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Everyone in the inner circle knew this day would come eventually. King Byung had sent notices
to the remaining Deneb leaders in Csalit and Hertkur a week ago, and they had arrived in the city this 
morning. They were all gathered in Deneb Castle, in the throne room. A table had been put in front of 
the throne, and many chairs positioned to face the king.

The king was sat on the throne. A very solemn expression was worn by the large, bald man; a 
hint of sadness around his eyes and darkening crow's feet. Something was troubling him. 

The old circle arrived. Not all at once, but a slow trickle of over a dozen men dressed in noble 
wear arrived in the palace, some alone and some with their advisers. The king's own advisers sat to the 
left and right of the throne, on lower levels. They talked among themselves when enough had sat down 
at the table. After the seats were filled, the king waited and thought for a few minutes about what he 
was going to say. 

Once he straightened up and firmly planted his wrists on the arms of the throne, the hushed 
conversations at the table quieted until they were all silent, intently waiting for Byung to speak. 

“I'm sure you'd all like to know what you've all been gathered here today for. But first, I'd like 
to thank you all for making the trip in these strange times.” He began. 

“Anything for Deneb.” One of the men at the table said, and tones of agreement and content 
rippled through the room. 

“Thank you, and yes, it is true that we meet here today in light of the kingdom. The good of 
Deneb and its people. I've heard rumors from my own guardsmen about the state of affairs of this 
kingdom. Csalit, I've heard, is suffering from nearly constant raids by bandits in the desert.” 
Representatives from the city silently nodded. “And Hertkur, the once proud city, has fallen upon hard 
times in the wake of a bad harvest.”

“And getting worse.” A Hertkur leader said.
“Yes, and getting worse.” Byung repeated. “So, my friends, it's clear that we are in dire times.” 

More quiet voices of agreement. “I've long talked with my advisers about what I'm about to propose, 
and we feel that in order to preserve Deneb Kingdom, we must leave.” No one interrupted or spoke 
discontent. “Now, friends, I can already feel your thoughts about this idea. We've been here for a long 
time, I know, and if we could properly pool our resources we wouldn't have to resort to something so 
drastic. Inflation has surged in the panic following our past king's death, and it has been irreversible on 
this end. No one here wanted to even think about this plan, but I'm afraid it shall become our reality.”

“What's the basis for this whole decision? Where are we meant to go? There's no where else 
hospitable for two-hundred miles!”

“Yes, we're all well aware of this, and the practicality of caravanning is non-existent.” He 
motioned his hand towards the representatives from Hertkur. “Do our allies down the river have any 
remaining ships?” 

A man bearing the mark of Deneb stood. “Most of the pinnaces from the old power's fleet have 
been lost to the river, destroyed, or taken down to the sea to populate Anodia. But, we do have two 
ships anchored in the river.”

Another man stood to the right of them. “Maintenance hasn't been performed on either of them 
in a while, but if you'd like we can get them serviceable.” The two men briefly exchanged a glace, and 
then sat down.

“Do it.” The king decreed. “We need anything we can get our hands on.”
“Still, sire, where are we going? Where can we go?” 
“A valid question, my friend, and the answer is simple. Since the current is too strong to sail 

north to whence we came, we shall sail south; to Anodia.” This was received by the table with mixed 
opinions. The advisers to the king, having already agreed upon and developed this plan, had been 
quietly talking with each other. “Now listen,” Byung boomed. “Every once in a while, a caravan arrives



Deneb Mythos #3: The Exodus – Jake Thomas Shaw

in Hertkur carrying goods from Anodia. Is this true?” 
A representative replied from the left side of the table, “Yes, sire, that is.” 
“And is it true that those caravans bring with them foods and goods that are seen nowhere 

else?” 
“Yes, sire, that is also true.”
“So you see? The Anodians have found a way to either manufacture or trade for these things. 

They certainly aren't importing and exporting them from the kingdom.” The king reclined in his throne,
bringing a hand to his old, tired eyes in a moment of frustration. “The proposition is thus,” His hand 
slid down his face to view the table, and then fell upon his lap. “We take the remaining ships of the 
kingdom, any armaments we can, and any supplies we can fit, and go to Anodia. The treasury room has
held the old colony's weaponry, and the harbor here contains a single ship. With the resources pooled 
from the kingdom, we can go somewhere else and begin Deneb anew.” 

A moment of silence, as the table took in the brevity of leaving the kingdom. No one but the 
Anodians have established a city near the Kxzzyxin Sea. The woods were a frightening place to be 
alone, especially when Deneb was home to all these men for as long as they had lived.

“If I may,” a man from Csalit stood. “Some very intellectual men in our city have been able to 
bring water to our fountains, and a growing interest in arming the citizens has led many in the city to 
believe that we can stave off our raiders indefinitely, even overcoming the inflation in the process. 
What makes you think that we all have to go on this venture?”

The king didn't have to think long about an answer. “For the good of the kingdom, and the 
safety of our families.” The man sat down. “There is much more for us in the south. I've grown tired of 
this desert, and from here there is no where to expand. No where to go, and no meaning to it. Deneb as 
it is, is dying slowly. The desert will reclaim every city eventually and then the nomads will all be 
dancing on our corpses. Is that what you want for you? Your family?” He dared anyone to stand. “No! 
Of course not!” He pointed to the end of the throne room, which faced south, saying slowly and 
deliberately, “We must sail to the Kxzzyxin Sea.”

Deliberations ended there. It was set. The old circle would bolster their supplies, dust off their 
sabres, and gather for a grand voyage. A week later, caravans arrived from Csalit to Mobiaunous. The 
Deneb loyalists piled onto the last ship in the city with their supplies, families, and dry goods, and 
made for Hertkur. From there, the remaining loyalists embarked from the last two ships in the kingdom,
and made way for Anodia under nightfall, where no citizens would suspect their leaders were fleeing 
them.

The king stayed with the captain in the flagship Agostino, followed by the Valencia and the 
Padama. The trip to Anodia was a day's time, and the three ships convoyed down the river. On the deck 
of the Valencia, two haggard crewmen were talking.

“What do you think this is all about?”
“What?”
“This! What we're doing! Doesn't this whole voyage seem a bit sudden?”
“I shouldn't think so. What is suspect about it? We're visiting Anodia, aren't we?”
“I can't remember the last time any ship sailed in this river, and I'm over fifty years old. Why 

now, you know?”
“I suppose. It doesn't matter much to me, though. I'm just happy I've gotten away from prison. 

We should be thanking these people for the opportunity, is what I think.”
“That's probably why they bailed you out. Because you're soft.”
“Shove off, you prick, it was either this or be exiled. If you had a choice, wouldn't you rather 

sail to an idyllic coastal town instead of slowly go mad in the desert? I'd certainly choose the former. 
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And I did. They gave me a full pardon just to be part of the crew.” 
“That may well be, but like I said, the timing is so strange.”
“Why are you here then, all speculating about it as you are?”
“They took me off the street, they did. Two of them, guardsmen, found me asking for money in 

the market. They asked me if I'd like to go on this trip and I said yes.”
“So you had a choice to make too! Don't get all on my case when you had it better off than me.”
“Fine, fine.”
“And yes, I do think this is all a bit strange, but why would I care when I'm getting a second life

out of this? Look, this is a win-win, and nothing is going to stop me from making the most of it. Better 
late than never to start your life.”

“What do you figure you'll do when you get there?” 
“I haven't thought about it much. You?”
“I always thought that when I got the money, I'd get a cottage someplace in Hertkur. Meet a nice

woman. Have all of my stuff covered in gold. Ha! Like that would've ever happened in a thousand 
eras.”

“That plan might not hold up when we get to the sea. I suppose there's fish there. I could be a 
fisherman.”

“That could very well be. What about you then? What's your plan?” 
“I'm still not sure. I like this whole sailing business. I'll become a captain! With my own ship 

and crew!”
“Now THAT'S an idea.”
“Ha! I got behind it as soon as they pardoned me!”
“You'll need a crew you say? Well consider me your right hand!”
“You're shying from golden trinkets in favor of water?”
“Maybe. I'm not ready to settle yet. I've a few good years left in me before I retire.”
“Then I'll have you on as my first crewman.”
“Brilliant!”
They shake hands, and tended to the rigging at the direction of the quartermaster. They'd be to 

Anodia soon. And when they got there, the two crewmen would have new lives to seek.

The Agostino, the Padama, and the Valencia were docked in the small port of Anodia when dusk
began to fall. An emergency council had been called on the harbor of Anodia. It was a paltry vessel, 
looking damaged and worn. It wouldn't survive even a slightly rough sea, but the Aaugyst's current was
a calm and constant one. Anodia was the end of the line for these ships.

A day's voyage down the river turned into one of dismal affairs. What had the council just done?
They had uprooted a kingdom by their very actions. Anodians wouldn't recognize any of them, Breeg 
willing, and there was still the question of what to do from here. 

The inner circle was sat on the deck of the Agostino, and Byung had the floor. “This is not our 
destination, friends.” Silence among those on the dock as the king spoke. “Count yourselves. We've 
packed to the brim, and we have over a hundred of us present.” This included the inner circle as well as
volunteering loyalists. “Men, women, children. All of you righteous in our mission to uphold our 
purpose here. I stand before you no longer a king, but still the leader of our cause.” He removed his 
crown, solemnly feeling the texture of its etching. “Breeg is our king.” He held up the symbol. “It was 
his unification of Deneb that led us to discover our purpose here. May he remain forever in our hearts 
and minds.” Every one of the loyalists recognized and respected the old king's name. “Let us remember
his spirit and the brotherhood he bestowed upon us. Anodia, we are here!” He looked at the 
surroundings; wonderful brush that no one present had ever seen so thick. The sea stretching far out 
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before them at the mouth of the river. “But, brothers, this is not our final destination! There is more sea 
to travel. No one must know of us at present, but we shall remain for a few days to gather ourselves. 
There is but another expedition to be undertaken.”

The following day, Hiram and Cole were in Anodia, enjoying the sense of freedom they hadn't 
had before. Loyalists had flocked into the city to search for supplies and ships and more members to 
join their valiant cause, as too were they, but they hadn't taken to the mission much. What authority did 
a fleeing king have to them? Would he call guards to arrest them? Surely not! 

So there they were, walking along a small waterfront. A strange-looking man was casting a 
fishing line into the water, fumbling the reel and clumsily drawing the line back. He had live bait with 
him, but casting it into such shallow water wasn't helping. 

“You suppose he thinks there's that big of fish that close?” Hiram elbowed Cole, interrupting 
their conversation. They stopped and watched the man try a number of times to cast, get impatient, and 
then reel the line back in. 

“You there!” Cole called out. The man looked behind him, startled to find the two had been 
there watching him for a moment. When he turned, Cole and Hiram could plainly see he was not a 
local. He looked like someone neither of the two men had ever seen. Not in any of the cities, and not 
from the desert. They ignored this. “You should get a boat!” 

The man looked like he was trying to understand them. “B-b-bowt?” He spoke back. 
Cole looked to Hiram. “He doesn't speak the language, does he?” 
“Doesn't look like it. Try anyways.”
“Boat!” Cole repeated at the man. He pantomimed sitting and rowing with oars. 
The man looked to understand it. “Oh!” He nodded. “Don't have.” He said plainly. 
“Hey Cole,” Hiram said. 
“Yes, Hiram?”
“We should get this man a boat.” They exchanged a look.
Cole looked back at the man. “We get... for you!” 
“Oh!” The man was pleased. “Sank you! Sank you!” 
So Hiram and Cole set off to acquire a rowboat. One bad deed for a good one. Just out of prison

and he was already violating whatever parole he would have had. Cole didn't mind. 

Byung sat below deck with the inner circle in the Agostino. The loyalists had managed to find 
three more ships in tip top condition, full sets of crew, and a bounty of supplies for the journey ahead. 
They had talked to loggers, fishermen, artists, and anyone else in the town willing to part with what 
they had. Some had the spirit to uplift just like the others did. Some of them had the mind for what was 
going on next. 

“What will we do?” A Csalitian asked aloud, breaking the serious silence that plagued this trip 
thus far. 

Byung looked up, having been concentrated on looking at the crown again. “Well,” he began. 
“We're going to start a new kingdom.” He may not have been the king anymore, but everyone was 
listening to him. “My intention is for us to settle someplace on the beach of the sea, like Anodia here. 
There is much to be found, if the stories of foreigners are to be believed, and we will be among the 
first, if not THE first, to stake a claim farther south. We will be more prosperous than we ever could 
have in that fetid desert.” 

Silence. The inner circle had an idea of what they had been getting into, but didn't fully realize 
the scope of what they were doing until this moment. Grandiose speeches, loyalists, the purpose. The 
guns, the supplies, the builders. Until now they didn't know what it all meant. 
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They were going to colonize the Kxzzyxin Sea. A Hertish representative spoke now, “You 
intend for us to become the very things we've evolved from? Pioneers? Simpletons? Peasants working 
in the muck to build some place anew?”

“That, my friends, is exactly what I intend.” Byung said, with the same authority that he always 
had. “I intend for us to construct a new capital, for us to colonize a new place in search of our purpose. 
We are the Augurs of Deneb, and have been since the north settled the Nogyave and we emerged from 
our homes to find there was more out there to discover. From the time the natives met our first 
expeditions outside of our kingdom, and the day Breeg learned that there was a higher calling for all of 
us who believe in its pursuit.” 

“Hear, hear!”, rose another representative. “We do not search for glory, brothers! We search for 
our purpose! There may be no glory in starting anew, yet there is closeness in maintaining our 
brotherhood and continuing the mission in Breeg's will!”

“So if anyone here has questions as to what we're doing here in Anodia, having left all that we 
have known, please, leave our presence immediately”, Byung offered. “I may no longer be king, but 
you are still among the Augurs. And if you don't belong, you will not belong.” 

No one moved. The inner circle had been there since the reign of Breeg. It was doubtful that any
of them would ever question their mission. Their calling. In the capital they had always sought 
knowledge and offered missions into the desert to speak to natives in goodwill missions. They were 
still strangers to this place, and hadn't learned for very long. 

It was settled. No one had moved from their seats, and so it was done. They were going to 
become settlers of the Kxzzyxin Sea, having known nobility for most of their lives. All of them. Byung,
once king, has released his power to continue what Breeg once believed in. 

All would be revealed when they could see it. 

In three days' time, having stayed in Anodia long enough to gather men of all trades, they set off
on seven ships. The Agostino flew proudly the flag of Deneb, and took point in cutting through the 
open waters, followed by the two desert ships, and four newly engineered Anodian ships. There was 
much to see. Scouting parties landed to inspect inland valleys, and came back when nothing notable 
was found. 

Eventually, they found a welcoming beachfront. A massive flat meadow of tall grass surrounded
by woods and hills was on the bank of a peninsula, easy to weigh anchor close to. “Land ho!” was the 
first sign that their week at sea was at an end. Byung emerged from below decks, walking to the bow of
the ship to see an intensely fertile land. 

“Weigh anchor!” He yelled. “No need to send a scouting party!” The crew were visibly 
confused, having landed on multiple beaches over the course of the past week. “This is it. This is where
we land.” And so they did. Rowboats dropped from each ship, sending wave after wave of eager men to
the shore. Immediately, the loggers set to felling nearby trees. It was early morning, and the day was 
ahead of the settlers to start again.

Soon over 400 newcomers were on the land, including the former king and his small inner circle
of former council members. The Augurs were now heavily outnumbered. Nary a person working the 
trees even knew why they were there, they just knew they had a fresh start. 

In the days to come, tents were pitched while cabins were constructed. Cobblers began to make 
new shoes as the constant trepidation wore down the old ones. Farmers began to round up local 
livestock and pen them in rudimentary fences. Fishermen cast off from rowboats just off the beach, 
bringing back plentiful bounties of food for all. 

They constructed neighborhoods, irrigated, founded mills and bakeries, build a proper dock for 
the ships, and eventually built roads. In a number of months, the place looked like it had been there for 
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years, and was only ever more attractive as the ships came and went, trading with Anodia and sparking 
groups of explorers who lusted to found more settlements on the coast. Expeditions were charted. New 
native groups were found in the surrounding forests. In time, trade began with them. 

They prospered, and grew rapidly. With the combined knowledge of Csalit, Hertkur, Anodia, 
and Mobiaunous, the settlers christened and tamed the immediate land, expanding every day with new 
construction projects. A place of learning was built, and all attended as if it were church. 

A year after landing, Byung was elected mayor of the township of Breeg, and following him to 
hold office in the booming seaside city, was his inner circle.


