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A ceremonious celebration was being held in the capitol of Ordiss. The news of Lieutenant Emanon's victory over the invading mercenaries was spreading through the land and certain individuals took notice. Individuals like King DJP and Lord Bagel. Oh yes, they had heard the tale of how Emanon's single platoon had battled the dastardly denizens of PPR and won a victory for the people of Gen Disc. 

The few who had already heard the news were quite pleased at the apparent turn of events. For a long time, Gen Disc's armies had been on the receiving end of violence and hostility from PPR and UnMod without the slightest provocation. At least, that was what the official reports stated and what the majority of Gen Disc had come to believe. But now, the tides had turned! No longer would Gen Disc be the local bitch of OCR. Finally, someone had taken a stand against one of those foreign rulers. 

“Lieutenant Emanon, I hereby initiate ye into the new found order of the Yeomen of the Guard. You shall pick out the hardiest warriors and heroes of the land to form a battalion of 250 men. You shall then serve as protector to the great nation of Gen Disc and help maintain order throughout the land. Do you accept the role I have offered to you on this day?” 

“I do, my king.” 

“Then I proclaim you my protector. Arise, Sir Emanon, Knight of Gen Disc!” 

The royal court applauded and Sir Emanon stood to embrace his lord and king. The celebration commenced and a feast was held for the momentous victory. 

“Why all this fanfare over one skirmish?” Wondered Emanon. True, it was the first official victory over an enemy in years, but it had only been a small battle. Emanon decided not to think on it. This was his life now. This was his purpose. 

“I'm sure DJP just wants his people to have something to be happy about.” 

---------- 

As the feast continued, Lord General Bagel silently strode over to King DJP and knelt beside his chair. 

“My lord,” whispered General Bagel, “I cannot comprehend your reasoning for such a lavish display over one soldier. He wins a single battle and you decide to make him into a hero. On top of it all, you give him knighthood. A commoner no less! He was just a peasant before you met him. He has no royal blood. No title!” 

King DJP turned to his most trusted friend and advisor. 

“My dear Bagel, that is exactly why the likes of you could never serve as a poster boy for my vision. It is not enough to be loyal to me. He must be one with the people.” 

Lord Bagel looked at his King, confused. DJP continued. 

“He shall love and serve me. The people shall love and serve him. Thus, the people shall love and serve me.” 

King DJP was not a fool. Far from it in fact. He liked to think he knew how to use a situation to his advantage. As soon as word reached him of Emanon's overwhelming success against officers of PPR and a group of royal soldiers he began making preparations. DJP knew he would someday be able to invade the other nations in his search for power. To do that, however, he would need the full uncompromising support of Gen Disc. His lands did not have a defensive geography such as PPR's mountain ranges or UnMod's endless deserts. To invade and maintain dominance he would need far more help than the aid of hired mercenaries or that of the divided royalty. He would need a hero all his own to join the people in unison. Someone the people could flock to and place their faith in. He had waited and he had been rewarded for his patience. Now it was just a matter of performing for the national audience and he would soon have control over all the lands of OCR.
