
Part 7-The Truth

I was almost back to camp when the sun began to peak over the horizon, a 
dark red spilling through the clouds as the sun rose reminding me of what I 
had done. Of the blood I had spilled. I found a small clearing and dismounted
the old pack horse and began taking my items from the saddlebags I would 
need; my irons, a skin of wine I had picked up and anything else that could 
be tied to me. I looped the skin through my belt and stuffed my irons under 
my tunic as I pet the horse, coat smooth and warm before smacking it on the
backside and sending it running back toward Mordarium. Its job was done, 
and if Abe saw me with the horse again he may realize something was amiss.
I watched as the horse faded in the distance before turning back toward 
camp. I moved through the dense brush when I came upon a stream and 
cleaned myself up as best I could, the cold water waking me up as I sat 
scrubbing Crowley’s blood from beneath my fingernails and off my face. As 
the water rushed off now tainted red I couldn’t help but feel…. good about 
what I had done, but also guilty. I had accomplished what I wanted and 
avenged Micah, but I couldn’t help but feel I had left a little piece of myself 
behind in Mordarium. A piece I would never get back.

Abe was awake when I returned to camp, already busy preparing breakfast 
before we set out. Cleo bound toward me and tackled me to the ground, 
assaulting me with licks and nibbles. “Relax girl I was only gone for one 
night, it couldn’t have been that bad.” Abe chuckled “It was that bad DuPaul,
I hardly got any sleep with all her whining last night.” “Sorry Abe, I’m back 
now so no more whining. Speaking of sleep I am going to get a little shut eye
before we head out, I hardly got a wink of sleep myself.” He stood to face 
me, a puzzled look on his face. “What was it that kept you so occupied you 
couldn’t sleep?” I thought quickly of a lie to tell; “You didn’t expect me to 
leave on a journey with you before getting a little action did you?” He cocked
his head to the side slightly, obviously still not getting what I was telling him.
“A woman Abe, I had to see a woman.” I said as I untied the skin of wine from
my belt and set it by my weapons. “And get some wine for the road to 
celebrate the beginning of our journey.” Abe had a sour look on his face, 
telling me he had an interest in neither.  “Suit yourself,” I said “more for me.”
“Eat and rest DuPaul, we depart as soon as you wake. Cleo and I are eager to
get out on the road.” “Sure thing Abe,” I said sleepily as I lay my head down 
on my rolled up sleeping mat, the world fading to black as I did so.

I woke up to a slap to the face, snapping me from my slumber. Abe stood 
over me, an angry look in his green eyes that reminded me of a forest fire 



with the sun looming overhead. I started to ask why he did that when he 
slapped me again, but this time hard enough to draw blood. I stood quickly 
and pushed him back, now not the only one who was angry. “What the hell 
Abe!” I shouted at him as Cleo began to growl and bark, upset by the 
violence. “What did you do DuPaul?!” Abe shouted at me as he took a step 
toward me. “I told you Abe I saw a woman, what’s the problem.” I had hardly
gotten the final word out of my mouth when I found myself pinned to a tree, 
feet off the ground with Abe’s hands clenched tightly around the scruff of my
tunic, knuckles white. I pulled at his hands but they were like iron shackles 
and wouldn’t budge. Abe looked me in the eyes, noses nearly touching, “Do 
not lie to me again DuPaul, it will not end well for you.” The last words exiting
his mouth in a growl. “I will ask one last time, what did you do?” A moment 
of silence passed when he shook me slightly to make me focus. “Speak!” he 
yelled into my face, spit landing on my cheek. Cleo was pulling on the hem of
Abe’s robe at this point and growling like wild trying to break us up. “Let me 
go now Abe and I’ll tell you.” His hands loosened immediately and I hit the 
ground, doing my best to pick myself up quickly. I could feel the anger rolling
off of him and decided it was best to come clean. I told him everything, of 
finding Micah in the woods, the note, leaving the gold for BaBa and Crowley’s
death. He didn’t speak a word the entire time, only looked at me 
unflinchingly ready to hit me again. I finished my story and Abe huffed in 
disappointment; “You humans are so foolish sometimes, you let your emotion
dictate your lives when it does nothing but interfere. Open your eyes DuPaul 
and see the big picture. I beg of you.” I said nothing as Abe moved about the
camp getting his pack and other items together. “We must leave. Now. Get 
your pack and let’s go.” “Slow down and let me eat something first Abe, I’ll 
need my energy.” “You lost that privilege.” He said flatly as he tossed my 
pack into my arms. I began to put on the pack and my sword belt when Abe 
began walking into the brush and out of sight.

After several minutes I had finally caught up to him, his anger only seeming 
to increase the fluidity and speed of his movements. I opened my mouth to 
ask what was going on when a branch whipped back and struck me in the 
face. Not this again I thought. I picked up the pace and fell in line with him. 
Neither of us spoke for several minutes until I broke the silence. “Abe I’m 
sorry if I upset you. I did what I thought was right. Micah was a good man 
and didn’t deserve to die. He was one of the few people who treated me like 
a person instead of some vermin gutter trash. You would have done the 
same.” “No, I would not of.” He said grimly. “Micah, as you call him was 
dead. Dead. He does not know of what you have done. No one cares what 



you did DuPaul but you, only now we have people coming after us.” This 
alarmed me greatly. “What are you talking about Abe? Who is after us?” “I do
not know DuPaul. There were alarm bells ringing from Mordarium while you 
slept. I’m guessing that has something to do with you.” I did not respond 
because I knew what he spoke of was true. If they found Crowley’s body 
already then it was safe to assume they had found the boy who opened the 
gate for me. It wouldn’t take much for him to talk, I thought. I began to 
double my pace to put some distance between us and the city.

We had been walking for hours when Abe finally decided to stop, obviously 
thinking we had put enough distance between us and Mordarium. The sun 
had already set, which made travel in the forest nearly impossible for 
someone like me, but not someone like Abe. He had told me he saw nearly 
perfectly in the dark, so I had followed close behind him as I fumbled around 
in the pitch blackness of the night. I let my pack fall to the ground before 
dumping myself into the dirt, the cool earth greeting me while Abe began 
unpacking his bag, pulling dinner from its depths. I was exhausted from the 
past couple of day’s events. Nothing a good night’s sleep wouldn’t fix. I 
reluctantly pulled myself from the dirt and began collecting firewood, Cleo 
right beside me keeping me company. “You’re not mad at me are you girl?” I 
asked her. She only cocked her head and stared at me blankly. “Abe will 
warm back up I promise you.” I had collected enough wood to cook with and 
returned to camp, dumping it on the ground and crouching low, striking my 
flint against my kukri, blowing on the glowing embers until a fire caught. “So,
is this how the rest of the journey is going to go Abe? The silent treatment?” 
Silence was my answer. “Fine.” I said as the salted pork Abe had removed 
from his pack began to sizzle, its smell hanging in the air like a blanket 
making poor Cleo whine uncontrollably. 

Our bellies were full as we sat against our packs, both staring into the fire as 
Cleo slept with her head resting on my thigh. I grabbed for the skin of wine 
and popped the cork off, offering Abe the first drink. He declined with a 
shake of his head which was fine with me. More for me. I raised the skin to 
my lips and drank deeply, the warmth hitting my belly and instantly relaxing 
me. I stretched out and looked up at the stars; the only movement between 
us was me bringing the wine skin to my lips. The sounds of the night were 
beginning to lull my to sleep when Abe reached out and pulled the skin from 
my hands, raising it to his lips slowly and drank deep. His face was one of a 
child eating a sour apple, but that didn’t deter him. He took another deep 
swig and passed it back to me. I took it and took another swig of my own, my
face warm and growing warmer. “I shouldn’t have hit you DuPaul. I was angry



and let my emotion get away from me. It won’t happen again.” Abe said 
quietly, almost ashamed of himself. I brushed it off, “its fine Abe I get why 
you did it. Let’s just put it behind us. Have a drink and relax.” I told him as I 
handed him back the skin. We sat there in silence drinking for what felt like 
hours, the passing back and forth of the skin the only movement in the night.
I was growing bored and decided to ask Abe to tell me a story to pass the 
time. “Tell me a story Abe about your people, something I don’t know yet. I 
am dying of curiosity, but figured you would tell me when you felt the time 
was right. But I mean, come on, what better time than now?” He said 
nothing, only took another deep drink and sat silently. I took this as a denial 
and continued staring in the fire, letting the alcohol running through my 
veins be my distraction. I nearly jumped when Abe broke the silence; “Very 
well DuPaul, I will tell you a story. But I must warn you; this is not a pleasant 
story.” Abe said with a look of sadness upon his face, “both for you, and for 
me.”

Abe took a big swig of wine and swallowed loudly before looking at me 
setting his jaw. “Why must you push so much DuPaul?” Abe asked with a 
sigh. “Why wouldn’t I push Abe you’re a being from an advanced race now 
shut up and talk.” Abe sighed and took another drink, his face becoming 
flush. After a few moments of silence, he finally began. “Have I told you that I
have a sister DuPaul?” My mouth hung open momentarily as I imagined Abe 
with more female characteristics. He laughed at the sight and continued; “My
sister is full blooded Hyne, so she has privileges I never received. She came 
before me and was accepted into our society like everyone else. She also 
treated me like everyone else. I never understood how my mother could give
birth to such an evil creature, but stranger things have happened. Anyway, 
she is the one who set me on my path which led me to you, believe it or 
not.” I cocked my head to the side. “My sister was bred to be a warrior since 
birth, as are a select group of others within my culture. Most of my people 
are nonviolent, but there are some who show a natural…. inclination for 
violence and are deployed to protect the borders from human encroachment 
and keep an eye on the settlements and keep tabs on their progress. Their 
existence is kept a secret, but everyone has heard whispers of their duties. 
Of the outside world.  Used in secret but still, a position that comes with 
perks. When she was 5 I was born, and she threw herself into her training. 
She wanted to be the best, to leave no question that she had redeemed the 
honor of our name that my mother had destroyed. That I dishonored by 
purely existing.  With mother gone there was no one to protect me and teach
me the ways of the Hyne so the elders left that to my sister Elia. She taught 



me the ways of our people and was more stick than carrot. As a matter of 
fact, there was no carrot at all!” Abe said with a disturbing laugh, his face 
flush from the wine and growing more still as he took another drink and then 
handed me the skin; I quickly took one myself. “My sister used methods she 
learned from her training to inflict pain whenever I……. did not live up to her 
expectations. To prevent me from embarrassing the family name further.

 When I questioned why our people isolated themselves from the world, 
watching but never making contact…. she broke a finger. How did we get 
here? A finger. Is there more to this life? A finger. What happens when were 
gone? A finger. One each time my humanity shown through, one each time I 
let the irrationality of my emotion dictate my actions.” Abe took another swig
and tears began to brim in his eyes. “One time when I was ten I forgot to 
shave my head one morning, and she claimed I loved to stand out since my 
race is bald, to be different than the rest of them. To be a filthy human. She 
broke the whole hand that time.” Abe finished quietly, wiping his face and 
turning away from me. “In her mind with the advancements in medicine, and
the strength of my bones I inherited from mother I would be fine. There 
would not be any lasting damage. For the most part this was true, Elia used 
our healing devices to mend bones before our lessons ended. No on was the 
wiser. No one asked questions because no one cared. But it still hurt like hell.
As I aged I learned to keep to myself. To act as if I completely believed in 
what she told me. To not ask questions. That method served me well.” Cleo 
began to stir, breaking the tension for a moment, opening her eyes to look at
Abe before she closed them once again, oblivious to the world if she had a 
lap to lay her head on. 

“To keep me fit my sister trained me in the most advanced combat 
techniques the world had to offer. Swordsmanship, riding, hand to hand, 
archery, you name it. That is when she really drove me to search for 
answers. Each time she beat me in combat, which was nearly every time I 
would receive a lash. She would tear open my back with a whip and a look of 
glee in her eyes. She would immediately use the Stimcell to heal me on the 
spot, so she could do it again. Elia always said the first one is always the 
worse, before the nerves are severed and numbness sets in.” I interrupted 
Abe, “What’s a Stimcell?” He smiled briefly before answering me. “It’s what I 
used to heal my arm when we first met. It stimulates and speeds up the 
cellular regeneration in your body allowing it to heal itself at a much quicker 
pace. Your body needs fuel of course to make facilitate the process, or it will 
be completely ineffective. It depletes the body of nutrients, and if they are 
not quickly replaced you become useless. I admit it’s not the most creative 



name, but a wonderful device.” I had no idea what Abe was talking about, 
but I pretended like I did, saying “uhahh” and urged him to continue. “Where
was I……oh yes my search for answers.”

“During one training session she refused to let me finish until I had disarmed 
her. I had already received 72 lashes that day, more than I had for awhile 
and it was beginning to wear on me greatly. I threw everything I had at her 
and could not succeed. After the 100th.150th…200th lash the mind goes to 
another place” ……. Abe said quietly. “It does whatever it can to protect itself
from going insane. A thought hit me at that point teetering on the edge of 
insanity, one from the depths of my being. My humanity broke through so 
powerfully my mind fixated on it like a lost sailor on the open sea focusing on
the north star……that there must be more to life than this. There must be 
more out there. I……. couldn’t be alone. I had to get out. My mind was made 
up at that moment. I won the next round, parrying a blow to the leg that 
would have cleaved through the femur and disarmed her, tripping her to the 
ground and putting the tip of my sword into her throat. The look of fear on 
her face was the most satisfying thing I had ever seen.” I was taken aback 
my that. I didn’t see Abe as being that kind of…. person. But I had no room 
to talk. Abe continued. “I began to sneak into the archives at night, 
researching what I could, and designating what discs I needed to take with 
me on my journey when I escaped.” “Discs?” I asked Abe. “Yes, these.” He 
held up something in between his thumb and forefinger, a small disc that 
was nearly see through, but had a cloudy green hue to it. “This is a natural 
mineral called quartz, or that’s what my people call it. I’m sure your people 
have another name for it. Believe it or not you can store information on these
discs. Visual and auditory information. The Hynes scientists unlocked their 
potential when we recorded the worlds histories. They can hold 1.285 billion 
terabytes of information per disc. They are truly incredible!” he said with a 
smile on his face, marveling at the object between his fingers. “What’s a 
terabyte Abe?” “Just consider it a lot lot lot DuPaul.” Abe said drunkenly, the 
wine making him slur his words. I took the skin from him and closed it, saving
the rest for another night of stories and began getting ready to sleep. I 
suggested to Abe he do the same. We both lay beneath our blankets, and I 
couldn’t help but think about what Abe had told me. No matter his 
appearance or where he came from, he’s just like me. The humanity in him 
will not be denied. I could admire that I thought, when Abe said something 
that jolted me from the edges of sleep. “We must pick up our pace tomorrow 
DuPaul.” Abe said sleepily. “Why’s that Abe?” I said annoyed. “Because Elia 
will come for me DuPaul. I stole the records. I know the truth.” “What truth?” 



I said, alarmed by what I had heard. No answer. “Abe what truth are you 
talking about” I said as I shook him slightly. No answer. Abe was fast asleep. I
laid back down, a knot growing in the pit of my stomach. 


