
Episode 16-Contact

It had been nearly a whole day since DuPaul had stormed off into the woods. 
I had attempted to go after him, but BaBa urged me to stay. “He will return 
when he is ready Abilan. He is like a puppy in some ways, if you chase him, 
he will only run further. Now please, relax, we have much to discuss.” I did 
not understand her analogy but nodded and continued searching my pack for
the specific discs I was looking for as well as the QD. Cleo nudged me, 
whining loudly which in turn made Zeus whine. “What is it girl?” I asked her 
gently, her large brown eyes wide with nervousness. She only whined a 
response before huffing and walking away form me and standing near the 
edge of the clearing. Zeus followed and curled up next to his mother, 
growing larger every day, soon to overtake her in size. I found purchase of 
the QD within my pack and removed it, as well as the discs I needed and 
began setting up the device. I expected BaBa to ask questions, but she only 
stared at the device with wonder upon her face. She looked 50 years 
younger at that moment. Humans are such simple creatures sometimes, 
almost like children. It doesn’t take much to distract and diffuse them. “Is my
tea ready yet?” BaBa asked now looking at me. “Almost BaBa. I know you are
useless without it.” I said with a grin. She smiled and laughed a little, careful 
not to expose her teeth to the chilly air. Stopping what I was doing I turned to
her and looked her in the eye. “That was a brave thing you did, resisting 
Nero. But I find it foolish as well. You have lost so much.” She looked at me 
solemnly, the sadness in her eyes overwhelming and palpable. “I don’t 
expect you to understand Abilan, but it would have been more of a loss to 
me if I had given up DuPaul. I love that boy with all my heart and soul and if I
had to sacrifice my body to protect him, I will. I would do it again in a 
heartbeat and fall on the sword willingly if that’s what it took. He is a special 
man that DuPaul and has much to give the world and in turn the world to 
give to him. I am old and have seen much, but the world would not weep for 
me if I disappeared. It would for him, even if it doesn’t know it yet. Besides, 
he would do the same for me. And for you for that matter. That is just the 
kind of man he is.” BaBa finished, a steely look upon her face that sent a chill
up my spine. As the thoughts swirled in my head one stuck out in particular; I
had never felt that way about anyone before. No one had felt that way about
me before. It was curious to me, but……I knew at that moment I WANTED 
someone to feel that way for me, and me for them. Pushing the thoughts 
aside I finished setting up the QD and rose to grab BaBa’s tea as the pups 
looked at me from their positions near the edge of the clearing before 
deciding what I was doing wasn’t very interesting to them. I handed her the 
tea and she settled in, taking a sip almost instantly without letting it cool. 
Powering on the QD and inserting a disc I settled in myself before beginning. 



The map of the valley of Mordarium came into view as I began “Now if we 
want to get you to safety, I believe this to be the best route.”

I awoke to a sharp pain in my neck and chest, each inhale pure agony as I 
attempted to rise from whatever surface I had been dumped on and looking 
around to see nothing but a pure blackness. Not a blackness you would find 
during a late-night walk, but the mind-numbing kind; the kind where you can 
see nothing even when it is directly in front of your face. As the fog cleared 
from my mind and I became more focused a panic began to set in, my fight 
or flight reflexes going from a trickle to a torrential river. The space around 
me began to feel tight, walls closing in as my airflow became restricted and 
the blood pounding in my ears. My breath became rapid as I moved my head
side to side, willing my eyes to adjust to the blackness as I attempted to 
raise my arms and search for some kind of boundary with my hands. A 
wooden door, rock wall, something that I could use to orient myself. My 
hands found nothing as I continued to spread them in a wide arc around me 
while shuffling my feet against what I thought was a rocky floor, finding 
nothing but a dark and empty space. I continued moving forward, at least as 
far as I could tell, waving my arms in the air when I smacked my face against
cool and musty rock. Okay I told myself doing my best to ease my breathing. 
If I had to guess I’m somewhere underground judging by the two surfaces I 
had come into contact with consisting of rocky surfaces. A whole new set a 
fears descended upon me at that moment, my breath growing rapid and 
panicked once more. Holy shit, I thought to myself, what if I’ve been walled 
up alive? What will I do for air, food, water? Will anyone hear me scream for 
help or even know that I am gone? The blood pounding in my ears became 
overwhelming as the heavy breaths caught in my chest, sweat beginning to 
blossom and soak into my tunic. I doubled over and emptied my guts, my 
sick splattering on the floor and a foul smell filling the air around me. Falling 
to my knees I wiped my mouth and took a deep breath. Calm yourself 
DuPaul, you must, or you will die. Sweat poured down my face, dripping from
my nose and falling to the floor. Drip. Drip. Drip. I took another deep breath, 
my heartbeat calming and my senses clearing before I exhaled and stood 
once more. Drip. Drip. Drip. The sounds of my sweat hitting the floor echoing
slightly back to me. Or was it just my mind playing tricks on me? Not likely, 
but the fear I felt at that moment combined with the information I had 
recently learned I could feel my mind fraying around the edges. Not trusting 
the information that my senses kicked back to it, weary of anything and 
everything. I spit the remaining vomit from my mouth and listened to it hit 
the ground as the sounds of sweat falling to the floor surrounded me. Drip. 
Drip. Drip.

The smell of vomit and piss from relieving myself was hard to ignore as I 
breathed in through my nose and out my mouth, repeating this exercise over



and over just as I had been for the passed several hours, or what felt like it at
least. There was no way to tell; no airflow, no light, no sounds, no anything. 
Establishing calming my mind was my number one priority, but getting side 
tracked by the silence and darkness did not help at all. I started a breathing 
exercise BaBa had taught me as a boy when I was upset, something, 
anything that would calm me down. I’ve used it on many occasions as I’ve 
grown, and this was no different. In through my nose and out my mouth. The 
sound of air rushing in and back out comforting me more than telling myself 
everything would be okay ever could. As the time dragged by I had noticed 
several things, and now that my mind was in a place where I could look at 
them constructively it was time I came up with a plan. First off, I still had my 
weapons, minus a few arrows from my quiver which I found incredibly odd. 
Wouldn’t whoever, or whatever brought me here want to disarm me? Or did 
it not view me as a threat even with my weapons? Second, and most 
important is my pack was gone. It may still be near, but with the darkness 
that surrounded me I had little hope that I would find it. I also was without 
food or water and if the absence of light was any indication, a limited supply 
of air, though I had no idea how limited. With my resources limited I decided I
needed to come up with a plan quick. First, I needed to get some kind of idea
of the space I occupied which would help determine how much air I had left 
and possibly lead to an exit. Second, I needed to see. My mind franticly took 
inventory of what I normally kept on my person and came up empty besides 
my rough tunic. If I dried it and the Gods looked down on me favorably, I may
be able to get a spark to catch. Kneeling, I removed my leather breast plate 
and laid it on the floor near my feat, fearful I would lose track of it. I quickly 
removed my tunic, a chill hitting me as the dark, cool yet stale air kissed my 
wet skin before unsheathing my sword and wrapping the tunic around the tip
and stabbing it through before tying it off tightly. I resheathed the sword and 
put my armor on once more and stood, tracing my steps back to the wall I 
had run into. Pulling my bow from my back and a handful of arrows from my 
quiver I set about finding out the size of the room. Clumsily I manager to 
knock an arrow, my fingers and muscle memory guiding me as I raised the 
bow and drew the arrow back before firing directly in front of me, or at least 
what I thought was in front of me. I listened intently as the arrow split the 
darkness, whistling through the air, one second, two second, three seconds 
passing before hearing a dull impact of the arrow on stone far into the 
distance. I began to knock another arrow when the silence was broken once 
more, this time by the rabid grumbling of my stomach, hunger already 
beginning to set in.

I leaned against my home wall, thinking of how quickly I learned that linen 
does not dry very quickly with the absence of air flow or sun light. More like 
painfully slow I had found. As far as I could tell it had been several days since



I woke up, the hunger that gnawed at my gut growing exponentially as each 
minute passed. I had been without food before, but I had never faced a 
hunger like this. As a boy I remember going three days without food and I 
vividly remembered what that felt like. The hunger I was experiencing felt a 
lot like that but didn’t worry me as much as it did in the past. What worried 
me was how thirsty I was growing, and even worse, how hard it had become 
to breath regularly. If I moved to much I would be out of breath within a 
couple minutes, straining to fill my lungs until I couldn’t take another step, 
crushed beneath the waves of nausea brought on by my lack of air, food and 
water. My exploration in the dark had become extremely limited and I 
couldn’t bring myself to move much further from the home wall as I had 
grown accustomed to calling it, without some form of light or more water to 
replace what I had sweat out. I had a general idea of the area I occupied 
after firing several arrows in multiple directions. Three seconds to the North, 
two to the East, and two to the west if my home wall was used as a Sothern 
landmark. I even fired one straight up but heard no impact from the arrow 
hitting stone, the only impact I heard being the one after I released it above 
me, silence taking over before it fell harmlessly back down to the ground. 
This place was larger than I anticipated, but for an area this size the air 
supply was extremely limited. Pushing off from the wall I lowered myself 
toward the floor, feeling awkwardly for the linen cloth I had removed from my
sword after I realized how slowly it would dry if it remained crumpled up. The
linen felt cool to the touch and was nearly dry enough for it to catch a spark 
if I got lucky. My frustrations began to mount as my mind began running 
through scenarios, a voice in the back of my head screaming at me for being 
foolish, thinking that it would dry enough to light it before my air supply ran 
out with enough left over to fuel the flames. “I only need to wait a little- “a 
blood curdling scream echoed against the walls as it reached my ears, 
immediately causing me to cover my ears to avoid it. It persisted for several 
seconds, the most horrible scream I had ever hear when it abruptly stopped. 
As the silence recovered, I couldn’t help but call out; “Hello, is anyone there? 
My name is DuPaul, I am from Mordarium. Are you trapped here as well?” 
Silence. “Helloooooooo” I said once more this time louder before I began 
coughing as my lungs searched for more air. I began to breath a little 
raggedly. “I need help, if you’re hurt I can help you. We can help each other. 
Just please, say something. Anything!” Nothing but silence greeted me as 
the echoes of my voice slowly faded. Maybe they couldn’t understand me or 
hear me. I could only hope that they screamed again so I might be able to 
locate them in the blackness. “We never wanted you!” A voice hissed at me, 
close enough that I felt like I could reach out and touch it. “Whose there?!” I 
shouted as I drew my kukri, flattening myself against the cold stone as I 
strained my ears for a sign of anyone near me. Silence. “Scum! Nothing but 
a bottom feeder!” came another voice, this time further away, but with more



clarity. It almost sounded like BaBa. “Come forth and face me! Even blinded 
by darkness I fear no man!” Mustering all the confidence I could behind that 
statement. What sounded like someone laughing greeted me. The hairs on 
my arms and neck began to stand on end “Dead DuPaul, the boy who- “A 
voice hissed in my left ear as spun and swung my sword blindly in the 
darkness before the voice hissed once more, this time in my right ear “died 
all alone in the dark.” I swung once more, this time to my right. There was 
nothing there. I quickly sheathed my kukri and gathered what I could before 
crouching low, one had on the wall as I moved slowly toward my left, looking 
for some sort of corner to put myself into. Before long I had found one, 
quickly placing my tunic on the floor once more and drawing my kukri before 
lowering myself to the floor, straining to hear my tormenter approach.

It was now or never. The voices had not ceased, by grown worse as each 
second passed. Louder, closer, more hurtful. My stomach was in knots, my 
tongue swollen and dry in my mouth as I swallowed, no spit remaining to go 
down. The air had grown thinner as my breaths became short and ragged, 
my mind slipping as I forced myself to focus on breathing properly to 
maximize the air that remained. I was at the end of my rope and if I didn’t 
act soon, I would die here, alone and surrounded by darkness. All Alone. Just 
like I have always been, I thought angrily to myself. Enough, I screamed in 
my mind. I would certainly die if I maintained that train of thought. First, I 
must get out of here. Reaching out my hands I probed the darkness for my 
linen tunic and found it quickly, happy that it was as dry as it was. Removing 
my kukri as well I quickly began running the edge of the blade against the 
fibers of the fabric, fraying them and creating thousands of small strands 
that I hoped would increase the chance it would catch. After several minutes 
I was satisfied with the bundle of fibers, with larger sections remaining to 
support the flame once it caught. “Foolish boy!” the voiced hissed once 
more. I ignored it as I set my kukri on the floor and drew my sword, wrapping
the linen around the tip and skewering it once more. Feeling my way through
the darkness I set the bundle in a leaning position between the wall and floor
before grabbing hold of my kukri and gauging the distance between the two. 
I hope this works, I thought solemnly to myself. It has to work. I swung my 
kukri against the wall, scraping the edge with the sharp portion of the blade. 
It would wreck the blade most likely, but it did its job as sparks sprayed 
brilliantly in the darkness, the little bit of light hurting my eyes. I repeated 
the motion over and over, the fibers almost catching but not flourishing. 
Drip. Drip. Drip. The sweat began to pour from my face in earnest as my 
breaths grew shallow and forced. “Come on just light!” I said quietly, 
swinging my sword with the last bit of my strength. Visions of salted pork, 
fresh bread, ale and a big breasted whore filled my mind as I swung the 
sword, mouth watering and stomach growling, audible in between the clangs



of metal on stone. Finally, as the visions of food became so vivid in my mind, 
I could taste them the linen caught. The ember was small, and I immediately 
dropped my sword before crouching as slowly as I could, careful not to 
breath it out. Smoldering, it flared as I gently blew on it, willing it to catch 
further. As the flame spread throughout the linen an overwhelming sense of 
joy erupted within me. I had done it! I was going to get out of this damned 
place. Out of this hell…...The light of the fire burned my eyes and I had to sit 
there for a moment with them closed, watering like mad as the heat licked 
the sweat from my skin. Slowly I opened one eye, and then the other, careful
not to look directly in the flame. Grabbing my kukri before the sword hilt I 
weakly stood, my knees shaking from excitement. Swinging the torch in a 
wide arc around me I immediately noticed the wall to my left but nothing 
else. Only darkness. Slowly I creeped forward, straining my ears over the 
sound of my boots against the floor. I followed the eastern wall, holding the 
torch as far in front of me as I could as fabric fell away and sizzled itself out 
against the wetness of my skin. Quickly I came upon the north wall and 
began following it the same as I had done with the eastern. My excitement 
was fading quickly as I spanned the North wall and found no exit, and no one
else within the walls of my enclosure. The air was growing thinner as the 
flame drank this precious resource of mine and I sped up my movements 
along the western wall, heading to the southern wall where I had started. I 
hadn’t seen a sign of life yet. No writing on the walls, blood, inscriptions, just 
cool, dark and blank stone. I was coming upon the midway point of the 
western wall when I observed what looked like shallow handholds carved into
the stone, leading up at a shear angle I was fearful I wouldn’t be able to 
manage. That was when I heard a shuffling a distance behind me. Panic set 
in and I spun wildly, moving my torch from side to side as I attempted to 
reveal whatever had made that sound. I saw nothing; “Whose there?!” I 
yelled into the enclosure, with nothing to answer me but the repeated echo 
of my voice. I turned my attention back to the handholds when I heard the 
shuffling again, but this time closer. I turned slowly, torch raised high and 
kukri ready to strike. Nothing caught my eye as I slowly pivoted, nothing that
is until the light of my torch revealed two eyes in the distance boring into 
me. Two eyes that caught the light like a cats eye, over seven feet off the 
ground.


