
CHAPTER 1 

It was late in the evening by the time the High Council reached a decision. 

The Sun had set many hours prior, and the remembrance of food and sleep felt 
distant for all. It had been a grueling four days 

of deliberations, proving to be one of the most difficult decisions the High 
Council had ever made, and for good reason. 

Grondi sat in quiet contemplation while the rest of the High Council said their 
farewells and filed out of the Council Chamber. Grondi decided he was more 
tired than hungry, and more mentally drained than physically fatigued. But now 
was no time for rest. There was still much that needed to be done, and time was 
running out quickly. 

At least a decision had finally been reached. Perhaps there was hope after all, 
even if only a glimmer. They would only get this one chance, so it had to work. 
The cost of failure was too high for it not to succeed. 

Grondi was among the oldest and wisest on the High Council. He knew 
precisely how to wield his vast experience to bring the other members to his 
way of thinking and take action toward stopping the 
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blight that had plagued society for many generations. 
“The blight must end, or we will be dooming ourselves to extinction. The Time 
of Prophecy is upon us. The Signal of the Giver 



may come any day. We must be prepared. We have to act now.” There was no 
rebuttal. Extinction loomed and everyone knew it. “Now is the critical time for 
action before we reach a turning 

point from which we cannot recover. We must act before we are lost to 
history.” 

Grondi’s plan was controversial. It was disdainful for many and downright 
revolting to others. However, despite their dislike, the High Council agreed that 
something must be done to end the blight on society and avert extinction. 
Grondi offered the only solution. It had been done once before—but only once
—and that was a long time ago, during a time of great need and upheaval. 
Those were truly dark days, but the Prophecy could prove worse if something 
did not change quickly. 

As horrific as it sounded, Grondi’s plan was to be put into immediate action. 
The High Council decreed it. All must obey and act accordingly. 

Grondi waited until the rest of the High Council exited the chamber before he 
stood to leave. It felt good to move. He had sat for too long and was stiff. 

Nechek walked up and stood slightly behind and to the right of Grondi. “It will 
work.” 

Grondi turned and found Nechek and Thipen standing behind him. 

“Come, old friends,” Grondi said. “We have plans to make. We must inform 
those who were not present and begin final preparations. I fear strange times 
are ahead.” 


