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Introduction to this special eBook edition 

Hey, thanks for downloading this story. I hope you enjoy it. ‘The Last mage’ 
was originally published in October 2008 in the first issue of Ethereal Tales 
magazine, the new fantasy/gothic fiction zine. You can check the magazine 
out via their site at www.etheraltales.co.uk and order your own copy. 
 I’m offering this story here for free as a Thank You to all those other 
creators and readers who keep the genres of the fantastic alive. While writing 
the book ACROSS THE SEAS OF MIND, I wasn’t all that aware of the New 
Media scene, but now I am something of an addict. I love the fact that we are 
now able to get material out there for people to enjoy so easily, and I hope 
that it continues to inspire and enthrall fans the world over. This story is 
presented here for you. I’d love any feedback you have for it. 
 You can find me in print every month in POWERPLAY Rock and 
Metal magazine, as well as online at the STARSTORE blogs and my own 
sites. My writing on pop culture, movies and collectibles is syndicated to 
thousands of sites, so there’s always something new to discover. Thanks 
again for checking out ‘The Last Mage’.  
 
Andrew Hawnt, November 2008 
 

You can find out more about me and my work at the following places: 
www.andrewhawnt.com 

www.myspace.com/severdream 
www.twitter.com/andrewhawnt 
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The Last Mage 

By Andrew Hawnt 

 

Time is of the essence. I want there to be some chronicle of recent events so 

that the record will be set straight at some point, whatever is to become of 

me. This is the truth as I lived it, and this is not any easy thing for me to put 

onto paper. You see, for a little over three centuries I have been keeping my 

activities secret, hidden from those I wish to serve. It has been far from easy 

maintaining a veil over what I do and who I am, but all of that work is now 

undone. I have been forced to reveal myself to the world, and as much as it 

pains me, there was no other way. Choices are there to be made, not 

pondered over, as the moment you begin to ponder, the choice may have 

already been made for you. 

I had to act. 

 Do not think for a moment that I regret doing what I did, for though 

my secrecy is at an end, and indeed the secrecy of generations, life was not 

lost by a single person there that day. 
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 I’m getting ahead of myself. Let me go back. Not quite to the 

beginning, for that would take a lifetime to tell you, but at least far enough 

back for the details to make some kind of sense. I am a mage. My name is 

unimportant, for what I am will be seen as far more important than who I am. 

Once there were many of us, strong, powerful, wise. Not any more. Our 

wisdom withered along with civilization. We grew complacent. We grew 

evil. We became the very thing we had originally sought to stand against, and 

the inevitable war came, in which our kind wiped itself out. Apart from me. I 

escaped the final cataclysm and hid amongst humanity, a cloaked figure with 

long black hair and severe eyes that hid in corners and watched the world 

move on. I blended into the background. A ghost. An echo. Humanity moved 

on and I learned new sciences, new words, new etiquette in a world that was 

no longer my own. 

 My days have been filled with helping those in need. I know I cannot 

atone for the crimes my kind inflicted upon the world, but I must try and 

even the balance a little. Possibly just for my own sanity. Those times and 

events have all but faded from the planetary consciousness. This has been a 

good thing, as it has allowed me to play on humanity’s lack of belief and 

work in the shadows, manipulating events here and there to save a few lives, 

wherever I can. I have lived wherever I could, using my talents to mimic 

skills in order to earn myself enough coins to eat and travel. I must say I have 

earned what would be considered a vast fortune by modern standards, and 
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thus I am able to go years on end without working again. I travel, anywhere I 

can, anywhere I haven’t seen before, and I help those in need. 

 It seems so sad that my work must end, but now I am being hounded. 

I am being sought. Not for help, though. They want to study me. Contain me. 

I will not have that. I will leave this chronicle here and escape again. Find 

another country. Granted, they will spread the news of a magical creature 

roaming their cities across the globe, but I have my methods. I will hide, and 

my work will recommence one day.  

 What happened? A group of individuals fascinated with the arcane 

arts discovered relics of the final generation of my kind, namely those who 

sought power and domination over all that existed. They discovered the 

methods of power, incantations they could never understand, and drew forth 

an ancient darkness that gave them strength and abilities that almost matched 

my own. Scrying and astral travel alerted these fools to my existence, and 

they set out to expose me. I am sad they succeeded. 

 I was outside in the daylight. I am not usually one for sunshine, but 

that day I wished to be around people. Listening to their voices and their 

lives. I found myself on a busy city street. Cars were thudding with music, 

men and women sold copies of a magazine on street corners. Crowds thick 

with scent and laden with shopping filled every inch of the city centre. A 

cacophony of heated discussions, arguments, anger, laughter, frustration, 
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coffee shops and designer clothing. Mobile phone shops. Screaming children. 

Beggars. People ramming clipboards and handsets in people’s faces in the 

name of market research. 

 It is funny that, despite all of your advances, the world is far less 

civilized now than three centuries ago in my time. 

 I saw the child land in the street before its mother noticed it had left 

its pram. There was no way it had escaped of its own accord. The straps had 

been unfastened by unseen forces. In a sickening motion the infant had been 

lifted and tossed into the path of a speeding car. It was the sort of car that has 

been altered to look more expensive than it really is, and is driven by a 

moron. The child’s mother had screamed the moment she realized what had 

happened. A scream of horror, sudden and incredible and raw. 

 There was nothing I could do but reveal myself. I threw myself into 

the road and cast a wall of living light between the screeching car and 

myself. As the wall solidified in a split second, its iridescent mass swirling 

and thrashing in defiance as the car hit it and was frozen between seconds, its 

driver was immobilized in a physical manifestation of frozen time and his 

vehicle stopped dead in its tracks. I span and lifted the child into the air with 

a thought, wrapping its dislodged blanket back around the tiny boy’s form. A 

wave of energy passed through him and told me he was unharmed aside from 

a couple of points where bruises from his impact would soon come. I 
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lowered him into my hands and turned to his mother at the side of the street, 

whose screams had given way to a shocked silence that joined that of the 

crowds of people who stared at me as one.  

 I released the car from the wall of frozen time and banished the 

glowing mass of light to its point of origin as I returned the child to its 

mother, who wept and bawled and thanked me. That was when the cheers 

came. Disbelief and shock of those around me had been broken by the act of 

returning the baby to the arms of its mother. People were crying, shouting 

that I was a hero, that I was incredible, that I was impossible and that I was 

amazing. Not only that, but many small devices- camera phones and 

otherwise- were raised to me, recording my face and my clothes and my exit. 

Gods, I made such a foolish exit.  

 Knowing that pushing through the crowds would be impossible 

without somebody getting hurt in the process, I leapt into the air and called 

for gravity to obey me. I hung there for a moment, looking down at the 

crowd with tears in my eyes, watching as my secret life ended. At the edges 

of the crowd I spotted acolytes of the dark mages. A new generation of 

darkness was waiting to cause mayhem. Their uniforms were modern, but 

recognizable. They had exposed me to the world. Exposed magic, and its 

uses, to the entire population. Chaos would come. I cried out in anger and 

escaped, vanishing in a ball of light that blossomed out into hundreds of 

colours for a split second before disappearing.  
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 In the days that followed, the media was awash with the rescue and 

my escape. Every channel, every newspaper, every website carried blurry 

pictures and video of what happened, and searches were mounted to find me 

and study me. Who I am. What I am. Why I am here. The police. The media. 

The public. Everyone wanted me to make myself known. I tell you that I 

cannot. I must run and hide for now, and one day I will come back and 

continue my work, helping those who cannot help themselves. 

 I cannot return for many years. Especially after the incident that 

followed. The incident on the beach. 

 Those dark acolytes sought to bring me out in the open to destroy me 

in front of the world’s gaze, so that the world would fear them and their 

powers. They almost succeeded, too. 

 As before, I heard the screams first. But these screams were distant, 

coming to be from across planes of existence from the minds of many people 

at once. Passengers. A boat. A liner. Huge. Its engines had inexplicably 

aimed them at the busy beach, and they were accelerating. Police, 

ambulances, fire crews, TV crews had rushed to the scene before the liner 

would hit. Crowds of hundreds of onlookers watched in horror as the liner 

continued to speed up towards its destruction. As it hurtled towards land, a 

section had exploded into flames. I arrived to discover chaos as flaming 

debris was flung at the amassed onlookers by tiny whirlwinds that had 
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formed around the huge mass of the boat. The sky, blazing with sunshine a 

moment before, was now blackening with a violent, raging storm. 

 I flung myself over the crowds and onto the beach itself, where the 

military were now holding people back and rescue ships were being sent out. 

Roars of anger at me. They thought this was my doing. The cameras were 

rolling, and before I could begin any incantations to help the passengers and 

the hundreds of people around me, the dark acolytes descended on me from 

the crowd, flinging jagged shards of power at me. They were amateurs, but 

their onslaught was incredibly painful. This was to be where they would 

destroy me. Unfortunately for them, their efforts to kill me took their 

concentration from the whirlwinds, which I directed my energy into. They 

became my weapons, and I cast the tiny storms at the acolytes, who were 

swept out to sea in screaming columns of raging water. 

 Those fools dealt with, I unleashed every bit of energy I had at the 

liner, the engines of which had now failed completely. Momentum was 

bringing it towards the innocent. The storm now thrashed at the sea and the 

beach, and I thought of the child that had been flung into the road. Innocent. 

Living. So much to experience. The liner was full of lives that were yet to be 

completed. My incantations formed a shell around the storm, and forced its 

energies around the liner’s form, lifting it from the water, silencing the fires, 

and raising the entire metallic behemoth into the sky, secure in its sphere of 

water and air and power. The skies brightened, and for a moment the crowds 
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were silent as the gargantuan sphere, containing the storm, the ocean liner 

and hundreds of passengers, was suspended in mid air, slowly being drawn 

onto the beach by my skills. I raised my hands to the sky and guided it 

towards me, lowering the hulking mass of the boat onto the sand with a 

rumble that shook the very ground. I banished the unnatural storm and fell to 

my knees, exhausted.  

 The cheers came again, and cameras continued to roll. I do not 

remember how I escaped. I was too exhausted to care. I did get away though, 

and now I run and I hide. It will be a very long time before I will let my 

secrets be revealed again. I am the last of my kind, the last Mage, and I wish 

to serve you. 

 But I will not be caged.   
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