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A genetic catastrophe divides the people of planet Isska into three warring factions
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See the end of the book for background information about the characters and the story




​​1. The Refugees

​​​

The Continent, principal landmass of the planet Isska, approx. 15,000 BX
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​​Location: the planet Isska

There were just 437 of them – refugees fleeing from the Destroyers, the genocidal aliens who had annihilated their civilization, devastated dozens of worlds, murdered 130 billion people.

The Hn’Thaah’Hal had guided the refugees every step of the way, rescuing them from the slaughter of their race and leading them to this beautiful new planet, over a thousand lightyears from their home star systems.

Here they would hide and survive and flourish. They would begin a new chapter in the lengthy story of their species.

And maybe one day, in the distant future, their descendants would return to the stars and destroy the Destroyers.

After all, with the Hn’Thaah’Hal, anything was possible ...

​​2. The Speaker

​​About 5,000 years later

The Continent, approx. 10,000 BX
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​​Location: Ang’Kness, Isska

Pra-Zav-Mox wasn’t surprised when he saw the squad of soldiers approaching his house. He had been expecting to see them any day during the last year.

Sitting on a stone bench in his fruit garden, his long dark-green hair stirred by a refreshing breeze, he watched as the ten men steadily climbed the steep hill on which his humble cottage stood. He had built it over thirty years ago as a gesture of defiance against the rising power of King Kwa-Hunn-Yott.

Since then, hundreds of young men and women had visited him here, seeking his wisdom and guidance. Many of them had gone away to spread his teaching among the nations. Some had stayed and built their own dwellings on the hillside, wishing to stay close to their mentor.

Meanwhile, Kwa’s so-called “Over-Kingdom” had expanded inexorably, year by year. He now ruled all the peoples of the Inner Sea with an iron fist, and his power stretched to every corner of the Continent. The nomads of the southern desert paid homage to him. The fierce tribes of the northern forests sent him tribute. Kwa had shackled all the peoples of Ees’skaah in chains of fear and servitude.

And it was expected that one day his eldest son, Sha-Tak-Teff, would rule in his place. Sha was every bit as ruthless as his power-hungry father. 

As if symbolizing this seemingly unstoppable process of imperial expansion, Ang’Kness, Kwa’s capital city, had developed exponentially. When Pra-Zav-Mox had fled to this hilltop refuge all those years ago, the city had been home to about 10,000 souls. Sitting in the broad fertile valley below his house, it had been a distant ugly blot on the landscape. But every year it had grown like a cancer, swollen by farmers displaced from their ancestral lands, slaves captured in Kwa’s endless wars, and merchants hoping to make a fortune in the city’s booming markets.

Today, the city filled the entire plain, and the River Ang that flowed through it stank of the sewage from countless slum dwellings. The outermost fringes of the city were now just a kilometre from Pra’s hill. No one knew the exact size of the city’s population, but it had to be half a million at least.

The soldiers halted a few metres from where Pra sat. They wore dark-blue tunics and trousers, this being Kwa’s royal colour. Each man had a sheathed short-sword on his belt.
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