
Part 3-Mordarium

I struggled to keep up with Abe as he gracefully moved through the 
dense foliage. I already hated this journey as Abe so lovingly called it, 
especially after the 10th branch whipped back to strike me in the face. My 
frustration grew worse with every passing silent second. Abe had hardly said 
anything since the previous evening, and I would be lying if I didn’t say it 
worried me a little bit. I tried to push the thought out of my mind and focus 
on the warmth of the sun as it poked through the trees to no avail. We had 
been hiking since dawn, and it was slightly passed midday, but we still had 2 
more full days after this until we reached Mordarium, and I don’t think I can 
take another second of silence. Not with all the questions I still had. “Hey 
Abe” “Yes, DuPaul?” Abe replied, sounding annoyed that I had broken his 
train of thought. “When we get to Mordarium, I think its best you stay a mile 
or so away from the city. If you’re seen, they will raise the alarm and a 
hunting party with blood hounds will be sent out to track you down. I don’t 
know about you but getting ripped apart by dogs is not my dream scenario.” 
“I was thinking the same thing” he replied evenly. “But, I will be keeping tags
on you. We can’t have you going into the city and not coming out. 
Regardless, the device in your ear sends me your location at any given time. 
And don’t remove it, or I will know.” That awkward smile flashed again, 
something I have grown to slightly detest. “What is this thing in my ear 
anyways, its starting to itch” I said as I itched my ear. Abe turned on a dime 
and grabbed my arm, pulling it violently from my head. “That DuPaul is very 
delicate, and something that is not to be played with. It is a tool used long 
ago by my people, considered primitive by their standards today, so few 
remain. It was used for translating, communication, tracking, etc. So please 
treat it with respect, or it will make for a very unpleasant journey.” He let go 
of my arm and turned back around, walking away from me. My blood began 
to boil momentarily; no one grabs me like that and walks away that easy. 
Abe is pushing it, and sooner or later I may need to check him. I started 
walking again, picking up my pace to try and match Abe’s long strides. I 
gave myself another minute before speaking, trying to let my anger go so it 
didn’t worm its way into my voice. “Abe, I just met you last night. You are 
some……thing I have never seen with tools I have never seen made of a 
material I have never seen. This is all new, and confusing to me. Now, I know
you know everything and all, but I don’t. I need some answers, or you will 
find I will not be so pleasant to be around.” Abe chuckled, “DuPaul you are 
not the most pleasant person to be around I can assure you.” “Regardless”, 
my voice raised. “If you wish it to be more pleasant, and for me to be more 
helpful, it would be very helpful to start getting answers.” I growled, 
Something, anything Abe.” I could hear him click his teeth, exhaling slowly. 
“It is not my fault you are not asking the right questions, but I will do my best



to answer as well as I can. Some questions may have answers to complicated
to understand currently, but the more you learn about me and my people, 
the more answers I can give that you can comprehend. So, what is your first 
question?” I thought about that for a moment, several questions jumping to 
the forefront of my mind but only one standing out. “I realize I should have 
asked this before, but where in the hell are we going?” Abe let out a ringing 
laugh, “yes, it may very well be helpful for you to know where we are going. 
Sadly, we do not have 1 destination, but 5. I have questions that I must have 
answered, answers that can change the entire world as you and I know it. 
Answers that will have an impact on every being as you know it. Finding the 
answers to my question will take us far, and the journey will be long and 
arduous, but I can assure you; it will be worth it.” The conviction and passion 
Abe displayed was curious to me. Up until this point he had seemed like 
someone who doesn’t let much get him going. Like a calm pond in a dense 
forest, winds never reaching it. Whatever these questions and answers he’s 
going on about are, I want to be there. The something more I have been 
searching most of my life for found me, and at the moment……I didn’t quite 
know what to think of that. Several long minutes past before I broke the 
silence with another question. “Abe, are your people Human?” He let out a 
heavy sigh and grew quiet for several breaths. Then in a voice so quiet I had 
to strain to hear it he whispered “I’m afraid they aren’t anymore” almost 
sadly. “what’s that supposed to mean” I asked, my voice rising with 
excitement. “DuPaul, my people were once humans as you consider it. In a 
crowd they would look no different than you. They lived in communities and 
raised families.  But a conflict erupted many years ago that changed the 
world, and my people fled the carnage. They isolated themselves in the 
mountains of the Forgotten, weathering the carnage that destroyed the world
around them. They took the best of what humanity had to offer with them, its
technologies and histories and improved upon what they could. They 
improved themselves in what ways they could eliminating sickness and 
diseases, augmenting and transforming their bodies to better suit their new 
environment and stimuli, making them stronger and better suited for the 
high elevation and harsh climate.  They sealed themselves away, and let the 
world pass them by. They gave up on humanity, so I don’t believe them to be
human any longer. Does that satisfy you?” “Hell no it doesn’t, I retorted, it 
only adds more questions to the already long list! What conflict are you 
talking about, as far as I know there has never been a conflict of that 
proportion in our history, if there was BaBa would have told me!” “Who is 
BaBa?” Abe asked, changing the subject. “BaBa is the closest thing I have 
ever had to family, she taught me everything I know, she taught me the 
history of this land, and of the human race, our gods, creator, and afterlife. I 
am not looking forward to leaving her behind…..but she will understand.” A 



branch whipped back and hit me in the face again, refocusing myself back on
my questions. I was growing frustrated, but I didn’t push the subject further, 
so I decided to ask something simpler, hoping to gain some more 
information, while also keeping my mind off this assault by forest I have had 
to deal with. “So, do all your people look like you? Are there women? Do they
look like you?? I would surely hope not “I said with a chuckle, “that would not
be a comforting sight to come home to” finishing with a hearty chuckle. 
Abe’s paces slowed down for a moment as if something I said upset him. 
“They look like me for the most part, with more exaggerated features 
otherwise they resemble the females in your settlement. They also have 
more body augmentations, which is something I am not allowed” he said 
solemnly. This raised my brows in interest. “Why” I asked hoping desperately
that I wouldn’t get some stupid answer that didn’t satisfy me. Abe elected to 
ignore me for the time being letting the sound of our footsteps crunching 
against the fallen leaves and sticks about the forest floor be my answer. “I 
have questions of my own DuPaul” Abe stated evenly after a few moments. 
“Okay” I responded, hoping to keep some conversation going to occupy our 
time. “You mentioned a creator, how is it do you believe your people came to
be?” I thought for a moment trying to recall the details from the stories BaBa
told me as a boy. “Well Cambyces is the creator of all, and king of the Gods 
and resides in the sky, lighting our way during the daytime, his influence 
seen by all. His wife is Oralia, mother of the Gods, and keeper of the night. 
Cambyces created the world as a gift of beauty to his wife who loved it so 
much she desired her 4 children to remain here and safeguard it. Phyrus god 
of fire and war, Aquina goddess of water and heath, Palatum goddess of the 
earth and harvest, Tsanum goddess of the winds and creation. They watched 
our world for thousands of years, keeping the balance and ensuring their 
mothers favorite gifts safety. Over time Phyrus grew angry at his mother for 
favoring his younger sisters, even though he was the first born and letting 
the anger build until once day he decided he could take it no longer. He 
would make his mother notice him. He laid waste to the world, destroying 
everything in his path, turning the beauty his mother loved so much into 
nothing but ash. His sisters did everything they could to protect the earth for 
their mother, but Phyrus was too powerful. His savagery and anger fueled 
him. Beaten and looking for an advantage the sisters came up with a plan to 
beat Phyrus and restore the world. They would create an army. Palatum 
pulled from the earth pieces of stone and carved them in their image while 
Tsanum breathed life into them. Their army was massacred by Phyrus with 
few remaining, but their sacrifice allowed the sisters to gain victory. They 
sealed Phyrus within the depths of their mothers’ great gift, surrounded by a 
constant reminder of his betrayal, with no means of escape. The sisters 
returned to watching over the earth, with humans slowly growing in number 



as well. They kept the goddesses entertained, as well as being worshiped by 
their creations, so they allowed them to remain. The people of this world are 
the descendants of the goddesses’ great creation, and they still reside here 
watching over us. When we die we join the Gods in the heavens, living in 
comfort and watching over the world in which we reside.” As I finished my 
story I became keenly aware of Abe staring at me, taking in what I was 
telling him. He had a half smile on his face, not one of ridicule but more so of
amusement. “DuPaul, according to your story, when did this all take place?” 
“Roughly 800 years ago according to BaBa” I replied. “I see” Abe said, letting
himself trail off for a moment. We continued walking in silence for a few 
minutes before I decided to break it. “It will be nightfall soon Abe, we should 
make camp, and rest. We still have long journey ahead of us, and I rather it 
not be cut short by the wildlife that comes alive in the night. I know of a 
place not far from here that would do nicely. He agreed with a nod while I 
took the lead, moving due east instead of north. We cut through the forest 
for several minutes, until we reached a small clearing near the base of a rock
formation where I remembered there being a mouth to a dry ish cave that 
should work well for us. We followed the rocks along the base north until we 
found the opening, dank smell of wetness and stagnation breathing out of 
the opening and overwhelming me slightly. I forgot how much I hated that 
smell, but it will suffice. I set down my gear near the mouth of the cave and 
told Abe to begin preparing a meal, while I went and got firewood. I pushed 
back into the forest picking up dead limbs as I went, building a large stack in 
my arms. This was the first time I had been alone since our meeting I 
thought, a feeling of excitement twinging in my belly at the thought of 
dumping the wood and running, leaving Abe behind in that dark dank cave. 
But the thought was gone as quickly as it surfaced. After I collected sufficient
wood I returned to the cave, mounding it in a heap at my feet and crouching 
down, putting twigs together to start my fire. I pulled a small piece of flint 
from beneath my tunic and struck it several times with my Kukri, a small 
spark catching quickly on the dry wood, warmth and light beginning to 
emanate immediately. I continued adding more fuel to the fire when Abe sat 
next to me and began to add fuel of his own. He had seemed distracted since
earlier, almost on edge and uncomfortable. “What’s wrong Abe?” “Nothing” 
he replied quickly, never meeting my eyes and keeping them pointed at his 
feet while fiddling with a small stick. I pushed; “why is it that you have 
seemed so uncomfortable after I told you the story of my Gods?” He looked 
up at me this time, a hard look in his eyes like it pained him to answer the 
question.  He opened his mouth as if to answer but closed it, eyes going back
down to his feet. “DuPaul what if I told you that what you have been taught 
is wrong?” “I would not believe you” I said with a smirk. “I see evidence of 
the gods around me every day. Aquina provides the very river that 



Mordarium sits on the banks of. She supplies my people with what we need 
to survive. Palatum protects the lands in which we walk, keeping the balance 
in nature while Tsanum provides the very air we need to breath. She brings 
new life into the world daily with the birth of children and the many animals 
that occupy this land. The gods are great Abe and when I die they will 
recognize me for the great things I will achieve, cementing my spot right 
next to Cambyces himself.” “I understand”, he replied. “But what if I showed 
you evidence that you are wrong. Something right in front of your eyes, that 
you could reach out and hold, to see for yourself?” That took me back 
slightly. I had never thought about it not being true, I had always accepted it 
as fact. I had lived my whole life seeing evidence of the gods around me. I 
will be the first to admit I never actively worshipped the gods or sacrificed 
anything for their sake like many of the others in my settlement, but I never 
saw it as necessary. The gods know what resides in my heart, and that 
should be good enough I thought, but still, I would never openly defy them. 
That’s just asking for it. Abe cleared his throat to bring me back down to 
earth, the sound echoing off the damp walls of the cave. “I did not mean to 
offend DuPaul. Where I come from there are no gods, only logic and reason. 
We are taught the question has been answered by science and when we die, 
we cease to be. There is nothing before, or after this. We just are, and this 
one life we live is all we have. So, my people have devoted themselves to 
extending their lives, trying to avoid death like they have a choice. I have 
always had a hard time accepting this and have searched through our 
records for an answer. My people discouraged this practice, worrying that I 
would upset the balance of their society. They encouraged me to accept it 
and be like them and stop letting my illogical emotions drive me. There is no 
room for it they said.  I was already considered an outsider, and my digging 
seemed to be the last of the elder’s patience with me. I heard whispers of 
them ending me, as they did my mother when I was an infant. I had spent 
my whole life being told I was all alone, and I could not accept that, so I 
gathered what information I needed and left to find my own answers.” I sat 
wide eyed opposite of Abe, getting a much clearer picture of who he is and 
what drove him. The fairy tale he was telling had my head spinning and I had
a million questions beginning to overwhelm me but they were to jumbled to 
make sense of them now. “Abe, I’m sorry about your mother” I finally 
managed, “I grew up without one as well. BaBa is the closest thing I could 
call a family. But why did they ‘end’ her? If your society is so big on 
extending their lives, why would they kill one of their own?” Abe raised his 
head, eyes locking on mine, intense and almost angry. “Because DuPaul my 
mother committed the biggest taboo in our society. She found something 
that shook her belief in our history and convictions of our society and 
decided to venture out on her own. She ran into a man from a settlement 



much like Mordarium, and instead of killing him and retaining the secrecy of 
our people, she fell in love. I was the product of that love. The Hyne caught 
up to her and killed her as well as my father for their sins but brought me 
back to their society figuring that they could at least raise me as a true 
Hyne, weeding out my humanity as I aged. But my humanity has shown 
through, because of this I have always been treated as an outsider, I have 
always been alone. The Hyne in me has accepted this fact and worked to 
make it a strength instead of a weakness. But the human in me…..longs to 
know more. It screams out from the depths of my being to find the answer, 
and that is what our journey aims to accomplish. I wish to find the answer to 
my questions, but more than that, I wish so desperately to no longer be 
alone….” I let out an exhale realizing I had been holding my breath the whole
time. The look of despair on Abe’s face nearly broke me because I had known
that same look to plaster my face at moments of weakness throughout my 
life. I decided then and there that neither of us will be alone any longer. A 
smile suddenly broke out on my face, an excitement filling me that has been 
absent for many years. I laid back and closed my eyes ready for the new day,
for the next chapter in our adventure.


