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Prologue

I
n the beginning when Faelon was created, the Goddess of Rebirth, Avalene, stared at her creation and was overjoyed. With the help of the other Gods she populated the world. Every living thing on Faelon can trace their lineage back to a God, and for a time peace reigned upon the newly formed land.

Dryken, God of Death and the consort to Avalene, soon grew jealous of her attentions to the flourishing world. He decided to link the world to the
nether, a chaotic dimension of energy that existed between the planes; it was an area out of control of even the Gods. The linking had the intended dramatic effect on Faelon, introducing ideas and thoughts that Avalene had not intended. War, pestilence, among other vices sprang into fruition as the energy warped the minds and thoughts of the mortals, but the joining of the two planar entities also had an effect the jealous God could not foresee.

The twisting energies were accessible by those with the talen
t to do so; these energies could then be shaped into a power unlike no other, or in other words, magic. The Gods are very protective of their abilities; the idea that mere mortals could simulate the very powers they wielded caused uproar among the Pantheon.

As one, the envious Gods fell upon the world, intent on nothing less than the utter destruction of humanity.

Avalene, in her sorrow at the ensuing bloodshed, made a desperate bid to both protect her creation and to teach the other Gods to not interfere. With the aid of the very mortals the other Gods detested, she waged a war against the Pantheon. After much sacrifice, the wounded Goddess managed to almost totally seal the other Gods from her world, barring the few that switched to her side, and limit the influence of the nether upon the fledgling world, though even she could not totally remove it.

With the threat of the Gods limited, the Goddess then went into hiding to recover from the war, but not before setting up a system to guide the wayward magic us
ers. According to the canon of the church, she continues to sleep somewhere on Faelon to this very day. Meanwhile, the magic using mortals continued their practice, turning it into almost a science.

They eventually became known as wizards.


“
People are not born equal. This is the cold, harsh fact of reality, and a truth that we try so hard to ignore. There will always be those that rise above the rest. These people are special for their ability, either through fate, circumstance, or just sheer will, to affect the world around them.

History remembers them. They attract rumors like moths to a flame. They ensnare people
’s imaginations, taking the facts and rumors associated with their deeds and spiral them out of control to heights unimaginable.

Eventually the truth behind these people, the reality that makes them who they are, is obscured by legends, myth, and hearsay. It is perhaps the greatest irony of all that these people lose their essence in the eyes of everyone else; becoming an icon
instead. Their struggles, so like our own, remain untold or twisted.

We never learn what made them who they are.

This is such a story. Of a group of unique people that changed the world. It matters not what side they were on. Good and evil has no bearing on this story. These are men and women with their own ideals and desires, and are we not all the main character in our own eyes?

What does matter is that this story breaks free of the shackles of rumors and lies. That their struggles come to
light so that we learn from them. That the countless lives affected be given a face, so that we never forget.

Is it worse, I wonder, to die in obscurity, or to be forever immortalized in a lie? Whatever the answer, I tell this tale now as a dedication to those brave men and w
omen that fought against the flow of fate, and instead followed the beat of their heart’s desire.

But most of all, I dedicate it to those who believe they have no choice. Opportunity may only knock once, but the door swings both ways.

This is for you, my heart, wherever you may be.
”

 

—
Seleniale Destane Liarne, author of the Walker Chronicles


Chapter 01

T
he sun rose over the coastal city of Rhensford, casting an otherworldly glow onto the cobblestones and statues that littered the town square. Moored ships and schooners drifted peacefully in the cold Gaellec Ocean, the water slapping their wooden sides. There was an expectant tension in the air, the uneasy truce of a town preparing for another day.

The first rays crept their way deep within the city, into a single open window of an estate h
ouse. The tapestries and curtains offered no tangible resistance to the invader.

Having conquered the first defenses, the beam continued over the worn dresser, past the table littered with scrolls and half-used quills until coming to rest on its destinatio
n: a bed, or more specifically, the occupant who took refuge within the soft white covers.

The rays lingered on his thin face, poking and nagging until with a muffled groan a single gray eye was forced open. The pupil gradually focused, and as he realized
his surroundings the other eye opened.

With a flurry of action the boy was sitting on his bed, wiping the remnants of sleep from his face with a balled up fist. Still rubbing, he stood and padded his way across the rough wooden floorboards to the wash basi
n that sat in the corner.

Marcius Realure had spent the better part of his night finishing up some homework for his Master, though this didn
’t stop him from mentally reviewing it as he used a damp washrag to wash away the remaining sleep from his eyes.

He
pulled out his traveling pack from the dresser and stuffed several articles of clothing into it before rolling up a few choice scrolls from his desk into a wooden tube, reverently placing it securely within the pack.

Listening for a moment, he took in the
sounds of his family house preparing itself for the day. A floor board creaked, a wall groaned with unseen stress, and downstairs, a pot clanged. He wasn’t the only one up this early in the morning.

He shrugged into a shirt of fine make and sturdy leather
pants. Picking up his brown traveling cloak, he slung the now heavy pack on his shoulder. It was always the same during days like this. He was looking forward to his journey.

He hadn
’t eaten since he had sat down to write out the scrolls last night and visions of breakfast were dancing about his head. Humming a bar tune he picked up a few weeks ago and dreaming about what surprise Clarissa, the family cook, would have in the stove, Marcius made his way downstairs into the family kitchen. A rich aroma permeated the air.

"Clarissa!”
he exclaimed, "What've you got cooking?”

Over one of the fireplaces the source of the delicious smell was boiling, the lid of the pot clanging noisily from the escaping steam, and judging by the pervasive heat
that hung about in air, there were fresh rolls in the oven as well.

"You will wake the entire household!" scolded a muffled voice from beneath the counter of stacked pots and pans.

Clarissa appeared holding a bowl filled with the contents of the pot. She scurried over, black hair whipping back and forth, and managed to pull out two rolls without being singed. Putting them on a napkin, she presented the ensemble with an exaggerated flourish to Marcius.

He accepted it gratefully, but she didn
’t loosen her grip. "Young Master, it’s today for your training?"

His focus on the food, he gestured to his backpack and nodded. She grinned, releasing the bowl, and got out four more rolls along with some cheese from the cellar. Wrapping them in a towel she placed them
in his pack.

Marcius was soon licking his fingertips, the napkin empty of even crumbs. Seeing that he was done, Clarissa ushered him out of the kitchen in good humor. If he didn
’t know better, he’d say he got kicked out by his own servant. The thought brought a snort of amusement.

Lars, the family butler and master of being at the right place at the right time, handed Marcius his cloak before the surprised youth could open his mouth to ask. He mulled over the peculiarities of such a gangly man moving so sil
ently, even as he allowed the butler to assist him with his cloak.

The gray haired butler gave one final wink as he put on the finishing touches on the cloak, smoothing and straightening various wrinkles and such as he lead Marcius to the door in the same
motion.

He roused the stable boy from his sleep and set him to preparing his horse, Ruby, for the minor journey ahead. The stallion was a birthday gift from his father, a thoroughbred imported from the distant landlocked city of Kaleenth.

With his magnificent chestnut mane, corded lean muscles, and graceful actions, Marcius had fallen in love with him at first sight. "Easy there, boy." He patted the restless horse after the stable boy was done, admiring the morning glow off Ruby's milky auburn coat. He threw the boy a silver coin, several times the worth of the service, and rode out into town
.

It was time to delve further into the realm of magic.

 

The salty morning air was musky and encompassing, but nonetheless pleasant
.
Still, despite it all, he couldn’t shake the feeling that he was forgetting something, and if he was, no doubt his Master would remind him with a nice thump on the head. Marcius gave an involuntary grimace at his Master's skills with the staff, and several old bruises began to throb out of habit.

Master Antaigne was a dwarf, and oddly, a wizard. Long ago, Marcius's father helped out Antaigne and, although the details were never disclosed to Marcius, apparently the wizard was grateful enough to attempt to teach the skills of magic to Marcius.
One week out of every month was spent living with Antaigne. It had been so ever since Marcius was a boy.

Rumors circulated in certain circles that Antaigne was a rogue who got into a dispute with the Academy, the official governing body and school for mos
t magic users. Those labeled "rogue" by the Academy were generally looked down upon, and sometimes things got violent, or so the rumors said.

The Fae'lorea forest loomed ahead after a few hours traveling the roads, and his horse knew it, becoming more and
more nervous with every passing second. Marcius patted Ruby to calm him down. Marcius had once read Fae’lorea was derived from the elven word for darkness, and one look at the looming forest was all it took to see why. It sat and brooded, a singular black spot on a canvas of white.

"Easy boy, nothing to be afraid of. I know the way," Marcius said soothingly. After a few minutes of reassuring, the horse rode steady once more.

Marcius spent several hours navigating the maze-like forest. The lofty canopy became a blanket that threatened to smother him, and the air grew rank and heated. Branches snapped at his head as insects harried exposed flesh. Several times he could have sworn he heard something, mouthing the words to several spells, only to discover the noise or shape that had surprised him was something silly, such as a tree or a small woodland creature.

Pyre-flies, small glowing insects that emitted their own light and found only in this region, were the only sources of light in the Fae'lorea. Eventuall
y, Marcius relented and lit the torch he had with him, allowing the soft glow to creep out and banish the darkness.

A different light snuck in, battling Marcius's torch for supremacy and announcing the nearing end of his journey. As he drew closer, the for
est grew less dense. He came upon a clearing that was as light as day, and it didn't take a wizard to tell it was enchanted. In the middle, like a forlorn lost child, stood a tiny cottage. One of the shutters hung down at a weird angle, a few muddy red shingles were missing, and the rickety stairs groaned as Marcius walked up them.

He took a moment to admire the fine silver knocker that adorned the door. A stately looking lion's head with sapphires for eyes stared back him. The fancy ornament was out of pla
ce on the dilapidated house.

Gingerly he took hold of it, feeling the cool tempered metal under his fingertips, and knocked softly three times. There was a muffled shuffling followed by stillness, and the door creaked open. The unique blend of ale, cinnam
on, and unnamed arcane ingredients wafted its way from the now open door.

“
Who be ye?" came the gruff voice from within.

"Come on Master, you know who it is!"

"If ye are who ye claim te' be, what be yer favorite spell?"

“
I can't cast actual spells yet, only minor can-trips. My favorite can-trip is the one that induces sleep." Can-trips were minor "trick" spells valued mainly for the ability to be done fast and without any reagents or incantations. They were mostly considered party tricks and the like.

"Sleep, eh?" the door widened, and he could see an eye through the crack. "How is yer father doing?"

"Father is doing well, Master. He hopes to go a bit farther south this trade season. Most people are superstitious about the far southern continent, so he hopes there is untapped trading to be had. It was mostly difficult to acquire a crew that was willing to go on a venture to the south, though.” Marcius paused for dramatic effect. Antaigne didn’t appear impressed, if the single eye was any indication. "If you need supplies, you’re to send the list with me."

"Well now!" The door opened all the way, revealing a stout, brawny dwar
f in a robe. If you could really call it a robe. It was probably more accurate to call it a collection of pockets in the shape of a robe. A neatly done scarlet beard ran the full length of Antaigne and was braided at the end. His hair was hidden under a wide brimmed wizard hat and various gems adorned Antaigne's hands, which Marcius suspected were all enchanted since they flashed in the muted glow of the fireplace.

Antaigne
’s physical stature was pretty much the standard for the dwarven race. Coming in at about seven hands tall, dwarves were never known for their height; instead, they took pleasure in the stoutness and strength that came naturally to them.

Except for the hat, he looked nothing like the fairy tales. There was nothing frail about Master Antaig
ne. The dwarven wizard even admitted once, during a dinner, that he only wore the hat to signify that he was a wizard. "How else'll they supposed ter' know ye're a wizard!?" he had exclaimed, stomping his feet when Marcius started laughing.

"Well 'ere gonn
a stand there all day? Stop dallyin' an' gettin!" he grumbled, motioning Marcius to come in. With a quick grin of apology, Marcius stepped in. Antaigne gave one last quick assessment of his premises before shutting the door
.

 

❧　❧　❧

 

The inside of the cottage was pointedly different than the outside. Marcius was never sure if it was magic, or perhaps the trick of lighting, but there always seemed to be far more space inside than what the outside suggested.

Antaigne motioned for Marcius to pull a chair to a
table besieged with scrolls, books, and unused reagents for whatever spells he did while Marcius was away. The wizard gave a quick waggle of his fingers in some archaic sign, reached into one of his many pockets, and took out a pinch of what Marcius could only assume was dust. He blew it over the table and suddenly it was immaculate, the litter seemingly vanished into thin air. With a differential nod of a job well done, Antaigne pulled up a chair as well and sat opposite of Marcius.

Marcius would have bet
anything that any of his family’s servants would have killed to have that spell. He couldn’t stop himself from laughing at the absurdity of it.

They sat in silence for a few minutes. Antaigne's brow furrowed and his one eye twitched, a sign Marcius had lea
rned meant that the wizard was in deep thought. "So," the dwarf began, "let's get a'couple o’things outta ye way." He reached inside his robe and brought out a small bottle of muddy red liquid.

Marcius, as always, wondered where exactly the dwarf pulled it
from. "First off, ye potions yer father bade me to give ye monthly." Antaigne passed the potion across the table, setting it next to Marcius.

For as long as Marcius could remember, he'd had to drink this concoction from the dwarf. His father expressed con
cern if Marcius ever missed a month of the draft, and he wasn't the type to argue with his father, even if he didn't know what the potion did.
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