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      I recently posted someplace that Devo’s version of the Rolling Stones’ “Satisfaction” was the greatest cover of all time.

      I stand by that.

      I admit that I’m not a big fan of covers, though. I tend to weigh the original creator’s version the highest of all, then gear down from there. Neil Young’s “Helpless” is god-like. K.D. Lang’s is also amazing (because literally everything K.D. Lang does is amazing), but it’s amazing cosplay.

      Which, is, of course, fantastic of itself.

      Great cosplay is massive fun.

      I do like a lot of covers, but I generally like them when they do something different with them. Like Devo did with “Satisfaction.” Or Cat Power, for that matter, who completely changed the point of the song.

      Why, you might ask, however, am I talking about an old rock group’s old song right now? Isn’t this supposed to be a foreword to the tenth anniversary of Saga of the God-touched Mage? Where’s the conversation about Garrick, and Darien, and … Well. It’s like this.

      I’m thinking about “Satisfaction” because in working through the pages that comprise this book, it struck me that the song’s title isn’t just “Satisfaction.” It’s “(I Can’t Get No) Satisfaction.” And in a very real sense, that’s where we find Garrick now. The previous volume sees him win the day but come, in process, to the understanding that it’s not all over now--that Roseanne Roseannadanna (to bring in another old pop culture reference) was right when she said, “It’s always something.”

      That’s something I like about a lot of great stories.

      Even when the character wins, they lose. Or, as good story structure demands, things get worse. Steadily and with certainty. It’s like the main character is on a forever-losing streak, right? Until the end, when … well, that’s jumping ahead of myself now, isn’t it?

      I have a tendency to do that, too.

      In Rogue Mage we’re looking at the fallout that comes about as Garrick deals with the ramifications of his “victory” and gains maybe an even deeper idea of what life is about.

      That’s something that happens in real life, too, right?

      We learn things when things go wrong--or when things go right, but now you’ve got something else to deal with. The world is big, isn’t it? Sometimes we don’t understand the game we’re playing until something happens and reality punches us right in the nose.

      Life goes on, though, and everything we do just builds and builds to the point that, eventually, things come together in ways that teach us something—or at least make us feel wise. The scars we build up over a lifetime are yardsticks, of a sort. They each define a piece of our quests for whatever we determine might be satisfaction. The accumulation of those scars can be frustrating, painful, and annoying. The path of getting through them can certainly feel like the phrase “I can’t get no” relates directly to us.

      We have to go through them, though.

      That is life, right?

      The alternative is certainly not exciting.

      On that cheery note, I’ll say this about how I felt writing this part of the saga—I think these are the struggles that wind up defining him, his reactions to them, anyway. Just like it is our reactions to the problems that confront us during the stories of our lifetimes that define us.

      I should also say that of the four new volumes that have sprung from the original eight, I found this one to be the most challenging, and most delightful. This is because the original two books the Champion Mage is comprised of were, to be honest, the tiniest bit of a sprawling mess. The storylines are all over the place. When I split the original narratives into eight pieces, it was these two books that taxed readers the most, asking them to hold pieces of the stories together across the volumes.

      They worked as they were, but I have been struck with how much happier I am now that the two are together and able to breathe as one.

      I guess this means the Stones were wrong.

      It turns out that I can, indeed, get satisfaction.

      

      Ron Collins

      Las Vegas — 2025
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      Braxidane felt his siblings’ presence before he saw them. He had been expecting them, so he watched from his node as Agar and Hezarin flowed through the gray space of connectivity between the thousand worlds.

      “Sister!” he said as they entered. “Brother! How fine it is to sense you.”

      “Give us our mages back,” Agar replied. His voice was a cold pulse in the media of Existence.

      “What do you mean?”

      “You know exactly why we are here,” Hezarin replied in a tone that crackled with the odor of acid on metal. She was like that, Braxidane thought, always oozing exaggerated responses.

      Braxidane pulled himself into a tight shape that might have been a sphere if shape had meaning here.

      She was right, of course.

      He did know exactly why they were here.

      His siblings had been fighting over Adruin, a plane of barely moderate import, if that. Each was trying to strengthen their presence by controlling more of the plane’s flow. Agar had endowed his Lectodinian mage with his form of draining magic, and Hezarin had given her Koradictine caster a burning energy full of fire and consumption. Their two champions had been full-bodied mages of great experience before receiving their god-touch, and were nearly invincible afterward. Yet somehow Garrick—Braxidane’s own champion, a mage barely past his apprenticeship—had managed to snare them in a loop of magic that would, unless Braxidane stepped in, last for eternity.

      He shivered with delight. It served his siblings right.

      “Don’t lay blame on me, sister,” he said. “Linking Parathay and Jormar was Garrick’s doing.”

      “Semantics, brother,” Hezarin responded. “Garrick’s magic carries your touch.”

      “Certainly.”

      “So his work is your work,” Agar said.

      “Come, now. None of us controls every action of any of the mages we touch.”

      “We want our champions back,” Hezarin said coolly.

      “Actions and consequences,” Braxidane said. “Both of you should have considered that before you broke the agreement.”

      “It’s a meaningless plane,” Agar replied.

      Braxidane flooded his essence with a hint of blue-green sweetness that said Agar’s defense missed the entire point.

      “We agreed,” he said. “That none of us would disturb another existence without everyone’s acceptance.”

      “It’s an agreement rarely followed.”

      “I have followed it,” Braxidane said, flashing self-righteousness with purposeful intent.

      Agar snorted. “Don’t make me laugh.”

      “Enough!” Hezarin said. Her emotions flashed blue, and a curtain of gold filament floated around her. “Give us back our mages, or we’ll take every plane you control.”

      “Dear sister Hezarin,” Braxidane said. “You’re always good for an ultimatum. Do any of them ever work?”

      “Are you asking for magewar on Adruin?” she said.

      “Do I detect hypocrisy, dear Hezarin? You’re usually so adamant about saving lives and protecting your constituency.”

      Hezarin spewed orange sparks.

      Agar moved to exist between them.

      “Come, Braxidane,” he said. “If we’re to come to resolutions on this, we’ll all have to get past our jealousies.”

      “I don’t see that we have any resolution to come to, brother Agar. My champion’s work is done. There is no value in adjusting it.”

      Hezarin could contain herself no further, then. She lashed out at him, her tendrils looping around Agar’s barrier so quickly he could barely constrain her.

      Braxidane raised his defenses.

      “That’s enough,” he said. “You come into my node, demanding I take action for something I’m not responsible for. You insult me with accusations. And now you attack me physically. If you can’t behave, then get out of my node.”

      He twisted his thoughts and pushed against her.

      “You’ll regret this,” she wailed as she allowed herself to be swept away.

      Braxidane waited silently.

      His brother turned even colder than usual.

      “I think that was a mistake,” Agar said with his usual reserved calm.

      “Actions and consequences,” Braxidane replied. “I’ll take my chances.”
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      Under a blood-red sunset, Garrick rode hard atop a lathering charger. Fall was soon to give to winter. The air chilled his cheeks and seared his lungs. Hooves thundered against the hard ground of open plain as he bolted across the horizon, determination etched on his face. It was a face growing older than his years, now, a face that had seen more death and more pain than any should. The wind pulled tears from the corners of his eyes.

      Hunger flared inside him.

      That hunger was a pain, a gnawing flare that bloomed and raged. It was sacrifice and it was horror. It was subservience. He pushed himself harder, urging the horse to race faster, using pure speed and exhilaration to rid himself of the depths of this ache.

      Tall grass rolled past in brittle waves, its color the browns and yellows of a dead fall. The animal’s muscles rolled beneath him, rhythmic and fluid, forelegs reaching, hind legs driving. Garrick pressed into the stride, driving with all his strength. The muscles of his shoulders and legs burned so boldly they blunted the darkness that had grown within him. The beast snorted a complaint, but Garrick responded by driving the animal harder.

      Finally, they crested a hill and came to the edge of the forest.

      Mercifully, Garrick brought the horse up.

      Its breath billowed with misty plumes in the evening air. Its coat was lathered to a sheen.

      A hawk soared in the sky.

      “It’s not going to work, you know?”

      Garrick turned to his left. A tall gray heron with deep black eyes stood beside a large rock that protruded from the hillside. It was his mage superior, the planewalker who was the source of this wicked curse he carried.

      “Braxidane,” he said. “I was wondering when I would see you again.”

      The heron took a step forward with a motion that was all knee. “You shouldn’t fight your nature,” it said.

      “I fight only what makes sense to fight.”

      “And it makes sense to fight your true powers?”

      “They kill randomly.”

      “Randomly?”

      Garrick said nothing.

      Braxidane dipped his heron head.

      “There is nothing random about your powers, Garrick—just as there is nothing random about your responsibilities.”

      Braxidane was talking about the Freeborn, Garrick knew. The planewalker wanted to use him to control the new Torean House, but Garrick had no interest in such leadership. He had even less desire to give Braxidane any such boon.

      “I never asked for that responsibility.”

      “Nor does a coyote ask for his.”

      “I am not an animal.”

      “That’s right, Garrick. Animals do not fight their destiny.”

      Garrick scoffed and turned away. “You make a good jest, Braxidane. But I’m more like a disease than an animal. What destiny does a disease have?”

      “You are full of opinions, Garrick. So, let me ask you for another. Just what should a man do when his brothers need him for a task that he has no stomach for?”

      Garrick kept his gaze on the horizon. The ride had calmed his hunger, but hollowness still churned within him. He would need to feed again soon. The idea made him shudder. He thought then of the battle at God’s Tower, and the warriors who had died there.

      And he thought of Sunathri.

      He wheeled to face his superior. “A proper leader doesn’t destroy⁠—”

      The heron was gone.

      Garrick gritted his teeth and reveled in the pain that sharp air brought to his lungs.

      He had been in the wild for weeks now, hunting for Lectodinians, finding them one-by-one, and taking his vengeance upon each. Perhaps it was not as pretty as one might want, but it was something. And it kept the others safe. The Freeborn were in better hands with Darien and Reynard. He wasn’t going to put the men and women of the Torean House in that kind of danger again.

      He turned the horse toward his camp.

      Will would have dinner prepared, and it was late enough that the boy would be worried.

      Tomorrow Garrick had another mage to destroy.

      His hunger stirred at the thought.

      Yes.

      Tomorrow.

      He would hunt again tomorrow.
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      Wintertime brought raging storms and cold tides that crashed like battering rams against the volcanic cliffs of de’Mayer Island. It was a harsh place, rocky and wind-whipped, isolated. It was due to this isolation that its namesake, the famous general Corid de’Mayer, had been shackled here and left to fend for himself in the island’s deepest catacombs. It was also due to this isolation that the Koradictine order of mages had made it their stronghold.

      Deep in the workings of Areguard, the ancient fortress built into the rock overlooking the westernmost shoreline, Ettril Dor-Entfar, Lord Superior of that Koradictine order, stood before a water-filled decanter and an empty brazier at the center of his private chamber. A relief map of Adruin spanned the far wall and told a story that was not to his liking. The order’s losses at God’s Tower had been extreme, and word of their weakness had triggered uprisings across the whole of their holdings. They had never been strong in the eastern half of the plane, but they had lost Mordwood in the northwest, and Daggertooth to the south. They had been run out of Whitestone and the entirety of the Wildlands.

      Now, even Badwall Canyon appeared to be shaken.

      At least de’Mayer Island was still theirs. For now.

      He pursed his lips. He had to rally his forces. The Koradictine order had to make a statement before they lost too much.

      Ettril spoke magic and strolled carefully around the decanter, choosing the right moment to slowly spill its water into the basin. Leverage points passed energy from Talin, the plane of magic, through his link. The water boiled with the smell of curdled blood. More water flowed into a thin layer at the bottom of the basin, cooling it, then shimmering with the beginnings of an image. Ettril lifted the spell further, pulling detail to the surface until it became a woman’s rounded face.

      It was Iona, the ranking mage of Badwall Canyon.

      Her wiry hair was unkempt and her lips were thick and red. She seemed to be out of breath.

      “Your timing is impeccable,” she said. “The Lectodinians are here, and they are here in force. They’ve convinced the townspeople to revolt. The situation is dire.”

      “It is good to see you, too, Iona,” Ettril replied.

      “I don’t have time for this, Superior.”

      “I’ll be brief, then. Badwall Canyon cannot fall. I need you to lead a counter-attack. You must crush any and all resistance.”

      Iona laughed.

      “You are an old fool, Ettril.”

      “Be careful how you address me. I’ll not take insolence lightly.”

      A pounding came from behind her, the sound of footsteps in an outside corridor. Iona glanced nervously over her shoulder.

      “The order is dead, Superior. It may not appear that way sitting in the comfort of your island. But even if I wanted to execute your orders, there is no one left here to command.”

      “You are a coward!”

      “No, Superior. I’m just a mage trying to stay alive.”

      The pounding came from the door again, this time accompanied by shouting voices that Ettril couldn’t make out.

      “And right now,” Iona said, “I’m a mage who has to get out of town before its citizens string me up. News travels, Superior. They know we’re weak, and they’re making us pay for our boldness this past spring.”

      “I demand you stand and fight.”

      “Goodbye, Ettril.”

      “I’ll execute you myself if I have to.”

      “Then I’ll be seeing you soon. But right now, I’m leaving before the sheriff breaks the door down.”

      Iona stood, and the basin clouded.

      Ettril sat back with acid flaring in his stomach. She was fleeing Badwall. Casius was holding Farvane, but not as a Koradictine stronghold. Jormar, the Koradictine god-touched, was lost in God’s Tower, somehow defeated by the Torean champion. No Koradictine leader had faced such upheaval in the centuries since Koradic himself had founded the order.

      “Bosic!” he called to his assistant.

      Rustling came from the hallway, and the door whispered open.

      “Yes, sir?”

      “Come here,” Ettril said with a calmness that belied his emotions.

      Bosic shut the door behind him, and scuttled in with a shambling limp caused by his club foot. His robe was Koradictine red with a dark blue collar turned up. Its sleeves hung loosely at his wrists.

      “What can I get you, Superior?”

      “I need every high mage on the island here tomorrow morning as the sun rises.”

      “Yes, sir. Anything else?”

      Ettril thought. “No.”

      “It will be done, sir.”

      Then Bosic went away quietly.

      That was more like it, Ettril thought. A rapid response to a direct command. And it would be done, too. Bosic had been his apprentice since he was a child. He would never, of course, be a high mage. Some things just weren’t meant to be. But Bosic never stopped trying, and he knew his place—both traits that were sorely lacking in many these days.

      Ettril stood and faced his library.

      He was getting old. His back ached, and a pop came from one knee. That didn’t matter, though. He was still strong enough to control the order, and the first rule of control was to make sure no one got the wrong message.

      It was time to make a statement.

      And over his lifetime he had found that nothing commands obedience like the sight of a dead body.
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      Garrick crouched in the hallway.

      He felt the Lectodinian’s presence on the other side of the door. It was Tevaran Kigg, a powerful mage who was now in the middle of casting an intricate spell forged with energy from the plane of magic. Kigg had been among those who had joined the raid on his superior’s manor so many months prior. It was time to exact his revenge.

      Garrick’s hunger reached out and touched the mage’s life force. It was raw and bold, firmly connected to the man’s body. He felt the mage’s connection to the plane of magic in ways that were deep and disturbing. He didn’t know whether to be embarrassed of himself for having such an intimate contact, or angry at himself for the fact that he had grown to enjoy it so greatly. Garrick could feel, for example, how every scrap of the Lectodinian’s attention was consumed in his spell work, and that now was exactly the time to strike.

      One sharp kick broke down the door.

      He cast raw magic about the room as he drew his blade.

      “Wha—” Kigg said. “What are you doing?”

      “Avenging a wrong,” Garrick growled as he swung.

      The blade became red and blood–gored.

      The mage’s life force peeled off its body, tasting sweet and powerful. Garrick breathed it in like something physical, like blood, or like a heart beating inside a man’s chest, as natural as an arm or a leg, as essential as breathing itself. He shuddered as he fought its panicked dance, and gasped as the life force struggled against the pull of his god–touched gravity. It was like a fish fighting on the line, a steady string of panicked pulls that eventually faded to dead weight.

      When he was finished, Garrick left the mage’s room as he had found it. He wanted nothing of this man beyond what he had now, and there were still horses to release.

      Garrick completed those chores, then left the manor.

      The mage’s life force warmed him as he picked his way down the rocky outcropping to reclaim his mount. Two more Lectodinians remained on the list of those who had raided Alistair. When he was done with them, he would go west to hunt Koradictines. If his planning was adequate and he spaced them out properly, his tour could keep his hunger fed throughout the winter.

      Garrick set his jaw and began to ride.

      Will—who was perhaps twelve years old but was maturing rapidly—would be waiting. Garrick wasn’t looking forward to the boy’s wide-eyed stare or the questions it would bring.

      Will had joined him with great enthusiasm, and Garrick had taken the boy along because he felt something about him that was hard to explain—a kinship or a connection, like Will was a brother of some kind. And for his part, Will seemed to think similarly. The boy understood Garrick, he listened like no one else did. The boy instinctively knew that Garrick’s magic was different from others, and seemed to sense when it was best to stay away from him and when it was safe to be nearby.

      And, of course, Will had saved his life.

      Convincing him to stay behind as Garrick hunted was getting harder. But he remembered what it was like to be Will’s age. He knew exactly how hard it was to take care of yourself, better yet someone else. Will shouldn’t have to deal with that, and Garrick would do what it took to keep him safe.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      When Garrick returned to camp, however, the boy was nowhere to be found.

      Will’s horse was still tied to a tree, and their fire pit still gave off thin wisps of smoke. The bedrolls had been prepared but were not yet loaded onto the animals.

      Hackles raised along the nape of Garrick’s neck.

      “Will?” he said in a low voice.

      He felt the presence of two people sitting behind a slab of shale that jutted from the ground nearby. He pulled his sword silently and reached for his link. He had been an idiot to leave Will alone, a fool to think the Lectodinians would take the swath of destruction he was cutting through their ranks sitting down.

      He brought magefire to his fingertips and he turned the corner.

      A mage was sitting on the rock beside Will, but he was not clad in Lectodinian blue or Koradictine red. This man was tall and thin, and dressed in black trousers. A travel cape, also black, was pulled over his green tunic.

      “Garrick!” Will said, standing up.

      Garrick gritted his teeth as he calmed himself. His magic had its head, and it was everything he could do to pull it back. He gazed at the young man standing beside Will.

      “The Freeborn were to leave me be,” Garrick said.

      “Don’t worry about Jawsie,” Will said. “He’s got a message for you.”

      “Jawsie?” Garrick replied, still holding his blade before him. “I don’t recognize you.”

      “My name is Jaw Millerson,” the mage said, holding out a hand. “I’m new in the Torean House.”

      Garrick finally sheathed his blade.

      “A message?”

      “Indeed, Lord,” the mage said. “Two messages, actually.”

      “Go on.”

      “The first is that Superior J’ravi needs your voice. The house is struggling over several key points.”

      Garrick winced.

      In a politically deft step that was made to draw the Freeborn together, his friend Darien—Lord of the Freeborn despite being a man without magic—had appointed Garrick to his board of consultants. Garrick promised to support his friend, but he had no interest in sitting at a table when there were Lectodinians left to hunt.

      “And the second message?”

      “Commander J’ravi wishes you to know that his father, Commander of the Dorfort guard, is not well, sir.”

      Garrick sighed.

      Will, too, seemed to deflate. Darien’s father

      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/skyfox-publishing-fant-300dpi-300-450.jpg
>

S

KYFOX
PUBLISHING
Fantasy






OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Untitled
      


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Untitled
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Foreword: Satisfaction
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Map of Adruin
      


      		
        Prologue
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Rastella
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        All of Existence
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Aftermath
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Lectodinian Uprising
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Chapter 31
      


      		
        Nestafar
      


      		
        Chapter 32
      


      		
        Chapter 33
      


      		
        Chapter 34
      


      		
        Chapter 35
      


      		
        Chapter 36
      


      		
        Chapter 37
      


      		
        Chapter 38
      


      		
        Chapter 39
      


      		
        Chapter 40
      


      		
        Chapter 41
      


      		
        Chapter 42
      


      		
        The Koradictine Play
      


      		
        Chapter 43
      


      		
        Chapter 44
      


      		
        Changing of the Guard
      


      		
        Chapter 45
      


      		
        Chapter 46
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        End Note
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        About Ron Collins
      


      		
        Newsletter & Contact
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


      		About Ron Collins


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/spacer-fire.png





OEBPS/images/image-2025-b3-rogue-mage-title-page-nm.jpg
-WINNING BESTSELLING AUTHOR







OEBPS/images/image-2025-rogue-mage3.jpg
OUGHED MA(eE

\‘
1
g

b

|
|

* sl






OEBPS/images/endpapers-map2.jpg
’ " LW MAVER CITY ‘\\
DE’ MAYER
ISLAND

CRYSTAL
ISLAND






OEBPS/images/balance-graphi-diamonds-medium.png
L & 2%






