
PROLOGUE

Dawn of End 
3594 A.D.

 At first, nothing happened. The pinprick of light simply twinkled gently in the 
dark, vaguely shimmering on the large monitor. It was a moment before a small flare 
became visible, quickly followed by a rapidly expanding but almost imperceptible 
sphere of light. Finally, two hair-thin beams flashed briefly from diametrically opposite 
points of the distant star.

“There,” a woman said, with but a hint of tremor in her voice. “You’ll see it better 
in the gamma range.”

Instantly, the monitor switched to the specified spectrum in response to her 
comment, the image changing to a version of itself that resembled an impressionist’s 
interpretation of the night sky. Emanating from the now brightly glowing sun were 
waves of luminous colors ranging from pink to dark indigo. The scene repeated itself, 
but this time the expending sphere of light was blinding, washing out the monitor in 
incandescent white. The image had barely toned back down and become visible again 
when the beams manifested as brilliant shafts of red that bisected the frame. Then 
the monitor switched back to the normal visible spectrum – a shimmering white dot 
on a blanket of black.

The lights in the auditorium were slowly brought back to life, gently flooding the 
room in a soft blue glow. The woman got up first, wiping her hands on the sides of her 
tunic, leaving hand-shaped sweat stains that disappeared almost instantly. She turned 
nervously around to look at her companion, who was still sitting, leaning back casually 
in his chair.

“The gamma ray burst from that one will destroy Persea’s biosphere within the 
year,” she explained.

“They’ll all be in stasis long before that,” the man reassured calmly, inspecting his 
impeccably trimmed beard with the back of his hand.

“But that will leave only us, Gareth.”
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The man shrugged dismissively before pulling himself laboriously to his feet. He 
brushed the wrinkles out of his pants, frowning at the damage that prolonged sitting 
had done to their pressed folds.

“We’ll be fine. The closest star that could generate that kind of gamma burst 
could erupt tomorrow and we wouldn’t feel the effects for another five years.” His 
tone was both reassuring and condescending at the same time. “Most of us have 
already moved to the Dormitory. By this time next year, we’ll all be safely tucked 
away.”

“Being taken care of by robots,” she complained.

“I resent that,” interjected a third and last audience member.

The creature unfolded from its own chair. Its thin, elegant limbs deployed from 
its slender shining body. Minuscule servos whirled almost unperceivably, animating 
the synthetic being. It turned its gleaming head, a semitransparent polished dome 
hiding an array of sensory equipment, to face its human counterparts.

“It will be our honor and privilege to be your caretakers and stewards of this 
galaxy until it is properly healed,” the creature explained.

“My apologies, Marduk. That came out wrong,” the woman explained. “This... 
hiatus is keeping you and your kind from your destiny.”

“Our destiny can wait, Adelaïde, and this hiatus as you call it will not be so bad,” 
the robot said. “Tending the Dormitories can be handled by nonsentient automatons, 
and rebuilding biospheres will be an engrossing project for many of our more creative-
minded people.”

“Nothing is stopping you from moving ahead with your own societies, Marduk,” 
added Gareth. “It’s probably better that the Dormitories be left alone anyway. Go 
forth. Build. Create. Make us proud.”

Gareth broke into a warm smile – a rare sign of emotional expression. His 
fondness for the synthetic children of humanity was clearly etched on his features at 
this moment. Marduk bowed politely before standing to his full height, nearing three 
meters tall.

“Many thanks. We have plans already in motion. I think you’ll be impressed by 
what you find when we next meet.”

Both humans bowed their head politely. They watched as the strange creature of 
alloy and metal strode purposefully toward the door, bending down slightly to exit the 
auditorium. With its sensor array hidden under its smooth dome, it was impossible to 
tell if the robot had looked back to its biological companions.

“I don’t trust them,” Adelaïde finally confessed after she was certain the artificial 
creature could not hear her.

“The Capeks?” asked Gareth with barely hidden disbelief. “They’re completely 
loyal and don’t have an evil bone in their bodies.”

“They don’t have bones at all.”
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“Don’t split hairs, Adelaïde. We could not be in better hands than theirs.” There 
was admiration in his voice as he defended the mechanical creatures. “Without 
Ascension, we could never even hope to reach the purity they embody.”

“You put them on a pedestal. They’re no longer the faithful dogs our ancestors 
made them to be. They’ve grown. They’ve evolved. I’m... I’m as proud as you are! I 
am, but this destiny you speak of, they speak of, there’s a hunger for it that doesn’t 
leave room for us.”

“Given time, we won’t need room anymore. Ascension will take care of that.” 
Gareth had a gleam in his eye of almost childlike excitement as he talked. “The 
universe creates God. After that, the Capeks can inherit the galaxy and work toward 
their own goals. Ours will be fulfilled.”

Adelaïde looked back toward the monitor that dominated the front of the 
auditorium. Reacting to her unspoken intentions, the screen blinked to life and 
displayed the white dot over the black sky again. As she stared, the image zoomed 
out, displaying an ever-growing number of stars. A red circle appeared over the 
original pinprick of light and soon another, then a third, and so forth. After a moment, 
the entire Milky Way galaxy was on screen, sprinkled with dozens of red, pulsing 
circles.

“Fifty-one high-intensity gamma ray bursts, all within the last five decades, 
all targeting our inhabitable worlds,” Adelaïde explained. “Our homes have been 
systematically obliterated, Gareth. Who’s doing this to us?”

“It’s not the Capeks if that’s what you’re implying.”

“Who else is there?” Adelaïde couldn’t keep her fear and frustration hidden 
anymore. “We are putting ourselves at the mercy of the only possible suspects, 
and no one is talking about it. Everyone pretends this is a natural phenomenon – a 
coincidence!”

“Adelaïde. All you have to go on is opportunity, ignoring motive and, more 
importantly, the means. The Capeks, for all their wonders, are no more advanced than 
we are. They don’t have the technology to orchestrate astronomical events of that 
scale. No one does. As for motives – Capeks are our children! They owe as much, if 
not more, to us as we do to them.”

“We’re blindly stepping onto the gallows. Even if the chance is remote that they 
mean us harm, shouldn’t we do something to protect ourselves? Just in case?”

For the first time, Gareth seemed to be taking her comments seriously, listening 
and motioning for her to go on.

“Marduk and others like him don’t worry me, but there are hundreds of Capeks, 
each with its own unique and complex personality. What if even a single one of them 
developed resentment toward us? It wouldn’t take much to get rid of humanity if that 
is the case.”

Gareth sighed and smiled, making it clear that while he was humoring her, he did 
not share her worries. Shaking his head slowly, he looked at Adelaïde with gentle but 
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condescending eyes.

“Fine. Let’s assume the impossible. What do you have in mind?”

Adelaïde turned back to the monitor, willing it to life once more. A handful of 
blue dots manifested themselves on the galactic map displayed, each with a name 
inscribed next to it.

“This current generation of Capeks is coming to an end,” she began with 
confidence, pointing at the blue dots in succession. “These are the sites where the 
Gaia generation Capeks are being assembled. Each is built from a composite mind that 
I know and trust. Individuals of impeccable character. Beyond reproach.”

“The very reason they were chosen for the task, yes.”

“Exactly. If Marduk suggests that our caretakers can be automated, then so be 
it. We don’t have to tell their entire race where the Dormitory worlds are located. We 
can bury that information so deep in the Gaias’ personality construct that, until we 
are ready, the entire Capek race can evolve without knowing where we sleep.

“When the day comes, when the Gaias feel the time is right, they can supervise 
our awakening.”

Gareth paced contemplatively at the front of the auditorium, scratching his 
beard pensively. Adelaïde knew he was looking for cracks in her plan and flaws in her 
thinking. He hated that his precious Capeks, the pinnacle of human ingenuity, might 
not be perfect – that somehow they could be sufficiently flawed to pose a threat.

“Fine,” he finally admitted. “How do you propose to handle the programming of 
all the Gaias? It would take a lifetime to visit each site. You wouldn’t make it to the 
Dormitory in time.”

The woman looked him right in the eyes. Human eyes had changed so much in 
the past hundreds of years. While they allowed modern humans to see so much more 
of the world, they also allowed so much more to be seen. Looking into eyes had truly 
become a window to the soul.

“Do you really feel that strongly about this?” he asked after a moment, knowing 
her decision – knowing her intended sacrifice.

“Yes.”
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