PROLOGUE 

Seeing the sun rise over miles and miles of calm, endless ocean from the deck of a ship is quite overwhelming. Knowing that a better life will soon rear itself from the vastness of the sea is even more exciting. So thought Thomas, a doctor, as he gazed through the sunlight back towards the life he once lived and the only home he ever knew from the stern of the Sepra. He turned away and started towards the bow and his new life. The Nyzan Empire was part of his past now. 
Thomas Idyll and his wife Sarah were never very fond of politics. Coincidently, the Empire was saturated with its evil. So, when they learned that the Empire was sending colonists to the east – and that there was a desperate need for doctors – they jumped at the chance. To raise their ten-month-old son in a place with no oppressive emperor and no wealthy nobles who think they have power – the Idylls were intoxicated with the very thought of it. 

As Thomas made his way towards the bow, Sarah came up to him, cradling little Morren, who was at that time a large bundle of blankets. 

“Dearest, you should not have brought him up here, he’ll catch cold,” Thomas said as he gently embraced his wife. 

“I think he’s already got one; I wanted you to take a look at him.” Sarah’s sweet voice was drenched in worry. She led her husband down below. They were instantly confronted with noises of hundreds of conversations of the other passengers. “He started coughing this morning and I think he’s got fever.” She unbundled him and handed him to Thomas. 

“I think you are right,” he said as he gently put his hand on Morren’s forehead. He was very feverish. “This is very serious.” He was silent for a moment. In his silence he noticed something that had escaped him when they had first entered. The sounds coming from the other passengers was laden with coughing. He gazed into Sarah’s eyes. She had noticed it too. Their gaze was broken by Anrai Evans, a fellow doctor. There was an intense worry in his eyes that almost rivaled Sarah’s, but unlike Sarah’s there was an absence of hope. 

“Good morning, Doctor Evans.” Sarah was the first to break the silence. Her voice betrayed her fallacy. She knew it was not a good morning. 

“I’m afraid it is not good at all, Mrs. Idyll. Is your son well, I hope?” There was a pause as Thomas and Sarah looked at each other. Morren coughed.  

“No, he’s not. He’s got a horrible cough and he’s feverish. Will he be alright?” Tears began to form in her eyes. 

“I really don’t know.” He couldn’t bear to tell her the truth. Sarah’s tears began to stream down her face as she cuddled her son. She began to whimper, and then she let out a stifled choking sound, as one does when they are trying to muffle a cough. She moved her son away from her face and brought her hand to her mouth. She could not conceal it this time. She coughed. Thomas took their son from her arm. He began to cough too. Sarah was now coughing so violently that she almost fell down, only to be caught by Dr. Evans. 

“I think we should take them to sick bay.” He said at almost a shout, so that Dr. Evans could hear him over Sarah’s coughing and Morren’s wailing. 

“I am sorry, but it is full.” Dr. Evans was still supporting Sarah, though her coughing fit was ending. 

“Full?” Thomas now realized why there had been no hope in Dr. Evans’ eyes. 

“I will help you escort them to your chamber; then we must join the other doctors in the dining hall. This is severe.”

  “So what your saying, Dr. Evans, is that this disease is highly contagious and there is no cure?” said the captain as he looked from doctor to doctor. The dining hall was filled with fifteen solemn faces, one belonged to the captain and the others to the fourteen doctors.  
