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I sat overlooking my village, if you could call it that. Nothing but a 
collection of morbid and barely standing huts which represented their 
occupants well. Unfortunately, I’m one of those occupants.

 My name is DuPaul, and I’ve spent my whole life in Mordarium, and 
haven’t had much reason to leave. I have been alone here as long as I can 
remember and have had to work for every minute of my existence. I’ve done
odd jobs to feed myself, worked at the docks, worked security, and wrestling 
for entertainment for the wealthy in my spare time. As I grew, my body grew 
strong, stronger than any other man in the village, and hard. I wasn’t the 
tallest, or the most handsome, glossed over if you passed me by on the 
street, but I do not break, and I heal what wounds I receive quickly. It came 
naturally to me, a strength that others had to work for, so I concentrated on 
expanding my other interests.  

One day an old woman, Baba saw me by the docks and decided I 
looked like her dead grandson, and that she would try to help me. She fed 
me and gave me a place to stay, which is more than anyone else has ever 
done for me. If I had to admit it, I would say I’m quite fond of her. Baba 
tutored me in what she knew, battlefield practices and medicines, survival 
and scavenging techniques and telling stories of ancient peoples and 
practices, of lands beyond sight, of civilizations that congregated in the 
hundreds of thousands. She nurtured my love of exploration, but she never 
let me forget where I lived, and what it would take to survive.  

I’m one of the oldest men in the settlement at 19, and to most an 
enigma. I go un noticed for the most part, allowed to go about my business 
when and where, when necessary. Besides I have my own responsibilities.  I 
lead raids into villages, scavenging, and helping keep the peace, which I 
enjoy as much as any other man. People with nothing to lose think they are 
invincible, and I love to show them otherwise Besides, it’s a good way to 
practice combat techniques and with the amount of booze flowing in 
Mordarium there is bound to be a weapon of some kind involved. It’s as close
as the public gets to entertainment, watching some drunk fool flail around at 
me, and watching me dispose of him, or her I don’t discriminate. People have
come to respect my authority but there are still those who like to challenge 
the people’s security, and I’m happy to firmly put them back into their place. 
I believe in layers of defense and I’m only one of them. Not only do I enjoy it,
but I get a small cut of the taxes I collect from the people if everything stays 
relatively quiet. The taxes here are outrageous and mostly contribute to a 
luxurious life for the village elders, and pissing people, including me, off. Life 



can be harsh here, but peaceful, if you keep your expectations tempered, 
especially compared to the outlying villages. Mordarium is the largest 
settlement within 200 miles with roughly 20,000 people, as such it Is where 
business gets done; Gambling, supplies, banking, whoring, dancing, drink, 
and… whoring can all be found here and they all bring their own flavor of 
individual. Fortunately, with this many people occupying one place, most 
bandits and thieves stay away, for fear of being robbed themselves.

 Mordarium is surrounded by walls 3 meters high and a meter thick. 
Our ancestors thought ahead when they settled here, on the banks of the 
Vorangium, the largest river in the valley. Otherwise, as far as the eye could 
see we were surrounded on 3 sides by mountains, and near the bay. The one 
thing we do know about our ancestors is they surely thought defensively. 

As I sat on the ancient hill that lies 25 miles or so southwest of town 
has been here since before my people, it rises above the surrounding 
landscape by hundreds of feet and offers a unique sight of the entire valley. 
With trees running up and down its slopes there is a small opening in the 
foliage that helps one lay down and observe. That is where I spend most of 
my free time, listening, watching, and enjoying mother earth. I surveyed the 
landscape one last time; 3 major rivers stretched across the landscape, the 
largest, the Vorangium where Mordarium is located the smoothest and most 
predictable, near the mountains along the right side of the valley. It provides 
most of our food, trade routes, and lifestyle. In the middle is the smallest, the
pike, whose waters run so swift it will carry full grown men away, instantly 
crushing them against the jagged rocks that dot the underside of the icy 
water. Within a stone’s throw is the Hiesen, a large river that collects rain 
water from the mountains that feeds the 2 others. All lead into the bay a 
hundred or so miles away where more villages lie. Life there is even harder, 
constantly hounded by the storms that crash against the coast. 400 miles to 
the south of the mound lies the Mountains of the forgotten, the tallest of the 
mountain ranges and a natural barrier that doesn’t have one single trail 
through them, but many that intertwine and are only known by the mountain
shepherds who occupy the area. It is a cold and unforgiving place and has 
not known humanities constant touch for many hundreds of years. To the 
east lies the Byzantiax mountains. They were nearly as tall as the forgotten 
mountains, but are nearly flat on top, with trees, wildlife, and rare medicinal 
and spiritual plants dotting the top. It is a special place to our healers, and 
for the most part they are the only ones who trek there when medicinal 
supplies are low. 250 miles to the west lies the Fokad mountains, the longest 
mountain range in the area with sharp peaks but still more hospitable than 
the others, and that goes both ways. Raiders control the area further south, 
and thus the flow of traders and missionaries that come to our area. If you 



wanted in or out of the valley, you had to go through them. Thousands of 
trees mark the landscape in between, forests filled with deer, large and small
birds, squirrels, bears, lions and other predators and prey. The valley is the 
most beautiful thing I have ever seen, and that why I come here to the 
mound. Not only does the privacy help, but it reminds me there is beauty in 
this world. Life has more to offer than a rough, harsh existence. It reminds 
me that I want more, that I want out, that I need to see the world and what 
occupies it. Everything that it has to offer, both good and bad. 

I took a deep breath, bringing me back from my daydreams. I didn’t 
come up here to think about the village, I came to get away from it. I don’t 
like people for the most part. They get in my way. They do horrible things to 
each other with little to no explanation and expect everyone to move on. I 
hate those kinds of people. This place offers me a priceless solitude I can’t 
find anywhere else. I found it on one of my hunting trips, and none of the 
other men thought it worthwhile to remember. Their minds are occupied by 
whoring and drinking, and the hill offered neither. Mine is filled with wonder, 
and dreams.

 I focused on the birds singing around me, the rustle of the leaves in 
the trees, the breeze upon my face and drew my breath in deep absorbing 
the sweet tang of the flowers around me, exhaling slowly and deliberately. 
Suddenly my focus was no longer on the flowers and birds around me, but of 
something watching me, and moving slowly through the shadow of the trees,
nearly silent. An overwhelming smell washed over me, of iron and oil mixed 
with perfumes. If I didn’t have a well-trained and honed nose of a hunter, I 
probably wouldn’t have noticed. I sat quietly for a moment pondering my 
next move. Could I be over reacting? I’ve never seen another person up here,
and I’m sure I would have heard them coming. Regardless, I tensed my body 
as I felt the presence move closer, now with 20 feet, hugging the shadows 
like an assassin. I stood up slowly and turned, searching for the breaker of 
my sanctuary. Movement darted from one tree to the other so quickly I could 
hardly keep track of it. Whatever it was seemed to realize I was aware of its 
presence, and it obviously became less concerned about silence. I loosened 
my muscles, ready to move at any second. I slowly drew my kukri and short 
sword and brandished them in front of me, doing everything I could to force 
my hands not to shake. I heard a sharp crack of a branch not 5 feet from me 
and coiled, ready to pounce, slashing wildly at the shrubbery around me. I 
turned and sprinted for a small clearing hoping to put some space in 
between me and this hunter. I could hear it behind me, moving with the 
agility of a panther, nearly silent, the sweet smell of perfumes washing over 
me. I turned on my heel hoping to surprise this beast, muscles tensed, sword
ready for combat and there was nothing there. I heard it behind me again, 



where I had just been facing and turned, nothing. Everywhere I turned it 
seemed to be right behind me. I turned my back and put it against the 
thickest of trees I could find, drew a breath and steadied myself. I know 
combat. I know violence, and blood and desperation. I thrive on it! I will not 
let this unknown monster frighten me like a boy. I settled myself and 
crouched low into my combat stance, slowing my breathing and listening 
deeply. The brush began to move in front of me 6 -7 feet away, and a tall 
human like being stepped out. I had roamed this land my entire life, and 
knew it intimately, but this was something I had never seen before. Nearly 7-
foot-tall and lean, skin a light olive and scar less; the humanoid stared at me,
its elongated face and slanting eyes contorting into an expression of anger 
and fear. Wearing what appeared to be nothing but forest green robes with 
hems lined with a deep blue they looked to be made of some shiny reflective 
cloth that hung loosely over its sinewy body. It had several bulging satchels 
hung over its shoulder made of material I took for some form of animal skin I 
did not recognize. A long slender sword maybe 3 ft long stood at the ready in
its left hand, gleaming brilliantly in the sun. Our eyes locked, and its eyes 
narrowed at me menacingly, tensing its body like a cornered animal ready to 
fight for its life. It crouched low, long sinewy legs spread wide, lowering its 
center of gravity to match my own, and stepped slowly towards me, sword 
held high over its head, ready to crash down upon me at any moment. I 
swung my short sword at its abdomen and was surprised when it pulled a 
long dagger from beneath its robes and parried the blow. I followed up my 
first slash with a thrust of my kukri towards its neck, watching helplessly as it
seamlessly evaded my attack. I reset my feet and brandished my weapons, 
thirsting for blood, and let out my war cry. Moving in quickly this being, 
swung its blade at my legs hoping to hamstring me. I moved as quickly as I 
could but the only thing that saved my left foot was a thin piece of hardened 
leather. My breath becoming ragged I wracked my brain looking for an 
advantage and found none. It moved swifter than I and could land 10 blows 
before I could land one. I would have to rely on my strength and what Baba 
taught me. I raised my short sword high and ready to strike, kukri low and 
ready to parry and brought down with as much fury as I could muster. The 
being raised its blade to block my blow, but the savagery of my strike broke 
the blade in two and sped towards its face, ready to end its existence. At the 
last second it raised its forearm to block the blow, my sword burying deep 
into it through layers of armor, skin, muscle and deflecting off bone 
accompanied by a loud cracking sound, a sense of static washing over the air
surrounding us like a violent thunder storm. It detached from combat and 
retreated slightly, pulling another blade from its back, this one longer than 
the previous, moving to cover its wound. It waved its hand over the wound, a
small red circular object the size of a blueberry in its palm glowed brightly 



and I was amazed to see the muscle and sinew stitching itself together and 
skin regrowing and mending as if it was never touched. Startled I began to 
charge to disable it before it could mend completely. It let out a bellow, as if 
it was trying to communicate. I continued forward full speed ready to kill my 
enemy as it retreated into the brush from which it emerged looking for cover.
I sped after it hoping desperately to finish the fight as soon as I could. I heard
rustling all around me, it seemed as if it was everywhere and nowhere. I felt 
the blood pounding in my ears, vision narrowed looking and listening intently.
I saw rustling at arm’s length in front of me and swung wildly hacking down 
the surrounding foliage. I started to hack down everything within 4 feet of 
me to give me some sort of barrier, some time to react. With my perimeter 
set I grew quiet, steadying my breath as much as I could and listened. 
Seconds dragged by without a sound, feeling like an eternity. I scanned the 
area around me when I heard a branch crack in the canopy above, raising my
head in time to see the being hurtling toward me. I tried to move but it was 
already upon me, knee connecting with the side of my head knocking me to 
the dirt below. The metal tinge of blood filled my mouth and nostrils 
accompanied by dirt and foliage with a sharp pain along the side of my head.
Blood obscured my vision, my breath ragged like an exhausted horse. I must 
be dying I thought, looking through the blood at the being standing over me, 
raising its long slender blade, ready for the killing blow as my world faded to 
black.


