
Prologue 

In the blackness of the night, in a field on the outskirts of a small town, there was nothing 

but the woods. There was little noise, except that of the creatures of the night. The only 

flickering light came from the little town called Arbor Park, a town known for many legends, but 

none that were believed. 

The quiet stillness was interrupted by the wind blowing through the grassy field. A figure 

approached from the north, looking to the south. His movements came to a stop as someone 

approached from the opposite direction. He strained to see the new arrival. It was the man he was 

expecting.  

As the two men approached each other, both glanced over their shoulders, making sure 

no one had followed them. The gusty wind revealed that both were dressed in dark cloaks, and as 

they reached each other, one removed his hood and glanced once more over his shoulder. 

"Are you sure this is a safe place?"  

"Yes, there aren't any Grey Bloods within a hundred miles," replied the second man.  

"Rumors are swirling that the Sequoia has been discovered. Is it true?" 

"I don't know." 

"Don't lie to me, Lance!" 

"The prophecy is two thousand years old," Lance said. "How could anyone know if it's 

true? We possess no concrete evidence. But the prophecy foretold signs of the beginning of a 

great war, and it's true, many of those signs have come to pass." 

"If the Sequoia has arrived, we must be careful. Terrible things will happen to this world 

if the Sequoia fails," Jacob said. 

"That's what the Order is here for, Jacob. We need to make sure the Sequoia is ready to 



do his duty when the time comes," Lance said. 

"Well, why are you looking for the Nezera? Only the Sequoia can find it. You're wasting 

time." 

"Ah, that's where you might be wrong. We know the Sequoia will be the one to use the 

Nezera. But the translation of the ancient text is unclear. It doesn't precisely say who will find the 

Nezera. It may not mean what we think it does. Perhaps there are others who can find it. But 

prophecy or no prophecy, I'm trying to do everything I can to help this world. We need to find 

the Nezera before the dark forces do so we can buy some time." 

"I don't believe it's in the best interest of the Order or the realms to find the Nezera now. 

You know the prophecy. If the Sequoia possesses it before he is ready, he will become our 

realm's destroyer." 

"I understand your concerns. The child in question has been taken to a safe place. He 

shall live out the rest of his youth as a normal boy until it is time to tell him about the prophecy. 

But let's not put too much faith in prophecies. The public thought doomsday was coming a few 

weeks ago when the year 2000 came, but nothing happened. The Order is a secret group, but we 

may not be able to keep it that way." 

"I don't like this, Lance. We're starting to experience things we haven't seen in a century. 

Creatures from other realms, talk of Dorgans showing up, and just the other day a skirmish took 

place between Order Statesmen and a band of Grey Bloods." 

"Yes, and if the prophecy is true, things may get worse, Jacob. If it's true, the best I can 

do right now is do what I'm trained to do: find the facts. Which is why I need your support when 

I ask the Order to begin a search for the Nezera."  

A red bolt of lightning struck near them, creating a blast that threw the two men through 



the air. They both landed several feet away. As the smoke cleared, the air and the surroundings 

went silent. The man known as Jacob had fallen still. In the silence, he breathed his last breath. 

The only other sounds in the night were a passing train in the distance and noise in the sky from 

a plane flying overhead. 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter One 

A MOUND OF TROUBLE 

On a crisp, cool morning, inside a small college dorm room in Arbor Park, Virginia, two 

freshmen were busy packing food into their backpacks.  

            "Dude, the Mound Project is gonna be so much fun," Adam Taylor said to his best 

friend, Nolan Williams, as he handed him a bag of trail mix to pack. Nolan was his first real 

friend. Adam had always been something of a loner, never showing much interest in school, a 

career, or even dating. He'd spent his childhood bouncing in and out of foster homes after his 

parents died, never lasting more than a few months in any place. He barely even had any 

memories of them. He didn't see the point in working toward the things most other people 

wanted. The last time he'd been in trouble, the judge told him he had a choice: get his life 

together and go to school, or end up doing time in jail. And since he'd been offered a scholarship 

from an unknown donor, he decided to give it a try. This archeological dig in the mountains of 

North Carolina was the first thing that had truly caught Adam's interest in years. He had always 

loved the outdoors and dreamed of being on a never-ending adventure where he could make his 

own destiny. He had a good feeling about this trip. Like it might be the beginning of something 

big. 



            Adam and Nolan had been friends from the day they met in the clubhouse of their 

off-campus apartments. Nolan was the opposite of Adam in some ways. He had dedicated 

himself to his schoolwork and had emerged as a gifted student, especially when it came to 

engineering. Though average in size, he could have played any sport he wished, and had even 

been offered a scholarship, which he turned down. He'd always felt drawn to engineering. He 

believed his ideas could change the world. But unlike Adam, he wasn't looking forward to this 

trip. He was only coming along because Adam had promised to help him with his experiment 

when they returned. Nolan stuffed the food into a cargo bag, mumbling about how this trip 

would be anything but fun.  

The Mound Project would operate under the direction of Professor Lance Washington, a 

history scholar who specialized in early American history. Some of his students joked that he 

was as old as the Constitution itself because of his grayish-white beard, the strange old darkish 

cloak he wore, and his ability to quote historical writings word for word.   

Adam liked Professor Washington, and the thought of an archeological dig was exciting. 

But his true interest was in something else, something that had consumed his attention over the 

past several months. That something was Jessica Jefferson. Jessica was the girl-next-door type. 

She was always friendly, and she had a special spot in her heart for the homeless and those in 

need. Adam was smitten with her.  

"How long are we supposed to be there again?" asked Nolan as he counted out his shirts. 

Adam knew this trip had come at a bad time for Nolan. He was hoping to continue a construction 

project he'd been working on, one that would test a new machine that could locate a rare element 

called astatine in the earth.  

"About a week, according to Professor Washington." 



"Wow, what a way to start off a new school year. Not!" scoffed Nolan. 

"Hey, don't worry. Time flies, we'll be back here before I can say 'here we come.'" 

As the boys left Nolan's apartment with their suitcases, they bumped into Jeff, Nolan's 

neighbor just across the hall. 

"Hello gents. So ya'll off to the wilderness adventures with Professor Weird?" Jeff asked. 

"Ha ha ha. Funny, Jeff!" Adam said as Nolan chuckled a little. 

"Hey man, keep an eye on my place while I'm gone?" Nolan asked. "Got a special piece 

of equipment in the room. It's useless to anyone but me." 

"No problem, bro, if a fool tries to enter my buddy's place, bad things shall come to him," 

Jeff said as he and Nolan bumped fists. 

"Alright dude, we'll be back in a week." Nolan answered as he and Adam took off down 

the stairs. 

* 

Deep in the backwoods of North Carolina, Professor Washington glanced through the 

student roster for the Indian Mound Project. Standing beside him was Sara Tristan, the local 

historian of the lost Indian tribe that had occupied this land hundreds of years ago before they 

abruptly disappeared. She knew the wilderness, and was very skilled in the arts, crafts and 

medicine of the lost tribe. She was a full-blooded Indian herself, and with her long black hair, 

blue jeans, boots and a knife strapped to her side, you could tell she was at home in the woods.  

"Professor, how much do you know about the students who'll be working on this 

project?" asked Sara. 

"I have met all of them. I should tell you, there's something quite interesting about some 

of them." 



"What's that?" asked Sara. 

"If my research is correct, we will have four students who are direct descendants of the 

founding members of the Order. And one of them is the boy the Order believes may be the 

Sequoia," Professor Washington replied.  

Sara looked shocked as she paused, looking up toward the hilltop.  

"Sara, I know what you're thinking. The Sequoia, coming here to help look for the 

Nezera? It sounds crazy." 

Sara turned and looked at Professor Washington, fear in her eyes. "You know about the 

information my grandfather has been receiving, right Professor? It's something that worries me. I 

still remember the stories he told about the Grey Bloods. He called it the days of despair. There's 

been evidence of Grey Blood mescus in several places around the country. They're out there 

waiting to show up." 

"Those are old stories. There is no proof this boy is the Sequoia, and your grandfather 

wasn't even born when those stories about the Grey Bloods were first handed down. There hasn't 

been a sighting of the Grey Bloods for almost twenty years. Only part-Grey Bloods have been 

seen, but their power is diluted. They pose no real threat."  

"They could still be out there, though, couldn't they? My grandfather always believed 

those days would return, and we better be ready." 

"It's possible, yes. All we can do now is keep a record of activity, a watchful eye on the 

boy, and be ready to help those who will defend the world if that time ever comes." 

Sara nodded, but the Professor could tell she was still uneasy. 

* 

Monday morning arrived, bringing fog swirling around the valleys of the Smokey 



Mountains. The students awoke in their small cabins to find their project leaders cooking 

breakfast outdoors. Adam and Nolan stepped outside to claim their meals, enjoying the brisk 

morning air. They looked around at the other students who had arrived the night before.  

"I hope we find Mary and Jessica soon. I can't wait to see Jessica," said Adam.  

Nolan, who had become congested during the night, began to sneeze again and again. "I 

can't believe I'm out here when I could be at home working on my machine," he griped. 

"Oh, is Mister Engineer having a bad day?" laughed Adam. 

"Don't get me started." 

Just then, the brush behind their bench began to crackle, as did the leaves on the ground. 

"Shhh . . ." said Adam. "Something's moving in the bushes."  

Adam approached to investigate. He reached out to move the limbs of the bushes to find 

the source of the noise. Suddenly, a man dropped out of the tree overhead, startling the two 

young men. 

"Who the heck are you?" yelled Nolan. 

The old man had dark leathery skin and wore a beaded buckskin jacket. "My name is 

Dakota," said the Indian man. "You are Adam and Nolan, and have much to learn."  

"What?" Adam asked. 

Just then, a voice in the distance interrupted their new acquaintance. It was Sara, the head 

project leader, coming to fetch them to join the rest of the group on their way to the Mound. 

"I've been looking for you two. I see you've met my grandfather," she said. "The 

Professor is waiting. He has a lot to discuss, and we shouldn't be late. You boys get going up the 

trail." 

Adam and Nolan looked over their shoulders as they walked away, puzzled by their 



encounter with Dakota. Sara watched the boys leave before turning back to Dakota with a small 

but noticeable smile. 

"Grandfather, you shouldn't startle them like that." 

"My little princess, they are strong young men. They have a great deal to learn, and time 

is not on our side."  

"Grandfather, the Professor doesn't want anyone to talk about this, so please keep it quiet 

for now." 

"My child, they have to learn the way of the Order. It is the path to their destiny." 

"We'll talk about this later. I have to catch up with the group." 

Sara kissed her grandfather goodbye and began her trek up the trail. Dakota watched her 

walk out of sight, and then turned toward the mountainside. Taking his walking stick, he tapped 

it three times on the ground, and like the morning fog before him, he vanished.  

As the group assembled in the staging area just outside the mound, Professor Washington 

discussed the work for the day with two of the project leaders, Paul Attucks and Tom Lincoln. 

Both were archeologists who had long worked with the Professor. 

"We'll begin by checking the south side of the Mound for the cave entrance. That's where 

we can start our search for the Nezera," the Professor said.  

Paul and Tom looked uneasy. "What if the descendants of the Order start asking 

questions?" asked Tom. 

"We'll cross that bridge when we get there," the Professor said.  

"The boy--the one who might be Sequoia. He has no clue what happened to his parents," 

Paul said. "No one has told him anything about his destiny."  

"We will try to make sure it stays that way, for now. We can't even be sure that the 



prophecies about the Sequoia are real. And even if they are, we have no proof Adam is the one. 

In the meantime, let's focus on finding what we're here for," the Professor said.  

On the other side of the staging area, the students were chattering loudly, as excited as 

little children waiting to get on a carnival ride. Jessica and her friend Mary Glass were talking 

about something that made their faces light up with smiles. Jessica's grin widened as Adam and 

Nolan approached. She hushed Mary as soon as the boys came within earshot. 

"Hi, guys!" Jessica said. "We were just talking about how excited we are about the 

project." 

"We're going to be making history," Mary said, smiling at Nolan, which seemed to cheer 

him up a little bit. 

"Yeah, it's going to be great," Adam said. He was interrupted by a loud voice yelling for 

them to quiet down. As he looked toward voice, he saw Professor Washington standing on top of 

a large boulder.  

"Welcome everyone! I hope you enjoyed your first night here. We are about to embark 

on a historic exploration of a lost Native American tribe that was once believed to be a myth. But 

with the discovery of this mound behind me, we believe the evidence inside will finally prove 

they were here. You will all make history with the work you are about to begin. So, with that 

said, please break into your teams and assemble with your project leader." 

As the Professor climbed down from the boulder, the students filed toward their project 

leaders, excited about the adventure to come. The students chosen to assist Professor Washington 

were Adam, Nolan, Jessica and Mary. The other team included Roman Acosta and Michelle 

Lanark and several other students Adam didn't know, led by Paul and Tom. 

"Okay, folks," Professor Washington said to the groups. "Our objective today is to work 



the south side of the mound. We'll be looking for a large rock that may be covered with brush 

and ground soil. On this rock, there will be a symbol, which has three circles with lines 

connecting each one. So, let's head out and get to work."  

As Paul, Tom, and Sara led the group out onto the trail, the Professor stood back, 

watching and wondering. He had an uneasy feeling about what lay ahead. His worry was 

doubled by his obligation to keep everyone safe. 

"Your concerns betray you, my friend," a voice stated. 

The Professor turned around to find Dakota standing a few feet away. 

"Hello, my friend," greeted the Professor. "What brings you out here this morning?" 

"I have the same fears that you do. The Sequoia knows not what is happening, nor what is 

to come," explained Dakota. "The darkness is coming, and the Sequoia isn't ready." 

The Professor sighed, yet again facing talk about the prophecy. It was his life's work to 

conduct research based on evidence, not hearsay, and it always felt like something was missing 

from the prophecy. But on the other hand, as a Statesman for the Order, he knew some things 

could not be explained by science and physical evidence. "We must be careful," he said, 

frowning. "The Sequoia's destiny is fragile, according to the prophecy. There's no sense troubling 

our young friend until we have clear evidence that he truly is the one, as you believe." 

"There are Grey Bloods in your group. Though they do not know of their path, it is their 

fate to discover it, and soon. And then the first signs of the prophecy shall come to pass."  

"Can that be?" he asked, thinking of Roman and Michelle. They were the only two whose 

ancestry the Professor didn't know. "We'll stop them. Maybe we can buy some time," said the 

Professor, looking up the trail at the students. 

"Time will not allow for their course to change. You must find the Nezera soon, as that 



will mark the beginning of the Sequoia's final destiny," whispered Dakota. 

As Professor Washington turned back toward Dakota, he found that he'd vanished as fast 

as he'd appeared. The Professor's concerns grew as he turned back and began his trek down the 

hill.  

 


