
Part 10-Conflict

Abe and I argued bitterly over whether we would stay in the village that 
night, or depart immediately. Abe wanted to leave immediately, fear 
beginning to edge into his voice and movements.  I, on the other hand was 
not so sure. Elia most likely wouldn’t stick around here after what she had 
done, especially if she wasn’t getting any helpful information as she went. 
My guess is she aimed to move quickly, and thought so little of Abe she 
assumed it would be easy. In the end my argument prevailed and we took 
shelter in a small cottage near the shore that stunk the least and the dogs 
would actually enter. We used blankets we found to cover the windows and 
blocked the front entrance with what little furniture was in the cottage when 
we entered. It was small but it would do. It didn’t hurt it was near the shore, 
with the lapping of the waves the most soothing sound I had heard in weeks, 
even amongst the turmoil that surrounded us. After we settled in I grabbed a 
fishing pole and a bottle of cheap wine and went outside to catch dinner, 
something to take my mind off things. As I was going to exit Abe stopped 
me; “We should stay together DuPaul and hidden. If Elia comes back…..” his 
words trailing off. “If Elia comes back then we will deal with it then. But you 
are right, we should stick together. Come and join me on the shore and help 
me catch dinner. I think we could both use a distraction.” He said nothing for 
a moment, mouth opening and closing repeatedly like he wanted to say 
something but couldn’t find the words. Finally he looked at Cleo and Zeus, 
both immediately waging their tails when they received his attention, and 
conceded. “Very well DuPaul I will join you. But only if the pups come with.” 
“Sure thing Abe,” I responded as I grabbed a coil of rope from the wall and 
cut two small lengths of rope from it to use as leashes. I walked toward Cleo 
and began to put the leash around her neck when she snipped at me slightly 
startling me. Abe couldn’t help but laugh. “She doesn’t need that DuPaul she
won’t go anywhere. Besides, remember where she came from. Would you 
want to wear a leash?” I tucked the leash behind my back and Cleo’s 
demeanor immediately changed from aggressive back to passive. “Well I 
guess that settles it,” I muttered to myself. “No leashing for Mrs. Cleo.” I 
turned to look at Zeus who let out a meek growl in imitation of his mother. 
“No leashes for Mr. Zeus either,” I said with a laugh. “Fine, have it your way,”
I said as I leaned in to pet Zeus, his little tongue hanging from his slack jaw. 
He immediately put the tongue to work and began licking me like crazy, 
happy to have gotten his way.

I sat lazily on the shore, watching the pups play in the water while lazily 
drinking the bad wine I found. I was doing my best to relax but not finding 



much success, but still more than Abe was finding. He sat on the shore near 
me just staring out into the ocean with a blank look on his face. I could tell 
fear was growing in his heart. I took another drink of the wine before passing 
it to Abe who waved it off immediately. “I’m not interested in dealing with the
repercussions of drinking with you again DuPaul, besides I want to keep a 
clear head. I think you should do the same.” I brought the bottle back to my 
lips and drained the rest of the bottle. Burping loudly I stood and threw the 
bottle into the ocean, watching it fill with water and begin to sink. Before I 
could react Zeus was diving for it, doing his best to swim and open his mouth
wide enough to hold onto the bottle. Zeus began to flail slightly once his feet 
could no longer touch the ground beneath the surface and began to sink. In 
the blink of an eye Abe had him scooped up and swaddled in his robe, drying
him off. “What the hell are you thinking DuPaul?!” Abe shouted at me, eyes 
wild and body rigid. “I wasn’t thinking anything Abe, how was I supposed to 
know Zeus would go tearing after it. Relax Abe, or you’ll be useless if Elia 
shows.” Abe looked down into my eyes, a fury growing on his face that 
startled me. “How the hell do you expect me to be calm DuPaul?” his voice 
growing louder as he drew closer. “If you haven’t realized there are dead 
people surrounding us and it’s my fault. How can you sit there and be so 
calm? Where is your compassion?” He finished, face red and veins bulging 
from his forehead. I opened my mouth to yell back but decided against it. No 
use arguing with Abe while he is feeling sorry for himself. I looked him back 
in the eye, “Would you feel better if we left?” I asked Abilan quietly. “Would 
you feel better if we were out in the open? Easy prey for whoever is looking 
for us?” He did not respond. “Believe me; it bothers the hell out of me to see 
all these people dead for something they had nothing to do with. But right 
now this is about survival, about making our way out of this whole mess 
alive. Staying here until I’m fully healed and our supplies are full is our best 
bet. It won’t be for long, maybe a couple more days. But we need to lay low 
Abe. I’m sorry, but there is just no other way.” Abe’s eyes softened for a 
moment. He said nothing, only set Zeus down and began heading back 
toward the cottage, leaving me behind with the pups. Before he got out of 
earshot he yelled back behind him; “I’m going to go rest DuPaul, please let 
me know if you catch anything.” I didn’t respond as I scooped Zeus up and 
set him on my lap, blocking his way with my arms outstretched holding the 
pole. Cleo walked toward me and laid down next to me, laying her head on 
my lap and licking Zeus. I set down the fishing rod for a moment and wiped 
my brow, sweat beginning to form as the alcohol raced through my veins. 
With my now empty hands I wrapped both Zeus and Cleo up in an embrace 
and looked them both in the eyes. “You know I would never let anything 



happen to you right?” Cleo cocked her head to the side and wined before 
licking me across the face, a smile forming on my face as she did.

After catching a handful of small fish and cleaning them I headed back to the
cottage to cook them. I entered and appeared to startle Abe when I did. He 
was hunched over a candle in a small corner working on something hidden 
from view. He jumped when I entered and nearly fell off the small stool he 
was using before turning to me and glaring. I stood frozen in place with 
dinner dangling from one hand and Zeus cupped in another Cleo on my 
heels, not knowing whether to ask what he was working on or apologize for 
interrupting him. I decided I would do neither, if he felt like talking he would 
do so. Instead I gathered a small bit of cut wood that had been left behind 
and threw it in the fireplace before taking my flint and striking my kukri 
against it. The sparks caught quickly and the room began to fill with heat as 
the fire grew, kept small by the amount of tinder it had but comforting 
nonetheless. I hung the fish above the fire in the chimney so they would 
smoke nicely and be ready to eat in an hour. In the mean time I began to 
look for more wine to dull my senses and hopefully allow me to get some 
sleep tonight. Abe continued working on the small object in his hand, never 
really paying attention to me as I searched the small cottage again. Luckily 
after a few minutes of looking I found another bottle of cheap wine shoved 
under the bed. Pulling it from beneath the bed gratefully I popped the cork 
and took a long drink, warmth filling my gut. This will do nicely I thought to 
myself. Looking over at Abe and seeing he was still absorbed into his work I 
decided to check on the fish before finishing my small loop around the 
cottage near the bed where Cleo and Zeus had taken up residence. Both 
were fast asleep at this point and oblivious to my movements. “If only I was 
able to sleep like that, dead to the world and what’s going on around me.” I 
said under my breath. Abe raised his head, “what was that DuPaul?” “It’s 
nothing Abe I was just talking to myself,” I said as I turned toward Abe and 
crossed the small space between us, sitting down next to him. “What are you
working on Abe? I can help if you want.” “No DuPaul I don’t need your help.” 
Abe said sourly. I did not respond, only took another deep drink of wine. I was
beginning to grow frustrated that this cheap wine wasn’t doing what I 
needed it to do. Oh well, I thought to myself. Gonna have to drink it all. I 
realized Abe had been staring at me, gauging my reaction. “I did not mean to
hurt your feelings DuPaul; I’m sure you’re more than capable of helping. But 
this is technology you have never seen using materials you have never seen.
It is a delicate and important object and I can’t risk breaking it.” “No problem
Abe you didn’t hurt my feelings. Just curious about it is all. Didn’t get the 



chance to see it last time you were working on it is all.” Abe surprised me 
and smiled wide, excited about what he had been working on obviously. 
“Well DuPaul what I’m working on will help us with our journey. Do you 
remember the discs I showed you?” “Hmm discs….I don’t think….that’s right 
I remember now. What of them?” I said capping it off with a large belch. Abe 
was not amused. “Well what I’m working on will allow us to access the 
information stored on the discs. Information that can help us with our 
journey. Information that could help us survive.” Abe finished, grabbing the 
wine from me and taking a large drink. “It is called a QD or a quartz display, 
and it lets you access all the information on a specific disc at will. If I shine a 
light through this glass piece here I should be able to display the information 
I’m accessing on the wall in a large format.” Abe said as he pointed out the 
specific pieces he was talking about. “That’s great and all Abe but how long 
is it going to take before it becomes operational?” “Oh, very soon DuPaul 
very soon.” Abe said taking another long drink of wine. He laughed randomly
before setting the bottle down. “I think I have had enough for tonight, let’s 
eat and get some rest. We have a lot to do tomorrow.” “That so?” I asked 
Abe. He nodded before taking his QD and putting it in his satchel. He walked 
back toward me and took another long drink of wine, his face becoming flush
before reaching his long arms up the chimney and pulling down dinner and 
eating one of the small fish whole, bones and all while smiling his awkward 
smile, obviously still excited at the progress he made on his device. He 
seemed to feel more at ease which suited me just fine. I would need him at 
ease if we wanted to get out of here in one piece.

We both slept fitfully during the night, neither catching more than an 
hour of sleep at a time. Every snapping twig or flap of birds’ wings seemed to
wake me. I had never had this feeling before, it was so foreign, so alien to 
me I just couldn’t get comfortable. With each passing second I could feel the 
tension in my gut growing worse. It must be this place I kept telling myself, 
but I knew that wasn’t all there was too it. My world had been completely 
thrown upside down and it was starting to get to me. Too much going on 
without enough rest in between and I was beginning to feel it. Maybe, I can 
talk Abe into staying for another day to rest up. To catch our breath. I wasn’t 
going to get my hopes up though. I rolled over and closed my eyes again, 
doing my best to force myself into getting some sleep. After several minutes 
of failing I decided I had enough and rose from my makeshift bed on the floor
and approached my things in the corner. “What are you doing DuPaul?” Abe 
asked, facing away from me but sounding wide awake. “Going for a walk, I 
need to clear my head. I won’t venture into the woods I promise. I’ll stay 



inside the village,” I responded. “I figured I wasn’t the only one who couldn’t 
sleep. Please be careful.” Abe said. “I will.” I grabbed my sword and kukri as 
well as my irons and new bow, but left my armor behind. I wouldn’t need it in
the village I thought.  Cleo woke to me making noise about the cabin and 
raised her head before deciding whatever I was doing wasn’t interesting, and
laid her head back down. At least someone here was getting some sleep. I 
exited the cottage as quietly as I could and entered into the brisk night, the 
fresh air instantly waking me even more than I already was. Stepping off the 
porch and walking into the village I could feel how tense I was, my muscles 
coiled and ready to pop. I ignored the sensation and continued into the 
village, walking slowly and scanning every object, looking for anything useful
we may have missed. Using the light of the moon I headed for the far side of 
the village, breathing the fresh night air with a tinge of the sea upon it 
deeply while staring up at the stars. It was truly beautiful here. Maybe, when 
this is all over I can settle down here I thought to myself. If I survive that 
long. If we survive that long.

I must of fell asleep at some point after trying for what felt like hours. 
My head thumped with a dull rhythmic beat blurring my vision. That wine 
must have got to me more than I anticipated. I just laid there for a moment, 
eyes staring up at the ceiling and hoping my headache would subside when I
realized that it wasn’t my head that was making the dull thudding sound. It 
was coming from outside the cottage, elsewhere in the village. Sitting up 
quickly while trying to orient myself I realized that DuPaul wasn’t in the 
cottage with me. Last I remember he had left the cottage and went out into 
the village to clear his head. I hope he was okay I thought solemnly to 
myself. I tried to lie back down and force myself to relax to no avail. 
Whatever that dull thud was, wasn’t going to let me sleep any longer. I rose 
from the bed once again and donned my robes as well as swords before 
stoking the fire, bringing what coals remained back to life and tossing a few 
more dry logs onto it to keep it going.  I left the pups cuddled together 
sleeping as I exited the cottage and entered into the brisk morning air.

I breathed deeply, letting the air fill my lungs before exhaling slowly and 
deliberately. The sun had just begun to peak over the mountains to the east 
as I turned trying to gauge which directing the dull thud was coming from, 
realizing it was on the edge of town rather quickly. Drawing my sword I 
began walking toward the thudding, taking in the carnage of the village as I 
did so for the first time in daylight. The slaughter was horrible I though 
solemnly to myself. As I walked down the main street a sight caught my eye; 
a little boy slaughtered, lying on the side of the rode like trash. A crow 



pecked at his skin, pulling chunks away in quick, deliberate pecks. I nearly 
threw up as I rushed toward the body swatting the crow away as I did. The 
boy had been out in the elements for several days and was beginning to 
swell and smell of death and rot. Kneeling for a closer look a brightly colored 
toy clutched in his hand caught my eye. An overwhelming anger began to fill
me. Look what Elia has done. Look what I have done….I decided at that 
moment I could bear it no longer. Sheathing my sword I set out to find a 
shovel and give the boy a proper burial, the least I could do after being the 
cause of his abrupt and horrible end. 

I cried the whole time I dug the hole, the anger growing in my belly like red 
hot iron. My mind was made up at that point to at least give these people 
some send off into whatever after life they believed in. As I threw the last 
shovelful of dirt onto the grave I realized the thudding was still echoing 
through the village and set out for it once again. It didn’t take long to come 
upon what was the cause of the thudding. It was DuPaul. The dull thudding I 
had heard was DuPaul striking his irons against a tree near the edge of the 
village, training I guessed. He had nearly punched clean through the tree and
it was a wonder that it was still standing. DuPaul ignored me as I drew closer,
continuing with his training as if I wasn’t there. He had a focused look upon 
his face and was completely drenched in sweat. It was obvious that he had 
been working for hours. What remained of the tree bore sword and kukri 
strike as well as strikes from multiple arrows. “DuPaul.” He ignored me. 
“DuPaul stop, we need to talk.” He continued ignoring me as he stepped 
back and changed his stance, ready to continue training with his irons. He 
began to step forward to strike the tree when I stepped forward, catching his 
now outstretched hand and squeezing tightly, the iron masses digging into 
my hands.  “DuPaul its time to rest,” I said as I yanked him back toward me. 
His eyes finally focused on me while an angry look crossed his face. “Leave 
me alone Abe. I need to train so at least one of us can put up a fight when 
your sister comes; especially with you acting like a frightened little boy!” His 
words struck deeply but I did my best not to let them offend. “You’re right 
DuPaul, I was cowardly and afraid. But no longer. I cannot let Elia’s 
destruction spread. I cannot let more innocents die because of me. I will 
not.” DuPauls face softened and his body relaxed. “Okay then Abe what’s the
plan?” I pondered this for a moment. “For today I want to focus on getting 
you to full strength. We will eat a large meal and gather our energy as well 
as pack for when we depart this village.  I also want to finish the QD. Tonight 
we will rest well and rise early for tomorrow; we pay our respects to the 



dead.” DuPaul said nothing, only nodded in agreement as he gathered his 
things and joined me on the walk back to the cottage.

While DuPaul washed in the bay I began cooking a massive feast. We 
wouldn’t be able to take a lot of the food that was left with us and I was 
determined to let as little of it as possible go to waste. While everything was 
cooking in the small fireplace I finished my work on the QD. I could finally 
begin studying and delving deeper into the records I had stolen. My 
excitement must have been palpable as DuPaul entered and stopped in his 
tracks, looking at me. “What’s going on Abe?” “Everything’s fine DuPaul, I 
just am excited to have finished the QD and I know just what to look at first.”
Turning away from DuPaul as I finished speaking and began rummaging 
through my bags for the right Disc. I found it quicker than I anticipated and 
set it aside for after we ate which would be any minute as the boiling and 
sizzling grew to a crescendo. Pulling the food from the fireplace, I set the 
bounty on the table and we all immediately dug in. Before long the table was
nearly empty and we all sat back, belly’s full and grateful. The dogs 
wondered off and fell asleep with DuPaul looking to do the same before I 
stopped him. “Let’s finish healing you DuPaul before you fall asleep. It 
shouldn’t take long.” DuPaul let out an audible sigh before lying down on the 
floor, waiting for me to begin. I waved the Stim Cell over his left shoulder, 
the last visible signs of damage from his encounter with the wolves. I could 
feel the last of the muscle stitching itself together beneath the skin as 
DuPaul shifted uncomfortably. Once it stopped I stood and stepped back, 
stretching out my hand to help DuPaul to his feet. “It is done DuPaul. How do 
you feel?” “Better, thanks Abe. I feel like I can finally swing a sword with my 
left arm properly.” He said as he began rotating the arm repeatedly, 
stretching the newly mended muscle. “Don’t push it tonight DuPaul, you will 
need your strength in the morning. Now you can rest.” I said with a smile 
which DuPaul returned. “Sounds good Abe, but before I do I was wondering if 
you could show me what you were so eager to see on the QD. I’ve been 
curious about the discs since you first told me about them.” I was taken 
aback by that. DuPaul hadn’t shown an outward interest in the discs as much
as he was expressing now. I suppose there was still more to DuPaul than I 
had figured. “Very well DuPaul I will show you.” I said as I pushed the disc 
into the QD and turned in on, and image lighting the inside of the cottage 
brightly as it became more defined against the wall opposite us. DuPaul 
stood and grew closer to the wall, examining every last bit of the map that 
was displayed before him, the details of which were astounding. “Is 
this…….?” “Yes DuPaul it is. It is a detailed map of the valley where 



Mordarium is located. Every tree, stream and village is on this map. It is a 
map that will lead us to our next destination.” I said, letting the excitement 
enter my voice at the thought of continuing our journey. DuPaul turned 
toward me, tearing his eyes from the map to share a smile as wide as mine 
with me. It looked like I was not alone in my excitement for what was coming
next.


