yet for some 
reason they had not rotted away like the other wooden features of the ancient castle. 
 The hooded man stretched his back and neck and rolled up the sleeves of his cloak. 
Adorning his wrists and lower forearms were thick vambraces made of interwoven red and gold 
metal scales that glittered faintly in the dawn light. They clinked as he held them together. He 
closed his eyes briefly and then placed his palms on the door. All of a sudden a pulse rippled across 
the wood and there was a dull clang from the other side. The man gave it a little push and the door 
swung open with a creak. 
 He allowed himself a faint smile and pulled his cloak around him as he peered into the 
gloom. The man wrinkled his nose. It smelled like a thousand years of damp and there was the faint 
sound of dripping on stonework coming from somewhere in the darkness. Mould hid between the 
cracks in the walls. Without a sound the man ducked under the thick stone archway and stood in the 
dim corridor, listening. He made a fist. White light shivered around his fingers and suddenly the 
corridor was bathed in a pale moon-like glow. 
 Surrounded by his light the stranger began to investigate the old castle, poking around in 
holes and long-lost underground chambers. Cavernous halls and old rooms spread out like a warren 
left and right as the explorer went deeper and deeper into the castle. Everything was rotting and 
damp. Old curtains decayed where they had been thrown, chests and furniture had been smashed 
against walls and lay in dark heaps and broken postures. In old abandoned barracks benches and 
tables were pushed up against splintered doors. Rusty swords hid under the rubble. 
 For hours he searched the dank castle and found nothing except darkness and ruin. In a tiny 
room deep underground, the cloaked man carefully took a seat on one of the less broken chairs and 



rested his feet for a moment. He was beginning to get a little tired from keeping up his light spell, 
but he was sure there had to be something inside the old castle. Absently he picked up a small piece 
of rubble and toyed with it for a few moments before tossing it across the room in boredom. To his 
surprise the stone sailed straight through a frayed tapestry and disappeared, landing with a clang 
somewhere far behind it. The man clenched his fist again and a fresh wave of light penetrated the 
gloom. Eagerly he tore the tapestry from its rusted hangings and threw it on the dusty floor. Hidden 
behind it was a staircase that spiralled down into the dark shadows. Curiosity sparked in his mind 
he jogged down the steps, his footsteps echoing against the narrow walls. 
 All of a sudden the stairs came to a halt and a long hallway snaked around a corner. Sconces 
holding long torches poked out from recesses in the walls. The man moved to the nearest one and 
felt the oil-soaked wick between his finger and thumb. It was dry enough so the man clicked his 
fingers over the torch. Sparks flew from his fingers and sent flame curling up the wall. 
 Dousing his light spell he continued down the corridor lighting each torch as he went, and it 
was not long before he came across a huge door set deep into the stonework, held by thick hinges 
and a massive bolt that seemed to be fused to the metal bracing it. Eyes closed, the man ran his hand 
over the wood, searching for the right spell to use, but when he threw a wave of magick at it the 
door didn’t even move an inch. Irritated, he tried again and the air hummed as he hit the wood with 
another spell. Nothing happened. He rubbed his stubbled chin and thought for a moment, adjusting 
the red scarf around his neck. All of a sudden a deep boom rang out somewhere below his feet and 
made the torches shiver in their sconces. The man slowly, and gently, drew his sword from its 
scabbard as a few specks of dust fell from the ceiling. He squinted at the torches as something 
caught his eye. The flames were shifting and leaning far out from the wall as if blown by a stiff 
breeze. He listened and watched, ready for anything. Nothing came, and all was silent again in the 
castle. 
 Bored, the stranger turned and sheathed his sword with a loud metallic ringing noise. He 
climbed the stairs, turning left, then right, then left again, up more stairs, retracing his steps. 
Abruptly he was out in the snow once more and the bright morning sun was stinging his eyes. He 
slammed the small door behind him and stepped out into the icy glare.  
 ‘Hmm,’ mused the cloaked figure. He bent to pick up a handful of snow and rubbed it 
between his fingers to wipe off the dust from the castle. As he moved to pick up another handful a 
shadow passed over him without a sound, a flitting shape momentarily darkening the snow. The 
man sighed and stood up straight, throwing off his cloak and drawing his sword with a flourish. 
Spinning his blade in his right hand he surveyed the peaceful countryside calmly. Steel glinted in 
the sunlight. 
 ‘It’s not even noon yet and a man has to deal with dragons,’ muttered the stranger to himself 
as he let his eyes rove over the horizon. 
 A huge screeching roar came from the skies above him and the man darted sideways with a 



running leap, narrowly missing a massive shape that plummeted into the snow behind him with a 
huge crash and a shower of snow. The man got to his feet and disdainfully brushed the white 
powder from his armour. He looked up. Out of the white haze there was a snarl and a creature 
reared its ugly blue head, shaking its horns with a rattling shiver and spreading stunted turquoise 
wings. A ridge of sharp brown spikes ran from its head to the tip of its serpentine tail. The monster’s 
claws dragged at the snow, razor sharp and curved like a cat’s, and its eyes were like black pools of 
jet. The wyrm let out a deafening hornlike scream and took one step forward, hissing at the man in 
the snow and rattling its aquamarine scales. 
 It had been a while since the man had seen such a large wild dragon, and even though it was 
a juvenile, no more than a wild wyrm, it still towered above him. The creature stank of old meat and 
a musky reptilian scent. The stranger began to circle the creature, holding his sword out straight 
towards it. 
 ‘Leave now, or this will end badly for you,’ said the man in a measured tone, still treading 
sideways through the deep snow. The dragon snarled, obviously lacking the capacity to understand 
him, and stamped its enormous feet menacingly like an impatient bull. It roared an ear-splitting roar 
and foul spit flew into the man’s face. 
 The stranger grimaced and wiped the grotesque phlegm from his cheek and forehead, careful 
to keep his eyes on the snarling dragon. ‘I will take that as a no then, shall I?’ he replied, and before 
the words had left his mouth the beast charged with frightening speed. But the man was more than 
ready. Swiftly dropping to one knee he dug his blade into the snow with a rasping thud. A solid wall 
of magick tore through the snow like a rippling earthquake and knocked the terrifying reptile back 
with a low and somewhat disappointed whine. The man jumped up and swung his sword at the 
surprised beast. The blade cut a long path across its scaly back and blue blood splashed the snow. 
 Very suddenly and seemingly out of nowhere, the beast’s whip-like tail lashed out and struck 
the stranger hard in the chest. He flew into a nearby snowdrift with a crunch of armour. A star or 
two swam before his eyes. The man winced and sat up, but before he had time to take a breath the 
hungry dragon ran at him again. It snarled and spat and it scratched and it dug, furiously lashing out 
at the snow and at the man with its razor-like claws. He wildly waved his sword in front of him in 
an effort to keep the claws at bay, but a stray talon scraped across his armour and found his soft pale 
skin underneath. With a pained expression he rolled sideways through the snow and somehow 
managed to escape the long claws. Red blood stained the dirty snow beneath him. 
 Getting swiftly to his feet the man smacked his two vambraces together and a blast of flame 
shook the cold air. The fireball hit the wyrm in the chest and sent the creature reeling backwards. It 
roared with pain and frantically shook its rattling spikes, in an effort to fend off the stranger, but it 
was already too late for the hungry beast. The stranger sprinted forward, dodging another tail swipe. 
A light pulsed down his forearm and his blue-stained sword burst into flame. As he ran he hurled 
the glowing weapon with both hands and like a bolt of fiery lightning it buried itself hilt-deep in the 



dragon’s ribcage with a thud and a flash of scorching fire. The beast uttered a last mournful whistle 
and toppled over against a nearby tree with a crash and a bang and a shower of pine needles. 
 Breathing a little on the heavy side and wiping snow from his face the man slowed himself 
to a calm walk and strode forward to wrench his blade from the ribs of the smoking reptile. He put a 
hand to his side and winced , feeling the wet blood seeping from the long cut. Retrieving his cold 
cloak he sighed and began to slowly follow his footprints back in the direction he had come from. 
!
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Chapter 2 
  
!
“The long winter started gradually during the years of our long war with the Sirens. The heat was 
slowly taken from our days, one by one, and the sun from our sky, until our seventy-sixth year, the 
year of our last summer. The snow storms gathered and the ice fields grew, creeping inexorably 

south until they almost threatened to cover Nelska, and ever since the end of the war our weather 
has remained cold and bitter, and the proud mountains of Össfen stay covered by the eternal snow.” 

From writings found in the libraries of Arfell !
!
 The hooded stranger travelled without rest for two days, heading south through field and 
forest and river and hill. By the second day the man crested a muddy knoll and took a moment to 
catch his breath. Before him in the valley lay a small village called Leath, built on a rocky crag that 
overlooked a metallic-looking river and muddy fields. He narrowed his eyes at the tiny town. Its 
inhabitants had always been wary of strangers, and feared his kind especially. They were a 
superstitious lot, concerned only with their farming and their drinking. The cloaked man decided to 
give the village his usual wide berth and take the winding route back to the Arkabbey. He hopped 
over a few rocks and slid over some shale, and then headed west around the town, sticking to the 
wilder roads and the copses. 
 A few hours later the man was treading through the thick loam of the Forest of Durn, a 
shady wood south of Leath that was seldom entered or explored by the villagers. Rumour had it that 
a fierce vampyre lived somewhere amongst the dark trees, feeding off the blood of any Albion soul 
that would trespass in his woods. The stranger obviously didn’t believe in any such rumour, and 
paid attention only to the surrounding forest that was still deep in the clutches of winter. The trees 
were alive with the breath of a light wind, whispering branches and creaking bark. A few animals 
scuttled around in the frozen loam. Somewhere a bird cried out. The stranger kept walking. 
 Soon the hooded man made it to his destination, and found a small winding trail in between 
a path of bushes and pine trees. Brown needles crunched under his feet as he picked his way under 
branches and around rocks. After a while he spotted the light of a hidden clearing ahead and he 
walked towards it, still careful to follow the almost indistinguishable trail through the undergrowth. 
All of a sudden the trees gave way, revealing a small glade and a tall brick building that had been 
completely concealed by the forest. This was the Arkabbey, one of many like it that had been 



quietly built around the lands of Albion and Emaneska. Smoke rose from the windows of the 
kitchen and the noise of wood chopping and other work echoed over the grounds. The tall bell 
tower rose high above the trees, with glass windows and balconies punctuating its thick granite 
walls. The bell had been silent for decades, and the man couldn’t remember the last time he had 
heard its doleful pealing. Workers and other people were milling around the gardens and taking in 
the brisk air. The man nodded to a few familiar faces as he walked across the lawn towards an open 
doorway. The cold grass underneath his boots was slippery and looked well tended to, clipped short 
and tidy, if not a little brown. There were a few beehives to his left amongst the trees. They seemed 
lifeless and quiet. There was a calmness floating on the chill breeze. An armoured soldier standing 
by the door saluted him with his spear while staring straight ahead. 
 The man strode inside the arch and felt the warmth of the busy building on his cold skin. He 
rubbed his hands and shook the mud and ice from his boots and listened to the sounds of cooking 
and working echoing on the stone walls. With a tired sigh the man walked on, up a few flights of 
stairs, down a few corridors, and around a few corners until he came to a simple oak door. He 
pushed it open with a bang. 
 A woman jumped and dropped the bundle of tunics she was carrying and put her hand to her 
chest in fright. ‘Oh! Farden, it’s you,’ she flapped her hand like a fan. 
 ‘Same old.’ The man threw his hood back and smiled at the girl. Elessi was his maid and 
somewhat of a friend to him, and had done a bit more than just picking up after him over the years. 
She always seemed to be wearing a cherubic smile or a concerned frown, and her deep brown eyes 
were always wide, as if she had just been handed the juiciest titbit of gossip. Farden would never 
had admitted it, but Elessi’s stubbornness had kept him on track more than once in the last few 
years. 
 Blowing her curly brown hair from her round and blushing cheeks, the maid started to pick 
up the dropped clothes. ‘You could have knocked,’ she said, flustered. 
 ‘To my own room? You shouldn’t be sneaking around in here.’ Farden threw her a quick 
smile to melt her icy stare. He threw his cloak on the small bed and sat on the windowsill, watching 
the trees shiver outside. 
 ‘Gods know someone needs to look after you magick lot. Where’ve you been to this time? 
Oh! Is that blood on your side?’ Her face instantly creased up with worry and she rushed to the 
window to see. 
 Farden glanced down at the roughly-bandaged gash that the dragon had given him along the 
right side of his ribs. He waved Elessi away as she tried to see the damage. ‘Don’t worry about it, 
you know it will heal… Elessi calm down it’s fine!’ He shooed her away gently and covered it up 
with a shred of tunic. 
 ‘Well what was it this time? Another minotaur? It was a bandit wasn’t it, I knew it.’ Elessi 
stood there with her hands on her hips like a scolding mother. Farden looked at her. 



 ‘Elessi, we’ve known each other a long while, and you’ve seen me heal from worse wounds 
before,’ he said. She just raised her eyebrows at him. He stretched and grimaced as he moved 
around. ‘I’ll be fine in a day,’ he said, then closed his eyes and leant back against the stone to end 
the matter. ‘It was a wild dragon. They hunt magick.’ 
 ‘Well no matter what it was, it looks bad to me. At least let me put a poultice on it to bring 
out any poison,’ Elessi asked. ‘You’re not indestructible, Farden and gods know I’ve told you 
before, jus’ like his lordship in the bell tower!’ 
 ‘A thousand times,’ muttered Farden, listening to her earnest rustling. She moved to a 
nearby jug of water and brought back a wet cloth. The chambermaid dabbed the crusted blood from 
his ribs and Farden clenched his teeth. There was a moment of silence. ‘Sometimes I think you like 
throwing yourself into danger all the time,’ she said. 
 Farden didn’t answer. Instead he opened his eyes and stared at the leafless trees waving at 
him outside. Her hands were cold and so was the water but it felt good on the burning skin, dry and 
dusty from the long walk south. He felt her hands stray to his back and the silence became a little 
too awkward. The mage spun around and deftly caught her wrist. ‘How many times do I have to tell 
you?’ asked Farden in a low voice, with more than a hint of severity. He stared into her chestnut 
eyes, and slowly and gently let go of her arms. 
 Elessi looked upset. ‘I’m sorry, I just wanted to s…’ she began, but Farden held up a hand. 
He rested his head against the wall and closed his eyes again. 
 ‘Enough,’ he said, and the maid backed away. She picked up his cloak and some other 
clothes and turned to leave. ‘Durnus is waiting for you upstairs,’ she said. 
 Farden nodded and heard the wooden door click shut. With a sigh he held the wet cloth to 
his side. Elessi was a kind soul and she looked after him well, but her curiosity was dangerous. It 
might have seemed harsh keeping her at arm’s length but it had to be done, and her feelings had to 
be sacrificed in the process for her safety. There were rules, and even though she was his friend, 
rules and the Arka came first. It was refreshing though, to be treated with respect, as opposed to the 
usual uncertainty and fear he received from most of the population of Albion. Farden was usually 
treated with a mild neglect here, as more of a dark omen than a blessing, stared at with wary 
melancholy eyes, at a lone foreign soldier passing through. Farden didn’t really like people. People 
were rude, people were ignorant, oblivious to how the real world worked and moved, like ants. 
 He grunted and scratched at his back and bloodied side. His vambraces felt heavy and he 
could feel weariness slowly creeping over him, but with resolve he made for the door. Time to see 
Durnus. 
!

❦ !
 A thin old man sat with his back to the door, watching the flames crackle and pop in the 
fireplace. Drapes hung thick and heavy over the windows, making the huge room dim and full of 



flickering shadows. Candles dotted the floors and walls, ensconced in holders and perching on tall 
piles of books. A massive map of Albion hung on the far wall, showing the distant shores of Nelska, 
and the cliff cities of Halôrn to the southeast. Farden quietly closed the door behind him, completely 
silent. His bare feet slowly crept across the cold stone floor towards the old man in his comfy chair. 
 ‘You’re late,’ said the old man in a raspy voice. The noise made Farden flinch. The travel-
weary mage laughed and moved forward to an empty chair by the fire. ‘For gods’ sake, Durnus how 
do you do that?’ The man laughed a whispering cackle, and grinned widely, baring sharp fangs. 
Farden slumped into the comfy armchair and sighed, wincing as his wound scraped against his 
tunic. 
 ‘You never remember that I have the hearing to rival that of a bat Farden, whereas you have 
the footfall of a work-horse.’ Durnus chuckled again and poked at the fire with a long metal rod. 
‘The sun is still up then I take it?’ 
 Farden nodded, and stared into the fire in silence. The old figure in the chair next to him was 
one of his oldest friends, and one of Emaneska’s sharpest historical minds. Durnus’s eyes were a 
blue so pale that they almost bordered on white, and his skin was like white paper stretched over a 
thin frame. His features were sharp and bony and his greying hair was swept back and slicked 
down, neatly curled behind his tall ears and stopping just short of his shoulders. His fangs peeked 
from behind pale lips when he laughed. Farden had often wondered how old he truly was. 
 ‘Good,’ he said. The vampyre settled back in his chair and closed his eyes. ‘Report,’ he 
whispered. 
 Farden went to it with a will, recalling every detail of his journey to Carn Breagh, telling 
Durnus of the strange corridor inside the bowels of the castle and his fight with the wild wyrm. The 
vampyre merely nodded along, musing at the appropriate points, occasionally clearing his throat 
and stroking his sharp chin with a frail hand. After a while, Farden ran out of information and 
Durnus opened his eyes. ‘I shall send a full account to the Arkathedral in the morning, but Carn 
Breagh can wait for now. Something terrible has happened in Arfell,’ he said, and his face turned 
very grave. 
 Farden looked confused. ‘The library?’ 
 Durnus nodded. ‘The very same. I received a hawk this morning from Krauslung, relaying 
some of the darkest news I have heard in a long time.’ He paused for some sort of dramatic effect. 
Farden knew the old vampyre loved mystery and intrigue, and he waited. After a moment he 
continued. ‘Two nights ago, someone broke into the library and murdered five of the scholars in 
cold blood. It was late at night, and nobody saw or heard anything. Two of the scholars were found 
burnt to a crisp. It seems that a valuable object, a book of some kind, is the only thing that’s 
missing.’ Durnus crossed his legs and drummed his nails on the arm of the chair. 
 Farden let the information sink in. ‘Well what was it?’ he asked. 
 ‘No one knows. A message had come to the Arkathedral only that day, saying that the 



scholars in question had found a book in their collection, a powerful Siren book that we had taken 
years ago during the war. The scholars had only just begun to work at it, but requested that the 
Arkmages should travel to Arfell to help with the translations.’ Durnus leant forward. 
 ‘This book must have been special to request the presence of the Arkmages,’ mused Farden. 
 ‘Exactly. The message came to the council, and before Åddren or Helyard had a chance to 
leave, the scholars were murdered and the book was stolen. And let me tell you, from what I 
gathered in the message the Arkathedral is in uproar. Helyard is blaming everyone under the sky, 
especially the Sirens, and the good Lord Vice has ordered a regiment of his guards up to the 
mountains to see if the assassin returns,’ said Durnus, his eyes wide with excitement. 
 ‘Well what is this book about? Why is it so powerful?’ 
 ‘Again nobody has a clue. The hawk sent by the library wasn’t exactly full of information. 
You know what the old men at Arfell are like, full of secrecy and intrigue. All the message said was 
that the book was in good condition, locked, and of the utmost importance. Apparently it was small, 
covered in black dragon scales and was protected by a powerful golden seal, with a spell that would 
require one of the powerful Arkmages to crack. They assumed it was Siren or perhaps even older, 
and that it might contain an immense amount of formidable magick. That was it.’ 
 ‘Sounds dangerous,’ Farden said. He got up and revived the dying fire with a few logs and a 
spark of flame from his hands. Durnus flicked a tongue around one of his sharp teeth in thought. 
‘Indeed.’ 
  Farden knew his friend had a theory, but that he was waiting to be asked, so he relented, and 
smiled. ‘What are you thinking?’ 
 Durnus leant further out of his chair and made the frame squeak. ‘One of the explanations I 
can muster is that the Sirens have a spy in the council. They were the ones who we stole it from in 
the first place, it seems sensible to assume they would want it back.’ 
 ‘A fair idea, but we can’t dismiss that it was someone other than the dragon-riders. It’s been 
fifteen years since the war and the ceasefire has never been broken, so why would they risk 
breaking it to retrieve one little book?’ Farden asked. 
 ‘That depends on the value hidden within its pages. But who else then friend? Skölgard has 
no interest in magick like we do, nor could their sorcerers even know of such a book’s existence. 
We ourselves didn’t even know of it until a couple of days ago. If this book is as powerful as we 
think it might be, then the Siren wizards would most definitely risk a ceasefire to get it back into 
their scaly hands.’ Durnus’s words made sense, but Farden didn’t like the sound of them. Something 
did not feel quite right. The old vampyre spoke up again. ‘The Arkmages have sent word that you 
are to find a man named Jergan in the south of Albion. My research indicates that he might know 
what this book is, and who could have stolen it.’ 
 ‘Jergan. Who is he?’ 
 ‘It would seem that he was once a scholar in his own right, who lived at Arfell before the 



war. He might have come across this book before when he lived with the dragon-riders.’ 
 ‘Jergan worked with the Sirens?’ 
 Durnus made a face. ‘He is Siren. He returned to Nelska and studied in Hjaussfen before the 
war broke out. But apparently ten years ago he was attacked by a lycan somewhere on the ice fields 
and fled to Albion, living in the mountains to the north where he’s been under the wolf-curse ever 
since. I’ve just heard word that a year ago he took up residence in the Dornoch hills in the south and 
is now living alone somewhere on the moors. It would seem the locals have lost many a sheep,’ he 
paused. ‘Even the thought of a lycan makes me sick. Ugh.’ Durnus shuddered. Farden smiled, 
distracted. A lycan in Albion sounded dangerous. ‘When do I leave?’ he said, and stood up to 
stretch. But as much as he tried to shake himself awake, the more he could feel the tiredness 
creeping over him. The fatigue spell he had cast the day before to keep him moving was finally 
starting to wear off. 
 The vampyre wagged a finger at him. ‘Tonight Farden, you rest, and no arguments. You 
have plenty of time for a good night’s rest and slumber. It’s not as though the Arka will fall apart 
overnight,’ said Durnus. 
 ‘As long as nothing happens to their gold, then I think we’re safe,’ murmured Farden, and 
the vampyre laughed. ‘Politics, Farden, politics and rules. That’s all they care about. People like us 
belong out here on the fringes, where it matters. Somehow I can’t see us cooped up in a hall 
debating the finer points of civilisation,’ he said. 
 The mage nodded. He wandered around the vampyre’s room and flicked through interesting-
looking parchments and book covers. ‘So you don’t miss it then?’ he asked. Durnus threw him a 
quizzical look. 
 ‘The city?’ 
 ‘Being in the thick of it.’ 
 Durnus shook his head. ‘No. I thought that was one of the reasons you came here Farden, 
like I did, to get away from all the pressure and the gossip and the politics.’ 
 Farden muttered something to himself as he picked up another book. ‘I know,’ he said aloud. 
Durnus looked at the sleepy mage. ‘What’s wrong?’ he asked. 
 The mage shook his head wearily and he managed a smile. ‘I’m fine, don’t worry.’ The 
vampyre nodded and grinned, showing a sliver of fang between his chalk lips. ‘Fancy some wine?’ 
he offered, and pointed to table in the corner of the room. An ornate green bottle filled with a dark 
liquid sat there, with two glasses nearby. Farden picked up the bottle and wiggled the wooden 
stopper until it came free, and gave the liquid a careful sniff. ‘As long as it’s not the blood of some 
poor local, then yes, I would, please,’ he said, narrowing his eyes at his friend. Durnus laughed, and 
gestured to the chair. Farden sat. 
 Despite his tiredness the mage remained holed up in Durnus’s room for the rest of the 
evening, their tongues wagging over war, peace, murder and magick, washing their words down 



with plenty of wine. After a while the night stretched into early morning and Farden finally left the 
vampyre’s room. His head spun with tiredness and long conversation. He could feel himself starting 
down a trail of thought that he disliked very much. 
 The mage wandered through the dark corridors of the Arkabbey and tried to calm himself.  
 As Farden lay down on his cold bed thoughts began to bounce around his head like insects 
around a candle, second-guessing and doubts rife in his shallow dozing. Smothered by the darkness 
of his room he tossed and turned until finally he banged his fist on the pillow in frustration. The 
mage got up and stumbled across the stone floor until his foot kicked at his travelling bag, full of 
supplies. He rummaged around for a few seconds before finding what he was looking for. Going to 
the door he locked it quietly and started unwrapping a small scrunched up bit of bark-cloth. He 
stopped for a second to listen to the noises of the night, and then quietly put a small bit of 
something on his tongue. Farden went to the windowsill and stood there looking at the dark forest 
outside his room. He closed his eyes and chewed, and waited. After a while the mage felt the numb 
feeling gradually climbing his spine, and the stuff began to sour in his mouth. Farden spat, and 
heard the shadowy thoughts slowly quieten, felt himself slowly forgetting. Before he felt too dizzy 
he grabbed a nearby candlestick and wedged the bundle of bark-cloth into its hollow base. With a 
thud he put the candlestick back on the bedside table and let his world begin to melt. His head felt 
heavy and his breathing slowed as the drug started to make his head spin. Farden fell back onto his 
bed with a bang and slowly let sleep take him hostage, all problems forgotten. 
!

❦ !
 The mage was in a desert. The thought that he might not have ever seen a desert had not yet 
occurred to him, but he stood in a desert nonetheless, and lifted his hands to the feel the hot rays of 
the strange red sun dance across his skin. He wore only his trousers and the red-gold vambraces, 
and his feet were bare. The cracked dusty earth quivered and shook in the heat. Pebbles floated 
from side to side and tried to hide from him. In the haze of the distance the horizon was darkened 
by huge black mountains scraping at the heavens. Farden looked up and around him, in all 
directions, he had never seen a sky so big, so massive, or so empty and blue. 
 He felt something scratching at his leg and looked down to find a skinny black cat 
impatiently clawing at him. The thing mewed at him, and yawned cavernously, a yawn too big for a 
cat that small, he thought, and he stared, and watched the thing scratch about. It fixed him with an 
obsidian gaze, eyes like two black scrying mirrors, and cocked its head on one side. 
 ‘What?’ asked Farden, but nothing happened. Then, slowly at first, he became aware of his 
skin starting to tingle and shiver, and sparks of pain began to shoot up his arms, as if he had slept on 
them for too long. Confused, Farden looked down to see flakes of burning skin peel from his hands 
and wrists in great quantities, his arms and chest started to brown and blacken, and the veins and 
arteries under the skin melted into rivers of fire. His vambraces cracked and splintered into pieces 



before his eyes, and fell to the dusty earth with a dull clang that reverberated and roared and became 
an unbearable noise in his ears, like the mountains were dragging themselves forward, towards him, 
inch by inch, closing in. He lifted his hands to his face and felt the charred bone underneath, and 
watched shreds of flaming skin fill the air like a swarm of locusts in the sudden hot wind. Farden 
opened his mouth to scream but his tongue was too dry, and refused to move, and sat smouldering 
between his black teeth. Before his eyes were burnt away, he looked down at the cat. It stared at him 
with a placid, bored look, then its tiny mouth seemed to curl into a smile. The mage heard a voice in 
his head speak clearly over the fire and the roaring wind. 
 Follow the dragons, said the voice, and then the wind swallowed him. 
!

❦ !
 Sunlight streamed in through the open window, piercing the sleeping mage’s eyelids like a 
yellow spear, and sending a spark of pain jolting through his skull. Farden swore darkly and hoisted 
himself out of bed. Remnants of a dream swirled around him, and dissolved to nothing in the 
morning light. Soon there was a knock on the door and Elessi came in to the cold room holding a 
small wooden cup of something and a bowl of homemade porridge. 
 ‘Good morning,’ she said with a bright smile, her face the opposite of Farden’s mood. 
 ‘Is it?’ Farden coughed and tried to look awake, fighting off the effects of the night before. 
He grabbed a nearby shirt and threw it on to cover his wound. Elessi put the breakfast on a table in 
the corner of the room and began to sort out clothes for his journey. Farden stalked over to the table 
and sniffed the juice. Apple. He downed it in one gulp and grabbed a spoonful of porridge. He 
managed one mouthful before feeling ill. 
 ‘How’d you sleep?’ asked Elessi as she cleaned part of his armour. His battered sword was 
on the bed. The tired mage swept the blade from his scabbard and looked at the notched edge, 
scarred from many a battle. 
 ‘I need a new sword,’ he said absently, then turned his attention to the maid bustling around 
in his room. ‘I slept well, thank you for asking. Durnus and I talked long into the night. Is he up yet 
or should I go wake him?’ 
 ‘Rumour has it he went out hunting last night, but he should be in his room. It makes my 
skin crawl when I think of what he’s been up to.’ Elessi shivered momentarily. 
 ‘He can’t help his nature. And it does wonders to keep the villagers out of the forest.’ Farden 
smiled wanly at his own joke. His head pounded like a drum. 
 ‘Your armour is all cleaned, and there’s a fresh cloak and tunic here for you. Fresh supplies 
are in your ‘aversack as usual. I know how you don’t like searching the kitchens for food, what with 
the other maids there,’ she said, and made to leave. She lingered at the door for a moment. 
 ‘Thank you Elessi,’ said Farden as he tried another spoon of breakfast. She look as if she 
were about to say something but thought better of it and closed the door. 



 Farden milled around in his room for a bit, struggling to shake the numbness he still felt 
from the drug, the nevermar, the night before, and the strange remnants of a vivid dream he could 
have sworn was so real. The mage rubbed his cold skin and shook his head slowly. 
 He could feel the hangover dimming his magick, like alcohol and the ability to walk in a 
straight line. Farden took a warm cloth from a bowl of warm water and dabbed it at the wound at 
his side. It was healing up nicely, but was still an angry red and sore. It would be healed by the next 
day. His fingers traced something on his back for just a second and then he turned to face a bronze 
mirror in the corner of his modest room and stared at his reflection. 
 Farden looked exhausted. His dark, almost black, hair, was in a bit of wilder state than usual, 
and from behind the tangled strands that lay across his face he could see dark rings surrounding his 
grey-green eyes. The mage ran an exploratory hand across his face, and examined the rest of him, 
rubbing stubble and dust between his fingertips and blinking at his bronze alter-ego to try and make 
it more acceptable. He was a tall man, just over six foot and well built, perhaps a few years over 
thirty. Nobody but Farden was sure. His arms and body bore countless scars from blade and magick, 
random streaks of pinky white criss-crossing his already pale skin like the paths of a snail. There 
was a small tattoo on each of his wrists, a black circular symbol with a line of thin script passing 
through it towards his hand in a key shape. He scratched at them briefly and then put on his red and 
gold vambraces to cover them up. Next came a brown tunic made of rough cloth, and over that went 
his thick and simple armour made from steel plates. It hugged his body closely, but still allowed 
him to jump and move like a mountain wolf if needed, unlike the thicker, more elaborate suits of 
armour from Skölgard or Nelska. Farden strapped on a thick rust-coloured belt, some more plate 
armour for his thighs, and heavy black ranger’s boots. Lastly he donned a long black cloak with a 
hood and strapped his sword into its scabbard on his back, arranging the red scarf to wrap around 
his neck. Despite the pounding headache and dizzy stomach Farden smiled a rare smile. He was 
ready to go once again. 
 The hooded soldier slammed the door to his room and bounded downstairs, barging past a 
few kitchen boys carrying pitchers of milk. They stood dumbstruck as the dark character swept off 
down the hallway, muttering only the briefest of apologies. Farden walked into the main hall of the 
Arkabbey, where a small shrine sat against the north wall and his footsteps echoed loudly. Farden 
bowed his head and briefly knelt before the effigy of a powerful looking woman holding scales in 
front of her, as if asking for something. Her stern stone gaze looked out over the myriad of candles 
that had been lit on her plinth. She was Evernia, goddess of power to the Arka, and keeper of 
balance. Farden whispered a standard prayer to the goddess and put a small coin on a stone dish. 
The old gods didn’t interfere in the lands of Emaneska like they did in the ancient days, but it was 
still wise to stay on good terms with the fickle creatures. 
 Durnus dropped to one knee next to Farden and whispered something to the stone statue. 
There was a moment of silence as he finished his prayer. ‘I don’t often see you paying homage to 



the old ones,’ he commented in a hoarse voice. 
 Farden shrugged. ‘It seems like a good idea to keep on their good sides,’ he said. The 
vampyre nodded. ‘That it does. How did you sleep?’ he asked. Durnus himself looked tired. His 
eyes were even paler than usual, and the large hooded cloak he wore did nothing to hide the fatigue 
hiding in bags under his skin. 
 ‘Everyone always asks me that as if I were a stranger to a bed.’ Farden smiled. ‘Well, thank 
you. I take it you had a good night then?’ he asked as he ran his hand across the rough granite floor. 
 ‘Gods damn those maids, they have tongues like town criers. I would cast a mute spell on 
every last one of them if I had the chance to do so. I take it Elessi told you about that?’ Durnus 
cursed, bowing his head to the statue as he stood up. He turned to leave and Farden followed him 
towards a thin door. The thick cloth curtains shifted in a chill draught. 
 ‘She does like to talk that one,’ grinned Farden. They walked down a dark corridor. The 
Arkabbey was still in the process of waking up. The servants were preparing breakfast for the 
slumbering soldiers, and a few scribes wandered the halls, rubbing sleepy eyes and yawning. 
 ‘So I have noticed. You haven’t said anything to her about what happened at Arfell have 
you?’ Durnus’s pale eyes grew narrow and he furrowed his brow as he looked at his friend. 
 Farden shook his head ‘No. I went straight to bed after I left your room last night. I barely 
talked to her at all this morning when she woke me with breakfast. I know the rules, and with a 
dangerous matter like what happened at Arfell, I wouldn’t exactly go shouting it around,’ he said. 
 ‘Good,’ said Durnus. The vampyre seemed satisfied and sniffed imperiously. He ducked 
under a momentary shaft of sunlight coming from a high window and folded his gloved hands 
behind his back. The two walked slowly and silently for a moment before the vampyre spoke up. 
‘You look tired Farden, anything wrong?’ asked the vampyre. 
 A massive headache and mind-numbing dizziness, thought the mage. ‘Absolutely nothing. 
Deep sleep and I’m still waking up,’ said Farden. An easy lie. 
 ‘Now remember, get as much information out of him as you can. I’m not sure how he’s 
fared since his exile and the wolf-curse does strange things to a man, so be wary of his answers. 
After all he may have a mind like that of soft cheese, and he could be completely useless, but make 
sure above all that you get the truth! If the Arkmages are going to base their actions on your words 
then they better be the right ones,’ lectured Durnus. Farden’s head ached. His old friend pulled a 
rolled up scrap of parchment from the folds in his cloak. ‘Jergan was last seen somewhere near 
Beinnh south of the Dornoch hills. You can rest up in the town and then face him the day after. 
Unfortunately for you the pull of the moon is strong this month, so he’ll be able to change at will.’ 
 Farden nodded. ‘Trust me, I can handle it.’ 
 Durnus flashed him a toothy smile. ‘It’s not you I’m worried about, my dear mage. He’s the 
only lead we’ve got to putting an end to this book debacle. That means don’t kill him, Farden,’ said 
the vampyre. Both of them knew there was a dark undertone to the order. 



 ‘I won’t.’ Farden stopped at an arched doorway. Durnus stayed in the shadows of the door 
and away from the light outside. Farden held out a strong hand. The vampyre gripped the mage’s 
hand in an iron handshake, and smiled. 
 ‘Don’t wait up for me,’ said the mage, pulling his red scarf around his neck and chin. 
 ‘I never do,’ chuckled Durnus. Farden turned around and jogged over the wet lawn and into 
the thick forest. The mage disappeared behind the trees, and Durnus returned to his room, saying 
more than a few charms for luck. 
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