











                                            DARKSWORD: Requiem 




         All throughout time, there has always been a constant among the ages. An individual who would rise above the crowd, one who was unique and saw things in a different light. One who could feel within himself the power the bring about change. One who could become someone else for the greater good at any given time. One who would pay the ultimate price for the greater good without hesitation. One who would become.....a hero. Heroes however, are not made nor fashioned. They are born into the world like you and me, and at some point in their lives, realize their purpose and become what the rest of us could only dream about. Songs are written about their triumphs aplenty, and stories are told that solidify their legend, their focal point in history. To become a true legend is to personify all that is good and noble, to be honourable, and to go above and beyond when necessary. 
        Light pierces the dark, water extinguishes the fire, the sun chases the moon until dusk becomes dawn, love heals all pain, and most important of all, a hero will fight for that same goodness that he holds dear, and will defeat all evil, no matter the cost.....


        'One day Darius, you will become strong, and you will wield the sword as I have. Your destiny will never be in doubt as long as your convictions are strong, and you percevere knowing that is all in the name of honour....'

         The words rang true in his mind as they did years ago when he had heard his father first utter them, giving him a boost at the time, and bringing a smile to his face now, here in the same spot by the lake where they were first told to him. True to form, just as he had returned to this special spot many times, had his father been correct in saying that he would wield the sword, not only as his father did, but also surpassing said skill. Darius looked down at the sword that he held in his right hand.
         Made larger and more stronger by the accident that also gave him his powers a while back, the sword didn't look all too different but for it's size, and the dragon design it bore between the handle and the blade. Looking back to the lake, he revelled at the fact that the old wooden boat the two of them had constructed ages ago still laid where he had left it from a previous quest, undisturbed among some bushes near the water's edge. He could almost hear the saw cutting the logs when it was first built.

         'Back and forth with the saw, my son. Let your patience control the tool for the cut you so desire. The boat will finish itself if you let it....'

         Even after all the time that had passed since then, Darius could still derive some happiness from the boat. Many moons ago, when his father had passed, he could remember feeling a sadness that made him come here and paddle the boat for days before returning back here, trying to relive his youth. Alas, he had no choice but to get over everything sooner rather than later, and become the man that his father wanted him to be.
        "Father." said Darius, voice trailing off as he extended a hand towards the lake. He knew there would be no response, as his father has gone to the way after some time ago, and had been watching him ever since from above and beyond. He took solace in this, and always managed to live his life since without feeling sad. Ever since he had met his love, Arielle, Darius had never been alone or without anyone who could provide guidance, like his mentor Cyrada. He was thankful for the people in his life, and sometimes reflected on this in quiet contemplation. He knew his father would be proud of him, regardless.
         The sun continued to rise over the lake's horizon, and with that, he decided to leave and head back to the village. It was becoming harder and harder for him to be away from Arielle, as she consumed most of his other thoughts, her beauty and grace always at the forefront of his mind, her smile enough to light him up for long periods of time. 
        "I've only been away two days less a week, but I miss her greatly regardless." he mused to himself. Darius had planned to spend some time with his beloved, possibly even help her some more with her swordsmanship and whatnot. 
       "Time well spent." he mumbled.
       The trek down the forest trail was rather uneventful, as he had now been walking for some time, the better part of the day passing him by. Soon, dusk began to settle in, and it wouldn't be long until he was out of the forest and closer to the village, closer to his beloved. Just then, he heard a noise in the bushes and trees to his left. Darius stopped in his tracks and slowly turned to face the disturbance, his right arm already on the handle of his sword. What stood before him upon turning to the trees almost stopped his heart.
        Standing there, wearing a customary grey tunic and black trail boots was his father, albeit more youthful than Darius could remember, and glowing in a most peculiar way. 
       "This, this is not possible!" he exclaimed, unable to make sense of what he was looking at. The image of his father just smiled, the way he always used to, while straightening his tunic. 
        "My son. It has been a long time." said the image. Darius was still ripe with shock, and began to stumble through his words as he replied. 
        "How....is this....happening?" he asked of his father's image. The reply was quicker than he anticipated.
        "You have been thinking about all that we used to have for some time now, and seemed to want to talk to me. It was only fair of me to pay you a visit." he explained calmly. 
        "But," started Darius. "You yourself once told me long ago that visits of this kind were rare. I thank the Maker for this chance, but I am hardly worthy of it." he finished. His father's image was still smiling. 
        "On the contrary Darius, you are as worthy of this as you are noble and honourable. I am most proud of all that you have achieved. I always knew you would surpass all expectations I had of you." 
         It was now Darius' time to smile. "You are most kind, father." he replied. 
        "Just being honest, my son." said his father. "Now go, be with your beloved. I happen to know she misses you greatly." he finished. Darius looked surprised again, to which his father saw and responded to. 
        "Of course I know about that, and I also know that you chose well. The two of you share a bond that is most powerful. I am happy for the both of you." he explained to his son. "Now go. You belong with her." 
         Darius nodded his acknowledgement. "Goodbye father." he said softly, a touch of sadness in his voice. Turning to the trail, he heard his father one last time. 
        "You will see me again at some point, my son." he said, before disappearing from view, the forest going dark again.


         "My beloved! How I missed you." said the soft, gentle voice of Arielle as she ran out her cabin's front door, and wrapped her arms around her love, her long brown hair held behind her in a temporary ponytail. Darius smiled immensely and caught her in an embrace of his own, holding her as tight as he could within reason, also very happy to see his beloved once again. Arielle kissed him softly on his lips, then settled her head into his chest, the soft brown tunic making her grin. 
        "Not as much as I missed you." he said, while stroking the hair on the top of her head, making his way down to the tie that held the ponytail and releasing it, her hair swishing free over her shoulders as she giggled her approval.
         "How was your retreat, my love?" asked Arielle, pulling her head back so she could look into his eyes. 
         Darius smiled. "It was wonderful. I must share an experience I had on it with you, beloved." 
        Arielle nodded. "Of course, but first, a stroll to our spot near the meadow?" she queried, smiling and playing with some of her hair. 
       Darius grinned. "Very well. Let us go there." he said. Arielle nodded with a smile, as she put Darius' hand in hers, and led them down the trail past the village to the start of the meadows. They had a favourite spot that overlooked most of the rolling hills and meadows where the treeline halted. One could watch the sunset from there, as they had done several times before. Arielle smiled at the thought of watching another sunset with her love.
        It didn't take long to get there, and after a short period of time, they arrived, and sat down on the soft grass and took it all in, enjoying the relaxation of it all. Arielle leaned on Darius and put her head on his shoulder, as he wrapped his arms around her and held her tight while staring out at the rolling hills of the meadows before them. 
       "Is it not serene, my beloved?" he asked of her. 
       Arielle nodded. "Very much so. I never tire of the sight." she said happily. 
       Darius smiled. "As I never tire of your beauty and grace." he replied. 
       Arielle blushed slightly, then leaned in some more and kissed Darius on the cheek. "Always the romantic." she said, giggling. 
       Darius smiled. "Only for you." he replied with a grin.
       Arielle put her head back on his shoulder and smiled. Looking out at all the lush grass, she could make out a few small animals moving about, and it pleased her greatly. She suddenly remembered that Darius wanted to share something with her. 
      "What is it that you wanted to tell me about?" she asked. 
       Darius looked to her. "I had an experience." he started. "My father came to me as a spirit in the forest on my way back to you. He spoke to me." 
       Arielle lifted her head and looked at her man. "Surely you jest!" she exclaimed. "I had been told that those visions were few and far between."  she explained, a little confused at this news.
       "As was I, my love." he replied. "But alas it did happen, and I was able to talk to my father but for a short time."
       Arielle looked very interested. "Well, what did he say?" she asked, eagerly awaiting an answer. 
       Darius smiled. "He said that he is proud of the man that I have become, and that I had exceeded all his expectations of me and so forth." he explained to her. 
       Arielle smiled. "I am happy for you. If anyone deserved this, it was you." she said, again putting her head on his shoulder.
      "Thank you." replied Darius. "You are as kind as you are beautiful." He held her tight, as nothing meant more to him now. She was his everything, his life, and vice versa. He could stay in this moment forever, stay here with her forever, as he loved her more than anything in the world.

                                            
         The sun rose over the dry valley as it dd every day, it's rays illuminating the dust and rocks, warming them up after a little while. A squealing sound nearby pierced the quiet, as a boar beast sniffed around in vain for something to eat, but came up empty, instead finding itself up near a high wall of stone. The beast pressed it's dirty nose up against the wall, trying to pick up a scent of something that would lead it to food. Finding none, it squealed it's disgust, before moving on. The area became silent once again, until a while later, what sounded like footfalls on crunchy, dry ground could be heard.
         A large, mysterious figure walked up near the wall, and followed it to a large opening, allowing entry to a courtyard within. There were traces of a door that once denied access, but which had long since been destroyed to gain entry. The figure slowly walked into the courtyard, and made his way towards the centre. The hexagonal structure that used to stand there looked totally destroyed, with the remnants of a large body laying nearby. The figure paused for a moment, looking at the structure's remains, then turned it's attention to the bpdy of the fallen. Armour as black as night itself lay strewn in a pattern of death, as did some bones, and a sword of unknown design and origin.
         The figure knelt down next to the fallen, and ran a gloved hand across the sword.
         "Father." said the figure in a low, sad voice, before taking the sword into his own gloved hands. He examined it a little closer this time, before getting to his feet, and placing the sword into the empty sheath that hung over his black robes and hood, a hood which obscured any trace of his face. He took one more look towards the hexagon, then turned and headed back towards the opening in the stone wall. After walking back out into the dusty valley, the figure turned and looked about in every direction, from the hexagon to the wall, from the cliffs to the valley itself. It then stopped and hung it's head almost as to reflect upon something, before uttering something. 
         "Vengeance.....will be mine!" it exclaimed, clenching it's right gloved fist in anger, knowing that revenge was all that mattered now.


          A loud popping sound rang out, before two equal chunks of wood fell opposite each other and onto the ground. Darius watched it unfold, before readying the axe for another strike on a new log, hoping to have a sufficient pile for the fire pit later. There was something about making a large fire and tending it with a loved one that made the evening more enjoyable. He and Arielle had gone back to her cabin to take some food and their bedrolls (and the axe) to another one of their favourite spots to camp out for a night, hoping to spend it next to the fire in each other's company.
          Darius smiled to himself as he continued chopping the wood for the fire, happy to be out here in this place with his beloved, on this day. 
         "She does not know what is coming." he mumbled to himself, his voice trailing off. He took a break after a little while, leaning on the axe who's blade stuck into the stump he was using to cut the wood. He could see Arielle down in the meadow, using her telepathy to speak to some animals that had been wandering about. As of late, she was the happiest he'd ever seen, and was most grateful for this. 
        "If she is happy, then I am happy." he said to himself, still smiling.
         It was then that Arielle turned towards where he was and smiled, before waving at him from the meadow. Darius waved back and then went back to chopping wood, with only a few small logs left to split. A short time later, the wood pile was ready, and Arielle had returned with a smile on her face, or rather the perma-smile that she always seemed to have on her face at any given time. She walked up and gave Darius a soft kiss on the cheek, then sat down on a fallen log that was being used next to the fire pit. 
         "My love, you work so hard just for me." she said, appreciative of all he had done. 
         "I do it because it is a labour of love." She beamed at him, and was clearly pleased at how the day was turning out. 
         "Oh Darius." she said, her soft voice trailing off in happiness. Darius smiled and sat down next to her, putting his arm around her and enjoying the moment. The sun was starting to set now, and the meadows below looked serene under the orangish glow. 
         "It's perfect." said Arielle, as she gazed out upon the meadows. With only a little bit of daylight left, Darius decided to put a plan of his into action. He reached out to the fire pit with his right arm and closed his eyes, focusing his thoughts and concentrating.
          Suddenly, after a few moments, a small stream of fire left the palm of his hand, split off down his fingers, and  struck the bottom of the wood pile, igniting it instantly. The kinding started to crackle, followed by the wood. He opened his eyes, and smiled at what he had accomplished. Arielle giggled with delight, and wrapped her arms around him affectionately.
         "Always one with a flair for theatrics!" she said happily. Darius smiled back, but started to get to his feet. Arielle looked confused for a moment. 
         "Ah, but I almost forgot." he said, walking a couple steps over to his pack that lay near his bedroll. He stuck his had inside and pulled out two unique looking flowers, resembling roses, but had a bluish-white bloom.
          Darius took them over to Arielle, and knelt in front of her, putting the first flower in her hair. "You are most beautiful." he said to her. 
         Arielle did not reply, letting the love of her life continue what he was doing. Darius then took her left hand, and smiled. "My beloved," he started, before taking the second flower and bending it's wiry stem into a circle. 
       "Will you be my wife?" he asked her, before slipping the now ring-shaped flower on her fourth finger. Arielle looked stunned for a moment, then came to quickly. 
       "Yes!" she yelled happily. "Yes! I will! Oh my love!" he exclaimed happily, before pulling him close and kissing him squarely on his lips with all the love she could muster. Arielle was truly happy.

         'You worry now, but some day you will find your own beloved, as I had found your mother some time ago. Patience is the key.....'

         The fire had just gone out after many hours of it's presence. Arielle lay in her bedroll, tucked in and covered with a blanket that she herself has fashioned a while back. Darius couldn't sleep much, and awoke at the crack of dawn and pondered the meadows below. For a long period of time, he used to have doubts about what he was fighting for, besides the usual good versus evil or anything like that. Looking back at  his beloved asleep, he knew now that he fought for her, and for their future. She was his to protect, no matter the cost. Honour demanded this at the very least.
        For the moment, he was relieved more than anything to finally ask her to be his wife, to start a new chapter of his life with whom he cared for the most. He was also grateful that all seemed right in the world for the time being. For once, he didn't have to run off and deal with any new challenges, happy to have a breather.
       "There must always be time for her." he said softly, watching his beloved with a smile.

        'When you are old enough to begin your own quests, you will more then likely find a fine woman on your travels. Treat her like a queen, and she will stay by your side always, especially when you need her the most.'

        As the sun pierced through the clouds and began illuminating the meadow, he could hear Arielle moan softly, signifying that she had awoken. Darius went to her side and knelt next to her bedroll. She laid her gaze on him, her sparkling eyes always a spectacle to behold. Arielle smiled and sat up, kissing him on the cheek. 
       "Good morning, my love." she said with a smile. Darius sat down next to her and put his arm around her, massaging her shoulder. 
       "And to you as well, beloved. I hope your slept well." he said.
        Arielle smiled and giggled. "I did considering the excitement beforehand." she said, in reference to the proposal. Darius laughed before leaning in and kissing her on the forehead gently. 
       "Indeed!" he said happily. He was just about to pick her up and carry her over to the firepit to make her a morning meal, when suddenly, something slammed into the tree behind them, still shaking after it's extreme impact. Arielle looked spooked all of a sudden, and Darius reached for his sword, drawing it and leaping in front of her. For a moment, nothing moved. Finally, sensing nothing, Darius lowered his sword and walked carefully over to the tree. Stuck in it's trunk was an arrow, one that had a piece of parchment paper wrapped around it and bound with twine very carefully.
        Darius slowly undid the twine, and pulled the paper away from the arrow. He opened it, and began to read it's inscription. 
      "Darius. You are needed immediately. Cyrada wishes it. Your friend, Ranier." said the short note. By this time, Arielle had walked up to him and leaned in to see the paper.
      "What is it?" she queried curiously. Darius frowned. "Something is afoot. We must leave immediately, beloved." he said, turning back towards their campsite to retrieve his pack and sword. 
      "Where are we going?" asked Arielle, following him. 
      Darius replied calmly. "To see Cyrada." he said, before picking up his sword, and taking one last look down the meadow before leaving. He didn't have a good feeling about this at all, wondering what could be happening to his old friend and mentor.


       'You must remember that there will come a time in life where you will not be in control of your fate. If that becomes the case, you must remember to soldier on and turn fate into destiny. Seize the day.'

       The ground was littered with rubble, some coming from small structures such as cabins, while the rest was that of the deceased, killed trying to stop the onslaught of evil that had come like a shadow at dusk, enveloping all. Some continued to step forward and fight til the bitter end, brave anf honourable to the last. 
      "Pathetic fools!" exclaimed the being in the dark robes and hood, a gloved hand that clutched a sword swiping away another attacker with ease. "You cannot stop me!" it yelled. "I will continue to cut you all down until I find  the one responsible for my father's demise" it exclaimed angrily.
       Sensing that the battle was now hopeless beyond measure, the remaining soldiers and guards turned and fleed, not wanting to become statistics in a losing cause. The hooded being stepped over the body of another of his victims, and continued on down the path the lay between him and a large expanse of plains, one that stood in his way towards his goal.
      "I will rip apart every living thing until I succeed." said the being, with evil intentions on his mind. The drive for vengeance had now consumed him fully, with no potential for diplomacy left at all, itself becoming a victim of his personal war.

        'There is no such thing as a no-win situation. There is always a way to achieve victory, no matter how bleak the situation. Strength is not always the answer. You must trust your own intelligence, and use your cunning to an advantage. Only a fool fails to utilize all his tools.'


                                              TO BE CONTINUED.....

                                              
         

