
PROLOGUE 

Three figures emerged from the old wooden barn. They stood no more than four feet tall 

which, by itself, wouldn’t be anything out of the ordinary. However, their bluish-gray bodies and 

long pointy ears would definitely be cause for alarm. Thankfully, the fading daylight hid their 

features. The barn sat tucked just over a ridge on a small hill, and as the creatures walked toward 

the edge of the hill the first one spoke. 

“We must move quickly, while it is dark,” he said. He reached up and touched one of his 

ears, “This land does not have Grinks and its people would not react well if they were to see us.” 

“But The Warriors will be glad to see us, right Glip?” asked the second, the tallest and 

thinnest of the three. 

“I do not believe so,” replied the first. “They will not know us. They have not been to our 

land before.” 

“But what about the histories?” 

“And the prophecies?” asked the third, a stocky version of the other two. 

“The Warriors they speak of lived long ago. These ones are young - only thirteen years 

old.” 

They reached an area where they could look down the hill toward a small city in the 

distance. The leader, Glip, motioned toward it. “This world is very different from ours,” he said. 

“It is much more advanced. And there are many more people than in Decapolis.” 

The other two Grinks stared down at the city. Glowing lights outlined homes, shops, and 

dozens of other buildings. A small baseball field blazed with light as children played and parents 

cheered. The illuminated steeple of a church’s bell tower shone for blocks. And just beyond the 

church, flickering lights outlined a footpath that wound through a large park. 



But separated from everything else, between them and the city, stood two homes. They 

were at either end of a dirt road that stretched around the hill. The homes weren’t far from the 

city but had obviously been built with the intent of living away from the hub of activity. 

“They are down there,” said the leader, looking at the two houses. “I will get the three.” 

“And we will gather the fourth,” said the shorter creature. 

“Yes, Horis. The portal you need is located at that park.” He pointed to the park on the 

far side of the church. 

Horis nodded, then froze, “That building with the tall spire. It looks like the chapel at 

King Adair’s castle.” 

“Yes. There are many similar things.” He pointed to the barn they had just exited. 

“Whoa,” said Horis. “It’s just like the one in Decapolis.” Horis looked toward the city 

and across to a larger mountain in the distance. His eyes grew wide. “Whoa,” he said again. 

Then the third Grink whispered his own, “Whoa…” Glip and Horis turned to the tallest of 

the three. His head slowly swiveled back and forth, taking in the entire scope of the town. The 

numerous lights captured his attention most of all. 

“There are so many torches. How do they make them burn so bright? And how are some 

of them burning downward? Are they wizards? Do they have the ability to make fire burn in any 

direction?” He looked into the distance and saw a coastline. “Can they make it burn in the water? 

Under the water?!” 

His mouth dropped open. “And what are those?” He pointed toward a line of cars moving 

down a road. “How do they make them move without horses?” 

“Skoog,” said the leader. There was no response as Skoog’s head maintained its constant 

motion, trying to take it all in. “Skoog,” Glip said again as he stepped in front of him, blocking 



his view. Skoog tried to look around him, but then stopped and made eye contact. “There is 

much wonder in this world,” said Glip. Skoog nodded. “And the Warriors will think the same 

when they reach Decapolis.” 

Skoog took a step back, “They will see our world like I see theirs?” 

“In a way, yes.” 

Skoog’s head started bobbing up and down. “Then we must hurry. I want to show them 

everything!” 

Glip smiled. “Go with Horis.” He looked at the bag slung over Horis’ shoulder. “He has 

everything you will need. And remember, you must not be seen by anyone other than the one 

you are retrieving.” 

Skoog nodded. “Of course! You know how good Horis and I are at spying on people and 

staying hidden. We will get The Warrior and meet Fingal at the park, just like you asked.” 

“Good. Now go. I will meet you back at the barn.” 

Horis and Skoog hurried down the hill toward the city. Glip gave them a few minutes 

head start, then turned toward one of the lone homes on the hill. He took a deep breath and 

headed toward it. 


