DENTHARIANS, GALETON’S GLORY AND THE BIRTH OF TWO SONS





Garm Bel Tyranos’ race is very unique.  He is, by rough estimate, a half-human and a half-Denetharian.  His parents were the monarchs of Galeton.  The queen of Galeton, Garm’s mother, was for the most part Denetharian.  At the time of Garm’s birth, he, Sargarus, and the queen may have been the last beings on the planet with Denetharian blood.  This is mostly a legendary race, but it did exist in large numbers during the pinnacle years of Archaelus.  It is told in ancient writings that the union between a human woman, Kaeryth, and the Imperial Advisor Anthemis, blessed by the God of War and Charisma, Antares, formed the beginnings of the race.  Since the descendants passed on the divine blood of Antares, these people harbored great, uncovered talents.  Over time, Denetharians have always seemed to marry or mate with other Denetharians, if not by preference, by the pure chemistry of the people to be drawn toward each other.   However, the race has existed for almost a millennium, and their level of divine blood has gradually faded.  In year 124 of Archaelus, Empress Rochilam saw these people as degenerates… deviates who are too uppity and self-serving to be left alive.  All of the Denetharians who had not tapped into their divine powers were wiped out.  The handful of them that escaped was composed of only pureblooded Denetharians.  These individuals possessed the incredible control over the elements that is known as a power called magic.  A magic skill unique to Denetharians is the soul merge.  This was a technique used by the remaining Denetharians to purify their own bloodlines by soul merging with each other.  (This is also the skill used by Sargarus atop Mount Onrac with Charissa, and during the final battle by Saradin and Tyranos.)  They formed a small union to protect the survival of the race itself.  Rochilam was relentlessly pursuing the new union until she left all but twenty or thirty left on the planet.  During the end of the Galetonian Rebellion, the benevolent Prince Alexander granted them asylum in Galeton.   During the next 400 years, the Denetharians have stayed together, but slowly died off despondent and alone.  Only a few ever accomplished anything concrete in their lifetimes… one of the few including the Queen of Galeton. 


	In year 695 when Galeton was in a state of war with the barbaric inhabitants of the lands beyond the south horizon of Dondoran, also known as the Barak Tor, the kingdom was lead by King Algenon the Seventh.  He was an old man and he bore a fine son well before his death.  He also had granted one of his finest followers, Deneb, a teenage girl, the title of King’s retainer. Algenon VII was a valiant, yet foolish warrior.  He earned the love of the people of Galeton by putting the kingdom before his self-interest and many a time thrusting himself in harm’s way to shield Galeton’s integrity and sanctity from the evils of the world.  The Galetonian army, from year 299 to 695 had martial control over the region called Stormrook, which lies in the western part of what was formerly known as Archaelus Prime.  They had constructed a mighty fortress atop a mountain range and named it Stormrook Fortress.  This fortress was the gateway into the continent of Dondoran, keeping the southern barbarians south where they so belonged.  In 695, Galeton’s war with the Barak Tor hordes was looking very grim, as the Barak Tor had laid siege to Stormrook for months.  There was no way for Galeton to maintain control over their only land on the continent, so the Galetonian Delegates in Archaelus Prime began to pull out and begin the exodus to mainland Galeton.  King Algenon VII met the fleeing Galetonians before they fully embarked on their ships.  He had brought the bulk of Galeton’s mighty fleet carrying a significant land force.  He vowed to protect the continent from the ravenous, degenerate Barak Tor hordes.  Amazingly, the Continental Galetonians followed him on an offensive campaign that would take them straight into the main Barak Tor forces.  Indeed, the Galetonian forces were strong.  They were seasoned veterans who were well supplied and armed by the vast wealth of Galeton.  However, as poor King Algenon VII discovered, they were hopelessly outclassed by the amazing force under the command of the cunning and treacherous General Myrkr of the Barak Tor.  With the aging King Algenon VII at their spearhead, the Galetonian forces pierced through the ranks of the Barak Tor and accumulated an impressive kill ratio against their enemy.  Algenon had scattered and confused the ocean of Barak Tor warriors. He would have made it out of the battlefield and have returned to Stormrook victorious, if it had not been for the tactical genius of Myrkr.  The particulars of his plan are extensive, but in a nutshell, Myrkr had trapped Algenon in a deadly bottleneck.  The King of Galeton and the strongest warriors in the world were annihilated with one brutal stroke.  The victorious general proceeded to seize the defenseless city of Stormrook and rename it Dun Myrkr.  The rest of Archaelus Prime quickly fell to the Barak Tor, and the remnants of the Continental Galetonians fled to their nearby allies, Cyrinos, and sought to construct a “New Stormrook” atop a mountain within the Battlecrest Mountain Range.  Dun Myrkr became the new capitol of the Barak Tor nation, and after only one year of his reign, General Myrkr passed away leaving the now organized and powerful Barak Tor civilization to his warrior son, Baktosh Redclaw.


	The Galetonians were enraged at the loss of their continental forces and their King to what they saw as mere barbarians.  No Dondorian could see the defeat of the Galetonians against any opposing force as feasible.  In reality, it was only the material wealth and navy of Galeton that was truly imposing.  The land forces had very little chance of holding any ground against the full brunt of a continental civilization.  Prince Algenon VIII was now the King of Galeton.  He and Lady Deneb had already fallen deeply in love, so he made her the Queen of Galeton.  He was only sixteen years of age, so the Galetonian Senate left the power of the monarchy to the able eighteen-year old, Queen Deneb, who was almost pure Denetharian.  She had proven herself to be incredibly intelligent and a fine leader.  Most saw the loss of Stormrook as an embarrassment to the glory of the Galetonians.  Deneb saw it to be a landmark event that opened her eyes to the reality of the state of Galeton, piercing the ivory-tower, doctrinizing babble that the conclave had used to lull the population… to feed it reassuring suggestions about Galeton’s eternal, unshakable glory.  Deneb, with the support of Algenon VIII had faced the conclave head on, a stunt that had never even been fathomed.  She was annoyed with the people’s decadence, disillusion, and self-indulgence.  “These are the reasons why Stormrook is now under the banner of the degenerates!” She claimed time and time again.  After Deneb’s action, the Galetonians began realizing that the nations of the continent like Jindark and Taresia were rapidly overtaking Galeton.  “Since the fall of Archaelus, Galeton stood astride the world like a colossus.   Now, Jindark’s military might dwarfs Galeton into a submissive state.  Even Taresia could flatten us the way things stand.”
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King Algenon VIII and Queen Deneb, at first realization…


Their sons, Tyranos and Sargarus, were coming in 9 months


It is such a disheartening thought, knowing these extraordinary monarchs in such a beautiful time would both die at the hands of Rochilam upon the birth of their Denetharian sons… 


	


The next decade saw vast, rapid improvement in Galeton’s interior on all fronts.  The rich contributed to the greater good of the civilization, and the poor were being drawn to thousands of low-class jobs that stimulated the industrial center.  The navy was upgraded and strengthened to unquestionable world dominance.  The Galetonian army was stocked full of new, able recruits and upgraded tremendously.  The strength of Galeton’s population kept political control out of the hands of the Conclave Sorcerers.  Society’s values as a whole were purified… all in the span of a decade.  The true dominance of Galeton was restored.  The Galetonian “Golden Generation” as it was known was the short span of time when Algenon VIII and Deneb were in power. 


	The year 703 and all was going well.  Queen Deneb was expecting very soon, and Algenon VIII grew into an honorable, virtuous young man, very illustrious as a monarch and popular with the denizens all around Dondoran.  The Conclave insisted that Deneb be escorted to the Taresian City of Feloyn, the enchanted birthplace of all benevolent Kings.   It sent a few of its Judicators to accompany the Galetonian Monarchs to Feloyn and help bless the new child with the guidance of the heavens.  On Forsarna, year 703, thousands of Taresian and Galetonian citizens and soldiers congregated at the plaza outside the Divine Nursery for the coming of the most widely anticipated new royalty to date.  Little did any of them know of the terror approaching, as Rochilam was out to defy her fate… out to capture the child of Algenon VIII and Deneb.  Rochilam kept her stealth, blending among the mass of people waiting in anticipation of the new King, advancing further toward the laboring Queen Deneb.  Saradin, who was still loosely affiliated with the Conclave, was one of the judicators escorting the Galetonian monarchs.  He sensed her presence… he couldn’t decipher the source, but he felt the far most tremendous dark force he had ever sensed.  As he felt her drawing ever closer, his intuition led him to alert the soldiers to relocate by any means necessary.  Ghyrenon, the leading judicator, questioned Saradin’s behavior and insisted he not make a scene.  Saradin complied, however only because he had no way of knowing completely what was going on.  Rochilam could feel Saradin’s great life force as well… it was the all too familiar and unwelcome feeling of a full-blooded Denetharian.  She knew Saradin would try to thwart her efforts, so she hid her power, a skill that even Saradin could not master.  The dark force faded in Saradin’s mind, and he convinced himself he was temporarily delusional.  The particulars of Rochilam’s clandestine infiltration into the Divine Nursery are complex, however she acquired the uniform of a Conclave Judicator and walked into the room where Saradin and Ghyrenon were waiting.  After sensing a great power such as Saradin’s she abandoned her original plan: blow up everything.  She caught a glimpse of Saradin, trying to learn as much as she could.  She only knew, after searching deep within Saradin’s soul that he was someone to be taken seriously.  She couldn’t tell if she had the power to kill him if she was to simply destroy the entire Palace.  Fortunately for everyone, she underestimated her own power, as she was far stronger than Saradin at the time.  She waited alongside Ghyrenon and his judicators, for the nurse to notify the beginning of the blessing ritual.  The baby was born, and Rochilam, Ghyrenon, Saradin, and a few others entered.  As Rochilam entered and saw the child… the fabled child who would destroy her, she sensed something very strange in the newborn monarch.  Something motivated Rochilam to steal the baby rather than kill it overtly.  She blasted Saradin and Ghyrenon out of the room, (a blast that would utterly kill a normal human) back several meters.  She killed all of the Judicators, and went after the nurse who was tending to the newborn.  She seized the baby, soon preparing to make her immediate escape.  King Algenon drew his weapon and charged, trembling with shock, but Rochilam simply blasted him and put an end to the life of King Algenon VIII.  Ignoring Deneb and Saradin fearing for the baby’s protection, she blasted an escape route, ultimately setting the Palace ablaze.  She made her blindingly fast exit, leaving thousands of screaming masses and Queen Deneb trapped within a blazing inferno.  Ghyrenon fled for his life, but Saradin ran to the Queen, who was still in labor.  It was only the coming of a twin child that distracted her from going into shock at the death of her husband and so many others.  Saradin tended to her while struggling to hold the raging flames back with his diminishing magic power.  The second child was born, and the Queen gave him his name, Garm… with the title of his father, Bel Tyranos.  Saradin nearly collapsed as his ability to hold back the flames ran dry.  Rochilam’s blast had sapped his energy.  He summoned the will to stand up and accept Garm from the Queen, who insisted he save the baby and himself and leave.  Saradin went through his options; he couldn’t leave the disabled Queen to burn however he didn’t have the ability or the time to evacuate her and the baby.  The recent events have led Saradin to believe that there is something extremely important about this child.  Saradin could not think of a way to save the Queen, who was screaming in insistence that he leave now and protect the child.  After a brief goodbye and thank you from Deneb, Saradin made his exit.  Barely escaping the flames with still unharmed Garm Bel Tyranos, he left Feloyn… his mind still catching up with everything that has happened… thinking of the Queen who is most likely burning up within the flames of the palace.  


	Rochilam had learned of her fate… the child of the monarchs of Galeton would acquire a tremendous power and destroy her at the brink of her victory over humanity.  Antares had let her know the future, only because she had to know the truth... everyone was entitled to the truth… deep down Antares knew good would prevail if truth and justice were maintained.  She had seized the child, unaware of the second child’s birth.  Garm Bel Tyranos, the one in the fable of Rochilam’s destruction, was safe in the care of Saradin.  Had Rochilam not interfered, the twins would live out their lives as monarchs, completely ignorant of her evil and unable to destroy Rochilam, leaving her domination of Humanity easy.  Fate, as it seems, is not without its own sense of irony.  She had affirmed instead of avoided her fate, guaranteeing her death in the future at the hands of Garm Bel Tyranos.  


	 


