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WELCOME TO 
THE IRON KINGDOMS
The world you are about to enter is the Iron Kingdoms, a place where the power and presence of gods are beyond dispute, where mankind battles itself as well as all manner of fantastic races and exotic beasts, and where a blend of magic and technology called mechanika shape industry and warfare. Outside the Iron Kingdoms themselves—the human nations of the continent called Immoren—the vast and unexplored world of Caen extends to unknown reaches, firing the imaginations and ambitions of a new generation. 
Strife frequently shakes these nations, and amid the battles of the region the most powerful weapon is the warjack, a steam-powered automaton that boasts great mobility, thick armor, and devastating weaponry. A warjack’s effectiveness is at its greatest when commanded by a warcaster, a powerful soldier-sorcerer who can forge a mental link with the great machine to magnify its abilities tremendously. Masters of both arcane and martial combat, these warcasters are often the deciding factor in war. 
For the Iron Kingdoms, what is past is prologue. No event more clearly defines these nations than the extended dark age suffered under the oppression of the Orgoth, a brutal and merciless race from unexplored lands across the great western ocean known as the Meredius. For centuries these fearsome invaders enslaved the people of western Immoren, maintaining a vise-like grip until at last the people rose up in rebellion. This began a long and bloody process of battles and defeats. This rebellion would have been doomed to failure if a dark arrangement by the gods had not bestowed the Gift of Magic on the Immorese, unlocking previously undreamed-of powers. 
Every effective weapon employed by the Rebellion against the Orgoth was a consequence of great minds putting arcane talents to work. Not only did sorcery allow evocations of fire, ice, and storm on the battlefield, but scholars combined scientific principles to blend technology with the arcane. Rapid advancements in alchemy gave rise to blasting powder and the invention of deadly firearms. Methods were developed to fuse arcane formulae into metal runeplates, creating augmented tools and weapons: the invention of mechanika. The culmination of these efforts was the invention of the first colossals, precursors to the modern warjack. These towering machines of war gave the Immorese a weapon the invaders could not counter. With the colossals the armies of the Rebellion drove the Orgoth from their fortresses and back to the sea.
The people of the ravaged lands drew new borders, giving birth to the Iron Kingdoms: Cygnar, Khador, Llael, and Ord. It was not long before ancient rivalries ignited between these new nations. Warfare became a simple fact of life. Over the last four centuries periodic wars have been broken up by brief periods of tense but wary peace, with technology steadily advancing all the while. Alchemy and mechanika have simultaneously eased and complicated the lives of the people of the Iron Kingdoms while evolving the weapons employed by their armies in these days of industrial revolution. 
The most long-standing and bitter enmity in the region is that between Cygnar in the south and Khador in the north. The Khadorans are a militant people occupying a harsh and unforgiving territory. The armies of Khador have periodically fought to reclaim lands their forebears had once seized through conquest. The two smaller kingdoms of Llael and Ord were forged from contested territories and so have often served as battlegrounds between the two stronger powers. The prosperous and populous southern nation of Cygnar has periodically allied with these nations in efforts to check Khador’s imperial aspirations.
Just over a century ago, Cygnar endured a religious civil war that ultimately led to the founding of the Protectorate of Menoth. This nation, the newest of the Iron Kingdoms, stands as an unforgiving theocracy entirely devoted to Menoth, the ancient god credited with creating mankind.
In the current era, war has ignited with particular ferocity. This began with the Khadoran invasion of Llael, which succeeded in toppling the smaller kingdom in 605 AR. The fall of Llael ignited an escalating conflict that has embroiled the region for the last three years. Only Ord has remained neutral in these wars, profiting by becoming a haven for mercenaries. The Protectorate has launched the Great Crusade to convert all of humanity to the worship of Menoth. With the other nations occupied with war, this crusade was able to make significant gains and seize territories in northeastern Llael.
Other powers have been drawn into this strife, either swept up in events or taking advantage of them for their own purposes. The Scharde Islands west of Immoren are home to the Nightmare Empire of Cryx, which is ruled by the dragon Toruk and sends endless waves of undead and their necromantic masters to bolster its armies with the fallen of other nations. To the northeast the insular elven nation of Ios is host to a radical sect called the Retribution of Scyrah that is driven to hunt down human arcanists, whom they believe are anathema to their gods.
The savage wilds within and beyond the Iron Kingdoms contain various factions fighting for their own agendas. From the frozen north a disembodied dragon called Everblight leads a legion of blight-empowered warlocks and draconic spawn. The proud, tribal race known as the trollkin work to unite their once-disparate people to defend their lands. Deep in the wilds of western Immoren, a secretive order of druids commands nature’s beasts to oppose Everblight and advance their own various plans. Far to the east across the Bloodstone Marches, the warrior nation of the Skorne Empire marches inexorably closer, bent on conquering their ancient enemies in Ios as a step toward greater dominion. Shadowy conspiracies have arisen from hidden strongholds to play their own part in unfolding events. These include the Convergence of Cyriss, an enigmatic machine-cult that worships a distant goddess of mathematics, as well as their bitter enemies the cephalyx, a race of extremely intelligent and sadistic slavers who surgically transform captives into mindless drudges. 
The Iron Kingdoms is a setting whose inhabitants must rely on heroes with the courage to defend them using magic and steel, whether in the form of rune-laden firearms or steam-driven weapons of war. The factions of western Immoren are vulnerable to corruption from within and subject to political intrigue and power struggles. All the while, opportunistic mercenaries profit from conflict by selling their temporary allegiance for coin or other favors. It is a world of epic legends and endless sagas. 
Enter the Iron Kingdoms, and discover a world like no other!





DUEL WITH THE DEAD
BY RICHARD LEE BYERS
Corvis, 605 AR
Canice Gormleigh slipped into the graveyard at dusk, when the shadows of headstones and of the statues of ascendants lay long on the ground and the spires of the distant Cathedral of Morrow were black daggers against the sky. Any mourners had presumably gone home by now. The graveyard was empty.
She made her way to the most recent murder site, a relatively clear stretch of grass leading up to an ornate mausoleum. Elsewhere the cemetery was a maze of tombs and wall-like structures with rows of niches for interment, but her client’s family, the owners of this ostentatious mausoleum, had taken steps to ensure that nothing blocked the view.
Canice skirted the open area and knelt in the shadow of a modest tomb carved with the symbol of Ascendant Shevann. She slipped her double-barreled magelock pistol from its shoulder holster, fastened the collar clasp of her armored greatcoat against the gathering chill, and settled in to wait.
Soon, one of Corvis’ frequent fogs rose, mist aglow in the moonlight. The vapor would make it more difficult to spot her target.
Perhaps she should await a more favorable opportunity. But as she knew from her previous vigils, the pistol wraith—a skull-faced phantom that killed with a gun, or the spectral equivalent of one—didn’t appear every night. It would be a shame to miss it.
With the twitch of a smile Canice considered that avoiding it altogether might be even more prudent. She trusted her skills. She’d proven them during her time as an agent of the Loyal Order of the Amethyst Rose. Yet she also knew that pistol wraiths, the ghosts of killers who’d been expert shots in life, were notoriously dangerous. One advantage of stalking a specter was that her client didn’t expect to see a corpse. If she lied about destroying the thing, how would he know any different?
She supposed he’d know when the phantom killed another nocturnal intruder in its preserve, as it was bound to do. At that point, though, how would he recover the fee she’d claimed? He wasn’t a fighter. That was why he’d needed a mercenary in the first place.
Specifically, he needed one to avenge his adolescent daughter, who had sneaked out to pay a late-night visit to her mother’s tomb, dismissing rumors that a murderous spirit haunted the graveyard after dark.
No. Canice meant to build a new life in this city. That required establishing a reputation for courage and reliability. Besides, even though she’d forsaken the Llaelese Resistance as a lost cause, apparently she still clung to a principle or two.
Relying on her peripheral vision, she scanned for hints of movement in the billowing fog. Suddenly, she sensed a presence just behind her: a cold, aching hollow in the heart of things.
She nearly whirled and fired. Instinct stopped her, warning that the entity would kill her before she finished. She didn’t know why it hadn’t done that already. She released the butt of her magelock pistol and let it dangle from the trigger guard looped around her finger. Then, keeping her gun hand where the spirit could see it, she slowly rose and turned.
When she did, she had to suppress the urge to cringe. Her heart pounded, her mouth went dry, and a sudden thickness formed in her throat.
The presence was a shadow, but she could still make out the gaping eye sockets and lipless grin in its bony face. Its form was tattered and smoky at the edges, where it blurred into the mist. Its pistol looked just as insubstantial, but she knew it was unquestionably lethal.
She had learned about pistol wraiths in case her duties with the Order brought her into conflict with Cryxian horrors. The wraith’s bloodthirsty madness was as manifest as its skeletal visage and murky, vaporous form. The combination was enough to shatter coherent thought into yammering terror.
But Canice had to think—because any moment now, the spirit was going to fire.
It was hard to look at the hideous thing at all, but she made herself do it anyway. That was when she noticed where it was looking: the wraith’s skull face was twisted slightly to the side to stare at her weapon. 
But why? Canice scrutinized the wraith’s own weapon and discerned runic engraving on it despite the blur and ambient gloom. It was a magelock pistol, too. When alive, the pistol wraith had been a gun mage like her.
The skull face shifted back to look at her squarely. To look at its target squarely. She was nearly out of time.
She poised herself to spin her gun back into her hand and fire. She couldn’t imagine that she could do that quickly enough to get off a shot, but trying would be a better death than not.
Then she noticed something else. The phantom was standing in profile to present a smaller target. There was no practical reason for that when it already had the drop on her—but it was the way a veteran duelist might stand.
In life, the ghost had at least sometimes opted to fight according to a code of honor that gave each combatant an equal chance. Was there anything at all left of that part of it? If so, how could she appeal to it?
Canice shifted so that she, too, stood in profile. She dangled her pistol at her side as duelists customarily did before the shooting began.
At first the ghost didn’t react. Its pistol didn’t waver, and she thought herself a fool for imagining that any trace of mortal habit might linger within it. Then, still aiming its gun at her, it lowered the weapon somewhat and gestured with its off hand for her to walk into the open space in front of the lavish mausoleum.
She did as directed with the ghost walking at her back. The phantom stopped at the near end, and she headed for the other.
Making herself breathe slowly and deeply, Canice turned and faced the wraith. It now had its shooting arm at its side, just as she did. They stared at one another for a moment, and then she whipped her pistol up. The ghost moved at the same instant and every bit as swiftly.
Her adversary’s gun barked even as she fired both barrels of her own, meanwhile infusing her rune-engraved bullets with power. If the rounds hit the phantom at all, they should hurt it grievously.
The wraith’s shot smashed into her shoulder. She staggered backward. Even in that first moment, when she was still stunned and numb, she knew her armored coat hadn’t turned the bullet. She was hurt—pierced and bleeding.
There was no time to see how badly. As she had been trained to do, she shook off the shock of injury and focused on her foe.
She’d hit the pistol wraith. Its form was flickering like heat lightning in a summer sky.
Then its shape steadied and its pistol shifted, following her in preparation for another shot. The spectral weapon wasn’t double-barreled, but apparently a ghost had no need to reload.
She dove to the ground, and the ghost’s shot burned over her head. She scuttled toward an eroded old granite headstone as another bullet thumped into the ground by her knee.
Then she was behind the marker, safe, but only for the moments it would take the phantom to maneuver. Frantically, she sought to reload one chamber of her pistol. There wasn’t time for the other.
Her wounded shoulder throbbed and made her gasp. Her right hand was too shaky to insert a round into the chamber, so she switched hands and kept trying. Finally she managed to fit them together properly.
She peered around the stone and for a moment couldn’t locate the ghost. Then a shadow stalked her from the fog. She charged her bullet with more of her strength and fired.
Flickering again, the wraith dropped to its knees, then withered as though burning in an unseen fire. But before it disappeared entirely, an emblem in the form of a rose appeared on its murky coat.
Canice gasped in shock. She and the wraith had been even more alike than she imagined, for it had been Llaelese and a member of the Order, too. Another apostate, but why was its body buried in Cygnar?
Every trace of triumph crumbled. This, she thought with a surge of sickening dread, was what happened to those who abandoned their ideals, their comrades, their homelands. They ended as broken shadows of their former selves, restless and empty even after death.
Another stab of pain in her shoulder jolted her. She twisted her head to see blood streaming down her arm.
Blessed ascendants, she thought, please don’t let me die of this wound in this place on this night.

Clutching the hurt to slow the bleeding, Canice stumbled toward the cemetery gate.





LIBERATOR
BY JOSH VOGT
Llael, Northern Thornwood, 605 AR
Nadezda retracted her collapsible spyglass and tucked it into a bandolier pouch. She’d received her orders through signal mirrors. They were clear and uncompromising: she knew her next target.
She counted it a point of martial pride that her hands didn’t shake as she secured her Vanar Liberator rifle. One more target. One more bullet. One more successful mission. Nothing would distract her from this purpose.
From her concealed perch on the hillside, she looked down on the raging clash below. A battalion of Khador’s Second Army— her army—had met the Cygnaran enemy on the edge of the Thornwood, where they now fought for control of the ever-fluid boundary. 
Smoke filled the air and blood ran in countless streams. Infantry fought blade to fist to bullet while gun crews kept up a pounding chorus of cannon fire. Packs of Khadoran war dogs loped over the broken ground, taking down soldiers in their massive, slobbering jaws. Off to the north, a unit of Iron Fang uhlans slammed into a Cygnaran outpost, scattering soldiers before spear and hoof. Warcasters and ’jack marshals directed warjacks across the field, hammering enemy fortifications with artillery or engaging troops and Cygnaran warjacks with oversized swords and axes. 
Hundreds lay dead already. Thousands would join them by day’s end. Yet only one soul concerned her. Since the battle began, she’d added three notches to her vambrace, already scored a hundred times over. Each scratch was a life ended by a single, unerring shot. 
Her target lay out of sight over the near ridge. A kompany stood close to being overrun—if it hadn’t been already—and she would deal with the aftermath as necessary. No other Widowmaker held a position in range. She was their only hope.
Rising, she wrapped her cloak around her body and over her rifle to blend in with the underbrush and scree. Her bronze breastplate had been oiled and padded to let her move silently, while every loose bit of armor or gear had been strapped so tight nothing rustled or clinked when she shifted. 
She crept noiselessly down to a rockier stretch, moving from one patch of shadows to the next. The enemy had their own sharpshooters, and exposing herself for even a moment could spell her doom. 
As she moved along, Nadezda kept an eye on the battle and the path ahead. Only doing so let her detect a hint of motion an instant before the Cygnaran soldier rounded a boulder and came face-to-face with her. He wore a hooded cloak much like hers, meant to obscure his movement across the landscape. A long knife sat in a hip sheath, and he carried a stocky rifle in both hands. A scout, perhaps, or an assassin trying to slip behind the lines for a stealthy kill.
Nadezda whipped out her short sword and lunged. She parried the rifle he aimed at her chest, and his shot went wide. Spinning in a full circle to add force to her blow, she plunged her blade through his throat. The rifle clattered to the stones. Blood burbled from his mouth as he sagged, an astonished look in his eyes. 
She remained crouched over the corpse for several minutes to ensure the brief scuffle hadn’t drawn any attention. When no other enemies appeared, she resumed her progress, quickly reaching the end of the rock field at the bottom of the next ridge. 
Dropping flat, she belly-crawled up and over the ridge and took a position between two thick trees surrounded by tiny saplings. She unslung her rifle and settled into firing position: one elbow braced against a trunk, the other against packed dirt. Firm grounding. No wavering . . . except in the hidden chambers of her heart.
Nadezda steadied her breathing and forced herself to focus. Only victory mattered. Only this shot mattered. Only the might and glory of the Motherland mattered. All else was chaff to be cast to the wind.
She peered through the scope and sighted in on the post across the field. One glance confirmed the worst. Cygnaran soldiers now occupied the place, and dozens of Khadoran bodies littered the ground. 
Nadezda scanned slowly for her target. At last, she spotted a cluster of soldiers next to a burning tent. A Khadoran kovnik knelt in their midst. For a moment, she centered her aim on the Cygnaran officer standing just a few feet away. She imagined his head exploding in a gout of bone and brain matter and him collapsing as his men scattered in fear.
But those were not her orders.
She realigned the crosshairs on the kovnik’s head. Was it him? Yes. The angle he knelt at let her see the familiar slope of his shoulders, the cut of his thick beard, the proud poise he maintained even in defeat. Images and sensations flashed through her mind. 
The two of them sharing a flask around a fire pit, joking and laughing in the wake of a battle. Him flashing a broad smile when she returned from another mission, another notch on her vambrace. Finding those few quiet moments in his tent or hers when the army wasn’t on the move.
Shoving the memories aside, she allowed herself a final whisper.
“Farewell, my beloved.”
Nadezda pulled the trigger, and the rifle blast drowned out the wailing in her heart.


Kovnik Patrikoff Orgovsky’s knees ground into the dirt. He glared up at his captors and tested the chains locking his wrists behind his back. Cygnarans rushed about to secure the post. Their leader, a colonel with greying hair at his temples and a wispy beard, stood before Patrikoff, a smug smile pulling at the faint scar across his lips.
“Well?” Patrikoff asked. “Kill me and be done with it.”
“Kill you?” The colonel said, speaking Khadoran. “Nonsense. You’re quite the valuable prize, Kovnik. I dare say you’ll be even more well-tended with us than you ever were back in your precious Motherland.”
Patrikoff bared his teeth and glanced over to where his fur-trimmed hat and cape lay on the ground, tossed aside after enemy soldiers stripped them from him. 
The colonel combed fingers through his beard in thought. “Ever since you Khadorans took Merywyn, we know your kommanders have been eager to force us out of the Thornwood entirely. We also know you’re planning an eventual assault on Northguard. We’d like a more precise idea of those plans. With your insights, I wager we’ll fill in the gaps in our defenses quite nicely.”
The man spoke true. Patrikoff knew plenty the Cygnarans might use against Khador’s forces as the Second Army strove to assume control of the massive forest border and beyond. Using his information, they’d easily be able to undermine expansion operations, ambush troops on the move, cut off supply lines before they could even be established, and give vulnerable outposts more time to gain reinforcements. 
“I’d rather die,” he said.
“A proud but pointless sentiment.” The officer turned and rattled off orders. Soldiers moved quickly to obey—no doubt securing his transport back to whatever prison they’d chosen for him. 
Patrikoff tried to rise and fight, tried to force them to kill him in self-defense. They’d bound him too tightly, though. He slumped, helpless.
A sharp blast resounded above the clamor of the nearby battle. In that instant, from one heartbeat to the next, Patrikoff recognized the distinct report of a Vanar Liberator and envisioned Nadezda’s lovely, unerring eyes locked on him across the distance. He didn’t have time to smile, but joy soared through him nonetheless.





HOLD BACK THE DARK
BY LARRY CORREIA
Skirov, Northern Khador, 604 AR 
Mother had always warned him against the dangers of banditry. It is the Lawgiver’s will that you feed your family through hard work and the sweat of your brow, Modya, never by taking what isn’t yours. 
But times had been lean, their livestock had come down with hoof plague, their crop had failed, and the winter had been harsh. When the lone traveler passed through their village carrying a pack that looked so very heavy, Modya had made the decision to rebel against Menoth’s teachings. What was robbing one stranger compared to feeding his family?
Now that he was lying in the snow with a stab wound through his guts, he realized his mother had been right all along. 
His killer was standing in the middle of the clearing, cleaning his sword on a fallen man’s bearskin coat. Like the rest of Skirov, the snow here was deep, and spilled blood had turned much of it pink. Satisfied the gleaming steel was clean, the traveler sheathed his oddly curved blade beneath his thick cloak and took stock of his handiwork. Six men of the village, armed with wood axes, had set out to ambush him in the forest. They hadn’t lasted a minute. 
The traveler had removed his hood before the fighting began, confirming the rumors circulating through the village. He was something they’d heard about but had never seen. An Iosan. An elf. The difference between them and their intended victim had been even more clear—and terrifying—when the Iosan had drawn a strange curved sword and exploded into murderous action.
Putting his hood back up to protect his bald head from the cold, the Iosan began trudging through the snow to return to his path. The others were dead. They were miles from the village, and Modya realized he didn’t want to die like this. “Help me,” he gasped. 
The Iosan paused, as if having an internal debate, before turning back. He had a narrow, angular face, with sharp features and ears as pointed as knives. He walked over and squatted next to Modya. His expression was all but inscrutable, but Modya thought there might be some small measure of pity there. The Iosan studied the sword wound in Modya’s abdomen and then shook his head in obvious regret. 
“Have mercy,” Modya whispered. He was doing his best to hold the wound closed, but he could feel the warmth of his life leaking out to form a warm puddle beneath him. 
“I am sorry.” The elf spoke Khadoran with a strange accent. “Your actions forced me to defend myself. You ambushed me. Even then I urged you to leave me be, but you left me no choice.” 
“At least finish the job. Don’t leave me to be eaten by wolves,” Modya pleaded.
“Ask your gods for pity; I have none left to give.” He stood and began to walk away. “I must return to my search.” 
Everything was growing dark. “I was only trying to save my family.” 
The elf paused for a very long time. “So am I.” 


Zethys had made a small fire. He found that fire kept the aggressive wolves of this region away. Usually. The wolves had smelled the human’s blood and were gathering in the trees. He could feel their eyes on him. The bandit began to stir but stilled when he realized he was being watched. 
“I am Zethys,” the Iosan said as he ran a whetstone down the edge of his sword. “What is your name?” 
“Modya,” the bandit croaked. His eyes grew wide as he realized he lay beneath the bearskin coats taken from his dead comrades. “You tended my wound?”
“I wish no harm against you.” Zethys continued sharpening his blade. Scrape. “I am passing through. What I seek is not here, so in the morning I will continue my search. You will return to your family. If you perish along the way, it is not my concern.” Scrape. 
The human seemed frightened of him, and for some reason this loosened the man’s tongue. “You tore through us like the north wind through our wheat crop. We didn’t know you were a warrior.” 
Scrape. Zethys answered softly, “I once served the Fane—” He stopped himself from saying more, then took a simpler approach “I served our temple. I was . . . a type of knight.”
“Figures.” Modya chuckled, then grimaced when it pulled at his stitches. “First time I get desperate enough to rob a stranger, he turns out to be a master swordsman. Menoth cursed me for coveting your wealth.” 
“Wealth?” 
“We thought the pack you carried was filled with coin. Ivar—one of the men you killed—said Iosans are rich.” 
“Such things once concerned me, but now I am but a humble seeker of knowledge.” Zethys paused to study the edge of his blade. It was not quite right yet. He had always been a perfectionist. “That pack is full of trinkets I’ve gathered that I thought might make good gifts to the Nyss, nothing more. I regret your ignorance of my people caused this sequence of events. I was only in your village because your people used to trade with the Nyss and knew the customs of how to enter their lands without giving offense. Your village elder would not help, so now I go north.” 
“Don’t do that. Bad things happen past the stones the Nyss use to mark their lands. Men don’t come back who cross the old borders.” Modya paused to catch his breath. “There’s nothing worth seeking in those lands.”
The human was very wrong, but Zethys could not ask how far he would be willing go if it were one of his gods who was dying. 
It was quiet except for the crackle of their meager fire holding back the dark. A wolf howled to summon its pack. A dozen others answered it. Nervous, the human tried to make conversation. “I’ve never seen a knife-ear—I mean, an Iosan—in these parts. Hardly even see winter elves any more. What is it you’re seeking?”
Zethys didn’t like humans, especially those who tried to murder him, but he did not mind conversation. “Long ago, travelers came to the gates of Ios bearing a sacred message. We turned them away. I wish to know what this message said.” 
“That’s it? You’d walk across all of Khador to get yourself frozen and murdered—”
Scrape. The human bit off his words and paused before speaking again.
“What’s so important about a message?”
“I do not know.” The message the Nyss had brought to Ios so long ago might have no bearing upon Scyrah at all. He had heard humans refer to such futile, desperate gestures as grasping at straws. 
Satisfied the ancestral sword of his house was as sharp as possible, Zethys laid it across his knees and waited for the wolves to attack. There were many circling the meager camp now. Numbers granted them courage. They would come soon. The human, in his weakened condition, probably would not survive their onslaught. 
The human was frightened. Likely everyone who lived in these forests knew how dangerous the wolf packs were. 
Modya spoke. “I know of a place. An outpost. It’s ruins now, but the trappers used to gather there to trade.” He paused, exhausted from the effort of so much talk. “There are carvings on the walls. Rules about how to pass the Nyss stones without giving offense, traditions about tying up your weapons—” He grimaced in pain. Once the spasm passed, he continued. “Get me through the night, and I’ll take you there.” 
Unlike most Iosans, Seekers believed they could learn from other races. These carvings might be useful, they might not, but he had to try. “You have my word,” Zethys said. “I will do my best.” 
“You were a knight. So your word means something,” Modya said, mostly to himself.
Zethys nodded. 
“You gave that up to walk across a land that doesn’t want you, to a land that’s even worse, seeking a message that might not be worth anything? I don’t understand—and I don’t understand why you saved my life.” Then, lower, “Maybe Iosans are crazy.”
Indeed, many of Zethys’ brothers had thought he was insane for leaving his order, his house, and his family. Yet, as their gods died, so did their entire race. 
His only child had been born without a soul. Such a tragic thing could drive even the staunchest knight to seek some truth in the madness of the world. 
“You asked what I seek, human? I seek hope.” 
The wolves howled. The light would not hold back the dark forever. 





GLOSSARY
´jack marshal: A person who has learned how to give precise verbal orders to a steamjack to direct it in labor or battle, sometimes called marshaling. This is a highly useful occupational skill, although it lacks the versatility or finesse afforded by the direct mental control of steamjacks exercised by a warcaster. 
ascendant: A saint-like individual who has followed in Morrow’s footsteps and ascended to serve his faith as beacons of enlightenment. Individual ascendants are frequently chosen as patrons by Morrowan worshipers.
Corvis: The northeastern Cygnaran city occupying the conjunction of the Black River and the Dragon’s Tongue River. Also called the “City of Ghosts.” 
Cygnar: A large and prosperous nation located south of Ord and west of the Bloodstone Marches noted for its long coastline. Cygnar is generally considered the wealthiest and most technologically advanced of the Iron Kingdoms and is the birthplace and seat of the Church of Morrow.
Duello, The: A set of codified rules creating a legal framework for formal duels, derived from Llaelese traditions. The Duello governs many aspects of such challenges, including arranging the duel and the satisfaction of personal honor.
Fane of Scyrah: The church of the Iosan goddess of spring, Scyrah, who is today the primary goddess of the elven people. This church represents the state religion and the majority faith in Ios, though there are competing religious sects who also worship the goddess.
gun mage: An arcanist capable of channeling arcane energy into rune shots fired from magelock pistols. 
Ios: An isolationist nation east of Llael and north of the Bloodstone Marches founded long before the nations of men by survivors of a destroyed empire called Lyoss. Ios is inhabited by a long-lived elven race that has suffered a gradual decline and now faces an imminent cosmological catastrophe. 
Iron Fangs: Heavily armored Khadoran troops trained to fight in a shield wall formation using specialized blasting pikes. The Iron Fangs are counted one of Khador’s most elite military organizations.
Khador: The northernmost and largest of the Iron Kingdoms, encompassing large expanses of frozen wilderness. Its people are proud of their military traditions, and it has a reputation for aggressive expansionism.
kommander: A military rank for a senior commissioned officer in the Khadoran Army, ranking above kovnik and below kommandant. Most Khadoran warcasters are kommanders.
kompany: A unit of the Khadoran military larger than a force and smaller than a battalion, led by an individual kapitan.
kovnik: A military rank for a commissioned officer in the Khadoran Army, ranking above kapitan and below kommander. This rank encompasses a broad range of responsibility—most kovniks command battalions but some senior kovniks command legions.
Lawgiver, the: See Menoth.
Llael: Once the smallest and easternmost Iron Kingdom but largely conquered by 605 AR in the Llaelese War. Llael has since been divided between Khador, the Protectorate of Menoth, and the Llaelese Resistance. 
Llaelese Resistance: A militant organization dedicated to freeing Llael from Khadoran occupation, led by a group called the Resistance Council, an eclectic groups of notable Resistance leaders, former Llaelese nobles, and even one prominent member of the Church of Morrow. The Llaelese warcaster Ashlynn d’Elyse serves as marshal of the Resistance armed forces, which includes many mercenaries loyal only to coin. The most dedicated and imperiled members of the Resistance operate secret cells inside every occupied city.
Loyal Order of the Amethyst Rose: The Loyal Order of the Amethyst Rose is a storied martial organization in Llael whose members are gun mages originally sworn to that nation’s crown. Many of its members served as royal protectors, but the organization was officially disbanded after the death of Llael’s last king. Its members persisted and met in secret, still devoted to their original oaths. After the Fall of Llael, most of the order’s surviving members became part of the Llaelese Resistance, working from the shadows against Khadoran interests. 
magelock: The signature weapon of a gun mage. Only the costly and difficult-to-fabricate steel alloys of these weapons can withstand the arcane stresses created by rune shots.
Menoth: The primal god credited by his worshipers with the creation of aspects of the world itself, including the division of the water from the land, the ordering of the seasons, and most importantly the creation of humanity. Menoth’s gifts to humanity included fire, agriculture, masonry, and the written word in the form of the True Law, his divine commandments. Menoth’s worshipers are known as Menites.
Merywyn: The capital of Llael as well as the largest and most prosperous city in that kingdom. Before the surrender of Llael, Merywyn was the center of government and the seat of the Llaelese throne. After 605 AR the city became the headquarters of the Khadoran occupation army and government.
Morrow: One of the Twins, brother to Thamar, and a god who was once mortal but who ascended to divinity by achieving enlightenment. Also known as the Prophet, Morrow is a benevolent god who emphasizes self-sacrifice, good works, and honorable behavior. The organized religion of Morrow is the largest and most widespread faith in the Iron Kingdoms, the majority faith in Cygnar, Khador, Llael, and Ord. The Church of Morrow has considerable wealth and influence. 
Northguard: Formerly a northern Cygnaran border fortress, besieged and taken by Khador in 608 AR and presently serving as a resupply fortress for the Khadoran Army. 
Nyss: A race of nomadic hunters, sorcerers, and priests who are cousins to the Iosans and who once claimed the Shard Spires of northern Khador. Their numbers were decimated by the emergence of the Legion of Everblight, and the few surviving non-blighted Nyss are scattered as refugees or isolated bands, mostly in the north. 
pistol wraith: Vengeful spirits of gunmen who died violently and refused to pass on to the lands of the dead. pistol wraiths haunt their gravesites or the places where they fell, waiting to gun down any who intrude. Only those restless dead bound to the gun and possessed of inhuman hatred or the overpowering urge to kill again have the strength of will to rise as pistol wraiths. Many pistol wraiths are in service to the Nightmare Empire of Cryx and these have greater mobility and often accompany Cryxian military forces.
Scyrah: The Nis-Issyr of Spring, once one of the Iosan Divine Court, Scyrah was the only one to return to Ios after the Rivening, at which point she became the primary goddess of Ios. She currently languishes in a state of decline mirroring the condition of the elven race, a matter not discussed with non-Iosans. Scyrah has assumed the mantle of Narcissar of the Divine Court due to the absence of Lacyr and has been moved into the fane in Shyrr. Her old fane in Iryss still exists and is maintained. The Retribution of Scyrah depicts her as a warlike and avenging figure rather than simply a goddess of spring and fertility.
Shevann, Ascendant: Morrowan patron of merchants, oratory, and conciliation. Shevann negotiated peace with the Sul-Menites after the Cygnaran Civil War and is considered the patron ascendant of Caspia. She ascended in 500 AR and is the most recent ascendant.
Skirov: The name of both the ethnic majority of the Skirovnya volozk in northern Khador and of the principal city of this region, which is the largest northeastern Khadoran city.
Thornwood: A large forest that includes Cygnar’s northernmost territories and serves as a geographical barrier along the border shared with Khador. This forest is untamed and home to many dangers, including territorial trollkin kriels, wild trolls, Tharn tribes, gatormen, and beasts like the Thornwood mauler.
warcaster: An arcanist born with the ability to control steamjacks and connect to other mechanika with the power of the mind. With proper training warcasters become singular military assets and are among the greatest officers and soldiers of western Immoren, entrusted to command scores of troops and their own battlegroups of warjacks in the field. Acquiring and training warcasters is a high priority for any military force that employs warjacks.
warjack: A highly advanced and well-armed steamjack created or modified for war. Some warjacks use power sources other than steam and are not technically steamjacks but are still referred to as such as a matter of custom. 
Widowmakers: A group of highly trained snipers in the Khadoran Army who work in small teams and employ powerful long-range scoped rifles to eliminate high-priority enemy targets.
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