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Dejipudakni

“This world has been dirtied by our greedy capitalistic traditions: it must be cleansed.”

–Vrelata keba’Ressult (translated)

The empire of Techiputak is the current manifestation of the ancient nation Dejipudakni.  Dejipudakni was a republic on the planet that its inhabitants, almost identical to their most direct modern descendants, the Clatians, called Novbolosik.  The Republic of Dejipudakni saw the longest period of peace in Novbolosik’s history, including an industrial revolution, an information age, and the dawning of the space age—all parallels of our own, although all achieved during times of peace.  As the republic aged and its borders grew larger, its bureaucracy became an incredibly inefficient institution.

About 7000 years ago, a young radical named Vrelata keba’Ressult, who went by the pseudonym Tatala, founded an organization that he named the Afitafu—“the clean.”  Within twenty years of its inception Tatala, through his political genius and charisma, had managed to overthrow the existing government and establish himself as the absolute dictator of Dejipudakni.

Tatala immediately went ahead with his plans of fixing all of the things which the previous government had let go wrong—instating, for instance, plans to help curb the global warming which had already claimed much of the coastlands and decimated Dejipudakni’s farmland, and pouring resources into researching more effective forms of power generation.

Over the following fifteen years, fusion power became more practical and many plants were quickly established.  Research into fundamental physics progressed rapidly, and a unified theory of physical laws seemed to be on the horizon.

In the fifteenth year of his reign, a team which had been experimenting with a massive particle accelerator, trying to gain insight into what we know of as neutrinos, made a startling discovery: they, without any knowledge of how it had happened, isolated what seemed to be a stable atom of the 115th element.

The scientific community was rocked to its core.  Yes, just a single atom, but it defied logic that it could happen.  Previous tests had confirmed that any particle with 115 protons in its core would be incredibly radioactive, absolutely unstable, yet here was one that, for some unknown reason, stayed.  Scientists all around the nation were called upon—in secret—to theorize how this phenomenon might have occurred.  In the meantime, the particle accelerator was kept fully staffed, trying to ensure that that precious particle was not lost.

All of this was hidden from the public eye, and Tatala’s popularity among the Afitafu declined rapidly, as he was increasingly seen as old and unable to act.  In his twenty-first year as dictator, at the age of sixty-three, Tatala was assassinated by Askinawaru Terktla, who took the reigns of the government.

Terktla’s first major act was a massive increase in the size of the military.  From barely half a million enlisted it grew to fourteen million within six years, and military research was accelerated massively.  Many new fighters, including a fusion-powered spacecraft, were developed in this time.

Scientists had also developed a number of theories as to the possible nature of the particle.  One scientist in particular—Lar Manatinin—noticed certain bizarre properties exhibited by it, such as what seemed to be a decreased attraction to gravity and a mass significantly higher relative to its charge than would be expected, even for a particle as incredible as the one that had been isolated.  Manatinin’s theory to explain all of the particle’s attributes, although ridiculed by many scientific minds, had one incredible feature: it seemed to predict the possibility of creating more similar atoms, using the one that they already had.  If his procedure were wrong, however, it would destroy the particle—not a risk that officials were willing to take.

Manatinin, ever the rash mind, built up a small militia of about a dozen guerillas, raided the accelerator, and forced the staff to perform the experiment he had proposed.  Four of the personnel were killed before the rest finally gave in.  As his soldiers fended off official Dejipudakni forces, Manatinin prepared.  The station held its breath...

Exactly one hundred fifteen atoms of hydrogen were fired into the accelerator over the course of a twenty-minute period; thousands of kilowatts of electricity went into generating the microwaves that bombarded the mysterious atom.

Twenty-minutes and no shortage of heart-stopping suspense later, tests were run, and the results were confirmed: there were two particles of Element-115 in the accelerator.

Techiputak

“The cleansing is upon us.”

–Askinawaru Terktla (translated)

Even as Manatinin’s experiment was being conducted, the world went to war.  Terktla ordered that Dejipudakni’s army march against Vrinti, to the north.  Within a matter of days, Vrinti fell.  Koso’unt, to the east, mobilized its army and sent diplomats to the Union of Brynka (Brynka Tosaln), an island nation, to Cheraki, to Getora, Yovsichi, and to Paturi’ika, the only great world power besides Dejipudakni.  Terktla’s forces immediately turned against Koso’unt and Cheraki, both of whom shared his continent.  Yovsichi and Getora, on the continent across the narrow Okotala channel, declared war against Dejipudakni and began to build up their navies and air forces.

The Union of Brynka signed a treaty with Terktla only two months into the war, declaring themselves as allies.  Brynka controlled only the Isle of Piksta and was in dire need of more territory and the raw materials that would come with.  Brynka’s naval forces were critical to Terktla’s strategy.

Paturi’ika was well aware that Dejipudakni didn’t have the power to fight off as many nations as it was attacking—and Paturi’ika was right.  Dejipudakni had no chance at victory.  Well, it shouldn’t have.

Almost two years into the war, with Terktla’s forces on the decline, Manatinin announced to top war planners that he had developed a way to make use of Element-115 in the war effort.  He had discovered that under certain conditions it could produce power very, very quickly: more power, in fact, than it took to create it.  In other words, it was ideal for weaponry.  If Terktla’s armies could stand for long enough, they would soon have the ultimate weaponry on their side.

The first weapon Manatinin’s engineers managed to produce was a high-powered laser gun for tanks – equipped, naturally, with self-destruct mechanisms.  As the war progressed, many smaller and stronger weapons of all types were produced: rail-guns, explosives, lasers, and plasma throwers.

Paturi’ika was drawn into the war once it was nearly a decade old.  As Paturi’ikan troops met with those from Dejipudakni, the tides began to turn.  Paturi’ika had managed to obtain some of the precious Element-115, and was developing its own weaponry – including fighters powered by some strange principle they had discovered.  Despite their technological discoveries, the war looked grim for Dejipudakni.

Over the next decades, the nations clashed.  Great strides in all fields were made – Element-115 had allowed the first space combat, and Paturi’ikan scientists were experimenting with a technology that might, they believed, allow access to some sort of hyperspace “tunnels.”  All manners of weapons had been developed and employed, and tanks were now being built with alloys designed by Manatinin’s laboratory for working with E115.

Terktla had also established a massive effort to completely unlock the secrets of the genome: he wanted, as the name Afitafu implied, to cleanse the race.  He had a vision of a world with two and exactly two races: one would be the thinkers, the other the workers.  As the war progressed, he became increasingly confident of his ability to modify the genetic codes successfully.  By the dawn of the second decade of war, a massive genetic engineering project commenced.

At the same time, scientists from Brynka had discovered what in 7000 years we would call psionics.  They didn’t know the importance of it just yet, but they would soon discover what it could do.  Dejipudakni received access to that knowledge a few years after Brynka declared it useless, and one particularly ingenious scientist of Cheraki origin, Insarsa Dvadi, discovered what might be possible with the knowledge.  He suggested some genetic changes that he believed could allow for natural exploitation of what he recognized as a potent weapon.  He also realized that, using specially designed “psionic circuitry,” an individual could be taught everything they ever needed to know in little under a month.

Terktla ordered that “Setu Afitafio” begin: the process of cleansing.  The two races were created over the following decade.  A new language was also designed to allow for the fact that most of the sounds that could previously be made could no longer occur in the new species, due to the changes required for natural psionic amplification.  The nation was now to be called Techiputak; the world, Cathechati.

At the end of those ten long years, the first wave of Kota’Afitafu and Chi’Tthosa marched into combat, under a new flag: the twin torches of Techiputak.  Paturi’ika began to fall back.

Terktla died the following year, presumably of the suicide he advised for all of his ‘imperfect’ followers, although the cause of his death is not actually known.

Paturi’ika

“We will not allow the scourge of fascism to engulf this world.  We will fight the Afitafu until the last drop of our blood has soaked the plains of Zeritalis.”

– General Talain (translated)

Hemmed in on every side, Paturi’ika knew it was on its way to defeat.  There was little it could do—her soldiers inevitably fled in panic or turned against their friends whenever the new gray-skinned soldiers engaged them in combat.  The only hope for the nation and its people would be a massive exodus, and that is exactly what they planned.

Paturi’ikan scientists had discovered properties of E115 that might, in theory, allow for some sort of large-scale warping: they had observed that, under certain conditions, the element could jump suddenly over short distances.  They had also noticed that for any given location and velocity relative to Novbolosik there was but one location to which the particles would jump, with the resulting heading and velocity different from what it had been to begin.  They also noticed that if a particle jumped from the location at which another had ended a jump it would appear where the other had jumped from—that is, the warps were two-sided.  After significant research and extension of the concepts involved, they theorized that there might be some sort of ‘jump tunnels’ that these particles move through and that probes could be built to travel through them.

The entire economy of Paturi’ika was soon being applied to research and production of these probes, to the construction of massive craft in which to flee, the formation of E115 for fuel, and into the war effort, to buy time.  There were, of course, those Paturi’ikans who held those who wished to flee as cowardly, and thought the only honorable thing to do was fight on.  The scientists affiliated with those groups continued to do weapons research, especially into psionics and robotics.  Completely automated troops would, they believed, stand a chance against the Afitafu hordes.

At some point in the E115 production push, a particle accelerator was incorrectly configured and produced what seemed to be E114—the importance of that discovery, however, would not be realized for millennia to come.  At the time, the element was simply put in storage and the accelerator reconfigured.

Over the next year thousands of probes were launched, flown at random, and forty managed to return with reports on successful jumps.  None, however, found anything but red giants completely devoid of planets.  That jumps could even work, though, was an incredible relief.

Near the end of the second year of searching, when resources were drying up, a probe finally returned with something worthwhile: it had found, it seemed, an inhabitable world.  Techiputak had almost crushed Paturi’ika completely, and the military scrambled to get civilians away first.  The exodus had begun.

Over the next month a fleet of ten massive pod-ships were launched for hundreds of missions, each carrying myriads (tens of thousands) of surviving Paturi’ikan citizens and soldiers each trip.  Several battalions of brave troops stayed behind to destroy everything of Paturi’ikan civilization and science that they could; to raze all of the resources Techiputak could otherwise have stolen.  The last surviving troops entered into a guerilla war with Techiputak, attacking as quickly as possible and withdrawing before they could be caught and controlled by the psionic troops.  Those last thousands were a thorn in Techiputak’s side for many years to come.

Clatia

“We are living on a new world now.  We are not Paturi’ikans and this is not Novbolosik.  This is Clatia – we are Clatians.  We must live as Clatians or die.”

–Unknown (translated)

Uprooting and moving an entire civilization is never an easy task, as Earth’s troubled history shows.  Moving to an entirely new planet is many orders of magnitude tougher than anything we have ever known.

The Paturi’ikan refugees were confronted with an entirely alien world.  They knew nothing about any of the plants or animals they found there.  They had no cities, electricity, water, or sewage systems.  Most of the Paturi’ikan population had been much too soft to survive on their new world, which they named Clatia, and only the strongest and smartest survived the first few years.  Of the thirty millions by whom the journey had been made, less than a hundred thousand survived the first decade.  Without crops, countless poor souls starved; without sanitation, disease swept through the ranks.  War erupted for control of the limited fertile land in the river basins and barbarity ran wild.

Clatia truly was an alien world.  For every way it was like Novbolosik it was different in a dozen others.  Most of its solid surface was covered in forests, swamps, and jungles with no deserts and little grassland.

The people of Clatia wanted to forget everything they could about the war that had taken the lives of almost an entire generation.  They didn’t want to remember the horrors of Techiputak, nor did they care to be reminded that they had turned and fled.  They didn’t want to remember, so they forgot.  The lords and kings who were rising to power were declaring the transmission of the stories of the war illegal.  All writing related to the war or to the technology of the war was destroyed; anyone who talked of Novbolosik and those to whom they spoke were butchered ruthlessly.  Although they wanted to forget, they also wanted to remember: stories of a faraway land called Masenta were told to the new generation to explain the origin of the people of Clatia.  The stories of Masenta and of its heroes were all directly speaking of Novbolosik and of its history, but the true names and the true stories were well forgotten by the people before a millennium had passed.

Library

“We can only pray that the horrors of the war will never be forgotten – we must fight that the names of those who gave their lives should never be lost to time.  We can never – must never – allow what they died to destroy prevail.”

–Vzrandhi Glasin (translated)

Had it not been for a small band of scribes led by Vzrandhi Glasin the scientific knowledge of Paturi’ika would have been lost forever.  Vzrandhi had been professor of history at the greatest university on Novbolosik and had no intention of sitting idly by as fools destroyed the scientific knowledge of millennial.  Her followers – mostly students and fellow faculty members – built a massive library in the crater of an inactive volcano, with farms, villages, and fortresses on the external slopes.  The rim of the crater was fortified with the best of the heavy weaponry that had been recovered from the podships and many of the best available soldiers were hired to man them and to train an army to defend the library.

They were attacked time and again by foolish kings for many reasons.  First, the kings attacked because they wanted everything the library knew to be lost.  As time passed, the people of Clatia forgot scientific truths and they returned to superstitious ways, falsely accused the Librarians of sorcery and declared war.  After the complete destruction of every wave of soldiers that was sent, the Library was left alone.  After over a thousand years of peace, foolish kings again arose and decided that they needed the secrets of the Library for themselves.  Again, the Library was attacked and again it crushed its assailants.

Throughout their history, the Librarians usually treated the knowledge they guarded as complete, unable to be improved upon – absolutely perfect.  Several times, though, Chief Librarians came to power who believed in the furthering of science and who lead research into the secrets of nature.  Under their guidance, the nature and use of E114 came to be more perfectly understood.

In the five thousand years that Clatia remained an isolated world the Glasin Library never fell.

Ositayhach

“The people of Patu’u’i’ika disappeared mysteriously – we know they fled, somewhere, somehow.  They knew something we don’t, and I intend to learn what it was.”

–Ositayhach (translated)

After the psionic education program was implemented in Techiputak, scientific progress came to a standstill.  It is evident that Insarsa Dvadi, now remembered as Insa’usa Tfati, failed to realize that his methods would completely constrict the creative mind.  By implanting information into the brain rather than allowing natural learning, the empire was destroying the ability to apply that information to new situations.  The falsified nature of the information also served to restrict progress: the official history, for instance, was that Techiputak had always been an empire, always controlling the entire world, always alone and unchallenged.

Every once in a while something would break in one of those psionically educated brains and a freethinking mind would be formed.  Usually these were rebellious or unable to perform at all and would be destroyed.  Occasionally a brilliant thinker like Ositayhach would appear and turn the intellectual world upside down.

Ositayhach was a Chi’Tthosa stationed in an E115 production plant in what had once been Paturi’ika.  Somehow his true self destroyed the defenses constructed by the psionic education and took control over his body.  He was wise enough to continue on with his prescribed life for some time as he took stock of his situation – wise enough not to get himself terminated.  As he looked at the world around him, he realized that what he’d always believed to be true – what had been implanted in him – was false.  It never occurred to him to rebel or fight the empire, but he did want to contribute what he could.  He researched into the past, learned lost languages, and discovered what had really happened in that great world war.

His studies into linguistics showed him a time when his people could use sounds then lost to them – a time when psionics were not the main form of communication.  He found a time, in fact, when Techiputak was not the only empire – a time when Techiputak did not even exist.  He learned of the republic of “Patu’u’i’ika,” as he translated the word, and how its people had fled.  He realized that their flight from “Nofpo’yosik” had to have been made possible by some knowledge the empire did not have.  He decided that he would find out what it was.

Ositayhach began secretly conducting experiments into the nature of E115.  His results and his theories progressed along lines identical to those Paturi’ika had discovered a millennium earlier: he immediately noted the conditions under which E115 could be caused to jump, and the laws it followed when it did so.  After barely a year of covert research, he unveiled plans for a probe that he was certain could find “jump paths.”  After a decade of efforts, he was able to convince the lumbering bureaucracy to create a fleet and to begin to explore.

Ositayhach’s contributions to the empire did not end with his rediscovery of hyperjumps.  He was able to learn more about the nature of psionics and thus improve the psionic techniques used by imperial troops.  He developed a new navigation system for the empire’s craft that made use of more advanced psionic circuitry and was able to create new forms of psionic entertainment.

It was Ositayhach who finally began to realize the underlying nature of the one hundred fifteenth element ... 

Ethereal Forces

“There is some intangible force in action here – a force which I have reason to believe is responsible for everything that the Element can do.”

–Ositayhach (translated)

As the probes Techiputak launched began to find viable hyperlinks, Ositayhach began to wonder what determined where the tunnels lead.  Most of the successful jump trajectories ended near massive stars, but several ended in empty space.  He rightly concluded that there must be something special about the empty space to which those jumps lead – but what, he wondered, could it be?  He received his answer in a way he never would have asked for.

A planet with native life had been discovered – inhabited by giant insectoid lifeforms with weak psionic abilities – and the army was mobilizing to take it.  A massive fleet was organized and, one by one, warped to the system.  The systems had been misconfigured and the problem was not fixed until half of the fleet had been lost to a random jump.  They had been lucky, though – incredibly lucky.  The error had resulted in a valid leap trajectory, albeit to an empty target.

The fleet had been lucky, truly, but their luck would not last.  As they scrambled to figure out where they were thousands of ships suddenly – and without warning – imploded.  The E115 fuel was ripped from the drives and sent hurtling along at very, very high speeds.  The wonderment of the survivors only increased as they saw that the particles, glowing with heat, seemed to be forming a semisphere, hurtling through space.

Upon receiving the news, Ositayhach immediately set out on his own to visit the disaster site.  Without even considering the risks to his own person, he coated the landing gear of his craft with as much E115 as he could obtain and warped.  He saw the disaster site and set a course for the now darkened surface of the Element.  Carefully, he slowed down until he was nearly stationary relative to the surface that the particles outlined – and landed on nothing at all. 

His research showed that E115 could be produced more quickly in plants nearer to whatever it was that was causing those particles to stay suspended.  Soon, plants were built throughout that system and in others similar to it, importing hydrogen and other materials and exporting the precious Element at record levels.  The empire had the fuel it needed to begin its great assault on the universe.

Ngiseteh

“The sky was dark and the stars were clear.  The cold wind blew from the mountain.  The Astrologers were watching the sky, and they saw a new star, but it ceased to be before they had all seen it.  They told the king what they had seen, and he asked what he should do.  They told him to make an offering to Dthagnen, for it was he who had sent the star.”

–The Ngiseteh (translated)

The Nthagneye were a peaceful people living in a largely agrarian society.  They had little technology beyond the domestication of animals and the planting of crops.  They could ferment drinks, make fabrics, and forge metals.  They were a very superstitious people, and their astrologers constantly scanned the skies for signs.  One night, what appeared to them to be a bright star appeared in the sky for a matter of seconds.  Over the next decades, such ‘stars’ appeared constantly.

After decades of the occasional bursts, massive streaks of light began to appear in the sky.  Astrologers warned that the source of the streaks boded ill for the fate of the world: the source of every streak was the exact center of the Dthagnen constilation – Dthagnen, the god of Death.  Their predictions became direr as the streaks became brighter and more regular, always from Dthagnen to Serantiyo, the god of Fear.  The lights were bright enough to illuminate the night sky like daytime and at least three were appearing each night.  The occurences lasted for over half a year – then stopped suddenly.  All these events were recorded in what came to be called the Ngiseteh.

The soothsaying of the astrologers seemed to come to naught.  Not for three thousand years would the horrible truth of what they had said be realized.

Nthagneye

“The gods are wreaking havoc – hah!”

–Gvbeznand (translated)

The great book of Ngiseteh had recorded its dire predictions for the future three millenia earlier.  Although the Astrologers were still greatly respected for their great powers, it was widely believed that they had, on that occasion, been wrong.

The Nthagneye had come a long way since those bright lights had been seen in the sky.  They had industrialized and were studying all of the physical sciences.  Their understanding of chemistry and of physics had advanced to such a point that they were able to build computers and send missions to their moon.  Some scientists were even claiming that they might be able to explain the Astrologers’ ability through natural laws.  They would never have the chance.

The streaks of light were appearing again – hundreds of them every night.  Dire prophecies were recalled and the world cowered in fear.  One day, the streaks, brighter than ever, flashed straight towards their world.  Millions were blinded instantly as the lanscape shone brighter than the sun – and then, as they regained their wits, they saw the air grow wild and heard what sounded like the buzzing of swarms of insects. It lasted only a matter of seconds as thousands of tiny pebbles slammed through the atmosphere at thousands of times the speed of sound, neither slowing down nor breaking up until they crashed into the surface.  Massive plumes of molten rock were thrown high into the air and almost all life on the surface of the planet was destroyed immediately.  All that survived the catastrophy was faced with a prolonged and deadly winter.

Just enough Nthagneye with just enough knowledge survived to reseed their civilization – survived to find out what had happened to their once flourishing world, and to, as they came to realize what the fateful pellets had been, plan a terrible revenge. 
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