
Part 2-Abilan

I awoke to the smell of a fire, forcing my eyes open after they had been
glued shut by my blood. It was dark around me, everything blurry and 
unfocused. As my vision clear my heartbeat sped up, how long had I been 
out?! Where is it? I looked around to see my kukri and short sword set in a 
pile by a small fire, crackling and emanating comforting warmth in the chilly 
night. I appeared to be alone. I felt the side of my head where I had been 
struck, caked with dried blood and debris. I touched the spot tenderly, 
expecting a gaping wound and felt nothing. The scalp was smooth as if it had
never been struck. I surveyed the rest of my body, amazed I had no cuts, 
scrapes, or any sign of combat other than my caked blood. The fire crackled, 
spiting a hot coal into the surrounding foliage, ember glowing dimly as it 
burned itself out. I studied it for a moment when I felt eyes boring into the 
back of my skull. I turned around to see the being I had been bested by 
earlier staring back at me. It did not have its sword drawn, only 2 small 
rabbits clutched in its left hand, its right hand held up in front of its face, 
palm open in a calm down gesture. I hadn’t heard it moving through the 
foliage, I was still a little disoriented. Its eyes darted to my weapons in a pile 
at my feet and back to me, taking a step forward and saying something 
quietly in a language I didn’t understand. I reached for my sword, never 
taking my eyes off the creature. It dropped the rabbits and drew its sword, 
pointing it at me and saying something loudly in a commanding tone, 
motioning me to drop my weapon. I bran dished it in front of me and waited 
for it to make a move. It stared at me confused, as if it had something on its 
mind when its eyes grew wide in a shocked expression and it muttered 
something under its breath, taking its eyes off of me like I no longer 
mattered. I would make this creature regret it I thought, raising my sword 
and rushing it bringing my weapon down in a long arc with every bit of power
I could summon behind it. It parried my blow effortlessly and pushed me to 
the ground. It knocked my sword away and put its sword against my throat, 
point digging through the first layer of my skin, bringing a small trickle of 
blood to the surface. It looked at me as a parent looks at a scorned child, it 
muttered under its breath again and began digging through one of its 
satchels at its side, never taking his sword from my throat. It made a click 
sound with its tongue, obviously satisfied having found what it was looking 
for in its bag. It brought forth a small dark blue object, the size of a pebble, 
smooth and reflective. It held it in front of its face between its thumb and 
forefinger and looked me in the eye again, with a calm expression. It said 
something which I did not understand. It stretched its hand toward me, small
object brandished toward me as if to take it. When I did not take it, it drew 



the hand back and pointed to its ear, making a motion to put the small blue 
object in his ear canal. It repeated this demonstration several times, each 
time repeating the same words over and over. It reached out brandishing the
object toward me once more and I accepted it, putting it into my ear as the 
being requested. Its eyes softened, and it seemed as if it was trying to smile 
at me, teeth showing awkwardly. It pulled its sword from my throat and took 
a step back, sheathing it in one fluid motion. It nodded at me motioning for 
me to stand and giving me room to do so. I stood facing the creature when it 
began to speak, only this time I understood the language. Whatever it had 
given me was translating to my native tongue as the being spoke! “Hello, my
name is Abilan, apologies for the violence, I had no choice.” its voice high 
pitched, yet smooth and unbroken. I must have looked at Abilan with the 
most dumbfounded expression because he smiled once again and repeated 
himself, “Hello, my name is Abilan, apologies for the violence, I had no 
choice.”  At that point my head was spinning, what the hell is this thing? 
What’s it wearing? How does it know my language, where did it come from, 
the questions were endless, but I couldn’t find my voice. Abilan stared 
patiently at me waiting for a response. After a few moments of awkward 
silence, he asked me, “isn’t that how your people greet each other? Why do 
you ignore me? Of course, I would run in to a dimwitted human…. “he 
muttered under his breath as he began to move about the camp in 
preparation for a meal. I squared my shoulders and spat out “Who the hell 
are you to call me dimwitted!” You don’t know me, and I don’t know you, I 
shook violently, my anger  welling up in my throat ready to erupt. “What are 
you, I exclaimed, I have never seen a being like you, deformed or not.” 
Abilan recoiled slightly appearing offended by my name calling.” I am not 
deformed” he said quietly, staring at his feet like a child who was caught 
doing something wrong. He drew a breath and looked at me, voice steady “I 
am me and I am different, but that does not make me lesser than you, and 
you are not lesser than me. We are both of this earth, so we are equals”. I 
did not know what to make of this. This…. thing is really preaching equality 
to me?” My anger seemed to seep from every orifice and must have been 
obvious to Abilan. His posture didn’t change but the muscles in his jaw 
worked furiously, clenching and unclenching seeming to be digesting the 
situation. I slowed my breath, reminding myself that no matter the anger I 
was feeling Abilan had defeated me in combat, somehow, and he could do so
again, especially with the shape I’m in. I decided I would answer this beings 
questions and leave as soon as I had an opportunity. “I’m sorry Abeeelam” 
“Abilan” he corrected me, “I’m sorry Abilan, but you must understand, I know
this land better than anyone within 500 miles and I have never seen 
anything like you, where did you from? What are you? “He smiled his 
awkward smile at me and his body language immediately softened. 



“Fascinating” he marveled. “First off, what is your name, you know mine, it is
only right I know yours. “DuPaul” I replied. “DuPaul” he repeated. “Well 
DuPaul, I came from the sanctuary city occupied by my mother’s people The 
Hyne. “The Hyne…… your people…. where do you and your people come 
from?”  “My mother’s people” he corrected, we are from the southern 
mountain ranges”. “Impossible” I said, the mountains of the Forgotten have 
that name for a reason. Its inhospitable, so much so it seems as if nature 
itself is out to kill you personally. They’re called that because if you get the 
dumb idea to go there you better forget it or go ahead and plan your own 
funeral.” “Yes, it may appear inhospitable to you, but to us it is not a 
deterrent. You see what we want you to see, and that suits us fine”. I chewed
this for a moment. I sat down and got closer to the fire, warming my hands 
and getting lost in the dancing flames as I thought about what he said. Is it 
possible for an entire species of humanoid to exist without us finding out 
about it? Especially an advanced species, evidenced by the tools and 
mechanisms Abilan was using. Abilan retrieved the rabbits and sat down 
near me and began to clean them. “What is on your mind, DuPaul?” Eyes on 
his work, hands moving furiously. Once he was done he fished several sticks 
from our kindling pile and set the rabbits up on a spit, slowly spinning them, 
flesh beginning to sizzle making my stomach rumble. “Everything and 
nothing” I responded. “I don’t quite know what to make of this, of you. I have
so many questions, but the people in my village will be looking for me soon 
and I need to get back. Besides, this is intense Abilan you must admit.” 
Abilans eyes grew serious, but that awkward smile returned. “Oh, I can’t let 
you go home DuPaul, your people can not know of the Hyne, and the Hyne 
cannot even suspect your people of knowing. Besides, our meal is almost 
ready, and you need to eat and regain your strength. The Journey you have 
stumbled into is just beginning.” I opened my mouth to argue but he silenced
me with a menacing stare and a click of his tongue against his teeth. I sat 
silently for a couple of minutes, just watching Abilan. He moved with a fluid 
grace about the makeshift camp, never a wasted motion, yet he seemed 
distracted. He had a blank look upon his face, eyes darting in various 
directions, muttering low under his breath as if he was chanting an 
incantation. He focused intently on the rabbits, spinning them slowly, juices 
and grease dripping off into the small fire until he was satisfied, and pulled 
them off. He speared one with a stick and handed it my way. I stared at it for 
a moment wondering why this thing was going through the trouble of helping
me out. What was I to him? A pet? A pity project? He motioned for me to take
it once again, and when I didn’t reach out he tossed it into my lap and sat 
down, digging into his meal voraciously. I picked it up and looked at it 
carefully, deciding after a moment that Abilan had nothing to gain by 
poisoning me now, and he could kill me easily, besides it had been awhile 



since I had this much meat to eat to myself. I brought it to my mouth, smell 
overwhelming me, mouthwatering and bit deep, ripping off a large chunk 
and corralling it into my mouth, grease smearing my face. The floodgates 
opened and I began ripping at the meet viciously, eating as if it could 
disappear at any moment. I looked up in between mouthfuls to see Abilan 
staring at me with a look of disgust, mouth hanging half open as if he had 
seen something comical. I swallowed my mouthful of rabbit and wiped my 
mouth on my sleeve. Abilan chuckled and smiled his toothy grin, “DuPaul, 
this is not your last meal, and I will not be taking that from you. I am not a 
cruel individual, regardless of your mistrust in me, so calm yourself. The 
savagery in which you eat is distracting, and I must think of what to do 
next.” He returned to his meal, silence filling the night. After a few moments I
found I could no longer take it. I set my rabbit down and wiped my hands 
upon my trousers and set my gaze on Abilan. I said nothing, just waited for 
him to come out of his daze and acknowledge me. Once he did I asked him 
pointedly, “what did you mean you can’t let me go back? I must go back to 
Mordarium, people depend on me. I have duties and responsibilities to 
fulfill.” A solemn look greeted me. “DuPaul, you must understand, I never 
intended for this to happen. I wish we would have never run into each other, 
but now that we have my plans must change. Now that you have seen me, I 
can’t let you go back. I cannot let stories of what transpired to survive 
outside of this camp, because two civilizations have a stake in this.” I stared 
at him silently waiting for him to continue. He took a deep breath and began,
attention focused upon me. “DuPaul, the life you know is not how it appears 
to be. There are things that have transpired that you cannot comprehend, 
and I will not yet explain. What you must know is that if my people find out 
that your people know of us, your people will cease to be. The Hyne will 
eliminate you all to protect themselves and the feeble sense of nirvana they 
cling to. They will wipe Mordarium off the face of the earth without a second 
thought. They have invested to much in keeping the world ignorant of their 
existence, and they will not let that go. Besides, if your people found out 
about us, we would no longer be safe. You are a violent race, and demand to 
conquer all, it is engrained in your spirits. It is who you are. You are 
frightened of what is different than you and treat new engagements with 
violence. I cannot let that happen, and I cannot trust you to keep my secret. 
Thus, you may not return.” I digested this information, head spinning like a 
spring twister. I set my jaw, a fire growing in my belly. “Listen, Abilabilan, if 
you think you can keep me here you might as well kill me now. Mordarium is 
my home and I must go back. I’m someone there. I have respect and 
influence, I’m important. I have all that I could need. I gain nothing from 
telling my people what happened today, why would I make myself look weak,
telling them of my defeat by a twig man? So, trust me, your secret is safe.” 



He looked at me softly like a father looks at his son experiencing his first 
taste of the real world. “DuPaul, you are nothing. You are one of many stars 
in the sky, burning no brighter than those around you to distinguish yourself. 
When you are dead the world will not remember your name, regardless of 
how much the people of Mordarium think of you. So, let me say this with a 
sense of finality, and in a way that you will understand. Here are your 
options; I can kill you now and ensure my secret will be kept safe, and the 
balance will be upheld.” He grew silent, letting it fill the air with a suffocating
tension that I have never quite felt before. “Or, you can come with me and 
help me on my journey, which will enable me to keep an eye on you and 
make sure you don’t talk. So, what will it be, die here and now, or come with 
me and be a part of something extraordinary, something that will change 
this world in which we inhabit for all eternity”. He looked away for a moment 
and then turned back to me suddenly with a slightly angry look on his face, 
“And for the last time you idiot my name is Abilan, Ab-I-Lan, ABILAN he 
finished with a raised voice. “But it is obvious you cannot remember this so 
please just call me Abe.” I chuckled slightly, taken aback by the sudden 
outburst from Abe. I thought silently for a few moments weighing my 
options. I slowly finished my meal, formulating several scenarios in my head.
I finally said to Abe, “you don’t leave me much of a choice, death is not an 
option for me. There is too much for me to see, to experience, to taste and to
feel. But if I do come with you, I still need to return to Mordarium before we 
depart to gather my things and prepare, and leave some money for BaBa. 
This is not negotiable. If you are unwilling then you must kill me now, but I 
assure you it will not be easy, regardless of how weak I am currently.” He 
flashed his toothy grin for a moment. “But I am curious why me? Why am I 
important to your journey?” Abe replied, “well DuPaul, call it being in the 
wrong place at the wrong time, or the universe pushing you toward your true
destiny.” I pondered that for a moment when Abe stood up suddenly clapping
me on the back. “Tomorrow is the beginning of the rest of our lives DuPaul, I 
hope you will prepare yourself for what is to come. Now rest, we rise with the
sun.” I laid back and looked up at the stars mind beginning to wonder. What 
had I gotten myself into I thought…. the thought of escaping during the night
crossed my mind but I pushed it out as quickly as it appeared, it was too dark
to leave during the night, the wildlife that comes alive in the dark would hunt
me down and kill me. I did have one nagging thought that kept crossing my 
mind, preventing me from sleep. “You awake Abe?” “Yes” he replied in a half-
asleep tone of voice, “what is it”. “Well I was thinking, for someone so 
different, why call yourself Abe? I know about 20 Abe’s in Mordarium, hell the
village drunks name is Abe, so for someone from this race of people, the 
Hyne, all high and mighty, why a name that is shared among my people. 
“this question seemed to amuse him. “Well DuPaul, I settled on Abe after 



reading about a great man that lived long ago, who changed the world in 
which he lived on a monumental scale for the betterment of humankind. He 
is who I aspire to be. His name was Abraham Lincoln, and I admire his 
actions and convictions greatly. It has nothing to do with your people and 
Mordarium, but that is why I go by Abe. There is another reason why DuPaul, 
but that story is for another day, now rest and leave me alone.”


