Mistborn Prime

Prologue


“Be strong, son.”


Kathin looked up at his father.  There was worry in Ivel’s eyes.  That was wrong.  The emotion seemed out of place on his father’s strong face.  Ivel’s eyes darted from side to side as he helped Kathin’s mother throw on her cloak.  Suddenly, Ivel froze, his body growing tense, as if he’d heard something.


“What?” Kathin’s mother asked with fright.  “Ivel what is it?”


Kathin tried to grab hold of his father’s leg, to hold on tightly, but Ivel pushed him back gently.


“Go to your mother, Kathin,” Ivel said, his voice growing hard.  Ivel took a step forward, whipping back his white cloak, and pulling his sword free.  He looked across the room--their room, in their house--his eyes flickering toward the ceiling. 


Kathin backed up into his mother’s arms.  He wasn’t certain what was wrong.  Whatever it was, his father would fix it.  Ivel stood tall and strong, his white clothing reflecting the light of the room’s single lantern.  He was a Ward of Alondin.  He would make things right.


There was a sudden thump on the roof, the wood groaning.  It was followed by a second, then a third.  Ivel’s face hardened with resignation as he stood quietly, though Kathin’s mother cried out slightly at the sounds.


Ivel closed his eyes briefly, his head bowed as he whispered quietly.  Kathin heard only the last line of the prayer.  “Lord Alondin, please.  Above all else, protect my son.”


The shutters of both windows, one on either side of the room, burst open at once.  Dark Nightmist poured through the openings, blown by a hollow wind.  Kathin yelled in fright, looking out into the darkness, out into the nothingness.


Figures appeared out of the void.  They leapt into the room, wearing black clothing, trailing wisps of mist in from the outside.  


Kathin’s father waited firmly.  “You have fallen far, my friends,” he said quietly.


Kathin pulled back against his mother.  He didn’t want to look at the darkness, didn’t want to see the black-clothed men, with their dark masks and gleaming knives.  Fear made him shiver almost uncontrollably.


The dark men didn’t respond to Ivel.  They walked forward carefully, crouching, their knives held at the ready.  The weapons were not metal, but seemed to be made of a shiny black stone.


Ivel raised his sword, backing a few steps to place himself in front of his wife and son.  “Show at least a hint of the honor you once knew,” he said with a firm voice.  “Fight me one at a time.” 


The four men attacked at once.  Kathin’s father spun, his cloak whipping in the air.  Suddenly, Kathin felt a surge of power from his father--like a flash of strength, felt but not seen.  The mist pouring in through the windows blew back from Ivel in a sudden motion, as if pushed by a strong wind.


Ivel’s blade swung, and one of the four attacking men fell in a spray of red.  Ivel dodged one of the remaining assassins’ knives, but the two others hit, one striking him in the leg and the other taking him in the side.  Ivel’s white clothing was stained red.


The three remaining assassins slid away from Ivel, watching him warily.  They gathered on the same side of the room, facing him, two blades dripping with his blood.  Ivel turned to face them, his face pained but determined.  Then the assassins raised their hands.  Just as the mist had pushed back from Ivel, it suddenly began to pull toward the dark men, spinning and churning around their bodies.


Ivel’s sword began to shake.  Kathin’s father strained, some unseen battle raging between him and the dark men.  The sword quivered.  Sweat poured down Ivel’s face, his muscles straining, the dark patches of red on his side and leg growing bigger.


It was three against one.  The sword bent slightly, then ripped from Ivel’s hand, flying across the room to snap against the wall.


Ivel stood, breathing deeply.  “You have fallen further than I ever imagined,” he whispered, raising his unarmed hands and forming fists. 


Three dark forms dashed forward, their black knives twinkling.  Unexpectedly, Ivel stepped to the side, kicking the dead assassin’s knife into the air.  Ivel caught the blade in one fist as he spun, his open hand grabbing the striking arm of the first assassin, turning the man around and ramming the knife into his neck.


Even as the assassin fell, Ivel ripped the blade free, throwing a spray of blood against the wall as he slashed at a second man’s face.  The third assassin stabbed Ivel directly in the back.


Ivel cried out in pain, turning and stumbling slightly.  His cloak was ripped, his leg barely working, and he had to contort strangely to the side to remain standing.  The assassin he had slashed in the face was still standing as well, though he had a long gash on his cheek, his mask ripped completely off.  With horror, Kathin realized he recognized the assassin.  He was just a boy--Treski Irak was his name.  Kathin had played at Treski’s feet just months before, watching the Wards of Alondin practice in their courtyard.


The assassins were Wards.  But, Ivel was their leader.  How could they do such a thing?  Kathin pressed close to his mother, her arms pulled tightly around him.  She was crying, he noticed, as she whispered a prayer.


The two remaining assassins backed away from Ivel, their crouched, cat-like forms watching him carefully.  Kathin’s father was wounded, but he remained on his feet.  He wasn’t like regular men.  He had power, power Kathin was just beginning to learn.  Allomancy would keep Ivel alive long after his wounds would have killed another man.


In fact, looking into his father’s eyes, Kathin felt some of his fear depart.  There was pain in those eyes, and concern, but there was something else.  Hope.  Hope, determination, and strength.  His father would not fail.  Ivel had already killed two assassins; he could defeat two more.


Suddenly, Kathin’s mother cried out.  Kathin turned in alarm.  The wooden planks behind them were shaking and quivering.  Then, at once, the nails in the boards disappeared--ripped out the other side by an incredible force.  The boards fell inward, one leaning against his mother’s back, the others falling to the floor with clanks.  Dark Nightmist poured through the open wall.


Kathin turned his eyes out into the darkness, out into the night, where no man dared go.  Stories of demons and mistwraiths surfaced in his mind.  Somehow, the unknown darkness was even more frightening than the assassins.


A figure materialized from the mist.  A man.  He walked forward, his face exposed, his tall body enveloped in a dark cloak.  The mist swirled around him, spinning and gathering around the contours of his body as if caught in an unseen current.


“Vlen,” Kathin’s father whispered.


Vlen stepped over the fallen boards into the room.  Kathin recognized him.  He was a Ward too, one of the older ones. 


“Have you enjoyed killing your students, Ivel?” Vlen asked as he entered, his eyes hard as he regarded the fallen assassins.  The mist curled around Vlen’s body, puffing toward Kathin and blowing against his face.  It was wet and cold, like the Dayfog, only much thicker.


“You have broken our most sacred vow, Vlen,” Ivel said, sorrow in his voice.   


“Those oaths mean nothing anymore, Ivel,” Vlen replied.  “We will no longer serve those who should be our servants.”  Then, producing a glass knife out of his sleeve, Vlen stabbed Kathin’s mother in the neck.


Ivel screamed in denial and rage, jumping forward.  Kathin stood, staring with disbelief as his mother slipped quietly to the floor, horror rising within him.


“Hold him!” Vlen yelled.


Kathin looked up, his mind stunned by what he had seen.  Ivel stumbled on his bad leg as he rushed forward, and the two remaining assassins ran up behind him, grabbing him on either side.  Ivel struggled, but the two men held him firmly. 


Vlen frowned, stepping forward, past Kathin.  “You would have betrayed me, Ivel.  I would ask you to join us, but I believe we are beyond that.”


“Please,” Ivel said, his head bowed.  “Spare my son, Vlen.”


Vlen turned, eyeing Kathin.  “Young Kathin.  He’s one of us, isn’t he Ivel?  Yes, the child inherited his father’s nobility and not his mother’s baseness.” 


“Please,” Ivel whispered again.


Vlen stepped forward, holding Ivel’s head in his hand and raising it to meet his eyes.  “Why do you defend them, Ivel?” Vlen demanded.  “We aren’t like other men.  We are stronger, more powerful.  We should be ruling them, not fraternizing with them.”


Ivel didn’t respond.


“A new world is coming, Ivel,” Vlen promised.  “One where we are in control.”


Again, Ivel was silent.


Vlen sighed, dropping Ivel’s head.  “As you wish, Ivel.  In the name of our. . .friendship, I shall spare your son.  You will, of course, have do something for me in exchange.”


“What?” Ivel hissed.


“Allomancy,” Vlen said, his voice growing hard.  “What is the fourth level?  You always held it back from me, retaining its secrets to yourself.  What is the tenth Prime Metal?  Teach it to me.”


“I will not,” Ivel said, his voice quiet but resolute.


“Not even to save your son?” Vlen said, stepping forward, eyeing Kathin.  Kathin pulled back, stumbling against something soft.  The body of his mother.  He looked down with shock, refusing to believe what was happening.


“No,” Ivel said.  “I will not betray my vows.”


Vlen reached out, placing his hand on Kathin’s shoulder and bending down slightly.  “Somehow, I knew that was what you would say.”  He reached for his belt, sliding forth another knife.


Kathin met his father’s eyes, terror rising inside of him.  There was agony in Ivel’s eyes, but his lips whispered something.  Run.

Kathin paused, tensing, preparing to do as commanded. 


Suddenly, Vlen’s hand pulled away from his belt, letting the knife slide back into its sheath.  Vlen smiled, turning back to Ivel, his hand still on Kathin’s shoulder.  


“You know, Ivel,” Vlen said.  “Killing this boy would be a waste.  He will probably be a powerful Allomancer--son of the greatest Ward to ever live.  I could use him in the world I shall create.”


“No!” Ivel said, struggling against his captives.


“Yes,” Vlen corrected, his voice growing hard.  “I will spare him, Ivel.  But, since he is about to become an orphan, I shall raise him as my own.  Be proud.  Your son will become a powerful man.”


“No!” Ivel yelled again.  “Leave him be, Vlen!  I beg, please.”


Vlen wasn’t paying attention.  A smile had spread across his face as he regarded Kathin.


“The fourth level, Vlen,” Ivel whispered.  “I will teach it to you.  It is not what you think it is--it will do you no good.  A trade, Vlen.  My soul for that of my son.”


Vlen turned, a flash of interest in his eyes.  Then, slowly, he shook his head.  “No, Ivel.  I don’t think so.  I will get the fourth level from another--there are plenty of Tenth-Circle Wards that I haven’t killed yet.  One of them will give it to me.”


“But. . . .” Ivel whispered.


“No, my friend,” Vlen said, turning to Kathin once again.  “I have wondered how to repay you for what you have done to me.  Well, this is my revenge.  The boy will learn the secrets of the Mistborn.”


Suddenly, Ivel stood.  A sudden burst of strength seemed to ripple through his body, and he threw the two assassins off with a cry of rage.  Ivel leapt forward, his hand falling to his boot, from which he removed a glistening knife, its edge coated with some sort of liquid.  He raised the knife high and struck.


Not at Vlen, but at Kathin.


Kathin screamed, turning to the side.  Vlen’s hand came up in surprise, slightly deflecting Ivel’s blow.  Ivel’s blade fell, ripping a long gash in Kathin’s arm.  


Pain flared, and Kathin yelled in agony, feeling the wound burn, blood trailing down his hand.  Ivel stumbled, grabbing Kathin on the side of the head as he fell forward.


“My son. . .” he whispered.


Vlen recovered and slammed his blade into Ivel’s back.  Ivel’s hand slipped away from Kathin, his touch growing limp as he dropped to the floor.


Vlen stood, removing his knife from Ivel’s back.  He looked down with a look of satisfaction, then resheathed his knife beneath his thick cloak.


Kathin stood, shaken, before the bodies of his parents.

“Look up, boy,” a strong voice ordered.


Kathin tore his eyes from the corpses, looking up to meet Vlen’s stare.  The man’s eyes were horribly cold.


“Your father tried to kill you, Kathin,” Vlen informed, kneeling down to look at him.  “Do you realize that?  Twice this night, the man you called father forfeited your life.  He thought I was going to kill you, and didn’t stop me.  Then he tried to murder you himself.  He hated you, Kathin.  He lied to you.”


“My, father. . . .” Kathin said, feeling numb.  “No!.” he hissed.  “My father is a good man.”


“Do you know why I came here tonight, Kathin?” Vlen asked.


Kathin didn’t respond, backing away.  He felt the cool touch of the Nightmist behind him.


“I came to get you, Kathin,” Vlen said quietly, stepping forward.  “I came to take you away from him, from his lies, from his betrayal.  I will teach you what is true, Kathin.  You are Mistborn, just like your father was, though he tried to deny it.  We were meant for greatness.  Beginning this day, we shall cleanse the Valley and take control, as is our right.”


Kathin stood in a stupor.  Vlen’s words didn’t mean anything to him--his mind was still focused on his father.  His father was dead.


Vlen turned eyes down at Ivel’s still corpse.  “Your father claimed to be a good man, but what did he do in the end?” Vlen asked.  “He tried to kill you.  What was he really?  You will learn, Kathin.  You will learn.  Anyone will betray you.  Even your father.”


Kathin looked down, looked down at the blood-stained body of his father.  It couldn’t be.  His father had been a good man--he had been.


“I will not do as you say,” Kathin insisted numbly. 


Vlen smiled, holding out his hand.  “We shall see.”
