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One young man's journey to master the art of magic...Jack wants nothing more than to be a
mage. He trains by himself every day, cultivating mana and focusing on building his internal
magic. All with the hope of one day joining a mage guild.Except one day, Jack encounters a
strange object in the forest. It is the heart of a dungeon. Somehow, he absorbs the dungeon's
heart into his body.Before he knows what to do, he encounters a peculiar man by the name of
Lachlan Woe. He is a mage of great power, he says, and he is in need of an apprentice.So, Jack
ventures to the Shadow Tower, which Lachlan Woe calls his home. There, Jack will begin his
studies and train to become a mage.It soon becomes clear that Jack's powers are not those of
regular mages. After absorbing the dungeon heart, his potential seems boundless, and even his
mysterious mentor is in awe. Even so, Jack must work hard to learn exactly what his limits are, if
there are indeed any limits at all to his magic.All the while, Jack will explore the Shadow Tower,
meet its bizarre inhabitants, and discover the secret origin of the tower and its master...Join Jack
as he embarks on the Path of the Mage and digs deeper into the mystery of Lachlan Woe and
the Shadow Tower.

“I found in reading Links To The Past a fascinating, fresh presentation of Texas courses that
continue to be popular with golfers around the state. What is most interesting is the direct link to
what happened historically upon and around these sites. This is a completely different way to
look into legendary stories of Texas as they intertwine with the rich history of Texas golf.” —Ben
Crenshaw, Two-time Masters Champion and member of the World Golf Hall of Fame -- Ben
Crenshaw“Ever so skillfully, Dan Utley with Stan Graves tells the stories of past events that
transpired where today modern Texans play golf. They place these present-day manicured
courses into the context of both earlier and recent history. The stories of recent golfers are as
intriguing as those of the prehistoric hunters and cowboys who preceded them."—T. Lindsay
Baker, Author of Gangster Tour of Texas -- T. Lindsay Baker“Lone Star linksters chase golf balls
across courses that cross the Butterfield Trail at El Paso, the Presidio San Saba ruins at Menard,
and the Plum Creek Battlefield at Lockhart. Authors Utley and Stanley have provided an
innovative, informative, and delightful reading experience.”—Bill O'Neal, State Historian of
Texas -- Bill O'Neal“An authoritative account of Texas lands that have been used historically and
today for golf courses—from Lockhart to Lajitas and from San Felipe to San Saba—. . . a rich
view of US and Texas history that will persuade readers to visit these places.” — Cynthia
Brandimarte, Texas State Parks Historian -- Cynthia Brandimarte“a compelling reminder that the
record of “what happened here” can be amazingly enduring as well as fleeting and incomplete.
Utley and Graves bring their deep knowledge of Texas places to share the stories of these
locations, tracing geology, paleontology, topography, personalities, and sport in a lively mix of



history that introduces the reader to new ways of seeing the familiar. For those that golf and for
those that don’t, keep a copy of Links to the Past handy as you drive Texas. You will find yourself
reaching for it often.” —Lynn Denton, Director, Public History Program, Texas State University --
Lynn Denton --This text refers to the hardcover edition.About the AuthorDAN K. UTLEY,
coauthor of History Ahead: Stories beyond the Texas Roadside Markers, Echoes of Glory:
Historic Military Sites across Texas, and other books, formerly served as chief historian of the
Texas Historical Commission. He is now chief historian for the Center for Texas Public History at
Texas State University in San Marcos. STANLEY O. GRAVES, FAIA, is a preservation architect
and senior principal with the Architexas firm in Austin. He previously served as director of the
architecture division and deputy state historic preservation officer for the Texas Historical
Commission. --This text refers to the hardcover edition.
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day in the forest near Oakwood Town. This was how he spent every free moment he had, and
today was a day like any other. As he wandered through the dusk under the green canopy of the
mighty oak trees, he had no way of knowing that before this day was over, his life would change
forever.The forest was big and peaceful, and there was plenty of privacy. Jack knew his way
around pretty well—after all, this had been where he’d spent most of his time for the last three
months.Today, he’d wandered further than usual from town, driven by an urge to see a new
place. He’d found a deep pool where a babbling waterfall cut a narrow channel through a rock
bank, then fell a few feet. Over the years, it had cut a wide, green pond in the softer rock.The
banks of the pool were green and soft with thick moss. It was a beautiful, peaceful place, and as
soon as Jack saw it, he knew this was where he’d spend his day. He had thought of following the
stream where it flowed away out of the pond and off down a steep hill, but he knew that the
Shadow Tower lay in that direction, less than a mile away. That was an evil place, so the
townsfolk said, and Jack had no desire to explore it on his own.He had spent a dedicated day
working on his mana pool. His technique was to stand very still, breathing deeply, concentrating
his focus internally and holding awareness of the pool in his mind. At the same time, he tried to
be aware of the natural world around him—the bubbling splash of the water, the chatter of the
birds, and the mellow hissing of the wind in the tree canopy high above him.Settling into this kind
of deep focus built strength and capacity for his mana pool. It was also supposed to clarify the
cloudy mana, but Jack had not seen any sign of that happening yet. He worked all day, stopping
only once for a light meal when he saw the sun peeking through the trees directly above him. But
for all his hard work, he saw frustratingly little progress.Later, as the dusk deepened, Jack
wandered through the forest back in the general direction of Oakwood Town. He was a young
man, brown-haired and clean-shaven, dressed in good light armor of boiled leather. He had a
surcoat of light chainmail, and a plain cloak wrapped around his shoulders. In one hand he held



a long spear with a leaf-shaped blade that glinted when the sun caught at its edge.The spear
and armor were mainly just in case of wild animals—he didn’t expect any trouble from other
people in these woods. The town of Oakwood and the forest around it was the territory of the
mages’ guild, and no bandit would be foolish enough to try to set up camp within their sphere of
influence.Jack sighed. He had been walking with his head down and his shoulders hunched, a
picture of dejection. There was no way he would fulfil his dream of becoming a mage’s
apprentice unless he found a way to increase the size of his mana pool faster. Jack was no lord’s
son, only the common orphan stepson of a village blacksmith named Robin. The nobility could
get a favored candidate into the guild easily enough—all it took was a word in the right ear or a
bag of coins in the right hand—but only for a commoner it was much, much harder. Only the
most outstanding candidates got in that way.Through diligent nagging of a local mage, Jack had
even managed to get to the first level of the interview process, but the haughty mage who had
examined him had laughed him out of the interview after looking at his mana pool.“Boy,” he had
scoffed, “you would need a mana pool a thousand times the size of that measly offering before
we’d even consider you! Give it up. You’d be better getting an apprenticeship in town before
you’re too old. This was a waste of my time!”Jack sighed again as he reflected on that bitter
memory. He had not given up, however, and the town mage had reluctantly given him the
exercise to boost his mana pool.Jack had diligently worked at it every spare moment since then,
but the results had been less than dramatic. Every time he did the meditation he felt a small
boost to his strength and potential, but he had to face the fact that it would take him a decade to
double the size of his pool at this rate.What else can I do? he asked himself. If this is the only
way to increase my potential that I know of, then I’ll just have to pursue it. Perhaps in a year…
Something caught his attention, and he raised his head.What’s that? he thought. It feels strange,
like there’s something watching me. Jack shivered and tightened his grip on his spear.He looked
around, quickly surveying the area around where he stood. He had been wandering aimlessly,
and now he found that he was not where he had expected to be. This was new.A tangle of thorny
undergrowth was barring his way. To his left, the ground sloped downward, and he figured that
would be the way back to town. If he went downhill he would be sure to hit the track that led back
to Oakwood. But on his right…Jack turned, feeling strangely drawn. The tangle of thorn bushes
bent round, blocking the way up to the right as well. “There’s nothing there,” he said out loud, but
the tugging at his heart was undeniable. There was something there.And it was calling to
him.Jack frowned, but he couldn’t resist the temptation. He stepped up to the bushes and
peered through the thick tangle. Was there something there after all? Something square, a tall
square block of some kind of black material…He stared at it for a moment, trying to make sense
of it. Then, suddenly, his eyes made sense of it for him. It was not a black block of something—it
was a rectangular opening, half buried in fallen rock and drifts of leaves and with the tangled
briars weaving back and forth across the entrance.Then, as he watched, blue light suddenly
began to glow steadily from the opening.Jack stepped back, looking around the trees where he
stood. There was something strange about them, too, he saw. It was the leaves. The leaves had



turned purple, and veins of purple ran across the trunks as well. The leaves and the trunks
glowed with a faint light.“What in the world…?” Jack muttered. There was no question about it
now—he would explore this further. Even if it hadn’t been for the powerful attraction that drew
him toward the entrance, he would have explored. As it was, he felt as if something inside his
belly was urging him on toward the mysterious blue-glowing entrance. He would have struggled
to turn away even if he’d wanted to.Even so, he found himself questioning this as he raised the
razor-sharp blade of his spear and began to clear the brambles away from the entrance. What
was this place anyway? There was definitely some kind of magic going on here, no doubt about
that—look at the purple leaves on the trees and the mysterious blue glow from within the
entrance—but was it magic that he wanted to get involved in?Oh, sure, he thought, as his blade
carved a clear path through the tangled growths, there’s no bandits out here, but who’s to say
this couldn’t be the den of some renegade shaman or some magical creature? What if it’s some
kind of ancient curse that I’ve accidentally disturbed here?He used the shaft of the spear to
shove aside the pile of brambles that he’d cut free. The purple on the grass around his feet
glowed up clearly now, leading a straight path to the blue-glowing entrance. He could see it more
clearly now, two cracked stone sides and a flight of worn steps leading down under the earth.
Working slowly and carefully, he cleared aside the last of the brambles and stood back, looking
at what he’d uncovered.“Well,” he said quietly, “this may be some kind of trick, but whatever it is
I’m going to take the chance. After all, what have I got to lose? My chances of getting into the
mages’ guild are second to none, and my chances of building my mana pool up to an
acceptable level this lifetime are pretty much zero as well. But this… now this looks pretty
promising.”Jack nodded and smiled slightly as he looked down the stairs. He could see a little bit
of a tunnel stretching away, but nothing else. The blue light glowed steadily upward, illuminating
his face as he gazed at it.Gripping his spear a little tighter, Jack stepped forward. He put his foot
on the top step, and some instinct made him look around. He scanned the whole area near him,
but there was no sign of anyone and the pull to go down the steps was stronger than
ever.Nodding again, and taking a deep breath, Jack made his way down the stairs.The steps
were stone, but they were worn in the center as if they had been trodden on by countless feet for
a hundred years. This place sure looked abandoned, but Jack guessed from the worn steps that
at some point it had been known and regularly used.There had been at least a decade of growth
over the entrance, though, so it was some time since anyone had been here. In fact, it seemed
more than possible to Jack that he was the first person to come down these steps for at least ten
years, and maybe even much longer.The pulling feeling in his chest eased a bit as he walked
down the worn steps, and he figured that was because he was doing what it wanted.His rational
mind still told him that it was a good idea to be on his guard, but his instinct was telling him
strongly that this was a safe place, a place where he was welcome.He forced himself to stay
wary as he went down steps, then round the gently curving corridor. Blue light surrounded him
as the corridor opened out into a wide space. Jack looked around in amazement.What a place!
he thought.He was in a stone chamber with a dirt floor and a low ceiling. It was big, maybe fifty



feet square, Jack guessed, and along the walls there were runes in a flowing and beautiful script
that Jack didn’t recognize. These runes seemed to be the light source, but he could not tell what
they were made of. He approached the nearest one.He held out one hand and laid it on the rune.
It was warm, and seemed to be made of crystal, inlaid into the stone of the wall. Jack shook his
head, marveling at the wonders of the chamber. He turned away from the rune and looked
around himself.There was something in the center of the room. It looked like a stone plinth about
waist high, the kind of thing that should have held a little statue. Jack looked at it curiously for a
moment. Then, suddenly, the feeling of being drawn toward a goal flared up in his chest again
and he walked forward toward the little plinth.Jack was on his guard despite feeling sure that
there was nothing else in the chamber with him. This kind of thing could be a trap. He was
becoming sure that what he had found here was an abandoned dungeon, of the kind that
adventurers went to for the purpose of killing monsters and collecting loot. It was well known that
there were some dungeons in the forest, guarded and maintained by the mages’ guild, but this
one seemed like it might have been forgotten about.Still, Jack would be careful. He kept a firm
grip on his spear and swept the chamber from side to side with his eyes as he approached. He
walked slowly, resisting the urge to tear forward and examine the plinth. If this was a dungeon,
then this little stone column might be a trap.Nothing happened. Jack reached the plinth, then
held his hand out to touch the dusty, empty flat surface of its top. As he did, there was a sudden
vibration in the air around him. The runes on the walls glowed brightly, and in front of him, a foot
above the top of the stone plinth, something appeared out of thin air.It was a crystal.“It’s so
beautiful!” Jack said aloud as he gazed at it. The crystal sphere was as big as his hand, and it
glowed with a rich, vibrant green light that seemed to come from deep within it. It rotated slowly
in place, the green light shining out and illuminating the cave and Jack’s amazed face in its
bright glow.Jack did the only thing he could do. He reached out and touched it.The surface of the
crystal was cool and smooth, as slick as ice but not as cold. Jack ran the tip of a finger across it,
then grew bolder. He grasped it in his fist and lifted it out of its place. To his surprise, it came
away easily and he held it up in front of him, gazing at it.There was a sudden hiss like air
escaping from a bellows, and then Jack’s eyes locked onto the glowing crystal. He felt his soul
reaching out toward it, connecting with it, drawing it into himself.A glittering radiance shone out
from it, and suddenly the very crystal itself began to disintegrate. At first it was as if bright green
smoke was coming from the surface of the crystal, flowing through the air and into Jack’s
chest.The crystal became lighter in his hand, like a handful of sand running through his fingers.
Too late to turn back, he understood what was happening. The crystal was a dungeon core, like
the dungeon cores from the legends of the great adventurers, and he was absorbing it! He had
not intended to at all, but it was happening!A mixture of fear and excitement flooded through
Jack as the green crystal disintegrated in his hand. His emotions were swamped in the feeling of
power that flowed through his body suddenly, flashing through him like light into a dark room. All
at once, he felt like he could do anything.It was terrifying and amazing at the same time. His
mind expanded into the world around him, and the possibilities were endless. His hands were



like magic wands, and he felt like he could cast an endless variety of powerful spells all at once if
he’d wanted.The green light of the magical crystal flowed through him and found its way to his
mana pool, right in the center of his belly. Awareness of the mana there flooded him, and he felt
his pool expand and then become clear.That was the most amazing feeling. All the time since
Jack had been aware of his mana pool, it had been cloudy and the edges had been soft and
unclear, despite all the efforts and work he’d put into improving and clarifying it. Now, he saw and
felt the pool’s edges become hard and exact. At the same time, the mana in the pool shifted from
cloudy to crystal clear. Pathways from his mana pool snaked out through his body to his hands,
his feet, and his head.The pool itself expanded, doubling in size in a moment.Jack gasped in
amazement. All that work, for all those hours and days, and he had only managed to grow his
mana pool a little. Now he felt that his pool was strong enough even for the mages’ guild
interviewers!He grinned exultantly as he felt the mana pathways throughout his body settle and
become solid and permanent. They stretched from his mana pool to his hands and feet, up to
the top of his head, and throughout his body. Mana flowed in him, and he felt like it infused his
very blood.But the green light from the crystal dulled and weakened. Green smoke swirled
around his hands and around his head, then faded. A powerful tingling sensation ran through
Jack, and he shuddered briefly.His hands were empty. The crystal was gone.The incredible
sensation of power faded, but Jack was left with the awareness of his clear, well-defined mana
pool and the network of pathways throughout his body, and particularly the ones to his hands.
He held his hands up in front of him, looking at the palms. He felt full of potential, yet at the same
time he didn’t feel like he had anywhere to put the potential.“No spells,” he said out loud. “I don’t
have any spells that I can cast yet. Somehow, I have been granted an increase in mana and
power by this dungeon, but I’ll need a mentor before I can make use of my magic properly.”He
caught his breath and looked around the chamber. For a moment, all was quiet—but suddenly
the blue runes on the walls glowed brightly. A voice boomed out in Jack’s mind, so loud that he
could hardly stay on his feet.“Aetherborn,” it said. “Aetherborn, you have come to fulfil your
destiny! I felt your approach and I awoke for you. You heard my call. Now I have granted you my
power, but you must go on your own path to discover how to use it. You are the first in a
thousand years. Now, Aetherborn, you must take your power out into the world and fulfil your
destiny. Go forth and harness the power I have granted you!”The voice vanished as suddenly as
it had appeared, and Jack reeled for a moment before catching his balance and steadying
himself. Aetherborn. He didn’t know what that meant, but he liked the sound of it. It sounded
right. Whatever that voice had been, it gave him the confidence that he had done the right
thing.The sense of powerful presence that had filled the chamber for a moment was gone, and
Jack felt sure that whatever had spoken to him would not speak again. The blue runes in the
walls had dimmed.Well, it had told him to go forth and harness his power. Perhaps he would
need a mentor of some kind to learn magic properly, but could he not have a go by himself?As
an experiment, he reached out his right hand and flexed his mana pool. His hand was empty—
his spear was still leaning against the wall where he had placed it—and as he focused on his



hand, he was rewarded with a sensation of warmth in his right palm.He withdrew the focus,
feeling mana flow back into his pool.Excitement coursed through him, and his heart beat
faster.Something had happened when he’d focused.Carefully, he tried it again. Mana flowed
from his mana pool up the pathway that led from his center to his hand as he
concentrated.Again, that sensation of warmth flowed to his palm and gathered there. It was as if
he was holding his hand in a sunbeam—heat was focused right in the center of his palm.Jack
dared himself to push a little further.He focused harder, and to his amazement and delight, he
was rewarded with a glow of light in the center of his hand.He kept control of his excitement,
breathing in and out slowly and steadily like a runner catching his breath after a sprint.As he
concentrated, the magic swelled within him, and light suddenly shone out brightly from his hand.
It was a clear, soft, white light, not like the light from a flame. He had never seen light like that
before.It was beautiful. It shone steadily out from his hand, accompanied by a sensation of
pleasant heat.“Magic,” he breathed.“That’s right,” a voice said behind him. “Magic. Pretty
impressive, but you’re going to need a bit of tuition if you want to take that further.”Chapter 2The
speaker stood in the center of the cave. He was robed from head to toe in black, and he had a
deep hood that cast a shadow over his whole face. Jack could see nothing of his features except
for the glint of a smile.Jack pushed his magical light higher in the air, trying to cast light on the
figure, but the mysterious stranger had a shadow around him that could not be banished by the
glow. The magical light lit up the ground around the stranger, but it did not reach the black cloak.
The mysterious newcomer remained shrouded in shadow. After a moment, the light flickered
and went out, and the blue glow of the runes on the walls was the only illumination that
remained.“Who are you?” Jack demanded, pleased to find that his voice was firm and steady,
despite the fright the stranger had given him. “What do you want of me? Are you from the
guild?”“Who am I?” the stranger mused, sounding as if he found something funny in the
question. “I am what you have been seeking, young one. I am the answer to your desires.”“You
know nothing about me,” Jack said harshly. He felt annoyed by the stranger’s calm amusement.
“What do you know of what I seek, or what I want?”The figure laughed softly. “Oh, come,” he
said, “anyone with ears in the town of Oakwood could discover what young Jack sought. Last I
checked, my ears are working just fine. You are looking for a mage to train you, are you not? You
are looking for an apprenticeship, and an entry into the guild, but you have been rejected.”Jack
took a breath to speak, but the figure lifted two black-gloved hands and began to count off the
points on his fingers as he listed everything he knew about Jack. “You are an orphan seeking a
career as an adventurer. You have ambitions to learn magic, but nobody will train you because
you are a low-born nobody. Your mana pool was deemed insufficient by the guildsman you
spoke to and so you’ve been training by yourself in the woods for months now—an impressive
effort.”He leaned forward as if particularly eager, and Jack caught a glint that might have been
eyes from within the hood. “And for some reason, you found this dungeon and she granted you
her dungeon core. And you, all unknowing, absorbed it!”The figure stepped forward suddenly,
and Jack took a step back without intending to. The figure laughed again, more merrily this time,



and then reached up and pushed back the deep hood. As he did, the shadow that shrouded him
receded, and the blue light from the walls of the cave fell full on his face.He was the strangest
man Jack had ever seen. His skin was the deep, cherry red of the coals in a smith’s forge, but
the red was broken by thick lines of deepest black that were scored across the skin like war
paint. The red parts of the skin shone in the light of Jack’s torch, gleaming in a way that
reminded Jack of the smooth surface of smoke-cured river salmon, but the black strips were
blacker than ink, eating the light.He had two small horns of yellow bone that curved from his
brow, but they were short, only as long as a joint of Jack’s thumb.But it was his eyes that were
the strangest. They were deep yellow, with dark slits for pupils that were elongated like the eyes
of a cat. The man blinked, and before his outer lids closed, Jack caught a glimpse of white inner
eyelids that slid horizontally across the eye, like the lids of a hawk.He had a curved nose and a
strong chin, and his teeth gleamed unsettlingly white in the light of the cave, now that the
magical shadow had lifted from him.“My name is Lachlan Woe,” he said. “And I’m the closest
thing to a mage of the guild that you’re going to get. So point that spear somewhere else and
let’s talk. I’m keen to get to know you better.”Lachlan Woe grinned, and the effect was startling
with his cat’s eyes and his bright teeth.But for all the man’s strange appearance and eerie look,
Jack found himself smiling back at Lachlan. He lowered his spear then shifted it into his left
hand. Then he stepped forward and put out his hand.“Jack,” he said, introducing himself.Lachlan
glanced down at Jack’s extended hand for a moment, then looked up and met his eyes.“I know,”
he said with a grin, then gripped Jack’s hand firmly for a moment.They faced each other. Jack
felt strangely at ease in this strange man’s presence. “Lachlan Woe,” he said, after the silence
had held for a minute. “That’s a strange name.”“Well,” Lachlan said without hesitating, “I’m a
strange man. But not as strange as you.”“Me? What do you mean? What’s strange about
me?”Lachlan wagged a finger at him. “What’s strange about you? You just absorbed a dungeon
core and didn’t die! And the dungeon presented you with the core in the first place. And you
found this lost dungeon untrained and without spells. It seemed like the dungeon even awoke
just to give you her core! That’s enough to make you strange in my opinion. How do you explain
it?”Jack laughed. “I, uh, I guess I can’t explain it. I was passing and I felt strongly drawn toward it.
When I spotted the opening through the bushes, I made my way in. As for being given the core, I
was just lucky, I suppose.”He found that he was reluctant to mention the strange voice and the
name it had called him: Aetherborn.He wanted to know a little more about Lachlan Woe before
he entrusted that knowledge to him.The mage gave Jack a knowing look.“No, no, that won’t do
at all,” Lachlan said. He shook his head and scratched his chin. “There’s more to it than luck,
that’s for certain. There’s some secret here, and perhaps you just don’t know it yet. It’s often the
way with those destined for great things.”“Destined…?” Jack thought the words were a strange
echo of the mysterious voice that had spoken in his head after he’d absorbed the core.Lachlan
shook his head. “You don’t have any idea how strange what you just did was, do you?”“Absorbed
some kind of dungeon core, I guess, but is that really so unusual?”“Unusual… I’d say that’s
something of an understatement.” Lachlan glanced over his shoulder toward the entrance to the



dungeon. “But listen, how about we continue this discussion somewhere more
comfortable?”Jack frowned at Lachlan. “That depends. What do you want from me?”“As I said, I
want you to be my apprentice, Jack,” Lachlan said. “I’m a mage, and I’m affiliated with the guild,
though I’m not a full member. I can’t be, because of my… heritage. But I’m a mage, and I’m
willing to take you on if you’re willing to be taught.”Jack thought about it for a moment.Lachlan
Woe was not what he’d come to expect of guild mages, though he didn’t really have a great deal
to go on. He’d imagined that mages would be heroic and noble, with bright clothes and bright
magic.But this sardonic, strange-looking man in front of him seemed, strangely enough, to be
almost more magical and genuine than any of the ideas about mages that Jack had held in his
mind in the past.There was no trace of a lie in his voice or his manner. He wanted Jack to be a
mage, to be his apprentice. It was the thing Jack had dreamed about for a long time now.He had
done it! And now that he had a fully-functioning mana pool and internal magical pathways, he
would need someone to mentor him.Jack made his decision.He would take the first step on the
journey he had always dreamed about.“Well, Jack?” Lachlan Woe said softly. “Will you agree to
this? Will you come with me and learn magic?”Jack smiled and nodded. “I will,” he said.Lachlan
seemed delighted. He grinned broadly, and his eyes widened. The effect was a little unsettling
since his teeth were so brightly gleaming and his eyes were so strange, but Jack found himself
smiling back. The mage clapped his hands together.“I’m pleased! If you’d refused, I’d probably
have had to kill you, and that would have been a pity!” Lachlan saw the horrified look on Jack’s
face. “I’m only joking, Jack! Don’t worry! I’d perhaps just have to cast a spell on you to make you
forget you’d ever seen me here. Or maybe killed you. Anyway, none of that matters now, because
you’re my apprentice. Come along with me!”Jack thought that the strange man seemed keen to
move away from the uncomfortable topic of killing, and he was pleased to play along. Whether
this mage was completely joking or not, the idea of fighting him was not appealing. The mage
seemed powerful and capable, and Jack guessed that he would offer some serious resistance.
A fight with a mage was the last thing Jack wanted to get into just now.With a last glance back
into the cave with its strange magical blue lighting, Jack followed Lachlan Woe back out into the
dimness of the woods.Night had fallen, and the woods were very dark, with only a bit of light
from the moon filtering down through the tree canopy. Lachlan sniffed the air and looked about
himself.“Let’s not waste time,” he said. “We’ve a mile or two to walk, and it’s slow going through a
forest at night. Also, I’d like to get away from this spot before anyone else decides to show an
interest in this dungeon. It’s certainly going to attract attention, and I’d rather not be here when
explorers come along to check it out. Also, I think it would be best if it were not known that I’d
taken an apprentice—not yet, anyway.”“Why is that?” Jack asked.“Well,” Lachlan said as they
started off through the trees, “a couple of reasons. For a start, not everyone in the world is
friendly with the mages’ guild. The less that’s known about who’s in the guild and who’s not, the
better. Also, not everyone in the guild is friendly to me. Like I said, I’m not a full guild member, but
I have most of the privileges of one, and there are some mages in the guild who don’t like that.
They would be interested to know I’d taken an apprentice. On principle, I’d like to be the one who



is in control of when people find that out. There are other reasons, too. Don’t forget that you’ve
absorbed a dungeon core, and that’s an immensely powerful thing to have happened. I want us
to take our time and explore that power carefully, so you can reach your full potential. Others
might not be so keen on the idea.”They had walked a good way into the trees now, and the
mouth of the dungeon and the purple leaves of the trees around it were out of sight. The trees
around them were less affected by the magical influence of the dungeon here, and though there
was still a purplish tinge to the leaves, they were of a more normal size, and the purple light was
less intense.The moon was rising fast, shining a pale white light down through the leaves and
turning the shadows all to inky black.“In fact,” Lachlan said, stopping and turning to face Jack,
“let that be my first lesson to you, as master to apprentice. The lesson of discretion, of secrecy.
Be aware, Jack. The more power you gain, the greater the responsibility you hold, and the
greater your significance in the world becomes. Not everyone will be happy about that. And there
is something unusual about you. You absorbed the dungeon core, and I’ve never heard of that
outside of legends. That means you’re special, and it makes sense for you to be careful of
yourself—and careful who you share knowledge with.”Jack nodded. “I understand,” he said,
simply. “I will do as you say.”Lachlan looked at him consideringly for a moment, then smiled.
“Good. Good! Spoken like a true prodigy. Now then, let’s get moving. We’ve still got a good way
to go before we get home.”Jack did as Lachlan asked, stepping out briskly alongside the mage.
Lachlan looked at him approvingly. “You’re clearly a young man who knows how to listen to
instructions.”“It’s true,” Jack said with a shrug. “My stepfather always taught me to listen to those
with more experience than I. We lived well enough in my village, but it can be a harsh
environment. The mountains are not abundant in resources, and the weather can come in fast
and can be deadly. In a situation like that, the ability of a team to follow orders and act fast can
be the difference between life and death.”“That’s a good lesson to learn young,” Lachlan mused.
“Mage apprentices are usually drawn from the aristocracy—the sons and daughters of dukes
and noblemen. They are often full of pride and have high opinions of themselves, and they have
difficulty submitting to authority. That’s one reason I’ve not taken on an apprentice for so long. I
could never find one who fitted with my… character.”There seemed little Jack could say to that,
so he said nothing. He followed the strange mage through the dimness of the woods. The moon
was approaching the full and it sent a bright white light down, dappling through the broad leaves
of the oak trees.Jack’s footsteps were quiet in the deep moss of the forest floor, and Lachlan’s
footsteps were almost entirely silent. Jack sniffed the air then breathed deeply. The silent forest
was full of a wonderful rich, green smell, and he smiled as he walked, feeling very happy about
the recent turn of his fortunes.“So,” Lachlan said, after they’d walked in companionable silence
for a while, “when I came to the cave, you were experimenting with a bit of magic.”“That’s right,”
Jack agreed. “I’d found that by focusing on my mana pool and moving some mana along the
pathways to my hands, I could generate a light in the palm of my hand.”Lachlan asked about the
mana pool. Though Lachlan tried to keep his voice casual, Jack could tell that there was
restrained excitement there. He suspected that the awareness of a mana pool and mana



pathways was unusual in someone as young as he was.As simply and as clearly as he could, he
explained how he had cultivated his mana pool through a meditation exercise that he had
learned from the mage in Oakwood Town. Then he explained how when he’d absorbed the
dungeon core, he’d felt the mana pool become clear and hard-edged, where it had been cloudy
and fuzzy before.“Fascinating,” Lachlan said, before confirming Jack’s suspicions. “I won’t hide
from you that this is very unusual. Normally it takes many years of sustained and guided training
to build a mana pool as you have, and the process of clarification happens slowly through
continued meditation and practice. There’s a mystery here that we don’t have the answer to, but
you are definitely a special case when it comes to magical ability.”“Thanks, I guess,” Jack said,
feeling a bit unsure about that.“Show me this magic while we walk,” Lachlan said abruptly.“Uh,
okay,” Jack answered. “I’ll try.”He shifted his spear over to his left hand to leave his right hand
empty. Then, focusing his attention on his mana pool, he let awareness of it expand throughout
his mind. He could feel it as he did. Mana was there in the pool, but it was also able to travel
throughout his body if he willed it. Putting more effort in, he drew his focus to a point and then felt
his way along the mana pathway from his pool to his right hand.“Jack,” Lachlan’s soft voice
interrupted Jack’s concentration, and he snapped back to awareness of his surroundings. He
had stopped, and they were standing among the trees.Jack blinked. “What? Did I do something
wrong?”“You stopped walking. Did you mean to do that?”Jack thought about it for a moment.
“No, actually, I didn’t. I wasn’t even aware that I had stopped walking. Weird!”Lachlan nodded.
“Come on,” he said, jerking his head in the direction they’d been walking before they stopped.
“Let’s work on that first.”They started walking again.“To be a mage,” Lachlan explained, “you will
have to learn to keep your awareness split between tasks. The magical awareness of your pool,
your pathways, and the magic you’re using can all be very distracting from the outside world, but
to function as a magic user, you have to be able to do all these things simultaneously. In battle,
for example, a mage cannot give up awareness of the world around him every time he wants to
cast a new spell. And there are many other magics, subtler ones like the ones that allow a mage
to influence the thoughts and feelings of others. A mage using that kind of magic needs to be
able to keep up a conversation, eat, walk, even dance or play at dice or cards while using the
magic. Let’s start by getting you to split your awareness between the world around you and the
magic inside you. Don’t worry, we’ll start simple. I’m sure you’ll be able to do it.”As they walked,
Lachlan guided Jack through an exercise. First, he had Jack just become aware of the world
around him in detail. He told Jack to breathe deeply and be aware of the scents of the wood, to
listen to the stirring of the leaves around him. Then he told him to be aware of the feeling of his
own body, the sensations of his feet inside his boots, of the feeling of the spear in his hand, and
the weight of the pack on his back.“You are able to feel your feet holding up your weight, but also
hear the breeze in the leaves and see the way ahead, are you not?” he asked.“Well, yes,” Jack
said. “Of course.”“Of course you are,” Lachlan replied. “Because you’ve practiced it. Magic is like
that—a sense you can use, a thing you can feel, while doing other things. Start by just bringing
your awareness to your mana pool, but don’t try to do anything else for now.”This time, Jack



managed to do it while maintaining his awareness of the world around him. It took a bit of effort
at first, but after a few tries, he was able to hold awareness of his pool while walking. Lachlan
had him hold that awareness steady, then got him to describe out loud the things he could see,
or hear, or feel.Once Jack felt confident with that, Lachlan instructed him to extend his magical
awareness to his internal magical pathways.At first, Jack found his steps slowing and his
awareness of the world fading, but they took it slowly. Again, with a little practice, he found that
he could do it.“It’s more tiring than I’d expected,” Jack said.Sweat beaded on his brow, and his
mind was starting to feel foggy, the way he sometimes felt if he was trying to concentrate but had
not had enough sleep the night before.“It will be, at first,” Lachlan said. “This new magic, it’s like a
part of you that you’re learning to use in a new way. Tell me, Jack, can you read and write?”“Yes,”
Jack said, “my stepfather was always very insistent on learning that.”“A wise man. And do you
write with your left or your right hand? I’m guessing you use your right hand, from the way you
hold your spear?”“Yes…”“Have you ever tried to write with your left hand instead of your
right?”Jack was taken off-guard by the question. He thought for a moment, then laughed. “Well,
yes, I guess I have. It never went well!”“But it was not impossible, was it? And if you’d practiced,
you’d have gotten better?”“Well, yes… It would have taken a lot of practice but I guess
so…”“That’s what we’re doing here. Everyone has magic in them, Jack, but in most people, it’s
weak and only used in small ways, without the person really knowing that they’re doing it. You’re
learning to use something you’ve always had, but you’re doing it in a new way. Try to push some
mana through the pathway now.”With a great deal of effort, Jack continued placing one foot
steadily in front of the other, while also making sure he didn’t walk into any trees, and managed
to draw some mana from the pool and along the pathway to his hand.Warmth flared there, as
before, and he grinned.“Careful,” Lachlan said as Jack stumbled over a tree root, “keep your
focus.”Jack felt as if he were trying to carry a glass full to the brim up a winding flight of stairs. So
long as he stayed relaxed and kept everything in balance, he could do it, but the slightest
wavering would cause him to lose part of it.He breathed deep, and then made the effort to push
the mana to his hand again. This time, he was rewarded with a glowing light in his palm as well
as the sensation of heat.“Excellent!” Lachlan cried, clapping his hands. “Look at that! You’re
doing it! Now count backward from ten!”“What?!” Jack spluttered. The light wavered.“Come on,”
Lachlan said, “you can do it, keep walking.”Jack drew in a long deep breath and began to count
backward from ten, while holding his awareness of the world and not walking into any trees.
When he got to the end, he withdrew the mana back into his pool and then stopped, leaning
over and placing his hands on his knees as if he had just sprinted.“Haha!” Lachlan whooped,
and Jack looked up to see the strange red and black mage capering about him like a lunatic.
Lachlan leaped into the air, clapped his hands, and danced a circle around Jack before coming
to a stop in front of him.“Have you any idea,” Lachlan said breathlessly to Jack, “how long it takes
for most apprentices to successfully pull that off? Weeks, three weeks of daily practice at least!
And you just did it on the first attempt!”“Weeks?” Jack asked, disbelievingly.“Yes!” Lachlan said.
“It’s unheard of for a student to master that level of split focus so quickly! Ah, but this justifies



what I’ve been saying for years—we in the guild limit ourselves by only taking apprentices from
the high-born. You, young Jack, you will be the proof of it, an orphaned blacksmith’s lad from the
mountains, mastering the basic focus exercise in under an hour!”He rubbed his hands in glee,
then, seeing that Jack was exhausted, he reached into a fold of his robes and pulled out a little
glass bottle full of a blue liquid that glowed faintly in the dimness of the night.He handed this to
Jack. “Take a drink of this potion,” he said. “It’ll give you the boost you need to get you back to the
tower.”Jack unstopped the bottle and sniffed. It smelled good, like honey and wildflowers. “What
is this stuff?” he asked as he raised the bottle to his lips and took a mouthful.“It’s just an energy
booster potion. A special mixture that I created myself.”The liquid felt both cool and hot at the
same time, and it tasted as sweet as it smelled. Jack felt the effect of it move through him
immediately. It started as a warm boost in his stomach, but then spread out through his chest
and down his arms to his hands and feet. He felt energized and warm, and the exhaustion that
had been affecting him a moment before was gone.He straightened up as he corked it and
handed it back to Lachlan, who took it in one gloved hand and hid it away inside his black robes
again.“That’s good stuff!” Jack said, wiping his lips. “If you sold that down at the tavern in town,
you could make some serious money.”Lachlan chuckled. “That would not be wise,” he said.
“Even mages can get an unhealthy taste for such things, and regular folks like those in the town
would be very vulnerable to becoming addicted to such things. Potions are extremely useful, but
they should always be handled with care.”“Will you teach me how to make potions, Lachlan?”
Jack asked.“Of course!” Lachlan said, slapping his apprentice on the back. “It’s all part of the
trade, and I’ll be teaching you everything there is to know about it eventually. But, first things first.
Let’s get ourselves home. I can smell rain on the air.”Jack looked at the strange mage at his side.
“Where exactly is home for you, Lachlan?” he asked. They had been walking for a while now,
and there seemed no sign of the forest ending, or even becoming less dense, but Jack knew
enough of the forest to know the general direction they were headed. He felt that they were
coming uncomfortably close to the Shadow Tower.Even as Jack asked the question, the two of
them passed into a clearing.Without answering, Lachlan led Jack up a slight slope, and then
they were looking down into a small, narrow valley that opened out below them, with the forest
surrounding it on every side.The valley looked about half a mile long. It was overgrown with
brambles and low, stunted thorn trees, and a dark stream snaked down the middle of it.Beside
the river there was a stone-flagged road, all overgrown with grasses and brambles, the stones
cracked and shifted by many years of unchecked growth.At the far end of the valley there was a
tower. It was a circular drum tower made of black stone, with dark, barred windows below the
battlements at the top, and piles of broken masonry around the base. Ivy had taken over one
side of the tower, and twisted thorn trees clustered around the base of the tower and grew out of
the cracks between the bricks.“The Shadow Tower!” Jack exclaimed. “I know where we are now!
I’ve been here once before—one of the apprentices in the stables showed me. It’s haunted,
Lachlan, and no one dares go near it! You’re not telling me that is where you live?”Lachlan threw
his head back and laughed. “The Shadow Tower, that’s right. Don’t worry, Jack, all is not as it



seems. Trust me, lad. Come on down, and you’ll understand the true nature of the Shadow
Tower.”Chapter 3The rain spat as they walked down into the overgrown valley. Jack shivered as
the cold droplets hit his cheeks. It was cold. Jack looked up and saw that the moon was setting
and the gray light of dawn was just beginning to brighten the world around them. More time had
passed than he’d realized since his entry into the mysterious forgotten dungeon. The overgrown
brambles and twisted thorn trees looked strange and eerie in the valley, and the tall pine trees
that clustered around the top of the valley cast gloomy, ominous shadows.Jack looked around
and for the first time, he felt a little doubt. But Lachlan Woe seemed cheerful, chatting quietly
about how he’d lived in this tower for several years now, and how, when they got inside, Jack
would understand more about the place and its appearance.I’ve trusted him this far, Jack
thought, and he’s already taught me some new things about magic. I’m not going to let this
creepy ruined tower scare me off now.He squared his shoulders and stood up straight, looking
out over the valley as he walked in.Lachlan led Jack down a treacherous path of broken stones
to the road that ran up the middle of the valley to the creepy tower. Jack had to be careful not to
trip on the road’s broken flagstones. Ferns and small trees grew up between the flagstones, and
mosses and lichens made them slippery to walk on. It must have once been a well-made and
well-used road, because it was broad and the flagstones were wide and of good quality. What
had happened here to cause the tower and the road to be abandoned?The river ran beside the
path. It came down from the deep tangled woods behind the tower and flowed away down the
valley, flowing alongside the road in a deep bed. The water was thick and silty, and it seemed
deep. Trees overhung it, and thick growths of ivy dripped from the trees and trailed in the slow-
moving water.Raindrops stirred the dark brown surface of the river, and Jack’s feet squelched in
some mud where a flagstone was missing.Lachlan seemed to sense Jack’s disappointment at
the unglamorous setting. He turned his head to look over his shoulder at Jack. There was a
twinkle of amusement in his eye.“Don’t look so disheartened,” he said, smiling his knowing smile.
“As I keep telling you, there’s more to this than meets the eye. Trust me. In a moment, you’ll
see!”Jack nodded.They approached the entrance to the tower, and Jack looked up. The black
tumbledown stone loomed up above him, blocking out the pale light of the early dawn. The door
was a yawning black space with an oversized spider web across one corner. Jack shivered. It
looked like a den of ghosts, not a welcoming home.But then Lachlan raised his fingers to his lips
and whistled. The note was loud, and startled a flock of ragged crows from the crumbling tower
top. There was a shimmering, like a heat haze, over the door to the tower.As Lachlan’s whistle
echoed round the desolate valley, the shimmering passed over the door of the tower. When it
passed, Jack blinked in surprise and then passed a hand over his eyes.“How… how can that
be?” he gasped.“I told you there’s more to this than meets the eye!” Lachlan said with a
mischievous chuckle.Where the empty doorway had gaped, there was now a real door. It stood
slightly open, and it was no longer ruined. The stone doorway was well-made, the edges clean
and sharply cut. Above it was a beautiful coat of arms showing a dragon in flight.The door itself
was heavy timber dotted with gleaming iron studs. The wood glowed as if it were freshly oiled,



and the whole doorway gleamed as if the sun was shining on it, despite the fact that the light all
around was still gray and rainy.Jack examined the ground around the doorway. Here, too,
everything had changed.A yard of neatly raked gravel path led up to the doorway, and on either
side of that was carefully mowed grass of a vibrant, healthy green. The effect seemed to extend
about a yard in every direction from the doorway.When Jack looked up and around, he saw the
foreboding tower, gloomy in the gray dawn, but the doorway itself and the space around it had
been transformed.“That’s amazing, Lachlan!” he said, and his mentor smiled proudly.“I do like it,”
Lachlan said. “Glamors are one of my favorite kinds of magic.”“Glamors…” Jack said, looking
around the gloomy valley. “So all this… this is not real?”Lachlan shrugged. “Oh, it’s real enough.
But so is the other version, the version that’s kept secret for you and me.” He grinned. “Come on.
I don’t get to show this to people very often.”Lachlan was obviously pleased with the illusion and
proud of his tower. Jack smiled at the idea that such an obviously powerful mage could be so
excited about showing off his illusion to his pupil. Jack had expected that a mage would be
haughty and aloof, and would not get excited about things like this. It just showed again that
Lachlan was different from Jack’s idea of what mage would be.Jack followed Lachlan inside the
tower, passing through the beautiful doorway into a luxuriously furnished hallway. Jack stood in
the doorway, his mouth open in amazement. The floor was covered in a thick carpet of deep
forest green, and the walls had dark wood panels, with the stone of the structure showing
through here and there, creating a tasteful contrast.Pictures hung on the walls. Jack had never
seen anything like them before. They were huge paintings, some as tall as Jack himself. They
depicted battle scenes, mostly, but every picture seemed to feature Lachlan himself in some
heroic pose. In one, he stood over a vanquished monster that looked like a cross between a
dragon and a scorpion. In another, he leaned over a desk of papers and glass potion bottles, a
steaming test tube in one hand.There were tapestries in the hallway too, red and green and gold.
Some of them seemed to be just landscapes or hunting scenes, but there were several that
showed monsters—huge lizards, lumbering trolls, and in one a graceful dragon. Again, every
tapestry had an image of Lachlan somewhere in the picture.Jack closed his mouth and drew a
breath to speak. As he did, he stepped into the hallway, his boots sinking into the plush green
carpet.A sudden voice interrupted him. It was high-pitched and strange-sounding. “Wipe your
feet! Wipe your feet, please, young fellow! And that goes for you, too, master Lachlan, or must I
put a sign up again? You know how well that went when I tried it before!”Jack looked around in
surprise and saw the most unexpected figure imaginable. The newcomer was small, about half
Jack’s height. He was bald, with dark green skin, almost the same color as the carpet. His
strange yellow eyes were unnaturally large and seemed to pop out of his head like a frog’s. A
pointed chin, pointed nose, and long, pointed ears finished the little creature’s monstrous look.It
was a goblin, there was no doubt about it. A goblin dressed like a butler.The little green fellow
was wearing a suit of black clothes and gleaming black leather slippers. He had a white shirt and
a collar of cream lace at his throat. His clothes were spotless and flawlessly pressed, and they
made Jack feel suddenly ashamed of his rustic leather and chainmail.But… a goblin? As a



butler?“Sorry! Sorry!” It was Lachlan speaking now. He had walked into the hallway but now
hurried back toward the doorway and carefully wiped his feet on a huge mat by the door, while
the goblin stood with crossed arms, watching carefully. Jack, stunned by this new development,
followed Lachlan’s example.“That’s better, that’s better,” the goblin said, nodding and eyeing
their boots. “I just cleaned this carpet.”Jack looked at Lachlan. Lachlan smiled and looked at the
goblin. “Jack, this is my good friend Ivan, who keeps things livable around here, as you can
see.”The goblin butler bowed to Jack.“Ivan, this is Jack,” Lachlan continued. “He’s an adventurer
who is going to be staying with us for a while. I want you to do everything you can to make him
comfortable.”Ivan the goblin looked Jack up and down with a bright eye. “An adventurer, eh?” he
said, and his nose twitched as if he was sniffing for an elusive scent. “And a mage, too, or my
nose is lying.”“Ivan can smell magic,” Lachlan explained to Jack, before turning to the goblin.
“That’s right, there’s magic in him. I’m going to be teaching him how to harness his powers. I’ll put
him in the tower top bedroom, I think.”The goblin bobbed his head in acknowledgement and
hurried off. “I’ll see to it straightaway, sir,” he said.Lachlan smiled as he took Jack up through the
main hallway. “I guess you think it’s a bit unusual to have a goblin as a butler,” he said. “There’s a
story there, but it’s a story for another time. Ivan has been with me for many years, and to be
honest, I don’t know what I’d do without him! But you can trust him completely, that’s all you need
to know. Come on, I’ll give you the tour.”Lachlan took Jack up through the tower. The building
was divided into three floors, and seemed to have lots of other smaller wings coming off in
various other directions. Jack saw an enchanting room with a wide table and weapons in racks.
The table and the weapons all glowed with magic.Lachlan showed him a library chamber, where
stacks of books were lying on the floors and on the tables, and piled on shelves that stretched
up to the ceiling. There was a big fireplace with a cozy blaze crackling, and a comfortable chair
drawn up beside it.There were bedrooms, storerooms, cupboards, bathrooms, large and small
studies, and luxurious sitting rooms. The tower seemed to have a strange way with space—there
seemed to be more rooms than there was space for, and every time Jack turned, it seemed
there was some new room or some unseen corridor stretching away to reveal new wonders.“Not
all the placements of the rooms are fixed,” Lachlan said, almost in answer to Jack’s thought, “but
your room is on the top floor, and this central staircase should always lead up through the tower
to it.”They climbed the stairs and reached the top floor. Here, the hallways were bare wooden
boards covered with rugs, and though it was all still pleasantly furnished, it was not as over-the-
top as downstairs had been. Jack breathed a sigh of relief at that. The rest of the tower had
seemed almost like a king’s palace, and this humble floor was more like he was used to. He
yawned suddenly and raised a hand to cover his mouth.“Tired, eh?” Lachlan said, twisting a
smile at him. “And it’s not surprising.”The mage reached out and opened a red door to the right of
the stairs. “This is your room now,” he said. “Remember the red door. Just… be careful of the
other doors. Whatever you do, don’t just go exploring and opening doors. The tower has a life of
its own and if you go wandering by yourself, I can’t guarantee your safety. This red door won’t
change, so just be alert when you’re coming up to bed.”Jack looked at the door. It was plain



enough, but the handle was gold with a green gem in the middle, and about eye-height there
was a little golden plate that said Jack in fine letters on it.He looked around the corridor,
wondering about Lachlan’s words. The tower had a life of its own, that was plain.Another door
nearby caught his eye. It was dark brown and had a golden plate with a name just like Jack’s
door did. Jack leaned toward it a little and caught the name. “Melinda,” he read out loud. “Who is
that? Does someone else stay up on this floor?”Lachlan gazed at the door with interest. “I have
no idea who or what that’s about,” he said calmly. “Melinda. Interesting. Don’t open it! Honestly,
just trust me on that. Don’t open any door but yours, and probably best just keep your interest to
yourself, too, all right?”Jack smiled, seeing that there were many, many doors on this corridor,
many of them with little golden name plates on them. Weird light shone from underneath some of
them. From one not that far away, there was a trickle of pinkish purple smoke. Another one—
thankfully a good bit further down the corridor—seemed to be occupied by something very large
and angry. Thumping and snorting came from behind that door.“Very well, Lachlan,” Jack said. “I
won’t go wandering.”“Good, good,” Lachlan said, sounding distracted. “Now, go get some rest. I
have some things to do. When you wake, come downstairs to the main hallway and shout for
Ivan. He’ll see about getting you something to eat, and he’ll be able to find me as well.”Jack
thanked Lachlan and headed into his new room. In the doorway, he stopped and looked back.
The strange, red-and-black mage was standing in front of the mysterious door. He held a scrap
of paper in his hand and scribbled the name on it. Then he turned and made his way down the
stairs muttering, “Melinda. How strange. I wonder…”Shaking his head and smiling at the
strangeness of it all, Jack stepped into his new room and closed the door. All was quiet.It was a
cozy, comfortable space, not luxurious, but nothing as humble as the hayloft he’d been sleeping
in back in the town. There was a generously sized mattress that seemed to be stuffed with
pleasant-smelling herbs as well as with good, dry straw, and the blankets on the bed were good,
soft, well-used wool.The room was warmed by a fireplace with a small fire burning in it. A stack
of logs lay beside it. Next to the fireplace was a bucket with water for washing, a kettle to heat
water, and a towel folded neatly on the hearth. A small table and a single chair stood by the
shuttered window, and on the table rested a silver jug and a thick, blue drinking glass. Next to
these was a candle in a holder, burning steadily.Jack went to the fireplace and added a couple
more logs to the little fire, then filled the kettle and swung it over the fire on its little hook. Then he
went to the table and poured some water into the glass and drank. The water didn’t taste of
anything special, but it gave him a strange feeling. There was something more to it than just
water, and Jack wondered if it had a few drops of one of Lachlan’s magic potions added.He was
thirsty after his night’s adventures, and the water was refreshing, so he drank his glass off and
poured a second one as he moved around the room. The shutters were latched, but the latch
could not be moved, and there was no gap between the shutters that he could look out from.In
one corner, Jack found a wooden chest with iron bands reinforcing each corner. It had a lock, but
the key was in the lock. Jack turned this and heard a satisfying click as the lock opened. The lid
creaked on its old hinges as Jack pushed it up and peered inside.There wasn’t much there. Jack



took out what there was. He found some clothes, a supply of candles, and a few more blankets
for the bed. That was it.Or so he thought. As he lifted the clothes up and shook them out to get a
better look at them, a golden ring dropped from the folds and clinked as it bounced inside the
chest. Jack snatched it up and looked at it.Just a plain gold ring, he thought, but I wonder if
Lachlan meant it to be here? Nothing in this tower is quite what it seems, and a ring found in a
mage’s tower might be no ordinary ring.He looked at it closely but there was no sign of anything
special about it. All the same, he resisted the temptation to put it on. Instead, he laid it on the
table beside the candleholder and turned his attention to the clothes.Jack held them up and was
not surprised to find that they looked as if they would fit him well. He was glad to shed his
chainmail and leathers, for they were heavy and a bit constricting. As he took off his chainmail
and his boots, he heard the water in the kettle bubbling.Half an hour later, Jack was washed and
dressed in his new clothes. His outfit was made of heavy linen and soft wool. The pants and shirt
were both dark green, and there was a good cloak with a deep hood and secure pockets. There
was even a new set of leather boots, and they fitted him perfectly.Before he’d washed and got
changed, Jack had felt as if he could sleep for a week, but he felt refreshed now that he was
washed and dressed in new clothes. So instead of going straight to bed, he went and sat in the
chair by the table and thought about magic. It was easy, now that he was just sitting in his chair,
to slip into the awareness of his mana pool and his internal pathways and channel a bit of mana
to his right hand.He felt the familiar sensation of warmth in his palm, then pushed a little more
mana to the spell and watched in satisfaction as the light began to glow there. It increased in
brightness for a moment, then became stable.It’s about as bright as that candle flame, he
thought, though the light itself is very different. Much whiter than the yellow candlelight.Jack
experimented with trying to push more mana to it, or withdraw mana from it. When he withdrew
his mana, the light dimmed and then went out, but when he increased the flow of mana to it,
nothing really happened. It felt like trying to pour water into an already-full cup. Mana flowed out
of his pool to the spell but it didn’t make any difference to the spell.
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Adventure (Elemental Mastery Book 2)



Jpb61, “Fun read. Really good story, enjoyed the dungeon development but I don’t not think MC
remembers what was said to him when he absorbed the dungeon core, and what exactly did
they win at end of battle practice? Highly recommended, look forward to the next book.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Good book. Hell of a good read ,loved the story it took u on a very good
roller coaster of a ride. Look forward to reading the next book and more from the author”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Interesting. The main premise is interesting. The book is a little too
childlike for me and short, but worth a quick easy read. Thought provoking. How the main
character can be challenged after a little development in further stories would be interesting to
see.”

JTorleif, “Interesting premise, I’m excited to see where this goes.. Jack was remarkably
copacetic to find out that he had been granted phenomenal cosmic powers, and there don’t
appear to be any limitations other than those he imposes on himself. He is so focused on
becoming a mage that he doesn’t seem to quite realize that he’s no longer human, and that he
can suck a mage dry, if he so chooses.”

Thomas A. Lamparty, “A good story. A little bit different! Never read one about someone that
absorbed a Dungeon Core before! Book was interesting in how he learned how to use his new
found powers, not a lot of big battles here, but a few smaller ones! Be really interested in seeing
how this plays out in hopefully upcoming books! Get it, read it, you won't be sorry!!”

Scott Tomlinson, “fun read. A twist on the dungeon core genre. Takes an appreciation of reading
about people training and learning how to control their abilities. So it’s not all action, action,
action. But there is action aplenty. I was bouncing in my chair more than once while reading. This
is a home run as far as I am concerned.”

john, “worth a read. Different I have read a lot of fantasies as a escape from normal boring times
and this although not great is well worth the time a different tale to the young man who suddenly
finds magic”

Ebook Tops Reader, “One to read. Great read interesting characters, the story kept me
interested all the way through.Can't wait for the next book in the series to see were it will lead
the character too.”

The book by DB King has a rating of  5 out of 4.5. 829 people have provided feedback.
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