










                                      DARKSWORD: The Fire Within





         The sky exploded in different shades of orange, red, and yellow with a ferocity not seen in some time. Strange and unknown energies combined within the clouds above, spiralling around like a hurricane, focused on a single point of land below, at one individual that stood alone on the plains. Bolts of the awesome energy shot downwards and struck the solitary figure, whose arms were raised into the sky to accept it all, serving almost as a magnet and lightning rod simultaneously. The energies channeled themselves into his body, with the man not moving whatsoever.
         As time went by, the sky began to return to it's calm, blue form, the energies subsiding, the white puffy clouds starting to float past agaion like nothing had occurred. The man suddenly lowered his arms and straightened his burgundy cloak. Errian glanced up into the sky quickly as he clenched his right fist and smiled. He felt completely energized, and for a brief moment, felt a little younger as well. 
       "To harness the power is to know the power." he said aloud, revelling in what he had just achieved. It had taken nearly a decade of trial and error, not to mention research, to make this happen finally, and become as powerful as he now was.
        Errian knew he could command the power well, but decided to hone them a bit more first. "It couldn't hurt to get used to them a bit more." he said to himself, before heading off down the grassy fields in the direction of the foothills. He knew of a cave there that would serve his purpose well. Then, he would head off to speak with Darius in the village about these new powers. 
       "It would be good to speak with him again." he said, having not seen the swordsman since their last trek a while back. His thoughts then turned back to the cave as he walked, remembering it to be such a peaceful place. He had even gone there for meditation as well from time to time.
        Arriving before sundown at the cave's entrance, he pushed aside some of the thick brush that almost obscured the entrance. 
        "It's been a while." he mumbled, voice training off. Errian wondered how long it had really been since his last visit. 
        "Too long." he said, making his way down the short passage into a larger chamber, as the cave dead-ended here. He took out a small book out of a pocket in his robe, and looked about to the two torches on the chamber wall. He read a small line from the book in a low voice, and suddenly, the torches came to life with a whoosh of flames, illuminating the chamber. Errian smiled and wandered over to a shelf on the far wall that contained a few tomes and scrolls. 
        "Feels almost like home." Errian picked up a scroll off the shelf, and turned to read it, losing himself in the words.


        "Aaah!" he yelled out loud, having just come to, but unable to see anything. He allowed himself some time to calm down before remembering that he was in the cave, and he must have fallen asleep. 
        "I'm not blind." he muttered. "The torches have gone out." he finished, before looking towards a faint piece of light that began to appear as his eyes slowly adjusted. The entrance to the room was starting to get a but brighter all of a sudden, as he determined that it must now be morning outside. Errian slowly got up off his bedroll and straightened his robes as he got to his feet, feeling a bit groggy as well.
         A shot time later, the sunlight outside was enough for him to see around the cave. He walked towards the small, rocky corridor that he came in from, and ventured out into the new day. A gentle breeze caressed his face as he stood outside of the cave's entrance, before he took in a deep breath of the morning's crisp, cool air and exhaled. 
        "Such a lovely day." he remarked, looking up at the blue sky, not a cloud in it. The sun shone down and illuminated the greenery in the area, making it all glisten and shine. Errian was content with the sights that greeted him, and soon decided to leave the cave and head off to find his friend, Darius Darksword, to tell of his new command of the sorcery.
         "Perhaps his powers could also help me refine mine even further." he surmised out loud. It had been a while since he had last seen his friend, having embraced solitude a while back to focus on and immerse himself in the sorcery, and the power that went with it. Having gone back to the Fire Caves twice since after his first encounter with Darius, Errian had gained valuable insight into ancient Varmerria, as well as his core being, as he was the last descendant, the last Varmerrian left. As he walked, he thought about how his experiences at the Fire Caves had changed him, in most ways for the better.
          He used to be more of a recluse, not wanting to be disturbed at all or bothered. Ever since he had felt the fire energy coarse through him, he had become a bit more outgoing, more open to the very few friends he had. Years ago, he would have never gone and paid special visits to anyone, preferring to stay in solitude. Now, all this time later, he enjoyed venturing out and about the land, finding new places, and occasionally meeting with like minded sorcerors for the exchange of knowledge. He was looking forward to seeing Darius, and perhaps even reading some of Cyrada's tomes while there. 
         "All in good time." he said aloud as he walked, focused on enjoying his journey along the way.


          With a loud pop and crackle, the wood split apart from the axe before falling to either side and landing with a thud on the ground, another log victimized. Darius smiled as he looked at the twin piles of chopped wood, happy at what he had accomplished since sunrise. He had started early so that he could be done before high sun, wanting the rest of the day to relax and enjoy the peace and quiet. 
          He had been alone for a few days now, Arielle having taken Damien and gone to visit Chandra and Ranier for a little while. He would have liked to visit as well, but he promised Arielle that he would have the work to the cabin complete before her return. It had gone well, as he had managed to get it all done in the first couple of days, the enlargement to the cabin looking quite good indeed.
          "My elemental powers make all the difference sometimes." he muttered, before chuckling to himself. Thanks to that, the work was done ahead of schedule, giving him time to cut some firewood and have some down time, and he couldn't be happier about it. He did however, miss his love, and his son a great deal. As much as he enjoyed having some time along, his wife and offspring completed him, and he did feel a bit off when apart from them for a period of time. 
         "When she returns, I will scoop her up into my arms." 
         He fondly contemplated his beloved Arielle, and all that she meant to him. Darius put the axe down and rested it against the one pile, deciding on calling it quits for the day. He was about to head inside for a moment, when a figure in a dark cloak walked up.
         "The mighty Darksword. Reduced to menial chores at last." said a low voice, before it broke into an odd type of laughter. 
         Darius stood up and faced the the figure, whose cloak was enough to cover his face with it's shadow. Suddenly, the figure flicked back the hood with his hands, revealing a familiar face. 
        "Errian!" exclaimed Darius. "Good to see you!" he finished, before extending an open hand. Errian took it and shook it, also happy to see his friend again after so long.
        "And you as well." he said, voice sounding normal now. 
        "Well now, this is quite the surprise." started Darius.
        "I had thought that you were in solitude devoting yourself to the sorcery." he finished, wondering what brought his friend here after all this time. Errian nodded, grinning at the same time. 
        "Guilty as charged. I have devoted significant time to sorcery, but I have also achieved some new abilities because of it, and couldn't be more content at what I have accomplished." 
        Darius nodded his acknowledgement. "Indeed. I'm glad to hear it." he said. "But, you didn't come here after all this time to speak of what you have been up to, did you?" he queried, wanting to know more.
        Errian sighed. "You are correct. I came here to read some of the old tomes that Cyrada had kept, and to possibly enlist you to join me on a short quest." 
        Darius perked up a little at the mention of a quest. "A quest you say?" he asked. "To where I might ask?" Errian grinned a little, then became serious, his face smoothing out.
       "The Fire Caves." he began. "I need to find Q'os and speak with him. I need to know more about my people, as I am the last Varmerrian." he explained. Darius nodded, then pondered for a moment before replying.
       "How do you know that Q'os will speak to you, and why do you need me to join you?" he queried, thinking there was still more behind all this. 
       Errian sighed. "Because, you once held the Scroll, and there is a good chance that he will give you an audience. I have been there before once myself, but Q'os did not appear for me, and I do not know why." 
       Darius thought for a moment. "Perhaps I could summon him again. But Errian, I have responsibilities now. I cannot just go gallavanting about the land." he replied, thinking of Arielle and Damien. 
       Errian frowned. "Very well." he said. "I will read the tomes, then be on my way again." he finished. 
       Darius nodded. "Indeed. Make yourself at home then." he replied, before turning towards the cabin.


       The sun had just started it's ascent into the morning sky when the cabin's door opened slowly, letting Errian out quietly into the new day. Closing it behind himself, he then pulled his hood over his head and started off down the trail out of the village, heading out on his journey to the Fire Caves. 
      'The books back there were very informative.' he thought to himself, referring to Cyrada's literature collection that Darius had held onto. Errian always knew that Cyrada was a wise man, probably the wisest of them all. 
      'And yet, he had a preoccupation with meals.' He thought back to when Cyrada was still around, and what Darius had mentioned to him about the old man's affinity for food.
As his trekking continued, so did the passage of time. By sunset, he had arrived at a large lake that he needed to cross. Just as Darius as said, a small wooden boat lay near the shores, a single paddle laying on the ground underneath it's upturned form. Wanting to keep going, he shrugged off the darkness that was descending, and dragged the boat into the water after turning it back over, starting off into the lake. To him, there was something peaceful about paddling across a large body of water under star light. 
      "Serene." he said to himself, slowly dipping the paddle in and out of the water.
       He did not feel tired whatsoever, and planned to take a break when he had crossed the lake. Water quietly gurgled past the sides of the boat, the sound even more interesting in the darkness.  A fowl could be heard in the distance, quacking for a few minutes before going silent, equally as awake as he was right now. 
      "The night. Always enchanting and full of wonder." 
       Errian had always wanted to be near water, ever since he was young. He once dreamed of going on an aquatic quest on a home made boat, by himself. Unfortunately, he had found sorcery and magic shortly thereafter, and had devoted his life to the power and how to develop it properly.
       "No regrets." he muttered, as he kept paddling. Time passed as he slowly made his way across the large lake. It wasn't until sunrise that he made it to the other side, finally beaching the wooden boat on a sandy shore. Getting out of the boat, he wandered over to a tree grove that Darius had mentioned, and found a bedroll stashed under a woodpile. he unrolled it and laid down, happy to take a nap and regain some energy before continuing his journey. 
       "Just for a little while." he said, voice trailing off as he closed his eyes and fell asleep, the sun now rising over the horizon with a bright orange glow.


       The light from the torch was adequate,  but the heat was starting to get to him slowly. Lucky for him, there was light at the end of the cavern, and he was re-emerging outside again, having followed the same underground stream as Darius a while back. It didn't take long for him to beach the rowboat in the same spot, and make his way over to a large, grassy hill. 
       After climbing it, there was a structure on it, it's tall slabs of stone placed upright in a diamond-shaped pattern, towering over him. Errian stood in the middle of a pattern that was made with stone on the floor of the structure, other stones arranged in a circular state around a large bowl on a pedestal made of stone as well. There were strange symbols that were written on them, which he started to read and understand.
        He closed his eyes to remember the phrase that Darius had told him to recite when here. Focusing his thoughts, he was ready to do it. 
       “Var mandra kel-tor-an var merra...” his voice trailed off, as he opened his eyes to see the result. Fire shot out from the bowl, hitting the stones in the circle, and soon after, a face made of fire took form, glaring at him with flaming eyes as it tried to figure out why it had been summoned. 
       “Who are you, and why have you awoken us?" said the fireface. 
       Errian spoke up immediately. "I am Errian, the last of the Varmerrians. I wish to know more about my people." he said, looking directly at the face, emotionless.
       The fire face's eyes glowed a bright shade of yellow, and looked as if it was thinking for a moment before answering. 
       "You are of Varmerria?" it suddenly asked, with a curious tone. 
       Errian nodded. "Yes. I am the last descendant that I know of." he replied, looking the fire face in the eye. There was silence for a short time, and then the face spoke.
      "I am Q'os, the Fire God of Varmerria. It  may no longer exist here, but I am able to show you what it once was, in all of it's glory and beauty. Only one other has been allowed to catch a glimpse of it." explained Q'os.
       Errian smiled. "I know. My friend Darius Darksword was the one." he replied, knowing full well the events of that ocurrence some time ago.
        Q'os smiled. "There is something else that you do not know." he said, booming a little. Errian looked confused all of a sudden. 
        "And that is?" he asked, wondering what he was going to be told. The Fire God glowed a bit brighter for a moment. "Your friend, the one called Darksword, is of Varmerria as well." he told, before going silent. 
        Errian was shocked. "In all the time I've known him, this has never come up in discussion! I had no idea." he said, voice trailing off in confusion. 
       "That it why I had sent young Darius to you on that day. I had hoped that both of you would have a newfound interest in your heritage." 
        Errian looked down at the ground, then back to the Fire God.
        "It seems Darius is more important then I thought." he mumbled. 
        Q'os just floated and glowed, not responding to that statement. After a few more minutes of silence, he responded.
        "So....is there anything else that you require? asked Q'os, eager to get back to his slumber. 
        "Yes." started Errian. "There is. I wish to see Varmerria, to better understand myself." Hoping to be granted this one request, he stared into the flaming eyes of the fire God with conviction. 
        "Very well." said Q'os. "You shall have that wish granted." 
        Suddenly, the ground shook beneath them both, and Q'os' face faded as the flames rose from the stones and blinded him, the last thing he saw before everything went dark before him, the likes of which he had never experienced before.


         The sight that greeted him upon opening his eyes was something he could not put into words just yet. A bustling city now stood below the hill where he stood, still in the centre of the stone structure. People moved about down there, performing their daily tasks. Animals could be heard, sitting in small stables next to what looked like a market of some sort. Errian looked about at the maze of huts and makeshift shelters that dotted the area. He also noticed that Q'os had disappeared, leaving him alone on the hill.
         "I wonder if I should venture down there." he said to himself. Suddenly, a familiar booming voice started to talk. 
         "No." said Q'os. "I have projected all of what you see. If you went down there, it would not be the same." 
          Errian nodded his acknowledgement. "Very well." he started. "But it is truly amazing to be able to see this.....this....projection?" he said, trying to figure it all out. 
          Q'os spoke again. "You are seeing what I saw through my own eyes when Varmerria was here and thrived. I can only project my own experiences from years past, and nothing else." 
          "But it's so real! It's as if I was truly in Varmerria!" said Errian, stuck on how real the projection was. Q'os laughed a little. 
         "This is but a sample of my power, a power that I must guard, along with the remnants of Varmerria." 
          Errian's eyebrow raised a little at a thought that just crossed his mind. "Are you somehow related to the Dragons?" he queried, wondering about a possible connection.
          Q'os laughed again. "You are indeed wise." he said, voice trailing off. Just then, the ground rumbled again, before a bright flash blinded Errian enough to make him cover his eyes and stumble backwards, almost falling over one of the stones in the circle behind him and onto the ground.
          He slowly took his arm away from his face and opened his eyes to see a red Dragon hovering in a cloud of fire before him. 
          "I am a Dragon." it said, in the same voice as Q'os. Errian couldn't find the words, and his mouth hung open while he took in all of this. Looking about for a moment, he also noticed that Varmerria was gone, replaced with the familiar greenery of the area as it looked today. Suddenly, the Red Dragon spoke again. 
          "You're immersement into sorcery was no accident. We had to make sure that someone who descended from Varmerria became something greater. And you did." said the Dragon.
           Errian's eyebrow raised again. "Who is 'we'?" he asked, already knowing what it might be. 
          "We," started the Red Dragon "Are all of the Dragons, the keepers of this world and all that dwell on it." it finished. "Now go, Errian of Varmerria. Go and keep the ancient land alive, go and hone your sorcery. One day you might be called upon to use your power to help us, as will others." it explained, before the fire cloud it hovered it began to grow brighter and brighter. 
           "But--" started Errian, before a final bright flash signified the departure of the Red Dragon to parts unknown, leaving the sorceror all alone on the hill. Errian looked about at the structure one final time before turning and leaving, heading back the way he came.
           "There is much to discuss with Darius now." he said, as he pulled his hood over his head.


          The shiny, clean blade of the sword sliced through the midday air, having been thrust forward in an attacking motion, before it's wielder spun around and stuck it into a fallen tree. Darius stopped his assault on the log, and pulled the sword out, examining it for himself. He had only a short time before his wife and son would return, and decided to get some practice with his sword in the thinner part of the forest before they arrived. He was about to sheath his sword and get going, when he heard some underbrush crunch from somewhere behind him. Darius quietly whirled around with his sword in hand and was about to stalk into the trees when a familiar figure emerged into the small clearing.
         "You are back already." he said, as Errian lowered his hood, revealing his face.
         "Yes." he replied. "But I have questions that I must ask of you now." he said. 
         Darius sheathed his sword. "Ask." 
         Errian spoke a little softer than before. "Why have you never mentioned that you are of Varmerria?" he queried his friend. Darius pondered for a quick moment before responding. 
        "You of all people should know Errian. All who are descendants of Varmerria know who there comrades are in their hearts." he replied. 
        Errian shrugged. "Perhaps. I probably have known all along, but did not want to believe it until now. I was always of the opinion that I was the lone descendant." he explained to his friend.
        "And the other question?" wondered Darius. Errian clasped his hands together.
        "Have you always known that Q'os and the Red Dragon are the same being?" he asked. Darius shook his head. 
        "No. I was made aware of this not too long ago while reading an ancient text that Cyrada had kept. It dealt with the creation of this world and all it's inhabitants. I had always believed that a higher being was responsible for the creation of the Gods of fire and water, as well as the Dragons." he replied, explaining what he knew. 
        Errian nodded. "Indeed. The dragon also said that there might come a time when people like us will be needed for something greater. Does this mean anything to you?" 
        Darius looked blank at the moment. "No, but it does not surprise me. There will always be trials and tribulations. That is the way of things." he said in response. 
        Errian agreed. "Yes. But, we will face them together. As I will keep honing my sorcery, I will also try to be nearby in case anything shall go amiss. In the meantime, I will leave at once to head back to my home gather my things, then come back to build a small abode in a nearby village." he explained. "It's of no use for me to be distant any longer. Solitude only goes so far." 
        Darius smiled. "Safe journey my friend. I shall see you again at your new abode." he said, as the two men shook hands. Errian then nodded before pulling his hood back over his head and disappearing into the forest, ready to start a new phase of his life. It was time for him to be more than just a sorceror, he had to become something greater.



                                                          THE END


                                            


                                    

