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Harun, The Half Goblin Hero: A
Beginning

 


 


Harun was the youngest son of the hidden
priest to the undead. Half goblin and conceived through the vilest
act of sacrificial rape he had been outcast and vilified his entire
life. His purpose was to exist on the fringes of their society,
serving as the literal scapegoat for the city of the undead's sins.
They would curse him and cast spells supposedly transferring their
bad luck back to Harun, whose existence was believed to have caused
the misfortune in the first place.

For this reason he was allowed to live and
shunned, forbidden to learn to read or be taught any crafts he
lived alone in a large rock cave suffering their abuse for years.
He grew from a small frightened halfling boy into a large and
muscled halfling man in that cave. Despite his years of abuse and
deprivation Harun thrived alone and was a kind soul whose favorite
pastime was nurturing wounded animals back to health and releasing
them.

One afternoon in his
18th year while wrapping a
pigeon's broken wing in his cave Harun was startled by a noise
behind him. Turning, he saw a large man with a red beard and
flowing, braided red hair. He gave him a second look because the
man was close to his size, such a large human was rare. The large
man put his hands up with palms facing Harun.

“Easy Harun,” The man said in a strange
accent unknown to the half goblin.

“Who are you? Just another villager
come to throw dung at the monster?” Harun answered as the man sat
on a rock letting out a heavy sigh.

“Nah, I'm a blacksmith just passing
through this village of Ordstrom. A hideous little place, though I
had to come see the living sin of the village,” he said
sarcastically with a chuckle.

Harun stood straight and faced him with arms
out,

“Here I am,” he said with a mocking
bow. “Now what do you want, I'm in no mood to be a scapegoat
today.”

“Good because I'm here to show you
something,” the red bearded man answered pulling an enormous gold
and silver ax from behind his back. Instead of being startled Harun
was intrigued and took a step forward towards the man.

“I know this weapon,” he said
instinctively, his finger tracing the metal.

“Yes, and it knows you.” The man
replied firmly.

Just before grabbing the weapon Harun stopped
his hands and looked up,

“What is happening here?” he asked the
strange red man.

“Why I am Griflim of course, and have
come to show you the skills you have forgotten.”

“Forgotten?” Harun asked.

“Yes, you have lived many times on this planet, in this tiny
place,” the red bearded Griflim responded waving his
arms.

“I don't understand,” Harun replied
again.

“You have been told you were conceived
through rape, and while this is true it was done using sacrificial
magic not understood by the ignorant humans performing the
ceremony. They sought to create an abomination, a soldier of
unstoppable strength and evil, but they do not know the truth of
the undead God. You may look like the goblins humans profess to
hate and war with continually, but inside you is the God of the
undead. Take the ax and remember.”

Harun did not think, he reached out grabbing
the ax. Immediately its weight became apparent to him, as he looked
down upon it gleaming. There was a twinkle, a light, then a spark
within his mind. Before he could look up and say the name of
Griflim he was transformed, reborn as a being with the wisdom of a
hundred lifetimes. Changed in a moment, no long transformative
process, simply a rebirth of knowledge.

“I know everything,” Harun said in a
new voice,confident, wise, and ancient.

“Of course you do Harun it's good to
see YOU again,” Griflim said.

“You as well my friend, it has been a
long time, too long.” Harun said placing his large and gnarled
purple hand on the dusty shoulder of Griflim. Looking at his hands
he spoke, “So half goblin, half human this life around huh?” Harun
nodded solemnly.

“It's a small wonder they hate me and
consider me the cause of their sin, but I think it's time they
found a new whipping boy.”

Griflim smiled and knelt before Harun,

“Lord of time, I once again pledge
myself to you and present your sphere.”

Griflim held his hands up letting a small
glowing green sphere hover out above them as it was released. The
sphere proceeded to float into the hilt of the ax Harun was holding
and attached itself into a hole that it fit perfectly. When this
happened Harun was covered in an armor of green whose color was
otherworldly. Griflim was also armored in the same green color,
behind him were now several dozen large red bearded men resembling
Griflim in the same armor. They knelt in unison showing respect,
Harun knew who they were and what was to be done, he spoke to
them.

“Brothers there is a sickness in this
new world, this new life I have just been reminded of is corrupted.
Once again I have come to this planet to remove this sickness. We
all know I speak of Duke Shanar, from his castle in the clouds he
spreads evil through the world. He is the reason the peoples minds
were capable of evil enough to abuse me all those years. He alone
is the cause of murder, jealousy, anger, hate and the myriad of
evil inside the human heart on this world. Just as I return he does
the same, without fail. It is unfortunate that he learned of
himself before me and had time to poison so many, that will change
again as all things do in this reality. This world deserves years
of peace, after decades of war. I now know of the atrocities that
have been taking place across these lands far from this cave and I
am going to stop them... yet again.”

In unison the green armored warriors rose,
turned, and began marching from the cave. They each carried a
similar ax to that of Harun but not as intricate nor as large and
without the glowing green sphere. Harun took up a position in the
middle of the formation as they left the cave and began marching
towards the town of Ordstrom. Harun was conflicted about his
origins, how could anyone think the rape of a human woman by a
feral and wild goblin would create anything useful? He was sure the
last thing on any of their minds was the fact that through their
sacrificial ceremony they might actually get the attention of a
God. Thankfully for him they did, the right one or Harun would be a
mindless killing machine serving the whims of those who had abused
him for years. Now instead of a half goblin tyrant and murderer
which is what they and Duke Shanar wanted, they would have to face
Harun the hero.


“The Duke will remember me when I see
him, I was kept blind for years. Now thanks to beloved Griflim I am
myself,” Harun muttered under his breath on the march into the
town.

The company of massive armor clad men entered
the town marching in perfect formation. The stunned townspeople
came out from every corner and home to look as they marched towards
the town square. The square was the largest space in Ordstrom, used
for festivals and important announcements. The company marched
together and halted instantly with Harun in the middle. They all
parted on a single word from Harun forming a half moon behind him
protecting him from the gathering crowd as he faced the rest in the
front, his ax resting comfortably on his back.

He noticed that due to his change in
appearance and arriving with all these armor clad red bearded men
the townspeople didn't recognize him as the object of their scorn.
A lesser, more vengeful man may have taken what he wanted from them
down to their very lives. Harun was wise though, through the ages
he became so, understanding they are not under their own control.
The Duke Shanar is an immortal being having evil magic for the
world that is irresistible to man.

The townspeople bowed in Harun's presence
almost as if they were born to do it, Harun told them all to stand
and began speaking,

“You do not recognize me and perhaps
that is for the best.” A man stepped forward and prostrated himself
before Harun could continue, crying loudly.

“I recognize you Lord Harun, please
forgive me, please, please, I do not know why I did what I did to
you. The traditions, they say...” the man continued
sobbing.

“Let me kill him,” Griflim growled in
Harun's ear as he chuckled.

Harun raised his ax and spoke one phrase,

“No longer here Shanar.” With this
phrase the sphere lit brightly and pulsated five times, on the
fifth time every towns person passed out and fell onto the ground
still as corpses.

“You killed them all?” Griflim asked of
Harun quite seriously.

“No Griflim, I freed them all,” he
replied as the townspeople began to stir and stand up one by
one.

As they began to come around they gravitated
towards Harun each begging his forgiveness and thanking him in
their own way. For the first time in hundreds of years the need to
hate your neighbor, steal, lie, abuse and kill was gone, their
minds were free. The curse of the evil Duke Shanar had been lifted
from their town. They all felt elated, Harun spoke once more.

“This is the first of many towns to be
freed of evil, this world has lived in a state of war for too long.
The Duke Shanar has existed for far too long as well and has been
allowed to spread evil here unopposed, I will end him one town at a
time.” This led to a jubilant cheer from the grateful townspeople.
“I will leave a station of troops in each town to protect against
the Duke Shanar and his undead minions.” Harun was a mighty sight
to behold, frightful if not for his just and wise
demeanor.

The Duke had the nasty capability of raising
skeletons and arming them for his purposes. He had used this on
more than one occasion to teach a rebellious town a lesson about
revolting against his rule. Just the sight of an army of skeletons
coming towards you was enough for most places to beg forgiveness
and give up without a fight, the ones that didn't Duke Shanar made
an example of with their lives.

They were easily defeated in small numbers,
the problem was the Duke could summon a seemingly infinite number
of them. Harun knew his men were the best and there were many of
them, but too few to stand up to the hordes of Duke Shanar in any
meaningful way. The Duke had hundreds of years to prepare for
Harun's awakening and skeletons were only a small part of the
horrors within his armies of the undead. This was going to take
drastic measures, Harun only hoped it could be done. He would go to
the goblin king Kamerlain and ask for assistance, though he had
never done such a thing in any previous lifetime. Harun wondered
why now should such a thing be necessary? There was no other way he
could see, as he stood there in thought he called Griflim over and
told him of his idea, after a somber moment of staring at the
ground stroking his beard in disbelief Griflim replied,

“Sounds like a damned fine idea to me
sir and you know your green soldiers are with you until death, but
what about the humans? The regular men, will they work with their
mortal enemy?”

“I doubt it, but if we can secure the
entire goblin army we won't require their assistance. Once they see
our goal though they will assist, it is the






































cover.jpg
Hatun, The Half Goblin
Hero: A Beginning






