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PRELUDE:
ETING
DF L1 INDS

1| Under the vaulted ceiling of atremendous chamber, Kyle felt insi¢nificant
{ not onlybydint of inexperience’but also by architecture. He'd come to meet
1 the Traditionalists at Lee Ann's insistence — “The broadening experience
| will deyou ¢ood;”she'd said — but he hadn’t expected an ornamental man-
loma sathering of strange individuals with distinctly uncanny traits.... He
wasn'tsure what he'd expected.

Overse¢ing the house was Alistair, a skilled Hermetic mage of some distinc-
tion. His hair just¢raying and his presence powerful, the mage projected the authority of
aleader orateacher, which he was. He was a master linguist, in fact, who specialized in ac-
ademictranslations. As Kyle took in thestatuary, tapestries and well-maintained indoor
sardening, he adjusted his appreciation for linguistics upward a notch.

“Lét’'s come to order,” Alistair pronounced in a slow and resonant tone. He re-
mained standing at the head of his lar¢e, wooden table, as various other individuals
that Kyle didn't know — a woman in a strange, ti¢ht skinsuit, a short man with simple
tattoo desi¢ns and feathered trappings, a ha¢g¢ard paramedic — took their own seats.
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Lee Ann, for her part, lounged in one of the tremendous chairs and motioned for him
to do the same. Kyle took a seat uncomfortably and waited to learn.

Alistair nodded once in his direction. “It seems we have new blood. You've broug¢ht
in another stray, Lee Ann?”

Lee Ann nodded without much emphasis. “Yeah. He needs a little training, bidt he's
got talent,and he'll $o a long way.” She shot Kyle one of her impish ¢rins.

Alistair peered out from under his bushy eyebrows as if scrutinizing Kyle forséme
sort of hidden defect. Eventually, he nodded once. “Very well, he shall be counted
among our number by your word until such time as he is releaSed anconsidered a
competent magus of his own,” Alistair intoned with some formality. A momentlater,
hetoosatdown. :

“It’'s ¢ood to have you, kid,” the woman in the skinsuit said. “We've been suffering
enou¢h losses lately. We need all the help we can ¢et.” General nods around the table
assented to her assessment.

Alistair held up a hand to silence the murmured'concerns. “We have old business
first. This new recruit...”

“Kyle,” Kyle put in helpfully.

“Kyle,” Alistair continued, “will catch up as we $0.” Henddded to his left, toward
the paramedic.

“Local situation? Crime’s as bad a§ ever I still see @never-ending stream of trauma
patients. No exceptional ones yet, 4he paramedic said bitterly.

Alistair simply nodded. It seemed that they'd érown accustomed to the paramed-
ic’'s ne¢ative demeanor.

“Technocracy’s lying low,” the woman inthe skinsuit noted. “Apparently we're not
the only one with problems.Their trans-dimensional technolo¢y isn’t working right,
and they have lost alot of theicontact with their outposts. Plus, much of their hyper-
tech is failing too. We ¢an expect that they won'’t be bothering us as much; they have
problems of their own now.”

The tattgoed man sighedin evident relief. “That’s §ood,” hesaid. “Maybe I can
stay for a few extra days.’He ¢rinned lopsidedly. Kyle noted that some of his tattoos
séemed intermingled with scars.

Alistaircleareddhis throat and continued. “My own resources remain stable. My
librafyis theprimary source for our information, and it will continue to be so for the
foreseeable future. However, I've received word that a herald is arriving from a Chan-
try in Portland, Oregon.”

Théparamedic mumbled something. Lee Ann perked up and strai¢htened in her
seat. “Any word about what he wants? Good news?”
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