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KINGDOM OF TINDA

LEGEND OF HALF HUMAN


"They say that in the first age, when mountains still whispered to the sky and rivers carried the voices of gods, a monster was born. His name was Ios—half man, half crocodile—shaped by the bitterness of his mother and the black arts of forbidden sorcery. The kings of old chained him deep within the River Linia, where no eye could see and no hand could reach. Yet the elders whisper still: when the child marked by the Sword is born, the waters will stir, and Ios will rise again.
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Chapter one :The Whisper of The River
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The sun cast its reflection upon the waters of the River Linia, turning its rippling surface into a sheet of radiant gold, while the dawn breeze danced lightly across the rooftops of the white palaces.

The Kingdom of Tenda was not merely a land; it was a legend etched between two mighty mountains—Mount Eskhir and Mount Velax—standing as eternal sentinels, watching over its people from afar. The kingdom pulsed with life: in the bustling markets, vendors cried aloud, “Red Tenda apples! The finest in the land!” .while children darted through the narrow alleys carrying warm loaves fresh from the ovens. For a moment, one child paused, pointing toward the river, claiming he had seen a ripple move against the current. The adults laughed and pulled him along, dismissing it as his imagination.

Everything spoke of serenity, as though the kingdom had been born to dwell in peace forever

At the heart of the royal palace sat King Arjwan, a man past his fiftieth year, whose eyes still carried both the gleam of kindness and the weight of sternness. From his lofty balcony he gazed out at the horizon, a sigh escaping him.

“Ah, Tenda... how I pray you will find a guardian after me, one who will protect you as I have.”

Behind him, his only son, Adrian, entered with hesitant steps. The prince’s royal cloak hung loosely about him, as though he had just returned from a long hunt. In his hand he carried a bow that gleamed in the sunlight.

“Father,” he said with a smile, “the hunt was bountiful today. Look at the stag I’ve brought back!”

But the king did not smile. He turned toward his son, his weary eyes shadowed, his voice hoarse.

“My son... it is not stags that the kingdom needs. It needs a king who knows how to win hearts—with justice and with wisdom.”

Adrian fell silent, bowing his head. It was a brief moment, yet heavy with unspoken tension.

King Arjwan’s first wife was Sira, daughter of his father’s dearest friend. She bore him no children, yet their union had been forced upon him by King Aim, his father. Sira was also the daughter of King Angelo, ruler of a neighboring emirate. King Aim had believed that binding Arjwan to her would secure an alliance with the nearby Kingdom of Ewan, granting Tenda additional strength and protection.

But Arjwan’s heart had belonged to another. He had once pleaded with his father to let him wed Elyan, a woman of radiant beauty and noble lineage within Tenda. She was no ordinary woman; she was like a blazing sun, and from the very first day he beheld her at a royal gathering, he was captivated. Yet King Aim dismissed his love as nothing more than a passing infatuation, and insisted on the marriage to Princess Sira.

Thus, the king’s heart bled silently, for fate had placed Sira at his side as his first queen. And though Sira was the daughter of a king, she herself had no desire to marry Arjwan—for her own heart was bound in love to another. Still, her father’s will prevailed, and she became Queen of Tenda against her wishes.

Two years later, Prince Arjwan ascended the throne, and Sira was crowned Queen of Tenda. The former rulers, King Aim and his queen, withdrew from power and retired to their old palace. Yet King Aim’s watchful eyes never ceased to follow Arjwan, guarding his every step. After ten years of marriage, Sira had borne no children. King Arjwan was deeply saddened, the shadows of melancholy etched upon his face. Now, with Elyan gone and Sira unable to give him an heir, his life had become unbearably bleak. He could not confide in anyone—not even his parents—that his queen was barren. It remained a secret locked between husband and wife.

Yet Arjwan loved his kingdom fiercely. He guarded it with all his strength and defended its people with unyielding devotion. But fate had denied him a son to carry his crown. At times, he sat in bitterness, reproaching the heavens for withholding the gift of children. At other moments, he told himself perhaps it was a hidden mercy—that one day, the skies might still grant his longing.

To the king, the river was the soul of the land, the source of its prosperity, a faithful companion through the years. Yet at times, when the moon was full, he thought he saw a faint shimmer deep beneath its surface—as though something vast and patient waited below. Often he would sit by its banks, pouring out his silent burdens as the waters drifted by. The cool wind caressing the surface, the haunting cry of the stork gliding above to hunt fish—these gave him solace. Life in Tinda was beautiful, and because of that, enemies were many. Then one day, Sira fell gravely ill and passed away. That same night, fishermen on the River Linia swore they heard a dreadful wailing echo from its depths, like a dirge carried on the current. 

The palace drowned in sorrow; everything turned to grey.

Even his mother, Queen Mari, withdrew from court, leaving windows unopened, while bottles of wine cluttered the silent halls. All that remained by Arjwan’s side was his first counselor and childhood friend, Suleiman, keeper of his secrets—and his ailing father, King Aim, now frail and heavy with years.

Arjwan often thought of Elyan, blaming himself for letting her slip away without a fight, for failing to defend their love. At times, he felt her absence was the unseen cause of his misfortune. Each evening he sat alone, aching for Elyan—and for Sira too, for though she hadnot borne him children, she had been part of his life, tending to him and striving to bring him joy. Now all were gone, and the cold nights grew colder still.

He would visit his parents when duty allowed, yet the weight of the crown grew heavier with each passing day. One winter evening, as was his childhood habit, the king disguised himself as a hunter and slipped out unseen. Arjwan loved to remain close to the River Linia, and in disguise, he could also hear the whispers of his kingdom ;conversing with farmers, watching merchants, listening to the common folk, all without revealing who he was.

But that night was different. By the river’s edge, as he sat lost in thought, a figure appeared—Elyan. For a moment, Arjwan’s heart leapt, his joy beyond words. Surely fate had heard him at last, he thought. Yet he could hardly believe his eyes...

King Arjwan: “How I have longed for you. I have waited for this moment for so many years. You have hardly changed, my love—you are still the same beautiful girl I first saw at the banquet, the one I adored from the very first glance.”

He stepped back a little, his voice faltering. “But forgive me... you now belong to another. Tell me, do you have children?”

The questions tumbled out of him, restless and unending. Elyan said nothing.

King Arjwan: “It all happened so quickly. You left, and I had no choice but to obey my father and wed Princess Sira. And now she too is gone... everyone is gone.”

Tears welled in Arjwan’s eyes.

Elyan: “You abandoned me. You left me alone. You never loved me.”

King Arjwan: “No! You are the love of my life. I still love you—madly. I searched for you everywhere. I wanted to marry you, despite my father’s refusal. You knew that, didn’t you? But they told me you had married and left the kingdom.”

Elyan: “No, who told you such lies? Your father came to my family and threatened to kill my parents if I did not leave. So I left. They spread the rumor that I was married, but I was not. I lived quietly with my cousin in the neighboring emirate.”

Arjwan’s face froze in shock, his lips and eyes fixed in disbelief. At last he whispered:

King Arjwan: “It seems I was deceived... by those closest to me.”

He drew nearer to Elyan and kissed her. A blush rose to her cheeks.

King Arjwan: “Forgive me, my dearest. I will make amends for all those years of pain. This time, I will never let you go.”

Elyan: “But your father will oppose us again.”

King Arjwan: “No. I will not allow it this time.”

Elyan: “I am sorry for the death of your wife. They say she was a noble lady. Surely she left a great void in your life.”

King Arjwan: “It was but a trial from the heavens. What matters now is that I have found you again—and this time, nothing will part us. My father no longer holds power or command. I will stand against him if I must.”

That very night, King Arjwan hurried back to the palace. By dawn, he knew he must confront his father, King Aim, and uncover the truth of why he had torn him away from his one true love.

As morning broke, Arjwan made his way swiftly toward his father’s chamber. Just then, Tala, King Aim’s handmaiden, emerged searching for him.

Tala: “Your father wishes to speak with you.”

Arjwan entered the chamber. King Aim lay frail upon his bed, clearly in his final moments. He lifted a trembling hand, beckoning his son closer.

Arjwan’s heart burned with grief and anger, but he forced himself to silence—his father was too weak to be confronted now.
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