CHAPTER 56.0
The events occurring back in New Paradasia were not a matter for anyone out in the wilds for they did not know it was going on.
The evening for Mathaniel and Nowen was a bitter cold affair, but made tolerable with the Guardian’s survival equipment. Rapier Technologies -- Mathaniel never heard of them, but he praised everyone that was a part of the company first thing the following morning -- designed his partner’s body armor and gear to practically house everything but plumbing and that included the two man quick snap tent that looked worthless when it was only a ten inch by ten inch by five inch metallic card; all Nowen did was throw it on the ground and a shelter unfolded, made of metallic walls that held all heat in. Heat was provided by the humming backpack attachment; a positron generator they used to keep warm. Physical activity was going to keep Nowen warm, so the Guardian turned the power down to minimum to save on the battery; at best it had five days of operation when used to heat the armor, less when used for other practices. Nonetheless they were alive, well, they ate, and they were quickly off.

Not far from their camp they found where Destiny had stayed; a worn area of snow under pine trees and a small fire pit; a spent ration bar wrapper and a few fruit stems not far from where her shelter had been set up. Her shelter was a solo tent that folded around a quick heat/cool ceramic housing that allowed a tiny fire to be built inside of it to warm the interior of the shelter; smoke traveled up an expandable wand upward and outside. She had left alone; her tracks were older than Wobble’s signs. There were absolutely no signs to indicate that Wobble even slept anywhere, ate, or even stopped. It elicited from Nowen that perhaps Wobble was too stupid to do so; unfortunately Mathaniel had to concede such a thought.
Before high noon was reached on the second day of their journey, Mathaniel and Nowen reached the northern marker of New Paradasia. The MITES array stood quietly and ominously, never daring a challenge. Mathaniel did as promised and continued on; Nowen broke his promise and went along with his companion, deciding that if he gone this far he might as well keep going until Wobble was found. To the best of Nowen’s memory, for it was all they had, Destiny had been following the way plotted out for her. Wobble, of course, plotted along right after her, showing no sign of having caught up with her and, by the morning light of the next day, showed no signs of having made camp.
The third day was warmer, but along with the warm up was a snow storm that had at times shortened visibility when fur trees weren’t all ready blocking their view of the way ahead. Both relied on their skills and abilities; Mathaniel’s use of the Force was potently handy as Nowen used his armor’s sensors sparsely to conserve power for a possible longer trip. Yet Nowen ignored hindsight to turn back, used his training to make the most of his equipment and supplies, and continued on with Mathaniel. Most of this day was spent also on the unknown parts of known history between the Nubians and the Vhinech; particularly the ‘relationship’ between the Vhinech Order of the past and their interest in Juna Rapier. Mathaniel was intrigued by all the filling of the gaps, but he was more disturbed by Savior Jurivicious Pern’s and Magus Prophet’s conduct. It also forced him to confront the fact that his mother Magus Parable had played a role in the abduction of a then young child; Parable’s part lead to her demise. To hear that it was an older Juna Rapier that had inadvertently lead Prophet’s forces to Sanctuary when she meant to confront Prophet solely left Mathaniel aghast; even he knew that common sense said never to fight the warrior Prophet. Of course the story was limited to what Nowen knew of the subject, and that was only scratching the surface.

The forth day was like the previous day in context, marching through the snow and following whatever sign both Destiny and Wobble left behind separately. The weather was better, with manageable temperature that allowed Nowen to shut down his heating generator. A light snow fell, and the winds were nonexistent, and Wobble’s sign was obvious and clear as ever. Everyday they covered a great deal of distance with a fast pace walk to match the strides Destiny made. Mathaniel and Nowen were old professionals when it came to walking long distances in short times and were used to the sore feet.
The fifth day was like the previous day. That is until near sunset. The duo came to a stop upon a large hill, where both Destiny’s and Wobble’s tracks just vanished.

“Odd,” mused Nowen suspiciously as Mathaniel bent down to study them. Before he looked downward also he looked out and realized that the valley below them was in hellish disarray; trees were bent, broken over or obliterated, brush was crushed, and much that was a forest was gone. In the wake were mounds of snow, tiny and large. He pulled out his electro-binoculars and began a slow scan of the area. “Way odd. This stuff is recent, but it isn’t climate damage.”
“It’s like they both…just disappeared,” Mathaniel said in confusion, referring to their query. He reached inside of himself, and found a disturbance in the Force brewing. “There’s danger here.”

Nowen looked to Mathaniel. “Where and what exactly?”

“I don’t know.” The Study peered out and looked around carefully, trying to get a concise feel for what it was that disrupted the Force near him. “But we must be careful.”
Wasting no time, he gave Mathaniel the electrobinoculars and Nowen powered up his armor’s sensor array. He held his left hand out, where the emitters were located in the palm of his gauntlet. The range of sensors was short with an even shorter array of sensing capabilities; mainly it was used to detect life forms, such as enemies approaching close; secondarily for medical scanning and diagnostic, lastly for other miscellaneous scanning sources and energy fields.

After a few moments of waving his hand around, Nowen checked out the readings and frowned. “Sensors can’t tell for sure, but I’m getting indications of possible life within fifty meters of our position.” He reached over his shoulder to pull out his Guardian Series XX blaster rifle; like all other Guardian weapons there was no stun setting. “I don’t like things I can’t see.”
“Yeah, but-.” Mathaniel stopped as his eyes caught something in the binoculars. “How does this thing zoom in?”

“Toggle switch above the right lens.”

Mathaniel did, and the image zoomed. On the screen in his eyes he picked up what appeared to be Destiny’s tracks straight ahead, heading northeast. “I think I see Destiny’s tracks.” He handed the binoculars back to Nowen, and then he looked at the snowy mounds and cringed. “Man, I hope Wobble isn’t one of these mounds.”

“Hard to say until we check them out,” said Nowen. He put the binoculars away. “Who knows, maybe he picked up on the trail somewhere else? We won’t know until we get down there.” He checked his rifle, and finally the both of them began to descend the hill. But the hill covered with snow and at times sloping downward on a very steep angle felt strange to step on. There was a lot of give in it at times, almost making both men fall and stumble.

At the end both slid down the last few feet and looked back at it. “Damn weird,” noted Nowen with a frown.
“Yeah,” was all Mathaniel could say. The hill now bothered him deeply. “Let’s just go. Sunset’s coming.”

Both nodded in agreement and headed for Destiny’s tracks. It was longer going than it looked from the tall hill, and the surrounding mounds were bigger and smaller than they appeared as well. They walked around some mounds they thought were not going to be in their way. The landscape had appeared to have changed, but they nervously played it off as the white background of the snow playing with their eyes.
Still, both felt like they were being watched…intently. One assumed based on combat-honed instincts; one assumed based on his intimately connection with the Force. The valley, even when they came through trees and brush that hadn’t been damaged or remotely touched, was desolate and lacked wildlife; it was very quiet save for the duo’s careful steps.
“I don’t like this,” was Mathaniel’s opinion.

Nowen said nothing, and gestured for his counterpart to be quiet. He saw a climbable mound ahead of them, and gestured for Mathaniel to stay put. The Study nodded, and the Guardian made his way over to the mound. Just as he was about to climb it Nowen backed away quickly, raising his rifle. Before Mathaniel could ask, the mound suddenly reared up, had a growing, gaping hole growing larger at the top of it, and it lunged at Nowen. Before the ‘mounds’ mouth encompassed Nowen he rolled backwards, rose on his feet, and fired a bolt into the creature that had no eyes, ears, or limbs but was covered in white fur. The creature let out a bellow and slumped.

The other creature mounds came alive ahead of them.

“RUN TO THE HILLS!” cried Nowen. He turned his attention back towards the rising enemies of mound creatures, each of them lumbering slow beast of various sizes but nonetheless plenty and giving pursuit and still surprising both men enough when they leaped at them from their resting places. 

Mathaniel tapped the Force and embedded himself in its influence to flip, jump, roll, sidestep, flip, somersault, bounce off a mound creature to get over another, larger of its kind, rolled, and outran them back to the hill. His weapons were for short range use and were truly no good against such predatory, sneaky creatures he could easily outmaneuver. He noted that Nowen was no slouch for a non-Force sensitive being; nothing escaped the Guardian’s noticed, nothing surprised him enough to falter, killing whatever reared at him.

Nowen was blasting everything in between the jukes and jaunts he did to avoid getting swallowed whole by the ‘killer snowballs’. One shot anywhere in the body was effective enough to kill the creatures quickly, but he maintained a policy that mandated that he aim for their impossibly large mouths when they became visible. A few times he came close to stumbling into death; he bumped his back against a mound creature that was hell bent on eating Mathaniel when the Vhinech was busy. He spun on his foot and fired into several times, then leapfrogged over it to avoid another mound’s attempt at making him its dinner. Besides their open mounds their red blood was showing with every high powered, lethal shot Nowen made to kill them.
“NOWEN, COME ON!” begged Mathaniel when the way became clear. Suddenly the Force had him, and with one of his blades quick in hand he thrust one of the blades downward by his left foot, killing a snowball version of the snow mound monsters trying to clamp onto his ankle.

Nowen reached him and yelled, “I told you to get up the hill!”

“I was waiting for you, you shoot first fool!” was Mathaniel’s response.

The ‘hill’ suddenly shuttered with muscle spasms.

Both men stopped arguing and started looking up as a bad feeling was settling in very fast. They caught the ripple of muscles under the creature’s clever camouflage, and it did not take them long to realize why the valley and the forest in it was destroyed. The entire hill they had come down was no hill at all; it was like all the other creature mounds of snow and ice, only many meters taller, more meters longer and wider than tall. A seam formed near the top that both could barely see; the gigantic monster’s maw was opening.
Not another word was said as Nowen and Mathaniel ran back the way they came, as fast as hard as he could. The ‘hill’ monster was slowly bowling towards them, first upward and then towards them, mouth slowly getting larger and larger by the second; large enough to engulf Fort Angelleia in one motion. The other mound creatures were lumbering away from the sudden action; even without eyes they could see the danger of one of their own consuming them once it landed. Their legs were seemingly trapped within the bounds of their flesh. They felt their way around, utilizing their body hairs to guide them and feel the vibrations of approaching prey. It didn’t fascinate the humanoids running for their lives; the monstrosity wave crested to its farthest, upward climb and was now coming down on top of them; mouth ready to darken their day.
As the shadow of the hill monster’s eclipse grew at its darkest, both men jumped…
The impact of the monster’s landing shook the earth and sent Mathaniel bouncing end over end for a few more meters. He rolled, took a look behind him towards the monster, his heart sinking: Nowen was nowhere to be found! “NOWEN!” Either the creature had eaten him, or had crushed him…
There were thumping sounds from within the monster, and then the monster began to spasm. There was the smell of roasted meat, and in a few spots not far from where Mathaniel was black burns began to form on the surface of the creature’s skin; Nowen was trying to blast his way out!
The creature began to close his mouth, taking the earth and environment with it. Inside of the mouth that was still clamped to the ground, Nowen began to feel, not see, the earth beginning to press against his legs, threatening to pin him, and if it did there was no escape. He tried to blast through by the hide was too dense. The best idea he had was his only proton grenade. He pulled the pin, tossed it on the ground beside him, and ran as fast and as far as he could. It went off, throwing him to the ground. The shockwave struck the monster’s inner mouth and caused it to lift up early. Nowen was momentarily lifted up off the ground with it, but when the monster bellowed in pain he fell from its maw and landed hard on the freshly dug up ground.

Mathaniel grabbed Nowen hard, and then grabbed Nowen’s blaster rifle; both ran again as fast as they could to get away. When Nowen got his bearings he pulled away from his friend and pointed at a rock formation that opened in the side of the valley, surrounded by rock wall. “Head for it!”

Mathaniel went to use the blaster rifle when he noticed the large monster and its herd was beginning to lumber after them. Nowen nearly knocked the young man out when he snatched the weapon from his hand. “What the Lore!”

“The rifle is bio-registered to me; you pulled the trigger and Wobble would be short one best friend!” Nowen shoved Mathaniel towards the opening and followed. During the run, Nowen stowed his rifle, grabbed the sides of his hips and pulled from them two anti-personnel mines. He threw each one to either side of the opening, and once they were both deep in the opening he sent a command to detonate the mines. The explosion collapsed the opening, some of the debris striking the monsters. Deeper into the mountain range behind them, from where they had came, an avalanche was triggered by the echo of the blast and the passes were all quickly filled; nothing would go through the passes again until the summer.
A dim light began to emerge as the dust and snow began to settle down. Both companions stood up and dusted themselves off, staring at the faint glow ahead of them. “Well,” began Nowen, “at least we don’t have to blast our way out.”
“What were those things?” Mathaniel heard groans from behind the rubble and backpedaled a bit.

“Don’t know, and let’s hope they’re the only ones for now.” It became imperative to them both to get to the opening on the other side. They were several hundred meters to the north of Destiny’s tracks as seen from the binoculars, and they had seen no signs of Wobble since before the hill monster. For all they knew, on the other side, Destiny ran into more of those creatures, if she had not all ready, and poor Wobble; the thought was left unspoken, but both men had not seen any sign of him back in the valley.

Climbing over rocks and going up an incline, they finally emerged to find themselves on a cliff edge that extended out from the high cliffs. Before them, some hundreds of meters below and going on as far as their eyes could see, was a landscape dominated by snow. There was a gap that lasted many days between the rock face and the next set of mountains to the north To the east and northeast the land was flat, endless, and showed no signs of hills, brush, or anything else that resembled defined landscape; it would change when they reached there, but from their vantage point it was a sea of white that stretched to the darkening skies above.
“We’ve reached the break in the Gospels,” remarked Nowen, referring to the mountain range they cut through by the name the Vhinech gave it. “We might actually be ahead of Destiny. Don’t know for sure, though. Anyways we are all making excellent time at this rate.”

“We’ll know if we go on top,” said Mathaniel. He began to climb the rocks which were not step or impossible to hold onto; Nowen waited for his partner to scale the wall before he, too, scaled it. Unlike Nowen Mathaniel did not wait for him; something got his attention and made him run off he went off, leaving Nowen all alone.

By the time Nowen reached the top the home star had set and the world became cold. He shouted in between breaths, “Mathaniel! Don’t go running off like that! Mathaniel!”
“COMING!” was the faint response in the woods to the south that split the open plateau of where they had climbed and the valley of the death they had beaten.

“That kid’s going to get himself hurt one of these times,” muttered Nowen. He unpacked and began to make camp. During the rising of their shelter he noticed something in the far distance; a flicker of fire light. With electrobinoculars in hand, Nowen walked to the cliff edge and looked at it. It was a small fire, hidden behind a great many trees though clear to see because visibility had been so good.

Mathaniel’s foot falls made Nowen look behind him to see the young Vhinech approaching. He said, “Why didn’t you wait for me?”

“Because I thought I saw Wobble,” said Mathaniel in retort. He gestured back behind him. “I had to be in the middle of the woods, and I hadn’t come across anyone’s tracks.”
“Well take a look at this, it might lift your spirits a bit,” said Nowen, handing Mathaniel the looking glasses.

Looking, Mathaniel said, “It’s Destiny! It’s got to be!”
“She’s making great time,” said Nowen as he went back to making a camp. “She’s about two days ahead of us. I figured when the snows stopped her early in New Paradasia she would have trouble through the mountain pass.”
Grinning, Mathaniel said, “You think she heard us?” He was referring to the pyrotechnic explosions the Guardian had unleashed to escape the monstrous snow mounds.

“Ha,” was Nowen’s chuckling reply. “I’d be surprised if the whole damn planet didn’t hear it.” He went through his pack and checked his ration bars; he had three left. He had been sharing with Mathaniel to maximize supplies for the young man was better equipped for a long range journey than the Guardian was in terms of food. “You got any more of that bread your sister made?”

Mathaniel looked to Nowen and knew the situation. He said, “One whole loaf left, and plenty of jerky.” He slid his pack off and let out a sigh of relief. He reached in it and pulled out a squished bread loaf. “Note to self: do not roll on ground with heavy pack on back.” He tore off an end and tossed it to Nowen. “Still good, though.”
“Gotta admit,” said Nowen, taking an appreciative bite, “your kind can bake.”

“It’s all about putting all fires to good use on a planet with winters lasting four decades.”

“Good use or finding an excuse to have a lot of fires?”

Laughing, Mathaniel looked back through binoculars and mused, “That too. I don’t miss those winters.” He stopped his thoughts when he noted a more distant flame appearing on what appeared to be higher ground. “Nowen, there’s another fire!”
Nowen heard that and was immediately at Mathaniel’s side, looking out into the darkening veil that draped the lands. He could only see the forefront fire, a pin drop of orange light that flickered and faded and returned with the passing seconds. “Where?”

“Many miles ahead, more to the east, slightly north.” Mathaniel let Nowen standing in his place and guided the Guardian’s hands as he gave him the binoculars. “I don’t know how to range it.”

Nowen spotted the faint light in the haze of the air. Neither the laser pointer nor the software inside the electro-binoculars could help Nowen to gauge the distance. “It’s too far away, but if I were trouble I wouldn’t be lighting a fire on high ground.”
“What if you were someone not expecting anyone to give you trouble?” asked Mathaniel.

Putting the vision aide away, Nowen cursed out, “Shit” as the worst case scenario popped in his head; the mission was in jeopardy and someone from New Paradasia was following Destiny. He went over to the tent and folded it up. He stuffed the rest of his bread in his mouth and choked it down. “Our luck someone else is on this continent on a camping trip? No way. We’re going and we have to go hard.”
“But what about Wobble?” asked Mathaniel. His heart torn between this new dilemma and his still lost friend.

“Prioritize, Magus,” was all Nowen said as he threw his pack back on after repacking it in record time. He drew out his blaster rifle, checked all his power supplies, and then turned his sensors on full. “Assume our buddy is still following Destiny; that near fire could be trouble for him, and them both. Regardless, my first duty is to Destiny’s mission. It can’t fail, and you know it.” Without another word the Human began to run to the east and into the forest.
Mathaniel could see Nowen’s point, though his heart broke when he put his back pack on and gave chase. He tapped the Force to strength himself and found Nowen in the dark, and prayed that Wobble was somewhere, anywhere, along the way.

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 56.1

The days and evenings Destiny had spent on the journey thus far were a tad trying on her body and soul with the cold, the wind, and the snows that fell seemingly attempted to prevent her from descending the Gospels. The valley she crossed before the Gospels had ended was eerie but otherwise gentle -- little did she realized that monsters existed in the mounds, but her peaceful disposition protected her. Once she had reached the place called the Reversal Drain on the map the Guardians had provider her, the wind driven snows were less in depth and a base existed underneath that held her weight and did not threaten to twist her ankles and knees with every step like the unsuspecting powder in the mountains. 
From the frozen lines of the Reversal Drain she reached and crossed the Dam of Gerale, a forgotten structure of metal long ago broken but foretold of a time when the continent, if not the world itself, was filled with a vast civilization. Though the lands around it were snow covered even she a novice of geology noted markings of a great flood that had taken the lands once the mighty, durasteel dam broke; it, too, played a part in her passing being easier.
However, the path becoming easy to traverse became a path that was beginning to make her feel uneasy in mind. The lands were like all others, typical in appearance and importance, yet Destiny felt watched; from that point on she sought clear high grounds that gave her maximum visibility of the dark lands around her at night. At nights it seemed like many creatures were constantly patrolling around her, almost convincing her to go for her registered weapon deep in her pack. When she fell asleep such fears faded from her mind.
On the eighth day of her journey, towards the end of the day a noise caught Destiny’s attention. The popping sound was followed by the roar of an avalanche from the mountains to her south; she knew the sounds of an avalanche, from her younger days on Vhanba living near the Great Porch of Ititi Grund, when that mountain seemingly erupted roaring snows every time a bug released gas from its anus. The popping sound before it, however, was unnatural to the area and a little uncomfortably familiar: an explosive detonation. She went against what she was doing before and continued to travel at night until she became too tired; she set up camp on an ice shelf, ate, and slept until the dawn blinded her, bringing forth the beginning of the ninth day of her journey.

Packed and ready to go on the ninth day, Destiny consulted the wrist computer on her left forearm and read the map on the small screen, its readings giving her current location based on time passage and steps measured and taken and pointing the way to go. On this day she was to reach a place marked on the map called the Last Lines of the Fortal Coal. Such an odd name, but thinking it caused Destiny to shiver.
Destiny made her way to this location on the map, her way not hampered, the day dull but not cold and windy. She past over hills and boreal lands for many hours and many miles, and when she broke the last of the mountain lines, she came to something that both astonished and frightened her; she did not know what it was, but it was evil, a threat to her in the Force. 
It was a black statue of what appeared to be a man covered head to foot in shroud; his right finger raised before him as to admonish her for intruding, and the other hand bore a lantern carved out of the same stone as the statue. The lantern that was supposedly not real began to glow -- it glowed brighter the closer she got, glowing without any known means to Destiny as to how such stone just suddenly project light and do so increasingly. His face was venomous, distrustful, and it seemingly wished Destiny dead more in a literal sense than a figurative sense. 
She did not know it was a stone watchman of the ancient Sith, the rising hand of Exe Kriple, and that she was traveling through their once conquered land. She could not read their language, but in the Sith tongue it was plain to all that could understand it: ‘Plague upon you those Heart of Light: thou shall not live to pass’.
Crying in dread, Destiny couldn’t understand why she was so afraid of an inanimate object. She had been around statues before, on Vhanba that were many more times as large and looming and depicting Vhinphyc at their scariest. None of them, absolutely none, put the fear of death in her like this simple, old monument to a evil past its time on this unnamed world.
Destiny clutched her Path pendant and whispered, “Help me my Grace. I see no other way to need where I must go.” No solace came as she crossed the invisible border of the defeated land, and long after she kept looking back at the cruel monument afraid that it would become real, give chase, and murder her. It did not, and the further away she was from the statue the glow from its lantern faded more, but she swore it cursed at her constantly throughout the day in foul languages of hate. There was no mistaking the hatred from it. Soon, there would be no mistaking the hatred that dominated the lands.
The lands of the world to her were black; though alive the environment was filled with a passion to defeat Destiny and her good heart; even the snow held no gleam or any true white. It was more a thought in her mind, not necessarily anything the lands and animals and climate were physically trying to do, but there was always the underlying feeling that they were trying to work together against her.
Quietly praying to herself has she walked helped Destiny greatly, keeping the shadows in her dark side mind from overwhelming her; a disturbing feeling not felt since her family were butchered on Bespin and the loss of her Thor. She had wondered deeply, since the map had all these locations named that she had to pass through, if Ogwa had known of such horrors existing and just enjoyed her discomfort in confronting them. The thought, though, passed when she realized that thinking ill of Ogwa was not only improper but sad; something was wrong.

Destiny took that moment to turn and look to the south. The peak of Little Mountain scaled the afternoon skies over all other purple and gray horizons. Her heart broke a little at the sight of it; wishful to think that she should see the smoke of her home fires burning. Home was so beautiful at a distance, a place she realized that she had taken for granted for too long in the beginning, perhaps even now. The sooner the task was done, the sooner she would return. She marched on, to the Last Lines of the Fortal Coal.

Confirming her arrival to her day’s end was a line of broken statues and monuments of black stone similar to the statue she passed what felt like ages ago. Destiny passed the Last Lines, and beyond them, for miles upon miles, were what appeared to be grave mounds on fire; their earth’s scorched under gray flames that generated no black smoke and melted no snow. 
Carefully she walked through such unexplainable phenomenon that was a product of the Force. Her bare feet would kick, or her eyes would catch, rusted and damaged lightsaber handles protruding through the snows, as well as other weapons of a war that was lost to her. There were more familiar versions of personal weapons of war, complete with their own design versions such as axes, knives, shafts, and at one time she honestly stumbled across an unstrung bow. She lost count of all the artifacts she came across and all the buried she had passed. 
Over a hill the burning graves ended, and before her was the city of Coal, broken, abandoned, and unfriendly. Ironically Coal was as black as its namesake visually, but coal the burning fuel never felt so cold, cruel, and insincere. It wasn’t a tall and inspiring metropolis filled with grand visions of male-influenced architecture, but it covered a great many miles of distance with a stair-step design not that much different from the housing situation that was Vhanba’s capital, Sesche: only here it was built from steel from the ground up; on Vhanba, it was carved out of the slopes of the Enoth Mountains.

Destiny passed through the city, expecting large eyes to just morph out of the buildings to stare her down into a fetal position. The city was in dire ruins and clearly whoever had lived here met a violent end head on. Signs of orbital bombardment were constant, complete with craters that had ‘removed’ buildings and homes when the explosives went off -- there wasn’t even rubble or remnants of steel left in or around the crater. To her relief she had not once come across dead bodies but even she could tell that this happened many, many years before perhaps the Vhinech were born; still, she didn’t want to see a skeleton because she truly did not want to know who lived here: she didn’t want to see the inner reinforcement of the biological entity that lived in such a dark place and from there imagined what it may had looked like. Yet despite the death all around there was a loud-less pulse that she could feel from the city of the dead, filled with a want to hurt. She ran decidedly as fast she could and left the city behind.
The day was beginning to become night, and to Destiny’s dismay she was no where close to the other side of the Last Lines of the Fortal Coal. She was exhausted and hungry, so she stopped to rest and consulted her navigation guide. Her running put her ahead of schedule slightly, but based on the map she was supposed to stay in Coal.

“Over my dead body,” said Destiny to herself aloud. One look back at the city told her enough: it would find a way to kill her; it defied logic and common sense, but if she went back she was dead; it had a personal grudge against her, to it a heathen that dared crossed the dark lands was to die screaming in a fire that never burned out. The threat of such things grew heavier as the world became darker, and she noted that she could no longer see the gray flames that burned upon the grave mounds in her recent past, but she could still feel them burning and the feeling seemed to burn more and more in her minds with each star that appeared in the sky above. This was no place to rest. She rushed off, getting as far away as she could.
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 56.2

Destiny walked for one more hour, and called it a day. She had no energy even with the fear in her heart to continue; her previous fears about the explosion behind her had long vanished with the feeling of doom constantly around her. Before she even began to set up camp in the dark she consulted her navigation device again; there were no other scheduled stops on her map until the river that led to the ocean coast five days away; apparently she had to make her own stops to rest along the way. She built a fire before the night surrounded her, and Destiny could have sworn that beyond the edges of its burning glow the world no longer existed. She prepared to pop up her shelter when she thought she heard running.

“Who is there!” Destiny stood up and gulped; she couldn’t act like a Wookiee in such terrible lands even if she were truly a Wookiee and not just a hybrid. “Show yourself! I am armed!” Of course, the Guardian blaster was buried deep in her pack, and her pack was on the other side of the fire.

A faint whisper in the darkness to her right caused her to spin around with her Path pendant out in front of her; to her horror, a wisp of air the shape a humanoid vanished back into the darkness in response to seeing the pendant, recoiling dagger-like fingers meant to shred her apart; Destiny about urinated herself in fright, unsure what to do if such a thing returned.
In its place came heavy steps, a familiar scent reaching her sensitive nose. Before long in the light of the fire Ryax appeared out of breath with four others with him breathing heavy from running; Severe the Gamorrean, Frost the Whiphid, Anor the Trianii, and Mirror the Randerak; the last a former Study of Magus Orrick -- he had given up trying to become the Magus warrior Orrick wanted him to become and was expelled. All of them appeared spent physically and they looked a sorry sight; a combination of exhaustion, ice clinging to their persons, and strangely their legs covered in dried, days old mud. But all of that appeared not to dampen their resolve.
Destiny found herself in a bit of panic; possible figments of her imagination were now replaced with a really dangerous reality. There was absolutely no way Ryax was going to be let loose from New Paradasia; Ryax was sporting a hand cannon, and she knew he was not allowed to have such a weapon. The backpack, with her blaster, now felt many miles away instead of just on the other side of the fire. She could only say, “What are you doing here?”

“Comical,” said the winded Wookiee-Vhinech, casually walking towards her “for I was just about to request of you the same information.” He noticed her hands clutching her Path pendant. “Is that the weapon you were referring to only moments ago?” Destiny really did not know what to say to him let alone know what to do; she remained silent and began to back away from his advance. “Who were you speaking to?”

“I…was…speaking to the shadows,” was all Destiny got out. “Obviously you and-and your friends, running out here in the middle of nowhere. So…um….why are you here?”
“I was curious as to why you would leave the prison that is our home.”

“And so was everyone else here?”

Ryax suddenly snatched Destiny by her wrist to stop her. “You are heading for a spaceport, on behalf of our jailers. Do not disavow it!”

“I do not know what you are talking about.” Destiny was trying to think as her heart raced. For her statement, Ryax clubbed her hard without a warning to the side of the head with his free hand. The other males did not object; they began to circle the two Wookiee-Vhinech. She began to cry. “Don’t hurt me! Please don’t!”

Ryax grabbed both her wrists hard and jerked her towards him. “Please don’t? Please don’t! You are speaking like a blank slate! I will not have run so many days continuously, through marsh and stone and snow, to reach you to have you speak to me in such manner! You will answer me, female!” 
He struck her again, and a third time when she whelped in response to the second punch. Destiny staggered in his grip, but he managed to hold on to her. He sneered close in her face, coldly and calmly, “I have just recalled our last conversation. All those words you spoke to embarrass me in front of all those fools. No female speaks to me that way, not even my mates!”
Ryax grabbed Destiny by her throat and squeezed. She tried to push away, but his anger was too much; the cursed place gave him more incentive to snap her neck, but other thoughts emerged from his dark mind; his frustrations needed to be quenched. “Perhaps I will re-educate you on your gender’s proper place. Perhaps then you will freely talk.”

Destiny heard what he was implying and began to flail away at Ryax’s face. She then remembered what little she had of the Force and tried to use it to push him back. Ryax kicked her in the stomach in response, dropping her to her knees…

Mirror turned towards the shadows upon sensing a familiar presence and said loudly, “MATHANIEL-!” 

His cry ended when Mathaniel emerged from the shadows of the night and kicked Mirror hard in the chest. Landing, Mathaniel brandished both his knives and ordered, “Surrender, Ryax, or you’re done!”
“I have had enough of your pathetic existence, Boy,” roared Ryax, pulling out his hand cannon. The others followed suit… “You will learn the fruitlessness of bringing knives to a gunfight!”
Mathaniel gestured towards Ryax and disarmed him. A crimson blaster bolt flew over Mathaniel’s shoulder from somewhere in the darkness and caught the Whiphid-Vhinech Frost in the heart.

“SCATTER!” ordered Ryax, and then he produced a heavy knife from his belt. Severe wobbled away and Nowen barely missed him from afar; Anor used Force Hiding and vanished from Nowen’s field of view. 
Ryax and Mathaniel began to circle in one spot, getting slowly closer to one another. “You should have become my ally when you had the chance, Mathaniel.”

“Why, so I can be a goof up like you?” Mathaniel continued to change his weapon positions around, daring Ryax to come at him. “Come on!”

From the ground, Mirror swept at Mathaniel feet from behind. The Study tripped and landed, and barely managed to stop Ryax’s attack. The Wookiee-Vhinech was on him and both began to wrestle on the ground. Ryax was no Magus but he was a competent fighter and knew how to use the Force when he needed to. Nonetheless Mirror stood up and looked ready to pounce…

Mirror barely ducked out of the way of Nowen’s attempt at shooting off his head. Immediately the Guardian moved from his position as the former Study took to the darkness and attempted a wide, long flank. Nowen could see the washout clearly with his night vision visor, though he wondered why he still had a shadowing problem with the gear even now with the fire burning as a reliable light source. He put off such problems for now; the gear was working. Although having Vhinech use the Force to ‘vanish’ worried him, and them using the Force in general worried him more. The cover of darkness would not last; Nowen moved fast towards the fire; by threatening Ryax it would draw the other three out.
Mathaniel rolled and got on top of Ryax, but the Wookiee-Vhinech put a foot against the smaller, lankier Tig-Vhinech and kicked him off. The kickoff sent the young Vhinech rolling through the fire; he stood up with his animal hides smoking; Ryax leapt over the fire to grab Mathaniel before the Study could remove the burning hides. But Mathaniel pulled his arms tight into his body and slid out of the skins, rolled aside, and cut across Ryax’s lower back. Ryax cried out, stumbled, and Destiny tripped him up when he had gotten too close to her legs.
On the ground, Ryax noted Destiny and sent her scurrying when he tried to grab her legs. Mathaniel was over to him quickly and jammed one of his knives into his right hand. He roared, and then Ryax backhanded Mathaniel across the fighting ground; Mathaniel had gotten too close, and now laid in the snow in a daze.

Meanwhile Nowen reached the perimeter of the campsite. Severe reappeared from Force Hiding and grabbed Nowen in mid stride, causing the Guardian to drop his blaster rifle. Both spun themselves in a circle, in and out of the darkness. To Anor and Mirror it appeared that Severe had the upper hand and the Nubian was flailing away without success. They came back to the fires and reappeared just as Severe and his prey vanished back into the darkness.
As Mirror acquired the Guardian’s weapon, Severe stumbled back into the light. Most of the front torso of the Gamerron-Vhinech was covered with all twenty of the short black knives Nowen was able to pull off his body armor…
And when Severe fell forward, Nowen fired his standard issued Guardian Series XX blindly…

Both Vhinech Nowen had aimed at fell to their left and to their right to avoid the shots. Anor held to the Force and let it aim his hand cannon as he fell…

Mirror landed on the ground first and raised the blaster rifle. He did not know of Nowen’s warning to Mathaniel yesterday about attempting to use the weapon that was programmed to be safely used solely by its owner. Upon placing his finger on the trigger, Mirror’s DNA and biorhythms were analyzed and a chime warning him went off. The action too fast, Mirror ignored the warning, squeezed the trigger. The trigger went from firing a blaster bolt to setting off the energy pack. The explosion tore Mirror apart and tossed Anor aside further, causing him to flinch and ruin his aim as he fired.
The large caliber of the hand cannon projectile weapon was nonetheless potent when it stuck Nowen high in the chest. The Saberhide body armor was designed to stop primarily light energy wave sources such as blasters and even lightsabers -- hence the latter why it was named Saberhide; it sounded more marketable than polymorphic carbonite. It stood up against edged weapons quite well. Against blunt objects it, too, stood up, however it still became a question of the person wearing the armor standing up as well as the armor did when the physical energy of an object striking the armor continued onward on its physics path without said object and the physics of applied force to stop -- in this particular case -- a fast, large object traversing a short distance was unleashed.
The sixty caliber ball knocked Nowen off his feet and on his back upon impact, losing his blaster upon initial impact. It never penetrated the armor, but the force of impact was devastating; the ball shattered and pieces of it cut into his exposed skin on his neck. The Guardian was stunned into a stupor before he landed hard on the ground, his upper chest above his left pectoral muscle heavily bruised, at least one rib cracked.

Anor saw the opportunity, rose, never bothered reloading the muzzle loading weapon so he could pull his gutting knife and ran towards the Guardian…

Destiny, caught between the struggles of both her friends, did not know what to do. Ryax had managed to grab Mathaniel and after an exchange of fists the enemy had the young man in a Wookiee hug, crushing the life out of him.

Anor was on top of Nowen with a knife raised and was ramming towards the Nubian’s throat…

From the darkness did not come a light, but the large feet of a laughing fool! Wobble -- either by design or by blind luck -- ran Anor violently over before it appeared that the Trianii-Vhinech completed his death stab, leapt off his feet, let loose a silly yell, and clothesline Ryax in releasing Mathaniel. He appeared quite frozen, but the ice and frost bite that clanged onto him deterred him not!
Wobble had followed Ryax all the way to the ground and was on the Wookiee-Vhinech’s massive chest. He laughed his silly laugh but he was also crying because he was angry; Wobble did not like to be angry nor did he like his best friend in the whole universe to be hurt. The Quermian-Vhinech did not know how to fight or make a proper fist, but he smacked Ryax around with every once of his being.

“You will not hurt Mathaniel! You will not hurt Destiny! You will not hurt anyone!” Wobble continued to turn his body into the blows, open hands striking Ryax’s head sides with impunity. Ryax tried to block the blows and use the Force to throw off his foe, but Wobble was an unstoppable fury with his slapping; the blows were shaking both Ryax’s brains.

Furious that he was losing to an imbecile, Ryax found his inner Wookiee and the dark side took him. His hands grabbed Wobble by his long neck and squeezed; multiple vertebrae in Wobble’s neck were lethally crushed. Wobble let out a cry of great pain and went limp, and then the Wookiee-Vhinech stood up and with a mighty roar whipped Wobble by his neck over his shoulder and hard into the ground.

Mathaniel had just recovered from being crushed and out of breath to have seen the violent horror of Ryax’s attack; Destiny saw it and screamed. His heart screamed before he did, he called upon his knives to which they landed quickly in his hands. Mathaniel charged towards a Ryax was now aware of the charging Study and blindly charged at him, foolishly weaponless. Before the more experienced warrior could dominate his young foe, Mathaniel dominated him with double slices to Ryax’s outstretched hands before they could grab him. The Wookiee-Vhinech reacted by looking at his hands and that cost him his life. Mathaniel let him have a half a second look at his palm before he proceeded to put holes all over his long torso. Ryax had no chance as every stab Mathaniel made was deep, lethal, and immediately followed by another hole being made somewhere else; Ryax found time to react to the first stabbing as the tenth stabbing took place.
Mathaniel was not thinking as his body burned with a fury he had not felt before, empowering him with strength and speed his opposite just could not stop. Ryax dropped to his knees nearly dead, but it was not enough for him. From behind Mathaniel ran his blade deep and long across Ryax’s hairy throat, and in one last yell drove both his knives deep into the sides of the elongated skull and into the Wookiee-Vhinech’s brains. He struggled and ripped the blades out; the crunching sound of bone cracking and the falling of Ryax’s body was all that finally stopped the young Study from mutilating the dead body any further.

Holding his weapons by his side, Mathaniel still seethed in rage as he panted, his eyes darting about the landscape but not really seeing anything. Destiny held still with a hand over her mouth, afraid to say anything or move; she had seen such looks upon Vhinech warriors before even without Ryax’s blood that was smeared on Mathaniel’s face and clothing, and he felt unnervingly cold to her. Distraught, hurt, terrified: Destiny did not know what to do!

Weak laughter came from Wobble’s sprawled form. Mathaniel’s head snapped and locked on the form. Destiny then watched recognition wash over the young male’s face. He dropped his weapons and walked on unsteady feet. He dropped too easily to his knees beside his friend and looked him over; worry and dread slowly grew upon Mathaniel’s face.
Destiny found strength and courage in her legs and lumbered towards the two. She could see Wobble gazing at Mathaniel softly, weakly, and with happiness and pride. Even in his dying minutes the creature was just so optimistically thrilled to be in the presence of such a good friend.
“Old friend,” said Mathaniel quietly to Wobble, “why did you come out here?”

Wobble took a moment to think and said, “It was destiny.” His eyes wondered over to Destiny. “I had a dream that Destiny was going to a great store of candy and I was supposed to go along. I was hungry and I went to her home. She was gone! She had gone to the store without me! I went after her and now here I am, making shapes in the snow.”

Mathaniel didn’t know whether to yell at him, correct him, or take him at his word. For now he settled for Wobble’s fat hand, grasping it hard; there was no response, his worst fears realized. The sorrow gripping him, he asked, “Why do you have these silly notions of yours, you miserable old fool?”
Wobble worked his eyes and mouth around in thought again. His face brightened the best it could under the circumstances. “Because I have a purpose to be the best silly notion person amongst miserable old fools!”
“Ah no, Wobble,” admonished and corrected Mathaniel. He regretted every sour thing he had ever said to him, and regretted what he just said now. “You’re not a fool. You’re not even different. You’re a hero!”

Brightening even more than previously, Wobble appeared to had gushed at the compliment. Without laughter and with sincerity, he said, “You are my hero and best friend, Mathaniel Jarvis.”
That broke Mathaniel’s heart to hear that and he began to cry the tears he fought so damn hard to hold back. He tried to comfort himself and Wobble by stroking Wobble’s tiny head. “As a best friend I shouldn’t have ignored you in my grief. I should have been watching you, taking care of you. Instead I just crawled into my house and loafed around and cared about nothing. What kind of best friend does that?”

“I dun know,” was Wobble’s simple, sad faced answer. Once again a smile graced his innocent face. “But I have not met such a person so I cannot say.”
“So you forgive me?”

“Forgive you for what?”

To that Mathaniel found his throat thickening; Wobble had not forgotten, he had all ready forgave him for brushing him off. He laid his head down upon the falling’s chest and tried again not to weep. Destiny kneeled beside Mathaniel and could only rub Mathaniel’s head; she was no longer afraid of him. She could see the young man was more devastated by this loss than the deaths of Patcher and Blessed and their child; Wobble had been his responsibility for such a long time, and on the very first time he abandoned him the results were tragic.

“Why do you cry for me, Mathaniel Jarvis?” pondered Wobble with renewed, slow, goofily exaggerated laughter that was always, always infectious.
“I can’t save you, Wobble!” Mathaniel could feel the Force leaving Wobble, and Wobble’s life going with it. He was a skilled warrior, but healer Mathaniel was not. Magus Orrick had not even begun to show him how to heal themselves with their gifts, and such things are more troublesome to do upon others. “I can’t save you, I don’t know how!” He propped himself up with his arms stretched out and stared hard into Wobble’s eyes; a part of him damning his friend for not realizing that he was going to die. He owed him honesty. “I can’t save you from death! I can’t protect you from it! I just can’t save you!”
Wobble absorbed it, and then chuckled. “I am not afraid of dying, Mathaniel. I have my faith in Presence and Presence has her faith in me. She blesses me and blesses the sugar in treats.” He looked lost for a moment, but then smiled brightly and said, “I love how she blesses the sugar in treats.”
Destiny tried not to laugh but it came out anyways. It didn’t offend Mathaniel at all as he smiled a bit too at the Quermian-Vhinech’s screwy observations. They were going to greatly miss them; for his humor, and for their deep connection to Wobble’s unwavering spirituality. Destiny and Mathaniel had always questioned their beliefs, wavered from them when they bore no answers, but compare their lives to Wobble’s life, a life that was filled with his parentage trying to kill him and of his own kind loathing him to the point that some harmed him and wanted him dead, their tragedies and sorrows appeared insignificant compared to his tribulations. And not once, even on death’s doorstep, had Wobble gave up on the deity he prayed to every night. Perhaps that was why the loss of such a being was what made this such a great tragedy.
Mathaniel found Wobble’s Path pendant around the base of his long neck, took it off, and showing Wobble he lifted Wobble’s arm and wrapped it around his paralyzed hand. A big smile grew weakly upon Wobble’s face; only his best friend in the whole galaxy would do this for him! Wobble said to him happily, “Do not cry for me my Magus for you have all ready saved me. Presence will take my hand and I will go with her to the Lands of Plenty where I can have all the candies I can eat. And I will not be sick with such a full belly.”
“I believe it,” said Mathaniel, wiping his eyes. “I believe it because you believe it.”

Wobble noted Destiny and smiled at her; she did her best to smile back, but she just let him feel her attempts at happiness through the Force. He appeared to acknowledge it, but he smirked and blinked hopefully at Mathaniel. “Can I ask Mathaniel a favor?”
“Anything!” was Mathaniel’s immediate response. He couldn’t save him, but he was damn sure going to listen to whatever Wobble wanted to say. He promised silently to do whatever his friend asked him to do, no matter how stupid it was. “As many favors as you can speak!”

“Can you walk Destiny to the candy store? Can you watch over the puppies and kitties? Be a good male and a mighty warrior.”

Wobble wanted him to go with Destiny on her journey, and he wanted Mathaniel to watch over the children of New Paradasia when he was done. Without hesitation, he said, “I promise you I will, Wobble. I won’t let you down. Never, ever again.” He watched the biggest smile form on his friend’s face to the news. “Just promise me that you will stay a little bit longer. I can’t protect you where you are going.”
After a few moments of quiet and a lack of laughter from such a happy, wide eye face, Mathaniel reached up and closed Wobble’s eyes.

Destiny could not take it anymore and gave Mathaniel space and time to grieve the loss of Wobble. She walked by Ryax’s dead body, stopped, spat on it and stomped on it several times hard. She yelled down at it in frustrated sorrow, which went from a womanly scream to a Wookiee roar of damnation. She cursed him in one breath, and then cursed herself for not being able to do anything during such a conflict. But the reality was she was no warrior, no killer, that Nowen was right.

“Nowen?” A great dread filled her heart when she thought of him. A repetitive chimed filled her hidden ears. Destiny looked towards the edge of the darkness where the life signs fading warning was coming from. She recognized Nowen, recognized his armored and struggling form. 
“NOWEN!” She ran, leaping over the fool Anor who had died from a crushing foot from Wobble to the throat, and slid in the snow beside him.
Nowen was in dire, terrible shape; his neck was bleeding. Anor had not wounded him with his knife but with the hand cannon; the ball fragmented and the pieces had cut deeply into the exposed areas of his flesh: the neck, parts of the lower jaw. He was unaware of anything save for one thought: he had to touch repeatedly the manual override button on his wrist computer, touch it three times to unlock the sealed medical supplies on his person and in back pack; otherwise Destiny and Mathaniel could not help him. He shook with shock from wounds and blood loss, slowing him down.

Unbeknownst to Destiny was Nowen’s wishes, and she grabbed his right hand. “Nowen! Nowen, can you hear me? Stay with us, Nowen! We are going to help you!”

Nowen only blinked at her with a pale face, unable to speak. He only kept thinking about his left forearm and tried to pull his hand away from Destiny’s firm grip…

“Mathaniel! Help!” Destiny pleaded. “Mathaniel, help! Nowen’s dying!”
It took Mathaniel a few seconds, but then he saw what was wrong and ran over quickly. Tears freezing to his face he accessed over the scene and noted the awful sight of torn, wounded flesh and blood. “Geez.”

“We need to stop the bleeding, or something,” panicked Destiny, a new energy fueling her. “Mathaniel, we cannot let him die too!” They both watched most of the black armor become a gelatinous ooze and slither off of Nowen, retreating into his gauntlets, the chest plate, and his long pants. “By Presence what is it doing! He’ll freeze if don’t bleed to death first!” Actuality it would be one and the same; the loss of blood was minimal for a serious neck wound, but the loss of warm blood was cooling his body; exposure to the elements was accelerating it. Nowen kept trying to pull his hand away…gurgling on blood.
“Hold still, Nowen, don’t move!” Mathaniel could tell his friend wasn’t listening; it had to be fear and shock. “Ah…eh…eh…wait! Wait!” He tore a piece of long cloth off of his Magus cloak and tried to apply it to Nowen’s neck. The Guardian tried to squirm away. “Damn it we’re trying to help you!”

A flash of anger in his eyes, Nowen willed a left hook that nearly knocked Mathaniel out, but it did knock out a molar. The shock of the outburst caused Destiny to let go of his right arm to cover her mouth. A coughing spasm hit but he fought it to complete his task. On the third press of the manual override, everything Nowen had unlocked and invited anyone with good intentions to go through it. He collapsed more into the snow, his tired sigh merely a gurgle.
“Mathaniel,” said Destiny in realization, helping the young Vhinech sit up, “he was trying to help us help him. We were preventing him from doing that.”

Spitting out blood first, Mathaniel then said, “Well he should have given us a sign or something.” Clearing the space dust in his minds, he pulled a once-invisible pouch from Nowen’s waist at the belt line. He opened it, and the smell of medicine burned his nose -- a scent laced interior, the medicines were sealed tight inside. He pulled out and unfolded a torso-size soft package wrap that read: self-adhering deep knitting bacta patching kit. “All right!”

Mathaniel read the directions and cut the necessary size they needed to knit Nowen’s neck. Meanwhile, Destiny had pulled Nowen’s backpack from underneath him and found a few more hidden compartments on his person filled with other medicines and the tools necessary for extracting anything no meant to be to be in the flesh. Mathaniel did the honors of removing the ball fragments oh so carefully, and then applied a bio-adhesive to the areas the bleed afterwards. Destiny then slapped one right after the other tiny patches on Nowen’s right arm that administered drugs from pain killers to antibiotics. In all honesty they did not know what they were doing, but apparently it was right for Nowen calmed to the point where he lost consciousness and his vitals stabilized.
Noting the wrist computer, Mathaniel raised Nowen’s arm and read what was on the tiny screen. “According to this we got to him warm.”

“The shelters?”

“Yeah, but we need more than that.” Mathaniel noted the fire going low. “We’re going to need a lot more.” He began to shiver; a reminder that he had to remove his own animal skins because they were on fire. “He needs clothes. His armor acts like he isn’t suppose to be wearing it when he’s hurt.” He stood up and looked at the carnage that was left in the snow. “The dead don’t need clothes.”

“You would clothe him with the leftovers of those heathens?!?” asked Destiny exasperated. To her for whatever reason the idea was just wrong in the context of victory; not out of respect for the dead, but out of respect for Nowen.

Mathaniel was going to debate the issue until he looked back from where he had come when Nowen was discovered injured. For a few moments he tensed and became very uncertain, unaware, and very suspicious. He said aloud, “Wobble?”

“What? He’s-.” Destiny gasped when she looked to where Mathaniel was looking. Where Wobble had laid was only Wobble’s clothing and other belongings. She had seen such a thing before, before her very eyes on Sanctuary; her husband Thor’s slain body had vanished in the same manner. “Presence!” She grabbed her Path pendant and whispered a tiny prayer thanking Presence for taking Wobble away from this place of evil during a time of despair. “She has taken him from this evil place we are in! Wobble’s safe, bless him!”
Any other time and far away from here Mathaniel would have admonished her, or taken what she was saying as her troubled mind being affected again by the loss of her husband, and that she had just experienced a terrible trauma of nearly being killed. He had heard her tell the story of Thor being taken by Presence from Destiny a while ago; an assertion so wild he dared not repeated it to anyone, not even Magus Orrick. Destiny had claimed Presence had spoken to her after Thor was taken, assuring her that Thor was with her and that her purpose in life was to live. Mathaniel believed in the story, the legend, and words of Presence, but even a believer such as he never sought the divine intervention of spiritual miracles; what occurred in the universe for good was due to the actions of people.

Now…he was rethinking that. 
The shock wore off as an opportunity was presented to him. Before Presence had shown him the death of Patcher’s child and he had done nothing because he did not believe what he had saw until it was too late. At this time, in dire need of clothing to save Nowen, laid clothing that Wobble did not need anymore; Presence would have clothing for Wobble, good clothing in the Lands of Plenty; or maybe she would let him run around naked.

Mathaniel grabbed the clothing and his nose crinkled; unfortunately Presence took Wobble and left much behind, including smell. He looked to the unconscious Nowen and said regretfully, “If it’s any comfort to you, pal, Wobble always kept his butt clean.”
After getting Destiny to stop reveling in the spirituality of the moment, she and Mathaniel very carefully put Wobble’s clothes over Nowen’s current wears; a process that took nearly an hour; so afraid they were of causing the wounds to open. The next goal was to leave the dark lands of Fortal Coal as soon as possible. They partially unfolded Nowen’s shelter, put his body on it and used it as a carry board; Mathaniel and Destiny shared the load of carrying everything else. 
There was no desire to stay in Fortal Coal. The night was darker than it should be. At times Mathaniel nearly jumped at ready to fight as he barely noticed things in the shadows about to attack before they drew his attention; unseen evils that silently hissed and cursed them both, a firm believer of her faith and a warrior of virtue. It was his divinity that cursed the darkness and caused their retreat, and Destiny was never so happy for it.
It was late in the night and in the woods when they finally felt that they outpaced the darkness. They built their shelters, stowed away their supplies, and tended one last time to the wounded. They tried, but they would never put the memory of Fortal Coal to rest.

