
Part 4-Fear

The sounds of hounds barking and bounding through the brush woke me with
a violent jolt. I sat up quickly and began to smother the fire as quickly as 
possible. I looked around for Abe to wake him, to warn him to move further 
into the cave to avoid detection but he was nowhere to be seen. His gear 
was still there, weapons and packs but he seemed absent, blanket tossed to 
the side and devoid of warmth. I stood up and grabbed my weapons, 
tightening my belt across my waist, groggily letting the flow of adrenaline 
take over. I stepped to the mouth of the cave and waited for a moment, 
listening and pinpointing the direction in which the hounds were closing in on
me. No use running, I thought, the hounds will surely follow the sent. 
Hopefully it is someone from Mordarium I know who is only out for a hunt 
themselves. I leaned against the rock face, body half cast in shadow 
disturbing my features. After a minute the sounds coming from the woods 
across from me had grown to an uproar when 3 hounds began to materialize 
from the foliage. All 3 were short and muscular, heads broad and full of razor 
sharp teeth used to pierce and rip. They all barked and snarled like mad, 
gnashing at the air between us, eyes dancing ready to attack its prey. 3 
rough bounds of leather were around their necks and meeting at one point 
further back into the woods. Slowly a figure appeared, half slowing the dogs 
down to bring their fury to a maximum and the other half holding on for dear
life. As they yanked and pulled closing the distance between us the mans 
features began to come into focus. I did not recognize this man. We locked 
eyes and he looked at me up and down, his posture becoming more 
aggressive. “What the hell you doin on this land boy” he shouted so I could 
hear him over the snapping and yipping of the dogs. I scoffed and stepped 
into the light and squared up to him. “I am no boy” I replied, “I am DuPaul of 
Mordarium, and I am returning home from a hunting trip to the south.” He 
did not appear to like this. “I didn’t ask you who the hell you were boy I 
asked what the hell you doin here. This is private land. You best not be 
huntin here or you’ll find my grip won’t be so tight on these here leashes. 
Now git!” He spat on the ground between us and rolled his shoulders. The 
hounds were jumping at this point. I raised my hands and put them up 
slightly. “I meant no harm, I was only looking for shelter on my return trip 
home. I will gather my things and happily leave.” “You’ll leave that stuff right
where it is boy. And them weapons too. The farmer who owns this land hired 
me to protect his heard which has been getting pillaged and them items will 
sell to recoup some of his losses. Maybe you’ll learn not to steal from honest 
folk around here.” “I stole nothing, I hunt for all my meat. I am no thief”, the 



last words I spat out emphasizing my point. “Don’t look that way from where 
I’m standing boy, seeing as you and got no meat worth a damn to bring 
back. I was hired by the farmer who owns this land to protect his livestock 
and crops that been goin missing, and you’re looking like someone looking to
take what’s not theirs. Now tell me the truth or my grip might just get a little 
looser.” “I am telling the truth. I was unlucky this hunt. It happens to the best
of us.” “That so? So, you’re out here hunting with a sword boy? I’ve had 
enough of these lies boy! Now go before I let these dogs here tear you 
apart.” I had stalled as long as I could. Hopefully Abe heard what was going 
on and wouldn’t walk into this and become dog food. I didn’t want to drop 
my weapons or leave my gear, but those dogs would tear me to pieces if I 
didn’t. I unbuckled my belt and let it fall to the ground. Sword and Kukri 
rattling in their sheaths. I began to walk away, hands raised never taking my 
eyes off the dogs. The man closed the distance between us and blocked the 
mouth of the cave, driving me away foot by foot. His head darted behind him
looking into the cave. He looked back at me angrily, “Where is the other one 
boy!? If I have to go looking it won’t be pleasant!” “I don’t know” I replied 
honestly, “I awoke to the sound of the dogs, and he was already gone. I do 
not know where he went.” The man laughed for a moment “Such a bad 
damned hunter your buddy couldn’t even wait for ya. Pathetic.” I kept back 
peddling when I head a whistle from the woods. The dogs heard it to. Their 
attention wavered from me back to the tree line as did the mans. Another 
loud clear whistle emanated from the darkness. The man took several steps 
closer to the woods and listened, shushing the uproar of the dogs as best he 
could. Another whistle emanated from above us on the cliff face, and again 
deep within the cave. It seemed as if it were coming from 3 places at once. 
“Now boy this friend of yours best not be playing no tricks.” He shouted out 
into the air “Come on out now boy and I won’t hurt you. You can leave with 
this other boy here.” The whistling intensified and grew so loud it was 
disorienting. “Enough!” shouted the man, looking at me “I hope your ready 
to return a bloody stump of a carcass back to your people” letting the dogs 
go as the words finished leaving his lips. The tore off into the woods, finally 
free of their restraints and ready to deal out a little hell on earth. I was 
focusing on the dogs I didn’t notice the man bounding towards me, head 
down and bellowing like an oaf. I sidestepped him and stuck my foot out 
letting him tumble head over head. I lay momentarily in a crumpled heap at 
my feet before bringing himself to his feet and readying for another charge. I
skipped back a few steps to get some distance, listening for the hounds and 
if they had found their purchase. Nothing but snarls and snapping jaws 
answered me. I kept moving toward the cave and toward me weapons, 
hoping to at least have something to defend myself. I figured I could take the
man in a fight, but if he got me down and his dogs returned it would be over. 



He closed in on me with surpassing speed for a man of his size, bellowing like
a fool once again. I waited until he was closer enough and I planted my feet, 
bending my knees and bringing my right fist back ready to fire off. He began 
to flail his arms at me with wild punches to no avail, I snaked my right fist 
though with as much fury as I could muster, connecting with his nose with a 
wet solid crack. His head whipped back, and the life went out of his eyes and
he crumbled to the dirt in a fat sloppy heap. This man was out cold. 
Apparently, it had been awhile since he picked a fight without his dogs 
beside him. I bent down and went through his pockets, finding a nice bag of 
gold he must have gotten from the farmer. I shoved it into my pockets and 
stood, rolling my shoulders to stretch my tense muscles and realized the 
sounds of the dogs was getting closer. I rushed to my sword belt and drew 
my weapon when I heard a chorus of sharp yelps coming from the woods 
followed by an unmistakable sound of cracking bone and the wet pounding of
flesh against something solid. A rustling began in the trees coming toward 
me with something heavy dragging behind it. I drew my weapons and 
waited. Abe’s unmistakable face peeked through the woods, looking in both 
directions, spotting the man on the ground and deciding it was okay to come 
out. He emerged form the shadow of the woods dragging something large. I 
relaxed and sheathed my weapons and began to walk toward him. As the 
distance between us closed I began to recognize what he was dragging. He 
must have trapped the dogs in net but none of them were moving. I stopped 
in my tracks and looked at Abe. “Did you really have to kill the dogs Abe?” “I 
did not kill them, only knocked them out as it appears you did to their owner.
I figured we could tie them to a tree and let them free themselves once they 
woke.” I nodded in agreement and grabbed a piece of the net, helping Abe 
drag them toward a nearby tree. We tied them to it as well as the owner of 
the hounds and set about getting our camp together and resuming our trek 
to Mordarium. “How did you make all those sounds to distract the dogs?” I 
asked Abe. “It’s called throwing your voice DuPaul, I read how to do it in an 
old magic trick book. One of these nights I will teach you if you’d like.” “Sure,
it seemed like a nifty trick. Might as well ad it to my other bag of tricks.” We 
finished packing our things and restoked the fire, cooking the left-over rabbit 
from our previous nights and eating quickly. Before we finished I heard a 
whimper from the mass of dog and human tied to the tree near us. One of 
the animals began to rustle and moved its head to look at Abe and I, 
smelling at the air hungrily. I hadn’t thought about it before, but the hounds 
weren’t necessarily muscular, more so they didn’t have an ounce of fat on 
them. They were hungry. I ripped a piece off and walked over the hound, 
dropping it between the openings in the net and watching its jaw snap shut 
quickly. It growled at me for a moment and whimpered, alternating between 
the 2 indecisive of whether it wanted to eat me or the rabbit. I took a large 



bite out of what I had left and gave the rest to the mutt watching it swallow 
the large piece in one bite, no chewing necessary. I began to take pity on the
creature. I realized Abe was watching me. He got up slowly and came closer, 
sticking a piece of rabbit of his own through the net and to the starving 
animal. “I’m surprised this one is awake while the others are still silent. I 
would imagine the smell would have woken them up as well.” Abe said in a 
quiet tone, almost to himself. After a few more whimpers from the hound I 
had made up my mind. I pulled my knife and laced it through the net, 
bundling several loops against the sharp edge. Abe grabbed my hand to stop
me and I brushed him off. “We can take on 1 dog if it turns on us Abe, but 
they are starving and deserve a chance to survive. They are only so 
aggressive because they’re owner has made them so. Now let go.” He pulled 
his hand away from me and stood, taking a few steps back. His eyes watched
me sharply, hand on his sword hilt in case things went nasty. I pulled the 
blade toward me, slicing through the net and opening a large hole for the 
hound. I took a step back and put my blade between it and I, waiting for it to 
emerge. It did slowly, baring its teeth at us the whole time. Once it was fully 
out of the net I noticed its tail was between its legs and it was shaking 
furiously, obviously more afraid of us then we were of it. That was when I 
noticed the swollen belly and nipples. The hound was a she, and she was 
pregnant with pups. I put my blade away and looked toward Abe to back up 
and give me some more room. I kept some emergency jerky in hidden pouch 
in my pants, so I pulled it out and crouched down in front of the dog, holding 
the jerky out. “That’s not a good idea DuPaul, that dog will rip your throat out
and drink your blood as soon as it will eat that jerky.” “Quiet Abe, I’m 
working.” I said with a smirk. I waved the jerky at the hound, it only stopping 
its growling to whimper in hunger. I sat on my haunches waving the jerky at 
it until my muscles burned. I was ready to give up when it took a step closer 
and ceased its growling. It whimpered incessantly, but I wouldn’t give in. “if 
you want it, you have to come to me.” I whispered to it in a soothing voice. It
took another step closer. “Ya know Abe I find it amazing what a mother can 
do when it comes to her pups. For them, if their babies are in danger, 
anything is possible.” I only heard a grunt from Abe in response. 2 steps 
closer. “There you go, I won’t hurt you, now come get the jerky.” I sat silently
for another minute while the hound crept closer. Finally, it was right in front 
of me, mouth open and reaching out to take the jerky. I closed its jaws on it, 
and I felt the power behind them pull it out of my grasp with ease. I let go 
and watched the dog eat it ravenously. Once it was finished I reach my hand 
out to touch it when it snapped at me, almost getting the fleshy underside of
my arm and growled. I recoiled for a moment and reached out again, 
whispering to it he whole time promises of safety. She never stopped 
growling but let me touch her. I began to pet her, coat course and brittle 



from malnourishment, bones sharp against the skin almost ready to break 
through it. After a moment she had stopped growling and was sitting there 
on her hind legs, looking at me. I pet it a few more times and slowly 
withdrew my hand and stood slowly. She backed away form me alarmed but 
did not run. “I have no more food for you, you can go now. You are free.” I 
turned toward Abe and pulled the bag of gold from my pocket. I opened it 
and began to take stock of its contents, counting as I went. “There is a lot 
more here than I thought Abe, we will have plenty for supplies in Mordarium. 
That farmer must be really desperate to trust this slob.” Abe looked at me 
and nodded with an awkward smile, obviously pleased. “Good, we will be 
able to move more quickly if we don’t have to hunt for food every night. 
Especially if you’re going to give it to all the wildlife we come across” Abe 
said teasingly. I ignored him and pocketed the gold and grabbing the 
remainder of my gear ready to begin the return trip to Mordarium. Abe 
followed suit. We checked on the man and dogs once more, deciding we ha d
wasted enough time and left them as they were. We began to walk once 
more in the direction of the woods when I noticed movement behind me. The
hound was following us. I figured it was only making sure we were not going 
to turn and attack it. We entered the woods and the game of smacking 
DuPaul in the face with branches began in earnest almost immediately. I 
dodged as best I could but a whip like branch came back and caught me 
right in the chest, knocking the breath from me for a moment. I stopped and 
put my hands on my knees and breathed raggedly and painfully. The brush 
behind me rustled and the hound appeared once more. I looked at it and 
shooed her, hoping she would run off and stop following us. She looked at 
me, head cocked to the side. I waved my hands at her and half growled 
myself hoping she would become frightened and run. She just kept looking at
me. I gave up and turned to follow Abe once more, who had stopped and 
waited for me. I decided to keep my distance from him this time to avoid the 
branches. I kept checking behind me every few paces to see if the hound 
was still behind me. She was. I shook my head and muttered when a cry for 
help reached my ears. It sounded like the Man who had attacked us earlier. 
He shrieked for help, offering money, land, hell even his daughter. You could 
hear the dogs yipping and growling.  He became shrill, but this did not soften
Abe or myself. What kind of man would offer his daughter? I thought 
solemnly. We did not speak, only kept moving through the forest, the only 
sounds our footfalls and the whimpering of the hound behind us. The 
growling and snarling grew louder in the distance, as did the mans desperate
cries for help. Abe turned and looked at me and I shook my head in response.
It was not our place to save this man. The gods were punishing him for his 
cruelties, for is darkness he has brought upon the world. The sound of his 
shrieks grew to a fever pitch, as did the growling and sounds of flesh ripped 



from bone. The cries faded, as did the sound of growling and snapping. In the
end the fear he instilled in the hounds to control them did nothing to save 
him, I thought solemnly, the phrase burning into the back round of my mind. 
I looked behind me at the hound and realized its tail was wagging lazily and 
it whimpered no longer, fear subsiding at the passing of its torturer. It had 
matched my pace and was at my heels. I smiled and looked forward. “It looks
like we have an addition to our journey Abe.” “Looks like we do.” That 
awkward smile returning to his face.


