I apologise to our readers for my lateness. Here is my story
and I hope you readers like it. I invested heart and soul into the
making of it.

Superman #1
'Golden Sun:part-one'
by the firstbornson

The sun rose high above the yellow dune, its golden rays
casting down in brilliance upon the dead lands, and in its majestic
assault it bombarded against the face of a young girl who flinched
and turned her head, grateful momentarily for the tightly bound veil
about her face and the damp clothes beneath her garments. Though the
covering was frail, it was all the protection provided against the
merciless beatings that golden sand gave her feet, and the poundings
of the sun.



The sand was deep here. In some places the ground was
soft enough that if you stepped upon it you sank. A dry suffocating
death only few deserve. And yet life here wasn't that much better
than death. This planet was wasted, submerged in a filth and refuse
unseen in such amounts by terrans. It was a living prison in which
the poverty that surrounded it all was not only sickening but also
enticing. Luring you to come here. Luring you to die. This was
Hamistat.



She had walked a long distance and now she was before a
village. The sounds of bustle and life existed in sparse quantities
here so her ears pricked for the noise, that noise which was the only
relief from the dull hellish fact that was everywhere. The fact that
possibly she would live here and then die here. The noise said many
things, and yet it spoke of change. And change was good when it came
to her.



Now she walked among the other tightly clad people; their
faces were all bound and hidden from her but she knew them by their
manner and how they walked. They went without speaking, rather it was
the animals that bayed and broke the silence, and the smells of baked
goods and spice that were hung within the many stalls from merchants
from afar. She looked about her and her eyes took in these things.
But one thing in particular struck her eye, one single thing that
made her stop as it always did, and she stood there transfixed until
she was drunk with its sight. Loving it. Longing for it.



It was a necklace that hung within a window, its crystal chains
catching light and throwing it in wondrous array everywhere. It
possessed rainbow colors that were not present elsewhere, and a
beauty of the like that she had never seen before. She longed for
that necklace, its beauty, its luster, but most of all she longed for
it because of that star that hung upon it's center, the star within
which was engraved an image. The image of a child.



Whenever she had passed through the village she had gone
to this shop to see that gem. How much of her heart hung upon those
silver chains? What was it that made her long for it so intensely
with a fierce passion daily? Was it for this jewel or was it for what
it symbolized? The star. That child.



The star and child was worth more to her than all riches
and rubies any world could offer her. She knew not why but as she
looked upon it she loved that child, and mind and soul seemed to
quiver always with the thrill of possibilities. That as she looked
upon him he looked back at her, with the same deep adoration in which
she held him her beloved.



She heard a noise.



"Lelwe! "



She turned.



"There you are my angel. Where have you been?"



It was a young man whose bronze skin gleamed in the
sunlight, whose smile was great and whose company was pleasant to
this girl. She smiled but then turned her head from side to side
quickly for the punishment upon this man if he was found speaking
with her would be fierce. There was a great social separation between
free ones and slaves. He saw her anxiety and grinned.



"Do not worry my angel, no one is watching. Besides I
have a gift for you."



He held forth his hand. Three lillies draped over his
fingers and the sight of them made her gasp for there was no water
for them to live. Lillies were precious, the pleasure of wealthy men,
not poor beggars such as herself.



" You… you shouldn't have," she began. "Punishment will
be fierce on both of us if this is discovered. Death of a desert
lillie is a great offense. Even when one dies of natural causes the
rich scourge us out of grief."



" No matter, Lelwe," the young man grinned. "I will not
let you take them now. But I wanted you to know that I thought of you
and how much I love you."



"Nelrith…"



Then a sound was heard behind them. That of hoofs upon
the cobbles, the heralding of imperial people was uttered in the
streets, and Nelrith fled with lillies in hand while the sound of
burlesque soldiers approached.



They were tall and fierce. The least experienced of them
had seen at least a hundred battles and had been showered with praise
within each. Muscles sweated for their clothes were not tightly
bound, their master would not let them for he wanted all nations to
know that those in his domain were of the stature that they did not
fear the sun.



The leader came forward towards Lelwe and his broken nose
sniffed sharply the air before a growl rumbled within his throat, and
reaching out a hand he pulled her to him and whispered sharply
towards her. "Where is he?"



She was frightened but she did not answer. Thoughts of
concern for Nelrith filled her mind and she prayed within her heart
he had escaped. The soldier shook her. "Where is he?"



She whispered shakily,"W-who?" amd he answered,"The
slave."



"I don't know what you're talking about."



He threw her to the ground and spat. "Liar! "



Then someone spoke and his voice was quiet and mellow.
Yet for all its gentleness she trembled for she knew that voice. For
all the brash shoutings of the captain he could not rival the power
in which this man spoke. The silky manner that veiled his intentions
chilled her despite the heat, and she did not turn up her face from
the ground where she had fallen.



"Do not harm the dear girl, Madarith. She's done nothing
wrong."



A hand was extended towards her but she did not take it,
merely turning her face still to the ground and awaiting the
inevitable words of command from the most powerful man to ride
through the nations;whose men had cast down strongholds and placed
their banners through a hundred countries, and who was now intent
upon conquering one thing. And while he felt he was making a
breakthrough he played, later on doubtless he would bark. The man
spoke.



"Come, come my dear. Don't you want to get up?"



She took it, flinching at his touch as he helped her to
her feet, eyes downcast all the while. Though it galled her to accept
his help, better it was to receive his aid than his wrath. The man
was smiling all the while as he motioned to her, but when she finally
looked up and into the face of the mighty Kallah yenVadah that look
he gave her told what his words did not, and her blood chilled at the
sight of him.



"Lelwe."



The hand she had within his grasp shook slightly.
Trembling. He saw this and he smiled as he reached forward and
grinning wider than before saying, "How are you my desert dove? Tired
doubtlessly, and hungry? Would you care to join me in sustenance
within my tent?"



She could not answer. She dared not say something that
would draw upon her his wrath. That iron grip which now held her
wrist in such a friendly fashion could so easily crush it. Those eyes
that seemed to speak louder than his words could so easily spark in a
flame of anger if she said but one thing amiss. Yet she must say
something. That she knew. He expected a reply.



"M…m'lord …"



Her tongue seemed to fasten to the roof of her mouth and
she could say no more. She was a coward not to say what she longed
to, not to withdraw her hand from his and to run off as fast as her
legs could carry her. She knew that and loathed herself for it, but
still allowed him to take her off to his quarters, a luxurious tent
where the smells of spice hung heavily, and where the interior was
heavily burdened with wealth – the wealth that was accumulated by
robbing and taxing the people blind.



A cauldron bubbled with a rich scent, hinting of luxuries
she had never tasted, things that had been denied her due to social
rank. Yet Kallah, smiling all the while, dished forth a ladle of the
broth that simmered there and handed it to her saying, "Eat," and she
knew rather it was a command than a request.



She sat back but then leapt up again, nearly spilling the
soup as she turned behind her and saw the immense beast, a large cat
with corded muscle rippling beneath its silver fur, and large tusks
that draped over its jaws. A deep sound resounded within its throat
and she resisted the urge to scream, but then Kallah spoke
saying, "No, no my friend she is not an enemy. She is a guest," so
the beast rested and growled no more. Even so the creature still
viewed Lelwe with a deep animosity that reminded her it had not
forgiven being sat upon.



"You will have to excuse Belgirim," said Kallah, "He is a
very pampered beast and is deemed sacred by the priests. Were he
lacking a better mood he would have shredded your flesh with the
claws that are concealed within his paws. He can crush rock with a
blow and has shredded metal with his teeth in the past. I know see
this for I have seen when the beast has done it. He is a powerful
creature to be feared and is mighty above nigh all others …" he
patted the beast here and it rumbled playfully, "Except his master."



She said nothing to this blatant boast butmerely ate, noticing that
he ate nothing. Those aquiline eyes watching her all the while she
sat there. They were probing into her it seemed, and it made her feel
a cold despite the heat.



"Is the farm still well or have ill happenings befallen you of late?"



"It is well," she whispered softly, "They are all well."



Kallah yenVadah reached forward for a moment and his hand
moved dangerously close to her cheek. She immediately reared back,
and had he seen her face he would have seen the look of horror that
she gave him. As it was he laughed repulsively and said, "Do not
fret, my meek damsel. No woman wears their veil that are mine."



"Yet I am not yours to take," she responded, "They that
belong to you have no choice."



His eyes darkened and she realized she had angered him.
The sound of teeth grinding echoed within the tents' recesses and his
fists clenched. He moved forward to her and seized her arms, then
pulling her to him he said, "You are a very comely girl, Lelwe. I can
tell that by your eyes. You must take off your veil,"



"My lord," she uttered, yet the words came out slowly.
She was frightened. "Please… the hour is late and my uncle will be
seeking my return."



"Damned be your uncle!" The mighty Kallah roared. "Who is
he compared ot the great Kallah yenVadah? Nothing! Nothing I say!
Nothing! Have you not seen the way I have looked for you these past
months. How I have sent you presents and gave sheckles to your uncle
so that he may pay his debts when I could so easily crush him! I
could snap your neck with a flick of the wrist like I have so many
but I prefer to be civil. I have been so good to you yet you will not
lift your veil!"



"Please my lord…" Lelwe begged. "It is so. You have been
kind. But to so quickly give what must only be given to one for a
lifetime is foolish. Let me think."



He threw her against the cat who reared up and snarled,
yet she did not shrink back this time but instead covered her face to
block off the blows she knew would come. Yet they didn't. He merely
stood there looking at her intently, and angrily, and for a moment
she thought he would kill her.



Finally he spoke, "Get out."



She looked up. "My lord?"



"Don't call me my lord, simply get out. Get out!"



` She ran out and past slaves who paused in their duties
and looked to see her go, frightened and feeling shamed, resisting
those tears that rose upon her lids and the anger against this man
who had treated her so shamefully. She wanted to kill him but she
drove that violent thought from her mind. It was not in her nature to
be this way. All she could do now was run. Run where she might be
safe. Home.



The sun that had beaten so intensely hours before now
dulled over the sandy slopes as she dashed across familiar paths,
feeling the heat that still remained within the sands scald her feet
as she took in the sight of that beloved place and ran for it. She
was longing just to be with her uncle, to be safe in his arms from
whatever hells the desert lord might bring her way, and to never ever
go back into that accursed town.



She heard her name.



"Lelwe!"



A figure ran down the sand slopes towards her, a staff
within his hand as he came to her and with a worried look in his
eyes. She went to her brother with arms open to embrace him, but
instead he pushed her down and covered her mouth so she could not
protest, whispering, "Say nothing!" fiercely.



A beat sounded and then another. Fire's shadows were sent
across the darkening sky, a thousand torches gleamed brightly as they
approached and with it came the beating of a hellish drum. The urge
to scream rose within her lungs yet she did not do so, Lelwe knew
this sound well for each time it resounded it did not fail to give
her fear.



Priests clad in the murky colored garb that is their
fashion came forward, dragging prisoners chained tightly together,
prisoners that struggled and cried out as they were lashed by the
guards at their sides, and slipped and slid constantly upon their own
blood. The sight of this made Lelwe flinch, and Sciam her brother
growled in anger as his fingers itched to throttle these wicked
beings who treated their prisoners so shamefully.



They were the Kemin-Diod. A group of people that followed
the religion of worshipping Morgris the god of carnage. This was an
entity who was said to have come down to this planet Hamistat at the
beginning, and to have devoured many before burrowing into the hull
of this place, demanding continually to be given the lives of its
followers, else all would pay. The priests performed the sacrifices,
generally enemies of the countries and common criminals were the
unlucky ones to be dropped within a pit nearby. A pit that was
continually gorged with wretched humans which were never seen again.



This pit was near their location place, spreading wide
before them with jagged peaks that jutted out from the ground and
filled with the stifling smell of death. Before this maw the morbid
procession paused and waited while their leader, a priest whose
facial features were drawn and grim, spoke. The words that he said
were dark and hideous, cursed words from a language Lelwe did not
understand. It was a ritual of death that he gave and throughout it
the prisoners wept and cried out. In pity Lelwe felt pressed to do
the same but Sciam stopped her.



"Curb these emotions, Lelwe," he whispered fiercely. "We
are too deep within the clutches of danger to show pity for these
wretches. If you cry now they may hear us and we should then join
him. Rather be strong and wait for a time when we shall extract
vengeance upon them and pray that it comes soon!"



She took comfort in his presence but still could not
continue to watch. She turned her face and flinched as she heard the
screams of the prisoners as they were cast into the pit and the
fearful humming of the priests as they swayed slowly from side to
side, merely waiting for whatever thing it was that would end the
people. A shuffling sound was heard and then a snarl, and her brother
himself nearly cried out at the spectacle and clutched hard upon his
spear.



How often had she heard this? How frequently within the
shadows of the night had she seen this procession pass by her window
with the darkened hymns beings uttered by these `holy' men who were
stoic to the pleadings of their captives? Often. Though it was
accepted as a part of life upon Hamistat still she hated it. Though
the blood-god was a myth, what creatures lay within the recesses of
the holes, simply abiding their time before they sprang forward to
rip asunder these the unfortunate?



Sciam placed a hand upon her shoulder and she laid her
head upon it, eyes still shut all the while. There was comfort in
that grip, and strength. Not many lived who would protect her from
what foul things ravaged this place, but this one who would was her
brother and she loved him. If he was ever taken by these foul priests
to be sacrificed to Morgris she would die.



"From the belly comes forth birth and also life," said
the high priest, and in the darkness he seemed more terrible than
ever before, " And to the belly these sinners have returned. To rot
and be broken so that they may give strength to our glorious and
mighty god!"



She wept.



She could not help it but a strangled cry passed from her
lips, and all who heard it looked up and towards her. Startled at the
fact that they were seen. Her place was seen but she was not. For
Sciam had pushed her down immediately into the sandbanks, and his
hand was pressed so tightly upon her mouth that she could scarcely
breath.



"Foolish girl!" he whispered, "Are you trying to kill us
both?"



"So there are others present to view us," the priest
spoke. "Other eyes not meant to view the passing of sinners into the
maw of our god and who have now been tainted by what they have seen.
To look upon the Feast of Morgris is to call upon yourselves a curse!
Come down so that we may purge you of it!"



"Oh my foolish sister," Sciam whispered," What have
you done now?"



He pushed her hard and she rolled down the sandbanks,
on the side opposite those servants of a dark religion. Rolling
uncontrollably, fingers trying pitifully to stop this reckless
tumble, she at last grabbed a firm peice of matter upon the sand bank
and came to a halt, then looked up to where she saw Sciam holding his
spear. In the moonlight he seemed like a little boy afraid of
whatever creatures lay beneath his bed, and he was prepared doubtless
for a desperate stand to keep these priests from his unwise sister.



"EEAAAGGGGHH!!!"



He fell over backwards, blood rushing from his mouth as
he struck the groud, an arrow lodged deep within his back. A cry of
horror rushed to Lelwe's mouth and she rushed forward but Sciam
motioned her away feebily, and she obeyed while sobs rang in her
throat.



Her uncle. She must get her uncle and receive his aid. He
would know what to do. She turned and ran for him, running as fast as
her legs could take her.'Let him be home,' her heart prayed. 'Let it
be that he can handle the matter!'



The moon's color was yellow as it leered down upon the
landscapes, like a grinning mask of death whose smile crackled and
hinted of darker things still to come. Night animals cries sounded in
the distance as she ran but she ignored them, running with every
muscle in her body moving as never before. She would save her brother
if it meant leaping into the pit of Morgris to drag him to safety,
and confronting all the horrors that lay there. She would do it even
if... if...she must die.



She stopped. Paused. Stunned.



An orange glow silloueted the farm of her family, its
color spreading across the feilds and consuming them as it went wild
and untamed, and she paused amazed at this and unable to grasp what
was happening. She was too stunned by what had occured. Oh god no...



She screamed and went forward. Dark figures were
moving quickly across the sands, moving and knocking each other
around. One was her uncle, the others were many warriors of the
dynasty, servants of that one man whom she had seen that day, people
who did not fear the sun. She saw that one was Madarith, and that he
had seized her darling uncle Zten by the throat before hurling him to
the ground. Before he could arise again nets were flung over him
weighted by stones, and on each strand of fiber that bound the nets
together was placed a vicious hook. They cut into Zten's flesh and
peirced him, and he screamed loud enough to the wake the dead.



"Uncle!"



She ran towards him but Madarith flung her away,
laughing hideously as he bound still tighter the net's clutches upon
her last relation (besides Sciam) and Lelwe, leapt up only to be
struck down again by an unseen fist. She lay there and blood trickled
down the side of her head, a hand was extended to her and she looked
up, and what she saw was what she feared. Lelwe shut her eyes, she
was no child still that she should continually be plagued by
nightmares and fear them, but when she opened them again she saw that
the nightmare of childhood was very real before her and he was
grinning.



"Hello my dear, we meet again. And once more I have my
hand extended towards you to help you to your feet will you not take
it?"



That smile had not changed from before when Kallah yen
Vadah had helped her earlier. The lord of the sands and of a hundred
nations would not let her be. She took his grasp and he threw her to
the ground, laughing cruelly as he said. "Lelwe."



She did not answer.



In anger the warlord struck her and she fell, her
head stiking a rock and reeling in a thousand jolts of pain. Oh if
she but had the strength to crush him in that moment she would have,
but she was powerless. Merely a woman, a young girl, and in the eyes
of the laws of Hamistat that was less than nothing.



He reached forth his hand and grasped her by the
throat, lifting her off the ground and to a position so that her feet
just were out of reach of the sands now cooled by the sun's passing.
He pulled her forward to him and he whispered calmly, ominously, and
viciously, "You asked for time when we last talked,Lelwe. Time to
think and ponder my proposal. I give you a week."



He flung her away like one would throw a grape, his
strength was tremendous. He smiled all the while he did this and
turned away, and his robes billowed behind him as his men hooted and
laughed. She reached out a hand feebly, eyes red from the irritation
of the sand that had fallen into her eyes.



"My lord... please... spare my uncle."



"Your uncle is to be a guest of mine," Kallah grinned
devilishly, "An incentive for you to think harder. Harder than ever
before of an answer. If the answer that is given me to this day's
question is suitable to my liking I will return him to you. If not...
he will then pay the brunt of my displeasure as will your brother."



Her eyes widened when he said this and she held a hand
to her mouth. "Sciam...what do you know of my brother? What will you
do to him?"



He turned and said,"What ever I want. For am I not
divinely appointed by Morgris to crush all in my way? Do not the
priests answer to me and surrender to me all who may be worthy to
satiate Morgris's appetite in the pit so that in wrath Morgris does
not dash this world to rubble and destroy all there is? Now I must
go. Come boys, and take the old man with you."



She tried to stand but could not, her head still
reeled from Kallah's blows earlier. In agony she cried out, "My lord,
please!"



"In a week's time I return and await my answer." Was all
that was said. "Be brilliant in response else I'll raze this place to
the ground. Remember...only a week."



With that all leapt upon their beasts, equuian creatures
that neighed and pummeled at the dust before running off, dragging
the nets with her beloved uncle in them. She screamed for mercy but
none was given, only the echoes which came back to haunt her with
replaying her screams of despair.



All was gone. The farm was burned and only a husk lay
there, the walls blackened by the blaze and the wooden foundations
cracked and quivered. It could not survive the desert winds that
raged there now. It could not provide haven against the claws of wild
beasts, or shelter them from the priests that came nearby often. Now
what? Would Sciam and Uncle Zten die? Was life so cruel?



Memories passed with the smoke of all that was her own.
Happy memories that became embers as that homestead buckled from the
heat, and she ran off down the slopes with tears in her eyes, sobbing
as if she felt her heart would burst and break. Oh how the pain
racked her body!



When at last she fell to the ground and her knees sunk
deep into the sands she seized a rock. Its edge was blunt but for a
single point. It was rough to the touch but that point was razor
sharp. There were many rocks like this in the area and only one swift
movement was needed to slash her gullet with it. It looked so
promising....





A star glistened in the night.



She looked up at it and all the despair and pain
that filled her now for a moment faded. Then woe swelled within the
girl and she opened her mouth and howled in grief, thoughts turning
to that child. Her star-child who doubtless slumbered upon the center
of that chain back at the merchant shop in the adjacent village. What
pair of eyes would look upon that child now? Who would go to the shop
and speak to the crystal chain, confide to that child as she had so
continually. Who?



The star. It was closer now.




She had heard by neighbours (few as they were) that
the stars were angels who granted wishes. Beings that hung in place
over the world of Hamistat and judged all. Beings possessing the
righteousness and grace this planet did not, and whose power and
strength were immeasurable. They would always grant a wish. But only
once a night. And to the eyes of the of one who saw it first....



"My star!" She cried. "Oh my star. Let it be my eyes
that have seen you, and my cry that you hear and answer. I am but a
poor girl, Lelwe, who is wronged. All that I have called dear has
been taken from me, and I need vengeance. A protector. Send one to
me! Give me what has the strength to take back what has wronged my
family!"



Then her mind thought of the others. It was not enough
for her that only her family be saved. What of the world? Her planet
that had been pressed and persecuted since before her uncle's birth.
What of that? What of them? What of her people.





"Save us!!!" She screamed. "Save us all from the fist of
Kallan yen Vadah and from Morgris. Save us!!!"



The star was falling... it was moving now and soon it
would be gone. Lost among the heavens forever and she would never
know if her eyes were the first to see it. Never. Or would she?



She was wrong.



It was not gone. The star was moving, and not to another
destination in the night's sky, instead it moved towards her at a
rate that thought would have deemed impossible. Flying at speeds that
whipped away at matter and at the atmosphere like something she had
only imagined, and as it came it enveloped in flame that thundered.
For a moment the whole night sky was illumined by its glory, and then
she realized something that awed her and then frightened her.



It was coming to her.



She turned and ran as it came hurtling out of the sky,
burning and thundering as it plowed into the dust and sent huge
plumes of ground high into the air, sending cracks across the
landscape and by the sheer waves of its power seizing Lelwe and
hurling her into a dune. She felt sand as it struck her and filled
her mouth and lay there motionless as fires raged up for a moment and
died out, and then felt a throbbing in her ear that soon left her and
looked up from the uncanny silence.



Calm.



She looked up and went forward coughing, and saw the crater
had enveloped a large radius. It was several fathoms deep and within
it was a single object that was wrapped in smoke. What was it? Her
eyes were pressed to see.



A man.



A man that had fallen from the sky and whose shape and body
seemed like that of the angels. His garb was in tatters but it was
blue. The shreds of what seemed to be a manner of cape still clung
about his neck with the color of blood within them. His hands were
dark, possibly burnt from entering the atmosphere, but though they
were now inanimate seemed to thinly veil a power that could steam
like a cauldron and then explode. There were rips upon the lower
torso's clothes, and yet the fabric was fine, she could tell for she
was a seamstress.



On his chest was something she could not yet see for the
smoke was still too feirce for her to veiw him closely, but could she
see she would have seen that symbol that has rung throughout the
galaxy for truth and justice. A sign that has made warlords bow and
has shattered evil nations. A sign incrested that marked the end of a
once mighty world but sang of the hope for tomorrow. A red outline
upon which was encrested within was an S.



His face was both handsome and noble and seemed to
possess a light within the darkness of her life. She went and put her
hand forth to touch it, but the heat it still possessed drove her
away. Dark and wavy, a curl hung down the forehead. She knew that
curl. It hung upon the child in the necklace at that village shop.
And in that moment Lelwe knew what he was that lay there, who he was
who her eyes were so blessed to see.



He was greatness. Power. Majesty. Strength. He had
come from the night's sky and he was her star child.


