CHASM

—THE THRAXUS CHRONICLES—
The universe is a cold, dark chasm in the midst of the cosmic infinitude, full of trials and plagued with life. A purging flame from the abysmal fire beyond would come as a welcome relief from its many nuisances.

-- Demetrius Koepp, Extrapolations of the Darker Sort
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Starlight swept across the black horizon like a hail of fire upon the surface of an impervious, ash-laden igneous rock. As the darkness relented, and day broke onto the surface of the planet, the Wastelands became visible and needlessly defined.


Throughout the nearby canyons, and the foothills above, figures stirred reluctantly in anguish as the dawn of the solar cycle fell upon the land without the courtesy to send a forenoon harbinger. Hundreds of small light-robed creatures jostled in and out of their cloisters and grottos and bustled like a hive of nocturnal arachnids stricken by an epidemic of sunlight.


The sprawling world of ash and rock and sand was as much a corpse as were the occupants of the obelisk-shaped mausoleums to the south of the inhabited rock formations, and it was plagued by drought and, to a lesser degree, ravaging storms of ash and sand and lightning that were as much an anomaly of nature’s mysterious way as they were exemplifications of the purging wrath of the gods that were so feared by the intelligent populace of the scarce Thraxus ecology.


Deep within the rocky mountain terrain beyond the towering sepulchers of the fallen ancients lied the beings’ settlement, an array of ziggurat temples that housed various clans bound by unique bloodlines, others defined by marital unities and religious prioritization, and certain structures serving various trivial purposes by which the peoples of Thraxus survived.


The tombs and monasteries were of an extinct forerunner alien design, and the city’s architectural style was derived from ancient human inspiration, from the many important establishments of Old Earth.


The Thraxa—or, as their faith had christened them, the Bau’ri—were a people of faith in the land, and renewed their hopes of eventuality’s welfare with their messiah’s promise of humanity’s reclamation. They wore simple robes of tussah and byssus, and to shield their delicate faces from the harshness of the windy, debris-strewing storms, they wore masks of messaline. Though it was unpractical, and unseemly in keeping with the Bau’durra, they preferred to present themselves in a very ornate fashion. Hence, they covered their tattered tunics and cloaks in decorative chains, embedded in which were gems of radiant color—something rare and eerily out of place in a world such as the great Wastelands of Chasm.


A loud din of almost musical chimes rang out across the ashen dunes and resonated deep within the yonder canyons, causing an acoustic phenomenon that seemingly affected the terrain on a seismic level, although that was simply theory.


An ancient Bau’ri maxim—an epigraph taken from their holy scripture, the Bau’durra—spoke metaphorically of the prophecy regarding the rise and fall of civilization. The remnants of humanity that had settled upon the barren world of Thraxus had taken it to heart.

<The sacred firelight of the sun rises into the sky east of the blessed waters, and in the darkest of nights it sets off to the west, where the land is barren and no soul would dare venture. Yet, as it comes round for another day’s pass, its radiance and eternal flame has endured. Thus is the way of the warrior; as the Grevah’neebil albatross is set afire, the gods shall will it to rise again when its ashes have long turned to sand—so it is with the circle of life. The holy warriors of Kauteklyr’s myrmidon of consequence, by this very dictum, shall do not as their minds and souls will them to, but do as the outcome of the trials of merciful Oudhani would ordain them to, in accordance with her fiery, scarcely sympathetic wrath. The gods are a triad of collaborative finality, and their decree wills the forces of the universe.>

-- Kauteklyr 37:18 of “Bau’durra” scribed in Grevahdian cosmological hieroglyphics by the Holy Magistrate Tyractesh’aan, supreme overlord and messiah of the Luminaria Concord

Their gods were far more merciful than the universe could ever be, Tyractesh’aan had long ago promised them in a hellfire sermon regarding their inexorable fate of apocalyptic doom. The gods of Kauteklyr, Oudhani, and Daremyll had wrought the gift of salvation, he explained, after much deliberation. Humankind, while naturally foolish and seemingly maundering about the galaxy in a vain effort to evade the wrath of eternity’s gaping maw, had earned a second attempt for redemption in the eyes of the Holy Magistrate.


The Luminaria Concord had arrived on Chasm and journeyed into the city of Thaimera without foreboding, and without clear intent in the eyes of the Thraxa, but the gifts they bore were far more illuminating than the humans could have ever conjured in their wildest dreams.


These gifts, strangely, had come in the form of stories—revelations about humanity and of intelligent races far superior, previously unbeknownst to mankind. They were told of the Grevahdi, the galactic champions of meritocracy and warfare—the species to which belonged Tyractesh’aan and his underlings, Durj’sriik—the Holy Warmaster—and Forqui’lae, the supreme overlord’s courtesan. Tales of mass conquest were laid out before them in various alien dialects, interpreted meticulously by several prized automatons—the siege of Bastareel, the restoration of the Earthlike planet Randoquy, and the liberation of Ylateen from its narcissistic God Prince.

He also learned of the escapades of a Stygian arbiter named Hayden Soldera, son of the Mezaltian martyrs—the one that killed Maximilian Carecks and reclaimed the Ark of Jantanussa.


And, thankfully, learned that the ancient prismatic ark had not yet been opened; the trillions of beings of the galaxy were still justified in their ignorance.

— — —

The time for rebirth comes not at the will of man, but by the mercy of his mother. And mother universe is often as bitchy and wicked as an infant Thrax dragon recently weaned of the teat.

-- A Saying of the Thraxa
“The Holy Magistrate shall be returning to us shortly at a future time,” announced Demetrius Koepp, Chieftain of the Thraxa, his voice muffled and quieted by his messaline shroud. His fiery, young eyes gazed with awe upon the brand new dawn of sunrise, standing ominously before the Spire of Jantanussa, a monument to the Great Bau’ri Lord of ancient galactic history, in the midst of a morning assembly of his minions and underlings.


I do pray, he thought, that they will continue to be merciful to us. Their technologies and weapons are far beyond anything we could possibly combat. And Durj—such a monstrous creature!—is not a force to be trifled with…. We cannot afford to lose his allegiance; that would be highly unbeneficial.

“When the Holy Ones arrive, we must act upon their wills, and with exhibit our manners thus. The Grevahdi are not known for either their hospitality or their civility, but for their wretchedness and tyrannical tendencies. It is only through faith and desperation that we have joined our sanctuary with their teachings and accepted their pious ultimatums.”


He could see the fear and wonder in his followers’ eyes, and felt a great, unnecessary penitence. His people would soon be serving the greatest order the universe had ever known; become part of the machinelike galactic superpower. Servitude under the mighty and the glorious is not so cruel a fate as freedom on a dying world.


They will forgive me, he thought darkly. Surely, they will understand….


The blackness—the dull nothingness of Thraxus that his people had forever known as the only place to call home, and been forced to accustom themselves to—they would soon be allowed to forget. They could finally find sanctuary beyond the clouds, in a new world of fruition and beauty.
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Rheyni was beautiful. Love was the one solitary emotion—ideal—that Demetrius believed kept him sane, assured his actions and affirmed his beliefs; he loved for the sake of motivational reverence, but also for something far deeper he could not fully comprehend, much less define in words. It was sufficient, he supposed, to simply lie beside her and marvel at her gentle, modest beauty—words were tiresome.


But the war against the Federal crusaders had left him cold and scarred.


Every night, as he slept, he dreamt of nothing but the faces of the human colonial Parliament and their lackeys—the slaughter that had befallen the jungle planet Mezaltis, the murders of the archaeologists assigned to discover the secrets of the Ark of Jantanussa, the Soldera Insurrection…so much suffering and destruction, all for nothing. These events had been the catalyst that ignited the fire within his blackened heart; he had made the jihad to the legendary dark world of Chasm—or, as the tasteless Federal Parliament called it, Thraxus—simply to escape the evils of humanity.


Rheyni Riis—in accordance with the laws of royal heritage, Princess of Randoquy—had been his salvation, his one and only saving grace; and she, too, shared the same love for him.


And the two of them, despite their duties and parallel lives in the Thraxan hierarchy, managed to conciliate with their fellow Bau’ri acolytes. They met regularly with Voss Vassar and his wife, Serena Stapp, for quiet drinks and friendly conversation. Their favorite meeting place was the Chasmal Plaza, a colossal ziggurat-style emporium filled with bazaars and dining establishments in the center of Thaimera.


They had done so this past night, then returned home both exhausted and exhilarated.
