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Thurin Keno

 


In my drunken mood I felt myself falling
asleep falling unconscious. I felt myself transported in time as if
my body was light and I was covered in something like cloth. I felt
myself lighter and lighter until I saw the light shining of a
sunrise. I saw it became light then I woke up in a bed in a wooden
room. It was wood all around. There was a square window with the
sun shining through it illuminating the room. The bed was a wooden
slab.

Oh I should introduce myself. My name is
Thurin Keno. I am from the Moor border of Uzan continent. How I got
here to this room I have no idea except I think I time traveled. I
am a time traveler. I traveled to some place back in time and
forward in time. Ah How I got drunk is I drank myself drinking
berry juice all because I was upset with my life. Oh where do I
start? I should start at the beginning. Just to get everything out
of the way. I'm writing this as I think of the events of what
happened.

I was the seventh and last child born of
Kendar and Annisha on the Moor border of Uzan. I have sun golden
hair and sky blue eyes with pointy ears. I’m part of a species
called Keo. I'm quite tall for my age of second decade. I grew up
on a farm with animals. There were Drudnose four legged creatures.
You simply ride them. Their backs were low sculpted in a
semicircle. Their noses were long as my arm. They had hair that
parted to the side on their arched necks. Every time I road one I
would bounce up and down. The farm was mostly breeding Drudnoses.
They were as I learned very popular on the Uzan continent among the
Keo. They were used for all kinds of things such as eating,
transportation, and using their thick wooly fur for clothing. Their
bone was made into armor and for weapons such swords and shields. I
grew up learning to ride them on the farm as soon as that Meowler
stops playing with my pen. Excuse me a moment.

 


Oh where was I? I had to let the Meowler out.
Their fur is used to make baby clothes. They make a sound like
"meow". They do have claws that cause scratches. I've gotten
scratched from Timmy my sunset colored Meowler a few times as I
grew up on the farm. They come in a variety of colors always
involved with the sunset colors. They've blue, black, orange, red,
pink, purple and perhaps green. I grew up learning the art of sword
making. I would use a leg bone of a Drudnose and with a stone I
would hack the bone until one end was sharp to poke a hole in a
poor person, yet my parents considered me the baby of the family
and wouldn’t let me fight in the games among the Keo. My childhood
was filled as I stayed on the farm learning to raise Drudnoses. I
would learn how to tame their young so they could be led by rope
and be ridden. I also learned how to teach a Drudnose to get used
to a sitter on their backs. I hardly saw my brothers and sisters.
My parents told me that they were learning different trades. As for
my parents, they kept me on the farm wearing some electric device
on my left ankle. It would give off a silent alarm whenever I
passed beyond the yard limits of the device. Once I did that my
parents would come running and grab me. They would give me such a
spanking.

 


One time as a child I wandered into the
forest forgetting about the dangers. If the alarm went off my
father never came to get me. I should have known that he did it on
purpose because he saw something wrong with me. When I came to a
clearing I stood admiring the forest. It had tall trees thicker
than anything I ever seen. There were white leaves drooping from
the tall trees that touched the floor. Then in a blink of an eye it
went from the sunrise of the new day to nighttime. I had no idea
why except I must have time traveled. I discovered this fact till
later. Then as I looked around in the darkness, the Queen’s guards
grabbed me from behind. Lucky for me I was a child of seven that
the guards hauled me to my parent’s farm. There was a curfew by the
Queen that every Keo cannot walk around in the dark. I had no idea
why the curfew was started and insisted by the Queen. It was when
the guards would patrol to keep our borders safe. The farmhouse in
its large triangle shape stood and in the porch stood my father
with disappointment in his eyes. The guard hauled me to him. He
grabbed my ear and yanked it. It hurt.

He told me “Go inside now. I’ll deal with you
later.”

I obeyed but hid myself behind the curtain. I
could barely hear the guards’ scolding father and demanding
something like a signature on a piece of paper. Father groaned and
signed the paper. Then I ran upstairs to the loft to my room. I sat
on my bed. The front door slammed and father’s booming steps came
walking up the stairs. I stood up as he entered my room. He stood
there staring at me.

“There’s something wrong with you” He
said.

I told him “I was standing in the clearing
when day turned night in a blink of an eye.”

He abruptly frowned and spoke repeating
“There’s something wrong with you.”

I was confused and stood wondering when he
would get the point. Father ran a hand in his blonde hair. His blue
eyes bore at me.

He glared and spoke, “I saw you go into the
forest when you promised you wouldn’t. As for the blink of the eye
thing, it must be your denials for playing in there too long. “

“But Father” I protested “It really
happened.”

Father stood staring at me. He spoke “You’re
boarded for three days”

Then he left the room before I could protest.
For anyone wishing to know that boarded means I have to stay in my
room for three days and not come out unless for meal times and to
the bathhouse times.

 


For Three days I stayed in my room reading my
favorite books. They were mostly about the history of the Keo at
the Moor border of Uzan a continent on the Pacifica Sea. Father
would stop by with my meal of squares in a package.

He told me “This is what you’re getting for
three days. Use them up wisely. You should learn how to ration
food.”

The food was consisted of a bunch of squares.
I did my best to ration them. By the end of my punishment there
were three squares left. I also was not allowed to leave my room
for the bathhouse. To handle my needs Father gave me an empty pail
and two buckets of water, which he told me to ration. I wondered
why Father was doing it. I had no idea nor would I know of that it
had something to do with my future. I would learn about it later at
my second decade.

 


What I mostly remember of my childhood is one
night at the eve of our Solstice longest night of the year festival
I had a dream. I was ten years old. I dreamed about beings with
tree trunk brown hair and round ears. Their eyes were brown too. I
was standing on something that was a slippery land called ice. I
stood there watching the beings go about their business.

I could only hear these words, “We are the
Moorra.”

Over and over again as I stood watching them
and I saw that there were round dwellings I knew from school were
called huts. They had furry skin over them. There were flaps which
the Moorra I decided to call them that would open to go in the hut.
There were fires with stones around them. They were cooking meat.
They were wearing brown clothes that were raggedy and not put
together well. Strings somehow tied the clothes together. I saw two
sets of Moorra. One set had long hair and was wearing skirts over
their pants and boots. The other set had short hair and was wearing
pants. Their tops were all identical. I looked around and I could
see beasts such as Drudnose tied to sticks. They were munching away
in bowls. I tried to look closer but then the dream went away and I
woke up. I wrote the dream down in my journal. It was a requirement
among our species to write dreams down. I also noted the date. For
every year at the eve of the Solstice festival until I actually met
the Moorra I would have this same dream. The words in it were
always the same. Yet it resolved for me to learn about them. I also
paid attention to the area they were in and did some research on
it.


The winter solstice festival was about the
longest night of the Keo year. It was the only night that the Keo
were allowed to be out at night. I’ve never been to one at the
palace but father when I was five years old would dress up in a
costume of the sun and leave the house. Mother stayed behind until
I was six was when she left for the last time. I never saw her
again. I have no idea on what happened to her.

I remember asking Father about her, but he
always tell me the same confusing answer is that “She has
disappeared.”

I learned that it meant death from being in
school. As for the Solstice, each year till I left the house for
the last time father would lock me in my room. He refused to let me
celebrate because it was promises to mother that I wouldn’t be out
at that time he claims. I think he was lying and I still think he
was lying. I would look outside the window to see the colorful
lights of the festival in the sky. It sometimes made me depressed
but I learned to cope.

 


One Solstice night at age sixteen I snuck out
my window after father left the house to join the festival. I
climbed out the window onto the roof and sat watching the sky.
Father came home abruptly and wasn’t pleased to see me on the roof.
This time I disobeyed and refused to get down from the roof. I sat
there watching the sky and snoozed on there till morning.


In the morning I tried to climb in but father
left a note on the window that said “You’re boarded for three days
in your room and I locked the window.”

For three days I stayed in my room with
lesser amounts of food and water as before when I was boarded at
seven years old.

 


When I was in my second decade, father told
me to come outside one day. I saw the Queen’s carriage and was
confused. The guards held up a slip of paper I recalled my father
signed when I was seven years old which was what they were holding.
The guards came and hauled me into the carriage. I sat staring at
our Queen not meeting her eyes, as protocol requires. Some anger
was emanating from her.

She spoke “You knew the curfew at seven years
old and disobeyed your father. The paper your father signed was his
permission to sign you over to me. I’m committing you to the asylum
where you’ll stay for that disobeying.”

I stared at her and frown with confusion on
my face. It was a shock. I thought she was wrong to commit me to
the asylum and was secretly enraged that my father couldn’t stand
up for me and refused to sign the paper.

The Queen spoke again annoying me “Don’t even
think of escaping, my guards will kill you.”

I didn’t care anymore. I was angry that my
father didn’t defend me. It seemed that he saw something wrong with
me and didn’t want me anymore. I sat seething then I waited my
chance to escape. I leaned back sitting there pretending to sleep
while gathering my thoughts. When I was two years younger I did
some research on the mysterious Moorra. I found in our historians
that there was an icy world at the North of the continent called
Tundra. It was a month’s ride by Drudnose to get there on the Uzan
continent. No Keo went there or lived there. I learned much about
the area I could. I had a feeling that it was where the Moorra was.
I knew I had to find them even it meant escaping from the Queen. I
didn’t want to do it but I knew of a way to escape them. The
Queen’s carriage crosses a bridge over a river gorge. My father
taught me how to land in the water safely from high distances. I
also learned how to jump from the top of the barn to the hay on the
floor below. Father taught me how to fight in combat using any kind
of object as a weapon. Even an empty bucket can be used as a weapon
too.

 


So I sat binding my time. I listened with my
ears as the carriage started crossing the bridge. I awoke and
grabbed for the door. The Queen ignored me as I was out of the door
and running across the bridge. The guards in their Drudnose armor
gave chase. I jumped off the bridge into the gorge below twisting
and turning my body in acrobatic moves. I managed to land safely
into the water below. It didn’t accord to me that the Queen let me
escape because she said something while I was pretending to sleep
which I didn’t get till later.

I remembered she said “Good luck with finding
the Moorra.”

It was shocking that she said that. How did
she know of the Moorra? Unless she got it from reading my journals
which my father would turn over whenever I wasn’t in the house. One
day I hid myself in a tree at age eleven and was watching the
house. The Queen’s guard one of them came riding up. I saw Father
hand him my journal that I just finished to the guard. The Guard
rode off.

The next day I couldn’t find the journal and
confronted my father by saying “You gave my journal to the Queen’s
guard.”

His response was “It wasn’t your journal but
mine.”

Somehow I wasn’t convinced because my
journals always turn out missing. As for the water, it was cold and
the river carried me towards a big lake to a shipping port. I knew
it was a shipping port because of the ships that landed on the
ground and shoot up towards the sky. I knew that they were going to
the other continent on the Atalanta Sea. I learned from father that
it’d take three days before word from Alentown to reach the
shipping port of Atalanta where I came from about my escape. I went
to a bar and drank some berry juice still angry with my father. I
shouldn’t have done that but I drank three drinks to be drunk which
I passed out and woke up in the wooden room. I pulled out my
journal, which amazingly survived my fall into the river. I
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