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PROLOGUE Green with envy 

 
 

The imposter has escaped.  
The thought resonated in Ezekiel’s mind as he walked, 

sword drawn, along the length of the musty corridor. The 
wraithknight paused as he reached the wreckage of the door 
the imposter had destroyed. He turned his translucent face 
to direct his baleful glare back along the corridor; his antique 
steel-plate armour grated with the movement. The ancient 
stone walls of the corridor were unchanged, as always. But 
there existed a faint mystic residue on the floor; perhaps 
evidence of the imposter’s passing, that Ezekiel could sense.  

Sir Ezekiel Lillian; cursed by Xiphos the lych to spend 
eternity in service as an undead wraithknight. In the many 
centuries since, Xiphos’ physical body had deteriorated 
enough that it needed to be replaced just twice. Xiphos 
needed to maintain his spellcasting ability, and he could not 
do that when the bones of his hands rotted beyond use. The 
lych prolonged the usefulness of whatever corpse he 
inhabited using his arcane might. But even Xiphos’ magical 
strength could not pause the decline caused by the passage 
of centuries.  

The first time Ezekiel viewed his master’s transference, 
the ancient lych had subjugated the new form with no 
apparent ill side-effects. This time however, when his 
master had attempted his transference, the choice of a new 
body was a poor one. In all the time Ezekiel had existed; 
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both alive and dead, he’d experienced nothing like he had 
just seen. The man who departed through the roof of 
Olfaern, the tower of Xiphos, had done so after he survived 
the assimilation process and usurped Xiphos’ own magical 
power.  

Ezekiel wasn’t sure how the man accomplished such a 
feat. Xiphos in life was a mighty Arch Mage; powerful and 
knowledgeable in magic and mage-lore. Xiphos had lived on 
past death as a lych; a potent undead creature who retained 
the spellcasting ability he possessed in life. Unfettered by 
the needs of his living body, Xiphos had become even more 
formidable in death. He spent the centuries of undeath 
dedicating himself to magical study. After living an 
unnatural centuries-long life, he’d succumbed to madness in 
his lust for magical power.  

How the man, an ordinary man, had overcome the most 
powerful of undead Arch Mages was beyond Ezekiel’s 
comprehension. In doing so, the man usurped the lych’s 
spellcasting power. 

 As a result, Ezekiel had assumed the man to be the lych 
in his new form. The inscrutable impulse to serve Xiphos 
had been present; Ezekiel was compelled to obey the man, 
Duncan Hawkwind. But that compulsion remained only 
until the wraithknight had entered the room where his 
master had conducted the transference. There Ezekiel had 
discovered that Xiphos still existed as a Revenant; as a 
separate being to the man who had taken his power.  

It confused the wraithknight; an emotion as foreign to 
him as mercy, or love.  

Ezekiel continued back down the corridor to the room 
where the transference had occurred. Or hadn’t occurred, 
as the case may be. He entered the cold stone room and 
gazed in a disinterested fashion through the alchemical 
apparatus. The muck-encrusted bottles, pipes and rusted 
metal stands stood between him and the stone table where 
not long ago the imposter had lain. A noxious green glow 
emanated from the room’s candelabra, which revealed the 



 

4 

man’s fresh blood that still stained the slab. The sacrificial 
dagger, an unlit candle and a small open metal box lay on 
the floor nearby. Ezekiel recognised the items as an 
important part of his master’s transference ritual. He 
sheathed his sword and bent to pick up the objects. He 
placed them with great care onto the stone table and then 
cast his lifeless gaze back around the room.  

A sudden movement caught his full attention, and he 
twisted to face the intrusion. Reaching for his greatsword, 
he paused, his arm in mid-air; then a familiar compulsion 
caused him to stand very, very still. 

“Master,” he intoned. 
Ezekiel shuffled to the side of the table. He bowed at 

the waist and nodded his head as he acknowledged the skull 
that floated in the air before him. Its eye sockets emitted a 
sinister emerald glow. The creature before him was a 
Revenant, created from some primordial part of the evil 
lych’s power. For centuries, Ezekiel had been compelled to 
serve the lych; unwavering and without question. Even now, 
bereft of much of its magical might and having no real 
physical form, it sought to command him.  

Ezekiel was not content with his own existence. He 
wished to pass into oblivion; the afterlife. What he felt was 
akin to genuine sadness that he could not.  

Many emotions were unfamiliar for the undead, but 
Ezekiel sensed the fury and hate that radiated from the 
Revenant. He could not refuse Xiphos. The compulsion to 
serve was too strong. 

Xiphos’ consciousness caressed Ezekiel’s mind for a 
moment, before he felt his master’s intellect surge more 
insistently. The ancient Arch Mage sought to exert the 
centuries-old authority over the wraithknight. Ezekiel was 
unable to refuse his master’s command. He listened with 
great care and then nodded as it became clear what his 
master required.  

The hideous green glow that emanated from the skull 
expanded to encompass the wraithknight, until Ezekiel was 
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smothered in its radiance. Ancient spells were wrought that 
caused the tower to shake, the very ground trembled with 
the mighty magic shaped by the Revenant.  

Then, without haste, it dissipated. The radiance faded. 
The eye sockets became dark and the skull dropped to the 
floor. It hit the unyielding stone with a loud clacking sound.  

Ezekiel drew his sword and raised the weapon. He 
brought it down in one fluid movement to strike. The blow 
shattered the skull into many small pieces. He strode 
forward and crushed the remaining bone fragments into 
dust under his heavy armoured boot.  

 
### 
 

  



 

6 

 
 
 
 
 

1. Please hold, your call is important 

to us 

 
 

Jade turned in her chair to face Duncan, annoyance 
displayed across her face.   

“It’s not working again.” She threw up her hands in 
frustration and then flung herself further back into the large 
comfortable armchair. The chair faced a solid block of 
granite about three feet high, upon which sat a large ornate 
metal bowl, half-filled with clear water.  

Duncan Hawkwind glanced up from the pile of 
parchment and papers spread across the solid timber desk 
in front of him and stared at the young mage. He raised one 
eyebrow, his expression quizzical, as he placed a detailed 
map of South-Eastern Syrane down upon the desktop.  

“The scrying pool?” the outsider asked.  
“Yes,” Jade said as she threw up her hands again, her 

tone irritated. “It won’t work for me like it does for you.” 
Without warning she stood up from the armchair and paced 
the small room, her hands clasped behind her back. Duncan 
smirked.  

“Have you tried turning it off and on again?” he asked 
with feigned innocence. 
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The younger mage stopped her pacing and regarded 
Duncan in confusion.  

“Sorry, what?” 
He laughed, got up and stretched.  
“It’s okay, never mind.” He laughed again. “I was being 

silly.” He continued to smirk at her perplexed expression 
and moved over to the pool to stand opposite the large 
chair. He motioned for her to join him.  

“Enlighten me,” he said. 
“With what?” she asked. Duncan smiled as he rubbed 

his chin. He thought for a moment and then rephrased his 
question. 

“Are you still having trouble shifting your consciousness 
into the pool?” he asked.  

She responded with a nod and moved back to stand in 
front of the chair. She moved it backwards with her heel so 
she could stand in comfort, with her hands clasping the edge 
of the bowl.  

“I get it to the stage where the water turns murky,” she 
began, her brow creased into a frown. “And then when I 
cast the enchantment to create the command to contact the 
end point, it swirls, like it’s supposed to. But then right at 
the contact point, it clears and goes back to being just 
water.” She ‘harrumphed’ in annoyance. “I can’t get it to 
work.” 

Okay, so I arrive on another planet from Earth, take the power 
and knowledge of an undead Arch Mage and now I’m the scrying pool 
help desk, Duncan thought to himself as he regarded Jade 
from across the bowl. He smiled again and placed his own 
hands on the bowl, close to where the younger mage held 
its rim.  

“Okay, let’s try again,” he said. 
Duncan had emphasised to Jade the importance of 

mastery of the scrying pools to make contact over long 
distances. Through understanding the magic that controlled 
scrying pools, she would gain a better grasp of the 
transmutation magic that was used to construct portals. He 
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knew that Jade’s frustration was with his uneducated 
teaching methods; considering that until a few weeks ago he 
wasn’t even a mage. But he appreciated the effort she put 
into learning.  

 
Jade closed her eyes, brow furrowed in concentration. 

She muttered the words to the spell that would cause the 
innocuous bowl of water to transmit her vision into another 
bowl across the city of Torun. The end point she sought was 
a similar basin set up in the temple of Khor the All Father, 
in Dock Ward. There, the priest Derek Moondreamer 
awaited her contact.  

She glanced at the nearby crystal ball, unused since the 
death of Corvus Anzorevante, the former High Mage of 
Torun. Corvus had been Jade’s teacher, her tutor. Until he 
had betrayed Jade, Duncan and several of their friends by 
leading an ambush against them in the city of Dunport to 
the south.  

Corvus had betrayed her faith and friendship for a 
handful of large rubies. A bribe given to Corvus by Manfred 
Von Borin, a wealthy nobleman. He had enticed the mage, 
setting him up to murder Duncan and his friends.  

Von Borin was aggrieved because Duncan had killed his 
brother. In fact, Duncan had acted in self-defence. Von 
Borin and his brother had in secret been switchers; 
unnatural, evil creatures that appear human, but can 
transform into hideous blood-hungry monsters. Switchers 
were reviled in the kingdom and once discovered were 
hunted and destroyed without mercy.  

The ambush had not ended well for Corvus; Duncan 
had annihilated him in the ensuing spell battle.  

Jade sighed and shook her head at the painful memory. 
Two members of their group had died in the attack and the 
others were still recovering from grievous wounds suffered, 
including Derek and the dwarf Jongus. They’d not left the 
temple since their return from Dunport a few days ago.  
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“Okay, so you can get it to this point,” Duncan 
murmured. He glanced up to examine Jade’s face, her brow 
still furrowed in concentration.  

“Yes,” she replied, the strain showed as her voice 
wavered. “But I can’t get it to go any further.” She gritted 
her teeth and continued her spell casting, her breathing 
laboured. 

“That’s fine, you’re doing well,” Duncan replied, his 
voice calm, soothing. He closed his eyes and concentrated 
as he coerced his own consciousness into the pool. Once 
there, he sensed the younger mage and the pool itself, a 
swirling conduit searching for a connection. He smiled at an 
unconscious recollection from home, on Earth. It must be 
like ringing the operator and asking to be put through. He sensed 
Jade’s confusion at his stray idea and cleared his mind. She 
sensed his presence and thoughts within the pool just as he 
could sense hers. He turned back to the task at hand. He 
analysed her spell and noted his approval; she had prepared 
and cast the spell as it was meant to be cast.  

“Right, so you have the pool set up correctly, show me 
where you lose your focus,” he instructed.  

He observed Jade as she reached deeper with her mind 
into the swirling vortex under the surface of the pool, her 
teeth gritted from the effort. Soon he could feel her loss of 
control as it slipped again. The murkiness of the pool 
dissipated. 

“Here, this point,” she said through gritted teeth. 
“Ah, right,” Duncan replied. Through the scrying pool 

he touched the end point inside the temple and noted Jade’s 
faltering attempt at contact. The tendrils of her awareness 
were cast about in an aimless fashion. To use the scrying 
pool without precise knowledge was like fishing without 
bait; you can cast the line into the river, but give your trust 
only to chance. Duncan manipulated the end point, so it 
would appear to be closer to Jade through the pool.  

“There,” he said. “Can you feel that?” 
Jade smiled in response.  
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“Yes, that’s the pool in the temple!” she exclaimed.  
He smiled in return.  
“Yes. This is the point, right…” he paused again, to 

ensure she grasped the focus point, “… here, where you need 
to change your focus.” He guided her mind; he compelled 
her to touch the connection she needed to make. “And then 
when you feel that link…” he let go of the bowl and opened 
his eyes.  

Jade, still focussed, had not noticed Duncan’s exit from 
the scrying pool. With the end point so near, she 
manipulated the spell casting and grasped the end point. She 
secured it by directing the energies to solidify the 
connection.  

Without warning, the pool cleared. She opened her eyes 
to see the smiling face of the cleric, Derek Moondreamer 
within. He looked back at her from the pool. She looked up 
at Duncan in undisguised glee.  

“I did it!” she cried.  
Duncan grinned at her, waved his right hand across in 

front of himself and severed the connection. Derek’s face 
disappeared and the scrying pool became a bowl of water 
once more.  

“Yes, well done. Now do it again without my help,” he 
said with a smile. 

 Jade’s face fell, and she sighed again.
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2. Old friends 

 
 

The outsider was alone in the study at the top of the 
tower. Jade was below and tended to the chickens that 
Corvus had kept in the tower grounds.  

Duncan held a sword across his lap. He picked up the 
weapon and drew it reverently from the scabbard. As he ran 
his hand along the length of the hard steel of the blade, he 
marvelled at the perfect weight and balance of the weapon.  

Karnak.  
The name evoked so many memories; most good, some 

bad. The sword had belonged to his friend, Karnak, the 
weapon master from Gund. Duncan cast his mind back to 
their sparring matches, during the many months they were 
imprisoned and forced to fight as gladiators. Practice against 
Karnak had been, to his surprise, enjoyable. The Gundsman 
had forced him to improve, to be the best fighter he could 
be.  

Duncan ran his hand down the dull grey steel of the 
blade again, his touch lingered on the small nicks in the steel; 
marks that were almost invisible, but he felt them under his 
fingers. Memories flowed forth of the many bouts he’d 
fought while partnered with Karnak in the arena.  

He enjoyed the fighting; he enjoyed the contest. Duncan 
was competitive by nature when he fought for a result that 
was worth fighting for. He’d battled in the arena while he 
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tried to escape and to return home, to Earth. He missed so 
many things from home. His family. Coffee. Lamingtons. 
M&Ms.  

He smiled at the notion. Home.  
A sudden idea occurred to him as he peered down to his 

feet. He stood and placed his feet together, then closed his 
eyes. He clicked his heels together three times and spoke in 
a whisper. 

“There’s no place like home.” 
He opened his eyes and looked about in disappointment 

to see he was still in the study. He looked down at his shoes, 
his expression mournful. He sighed and sat back down.  

His mind wandered while he sat and stared into the air; 
he reminisced about walking from town to town; from fight 
to fight. The constant blisters on his feet, clothes chafing his 
armpits and thighs, the aching muscles after marching for 
days on end to reach the next town. The shoes here in 
Syrane were certainly not as good as those from home. His 
feet would never be the same …!  

He opened his hands and stared down at his palms; for 
years smooth and clean from working nine-to-five in an 
office. Now they were cracked and dried; blistered, with 
many callouses evident.  

He clenched his fist. Now thanks to a bizarre twist of 
fate, he’d transformed into a powerful Arch Mage. A stroke 
of dumb luck perhaps? He laughed to himself as he 
considered; how many mages would have hands as 
calloused and rough as his? Jade’s hands were as smooth 
and unblemished as a new-born’s. 

He sighed as his reflections returned to Karnak. Another 
good man dead because of him, in his quest to return home 
to Earth. He slid the sword back into its scabbard, put it up 
onto the desk and left the room.  

Duncan walked down the long flight of stairs. At the 
base, he opened the front door of the Mages Tower and 
took a deep breath as he stood upon the threshold. He 
marvelled at the cool, clean air. He basked in the bright 
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sunshine for a few moments; then exited, the door closing 
noiselessly behind him. He walked down the street. The 
outsider walked past the Royal Swan Inn and continued 
around the next street corner. He was not bound for the inn 
today, he would visit Derek and Jongus at the temple of 
Khor in Dock Ward.  

Duncan could have chatted with Derek through the 
scrying pool, but he’d felt the need to be outside. It would 
force him to use his legs to walk off the lethargy that had 
set in.  

Jade’s scrying had worked when she’d attempted it 
herself, and since then she’d been experimenting with 
maintaining the connection while under duress. Duncan 
made her annoyed with him; he threw bread, cups, cheese, 
rolled up parchment and even a sword scabbard at her while 
she struggled to maintain her concentration. When he’d last 
seen her, she’d been combing bits of breadcrumbs out of 
her hair.  

Duncan was near exhaustion; from trying to figure out 
how to return to his home. He was frustrated, as he knew 
that Xiphos (or he, with Xiphos’ powers) could work the 
magic required to align a portal from Syrane to Earth. But 
to find a portal that was functioning well enough to take him 
to the correct spot in the universe was proving next to 
impossible. He sighed. It’d only been a couple of weeks. He 
needed to remember to be patient.  

As he walked, an instinct caused him to finger the small 
lozenge-shaped pebble that hung from a narrow leather 
band about his neck. The small stone had been his sole 
means of communicating before he’d assimilated the 
ancient lych’s power. A spell of comprehension was cast 
upon the stone, and while in contact with it, he understood 
the speech of any sentient being. Once he was in command 
of Xiphos’ power, he’d been able to communicate without 
the pebble’s aid. He kept it as a memento; Jade had given it 
to him on his first night in Syrane. One thing it had done 
was to take his mind off his absent wedding ring. It was at 
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home, on Earth. He hated not wearing it.  
Duncan worried that the stone would become a 

replacement for his wedding ring, but he shook his head in 
denial. No. He had one wife, and he would return to her.  

He sighed, drew in a deep breath and concentrated upon 
his surroundings. The cool spring morning was fresh and 
clear. The sights and sounds of the busy, vibrant city of 
Torun assaulted his senses as he walked toward the temple 
in Dock Ward.  

As he strolled, he noticed the citizens of Torun that 
gawked at him. Ever since he’d arrived in the Kingdom of 
Syrane he’d been scrutinised because of his height. Not that 
he considered that he was tall; it was just that the inhabitants 
of Syrane were short compared to Earth-people. He 
thought at first that the stares directed his way were because 
of this, but a casual glance downwards revealed the source 
of the attention.  

He groaned in annoyance.  
He wore his freshly-cleaned Geelong Cats 2011 AFL 

Premiers t-shirt again. The maniacal grin of the club’s feline 
mascot looked out from faded blue shirt. If anything would 
mark him as a foreigner, wearing this shirt in public would 
do so. 

He groaned again, but considered he would only be in 
any real danger if someone queried him. He ignored the 
quizzical stares from the locals for now. Duncan decided 
that he didn’t need to pay any real attention until someone 
threatened him, rather than just look.  

When he’d first arrived in Torun, the locals executed 
him. Or at least, had tried to. When they’d discovered that 
he was unable to die (thanks to being an outsider - luckily 
they didn’t find that out…), he was forced to spend a year  
as a gladiator. After that, he had procured the power, 
magecraft and abilities of an Arch Mage. He laughed to 
himself. There was no reason to fear anyone in Torun. 

 Confident in his own ability to defend himself if the 
need arose, he continued to walk east and south, toward the 
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city docks area. The temple of Khor the All Father that 
housed Derek’s order was there. It was at this temple that 
Derek and Jongus Bloodaxe rested now, recovering from 
the wounds they’d suffered in Dunport, a city to the south. 
Wounds that had been inflicted by Corvus, former High 
Mage of Torun, in the ambush. Duncan shook his head to 
clear the painful memory. Karnak had perished in the attack, 
as well as Angus McHenry Bloodaxe the Third, cousin to 
Jongus. Derek and Jongus, wounded but recuperating, 
returned to Torun and had brought Karnak’s sword back 
with them. 

Duncan shook his head to clear it. It was difficult to 
concentrate, so he tried ‘remembering’ again. He found by 
casting his mind back, he was able to sift through the ideas 
and memories of Xiphos the Arch Mage; just as easily as he 
recalled what he’d eaten for dinner yesterday. Many of the 
evil lych’s philosophies were abhorrent to the outsider. As 
he strode through the city, he sifted through centuries of 
misdeeds and sins committed by the undead mage; evil 
deeds performed to continue the lych’s dread existence. 
More recent memories surfaced; the plans of the lych to get 
the Sphere of Corruption from Mergoth’s temple. Xiphos 
knew that once he had the Sphere, he would forge a spell 
that would enable him to usurp control of all the reanimated 
undead of Syrane.  

The memory was incomplete; as if not all of it had 
transitioned from Xiphos to Duncan. The outsider’s mind 
was a jumble of incomplete theories and ideas that had not 
transferred from the lych during the interrupted ritual. A 
ritual he himself had disrupted. He sighed. He’d been able 
to interrupt the ritual because he hadn’t died when the lych 
shoved a sacrificial dagger through his heart. This had 
proven the lych’s downfall, as Xiphos already transferred a 
vast portion of his magical knowledge and power to the 
outsider. Duncan could not die in Syrane, and the lych could 
not complete the ritual on a live subject. Thus the flaw in 
the lych’s plan. 
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Duncan stumbled and almost tripped on a loose 
cobblestone. He silently berated himself as he shook his 
head to clear his mind and refocus. Since he assimilated 
Xiphos’ memories, powers and skills, the outsider had 
picked up many useful focussing techniques that helped 
with concentration. He used one now as he walked, which 
served to focus his mind. He continued to stride toward the 
dock and the temple. 

Suddenly he stopped; all vestiges of his vaunted Arch 
Mage’s concentration shattered.  

He inhaled and took a deep breath.  
What the hell?  
He looked around, a crazed look upon his face as he 

sniffed the air. Duncan ignored the quizzical stares he got 
from bystanders as he turned and sprinted for the nearby 
dock area.  

 
### 

 
 “So you can see,” Bastian the merchant began, “it’s like 

dark chocolate, with a slight bitter taste that is also smoky. 
It smells delicious, and that adds to the taste experience.” 

The gathered merchants nodded as they passed around 
cups of the dark velvety liquid. Steam arose from the mugs, 
as the hot drink within cooled in the fresh morning air. 
Bastian smiled. “I think it will be a clear winner with your 
customers, gentlemen. Shipped direct from the dark and 
mysterious land of Aswana to the far south-east.” He ended 
with a confident grin as he looked in turn at each of the men 
in front of him.  

The respected merchant Lester Keeds glanced around at 
the other merchants. With the recent demise of Von Borin, 
Keeds was the richest merchant in the city and by default 
the most influential.  

“You said that before, young Bastian,” Keeds said. “Like 
the strange yellow fruit you brought us from Gund that 
rotted before we could sell any.” He snorted at the younger 
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merchant in a derisive manner as he stood and pushed his 
chair behind him. “I don’t think this drink will take on. 
Torunians drink tea young sir, not this chocolate and cocoa 
hybrid.” He looked about to his fellow merchants. “I bid 
you good fortune, young sir.” 

Bastian’s face fell. He attempted to maintain his façade 
in front of his fellow merchants, but it was difficult to do so 
now that Keeds had dismissed his idea. He was the youngest 
and least-experienced merchant in Torun. Bastian tried hard 
to expand the palate of his fellow citizens, but most other 
merchants would deal only in safer, easy to sell options. He 
sighed and stared at the three barrels of the dark brown 
beans, his expression glum. The barrels sat upon the dock 
in front of him.  

As the other merchants stood up to leave, a sudden 
commotion stopped them. Around the corner of the nearby 
warehouse, a large man charged toward the group, puffing 
and huffing as he approached. Some of the men half-drew 
daggers in alarm as the intruder approached. Clad in an 
oversized blue shirt covered with a strange design, the tall 
fellow seemed crazed. He ran straight at the gathering of 
merchants. The man slowed to a walk and ignored the men. 
He stared at the unfinished steaming cup of hot liquid that 
sat almost forgotten on the barrel in front of the traders.  

“Coffee,” he demanded. “Where did you get coffee?” 
The man’s crazed stare never left the steaming drink. Keeds 
‘harrumphed’ in displeasure.  

“It’s a nice drink sir, but we feel there’s no market for it 
here.” He smirked at the others. “You are most welcome to 
purchase it from young Bastian.” He motioned to the 
younger merchant as he moved away.  

The newcomer peered at Bastian as the other men stood 
to leave.  

“Is anyone going to drink that?” he asked as he pointed 
to the drink. 

Bastian looked at the steaming mug and then at the 
backs of the retreating merchants in dismay. He turned back 
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to the tall man and shook his head in the negative.  
“No sir, you are most welcome to it.” 
The man lifted the cup, his stance almost reverent, and 

took a mouthful of the still-warm liquid into his mouth. He 
smiled. His smile was so wide his face seemed like it would 
split in two. He drank again.  

“Ahhhhhhhhh,” he said.  
Bastian gawked at the strange man in surprise. He knew 

the drink should be popular, but was unprepared for the 
man’s euphoric reaction.  

“Ah, I have three barrels sir, that I am hoping to sell at 
least part of. If you wanted to purchase some of the 
beans…” 

The man glared at the barrels on the dock and 
interrupted Bastian. 

“Okay, I’ll take them. Can you get me more?” 
Bastian baulked. Had he heard that right?  
“Ah, three barrels sir, that is I, ah… they’re ten gold 

pieces per barrel.” He looked at the newcomer as hope filled 
his eyes. “Don’t let the price put you off sir, I can get more 
to sell in a matter of months.” 

 The man responded with a nod, taking his time with his 
drink again.  

“Sure, whatever.” He paused. “Sell?” His nose crinkled. 
“I don’t want to sell them, I want to drink it! Can you deliver 
these to my tower?” 

Bastian, taken aback, still managed a nervous smile. He 
was, after all, a salesman.  

“Of course sir,” he said. “Which tower did you mean?”  
The man drank again and pointed to the north and west 

away from the docks. There, the stark white stone of the 
Mages Tower jutted high into the sky between the docks 
and Castle Ward. Bastian gulped in surprise, swallowed hard 
and nodded. 

 
### 
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“What’s he doing?” 
“Looks like he’s drinking something Captain.” 
“I can see that. Why?” 
“Why can you see him drinking, Captain?” 
Captain Brendon Crieus ‘harrumphed’ in displeasure.  
“No, I mean why is he stopping to drink?” the Captain 

demanded. 
“Perhaps he’s thirsty Captain?” 
Captain Crieus turned and regarded the soldier in 

despair. Why was he surrounded by idiots?  
To follow orders was a soldier’s lot, and his orders to 

follow the city’s new Arch Mage were direct from Parker 
Hardstaff, the King’s Court Mage. Parker asked Crieus to 
keep the man under supervision if he left the white Mages 
Tower. After many days of fruitless observation, the man 
had left the tower. And now it appeared that he was thirsty?  

They monitored the man with discretion, which had not 
proven difficult. The man showed no awareness of noticing 
nor avoiding pursuit, but the Captain remained wary. Crieus 
was present in the throne room when he and his entire 
platoon had been held immobile by the powerful Arch 
Mage. It was done as easily as a child discards a broken toy. 
Today however, his small patrol had remained hidden from 
the Arch Mage’s view for as long as possible. But Crieus 
knew if they stayed in one spot they would risk being 
discovered. He was also wary of being the cause of any 
concerns that the citizenry may have that something was 
amiss.  

The sudden appearance of Master Keeds distracted 
Captain Crieus as the well-known merchant moved past the 
squad. Keeds stopped and stared at the squad in obvious 
surprise. As he hoped to avoid causing Master Keeds any 
alarm, Crieus saluted and moved to speak with the 
merchant.  

“Sir, if I may have a moment of your time?” Crieus 
asked. 

Keeds gaped again in surprise at the small squad of 
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armed soldiers in the street. His surprise was momentary; he 
was cultured enough to remember his manners. He peered 
at Crieus’ livery, presumably noting the markings of rank.  

“Yes Captain, how may I help you?” 
“Sir, the tall man over there. What is he doing?”  
Keeds turned to regard the man and then glanced back 

to the guards.  
“He appears to be drinking Captain,” Keeds said, with a 

smirk. 
Crieus sighed and slapped his forehead into his open 

palm, his expression rueful as he looked up at Master Keeds.  
“My apologies if I am unclear Master Keeds. I realise he 

is drinking something.” Crieus paused. “What is it that he 
drinks?” 

“Coffee, Captain. A new drink that Bastian has brought 
to us from Aswana.” Keeds snorted. “Bastian thinks it’s a 
better drink than tea,” he scoffed.  

“So it’s not an alcoholic drink sir?” asked Crieus. 
“No Captain, it is not.” Master Keeds smiled at the 

Captain, then turned to regard the large man at the docks. 
“Who is he?” he asked. 

“Duncan Hawkwind, the city’s new Arch Mage.” Crieus 
replied. 

Keeds baulked. “So, the stories are true, an Arch Mage?” 
the merchant said in surprise. 

“Yes sir, I was at the palace the day he showed up. All 
the stories are true. Frightening power. A man to be feared.” 
Crieus paused as his face turned pale. “I saw him kill Lord 
Von Borin and several others with incredible ease. He held 
the entire court immobile and none of us could do 
anything.” He turned red in embarrassment in the hope that 
he hadn’t caused Keeds any undue concern.  

Keeds turned to regard the coffee-drinker with 
newfound respect and awe.  

“Indeed! Good fortune.” Keeds hurried off and glanced 
with concern over his shoulder at the squad as he walked 
away. 



Outsider: Deliverance 

21 

Crieus watched Keeds march away from the docks area. 
He wondered what he should do next. He turned to one of 
his men in resignation and began to instruct the man to 
report back to the Watch House. 

“Righto Benny, go back to the Watch House and let the 
commander know that the Arch Mage is drinking 
something called coffee on the docks. Tell the commander 
that I don’t consider he’s threatening public order or 
endangering anyone. Ask the commander for any further 
instructions.” 

He patted Benny on the shoulder, about to issue another 
instruction, when there was a loud crash. The sudden noise 
caused Captain Crieus to spin about in alarm. Nearby, two 
dock workers argued over a broken crate which lay on the 
ground between them. The contents of the crate, several 
chickens, squawked and pecked at the ground, and appeared 
to be relishing their newfound freedom.  

Crieus regarded the sailors. They appeared to be of 
differing nationalities and from different crews. The men’s 
voices were loud, their gestures belligerent. They continued 
to argue in a language the Captain could not identify. Other 
men gathered from two ships docked nearby; Crieus 
presumed from the ships of the two foreign workers. The 
captain smirked in amusement at the humorous situation; 
the men quarrelled above several unconcerned white 
chickens. He continued to chuckle, right until one of the 
men threw a punch.  

Crieus’ mouth dropped open, as the two dock workers 
pummelled each other; fists, fingernails, teeth and knees. 
The ship’s crews moved in, the mass of people created a 
thick circle of humanity about the men. Crieus fingered his 
baton and eyed his own men.  

“Look alive lads,” he said. “This could get out of hand, 
real quick.” The two combatants struggled, but then were 
dragged apart with reckless abandon by their own crews. 
This calmed the onlookers until one of the original fighters 
lashed out. He punched one of the men who held the other 
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instigator, the punch hit the man square on the jaw. The 
man took the blow, spat out several teeth and swung his 
own fist back and connected with the first man’s cheek.  

Then all hell broke loose. 
Crieus watched on in dismay as about thirty men 

brawled. Left hooks, right jabs, kicks, grapples; men were 
caught in headlocks. One spun and kicked his opponent. 
The man was knocked senseless by the roundhouse kick. 
Sailors grappled and pummelled; one man was thrown into 
a nearby fruit stall which toppled and caused the ripe fruit 
to scatter across the dock. The enraged stallholder took up 
a club and lashed out at random combatants.  

Crieus knew his small group would be unable to bring 
this melee under control, so he took out his tin whistle and 
blew hard. The shrill note rang out across the dock. He 
turned to Benny again, his best runner, who hadn’t yet left 
to make his report.  

“Quick, Benny, run for help! There should be patrols 
nearby, go to the fort if you have to.” He pointed to the 
massive stone Watch House to the south. “Go!” he shouted. 

 As he continued to blow his whistle, Crieus moved 
forward and entered the fray. He swung his baton at one of 
the two original combatants. He connected with great force 
and knocked the first man senseless.  

The Captain looked about, his eyes wide, just in time to 
see one of his crew go down beneath two foreign dock 
workers.  

Without warning Crieus was hit from behind; a heavy 
blow that caused his helmet to come askew. The displaced 
helmet took away his sight for a moment as he went down 
on his hands and knees. His vision swam. He tried to rise, 
but he was knocked aside by two dock workers who 
wrestled nearby. Still on all fours, another blow to the 
unprotected part of his head caused his vision to blur. He 
found it difficult to sort through the cacophony of noise; 
men shouted and yelled, the sound of punches and kicks, 
bites and scratches. Nearby a woman screamed. His vision 



Outsider: Deliverance 

23 

swam again as he tried to rise, but he was knocked aside 
again by flying bodies.  

Then all of a sudden, a strange calmness overcame him. 
There was silence. The complete absence of sound was so 
sudden, so unexpected that Crieus at first wondered if he’d 
fallen unconscious. But there was still a slight ring in his 
ears. He could still hear the sound of the water that lapped 
at the sides of the ships moored in the docks. Overhead a 
seagull squawked. Crieus stared down in amazement as a 
single chicken pecked at the ground between his hands, the 
fowl clucked in a contented manner. He shook his head 
again. He reached around to the back of his head and felt 
the warmth of what he presumed was his own blood.  

Crieus thought he heard footsteps. Strong hands grasped 
his shoulders, and he was helped to his feet. He rose and 
clutched someone’s arm for support and peered up into the 
face of a taller man. Crieus closed and opened his eyes a few 
times to help them focus.  

Before him stood Duncan Hawkwind, the Arch Mage of 
Torun. Crieus gawked at the man in shock. Hawkwind? 
What’s he done to me? An innate fear of magic and the 
unknown caused Crieus a moment of panic until he saw past 
the man. He drew a deep breath in shock.  

The melee was as chaotic and violent as any that Crieus 
had seen in twenty years as a watchman. Behind Hawkwind, 
the sailors that until moments ago fought with abandon 
were now held immobile, just like Hawkwind had done in 
the throne room a few weeks ago. Most of the combatants 
were crushed together; pressed against a warehouse wall in 
a wriggling, moaning pile of humanity. The original two 
participants were squashed together on the outside of the 
mass of bodies, fear written across their groggy faces. 
Crieus’ men staggered to their feet and looked on in helpless 
shock and disbelief.  

“You looked like you could use some help,” Hawkwind 
said as he dusted the Captain off. 

The Captain nodded in awe. He’d been a victim of this 
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action by the Arch Mage before, in the King’s throne room. 
He knew well the helplessness of being caught up in the 
man’s paralysing spell. He nodded again and stared in 
fascination at the restrained men. So this is what it looked like 
from the other side, he thought. 

“Well, it looks like reinforcements have arrived,” 
Hawkwind continued, as he gestured to a spot further along 
the dock area. “I’ll let them go when the other guards are in 
position.” Hawkwind jerked his thumb at the sailors, who 
appeared, to a man, to have lost all interest in the fight. 
Captain Crieus glanced to where the man pointed, and sure 
enough, a full platoon of thirty watchmen converged upon 
the area, along with Benny, his runner.  

“If that’s all Captain?” The Arch Mage raised a quizzical 
eyebrow. 

“Oh, ah yes.” Crieus replied as Hawkwind turned to 
leave. Before he could take two steps, Crieus called out. 
“Sir!”  

The Arch Mage turned, his opposite eyebrow raised. 
“Yes?” 
“Thank you, ah, my Lord Arch Mage. Good fortune.” 
Hawkwind smiled. “No problem,” he said. “Good 

fortune.” 
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