









                                         DARKSWORD: End Of Days




        "Please....grant me mercy! This, I beg of you!" said the defeated man out of desperation. Blood soaked his clothing, open wounds on his head and torso streaming the red substance. His purple and black warrior's robes were torn and in shambles, his hair out of place as the hot wind blew it astray. He was on his knees, on the verge of falling on his face due to injury and exhaustion. 
        He had clasped his hands together, preying on whatever compassion his foe might have left in him, if any at all. There was just the two of them here left alive amongst the carnage and devastation. The sky was a scarlet red, the clouds black and ugly as they slowly floated past. Where forests once stood were now nothing but raging infernos. The village behind them was completely destroyed, and bodies were strewn about the land.
        Smoke billowed up from burn marks and small craters on the ground, between the areas where the land had split open, revealing more fire and devastation. All that stood between the two men was a small fire, and a dead body of a villager, ravaged by the conflict that had been thrown upon everyone. The man started sniffing and coughing, finding it harder to breathe within the small pockets of smoke that wafted through their battle zone. He knew the end was near, and started regretting the series of events that brought this all about. Suddenly, the ground beneath started to shake as it did earlier, as the forces at work continued to tear apart their world, forces that he and his former friend and now enemy had unleashed.
       "You, who killed my beloved, who destroyed everything I hold dear, you who are without mercy, now beg for it?" asked a familiar voice. 
        Darius Darksword looked at the pathetic excuse for a man that cowered before him, his own eyes burning with an orange tinge to them. He had no more compassion left in him and didn't give a damn about anything anymore. 
      "Your chance to end this peacefully," he began, his tone so angry and frustrated. "....ended when you killed my beloved in cold blood! You killed a defencless woman, and destroyed my only reason in this realm for living! For that, you will burn in the fire of my inferno!!" 
       Darius was breathing heavily now, holding out both hands to summon a fireball of immense power that he had never summoned before.
       The fireball became large, as he held it in both hands, the fire energy swirling arund itself with a ferocity he had never seen before. He pondered it briefly, then looked to his enemy with nothing but contempt and rage. 
       "You.....you killed her! You took my beloved from me!!" he said, fighting back tears, his voice shaky. "Now, dear Zaknor...I will take your life from you!!" he said, before screaming a battle cry. Darius focused all his rage into one burst, and suddenly found a dark clarity, one that signified that he had gone over the edge that there was no return from. Darius yelled loudly, and thrusted the palms of his hands forwards at his enemy, the fireball lancing out right at Zaknor's head......

                                                     
                                                        *     *     *     *


         He wasn't sure what he hated more at the moment. Was it the fact that he was only on this quest because of his feelings towards Darius, or the fact that he forgot to bring the third of three map scrolls that could be helping him right now. Either one was enough to drive him to scream, or beat up another tree in the forest. He had been walking through the thick brush and trees for some time. While it wasn't too hot of a day, the sunlight was on him a lot before he had found his way into the forest. Deciding to keep going without the third map, Zaknor pushed past some large brush and creepers, occasionally pulling his sword out of it's hip sheath to hack at some of the greenery, making the trek a little more bearable.
         "When I find what I'm looking for, I'll show that powerful fool who really is the best after all." he said to himself, knowing that he was a better swordsman than Darius, and could control any power just as well. While not technically friends, the two men had known each other since they were both young learners in the Nevarrian brigades, an academy of sorts to train young men in combat, whether or not they had a gift for weapons. He and Darius had been in the same training group, and Darius had always passed the challenges and mock battles with flying colours, always the top swordsman in the group no matter what. He himself was a decent warrior, but could not match the pure skill and awareness that Darius employed.
         While not finishing at the bottom, he always felt as if he was obscured by Darius' shadow in the academy, and that bitterness had stayed with him in the years since. This bitterness became amplified when he had learned of the powers that Darius had picked up on the stormy day years back, and wondered why this had never happened to him. Zaknor was determined to find and acquire a power of his own, to at least be equal to Darius, if not a little better. 
         The quest he was on was to find the lost Tablet of Yarma, a relic of a great power from millenia ago. Legend had it, that a great sorceror had focused all his worldly energy into a solid form, which was so powerful it turned evil and began to destroy everything it encountered. Only a combined effort from other sorcerors were barely able to confine the evil power to the Tablet.
          He knew that it would be most difficult to tame the evil energy, but he had in his possession some old scrolls that told of a way to control it without becoming the evil. If he could control just a little of it, he could finally prove to Darius that it was him, Zaknor, that was the finest warrior of the land. 
         "I will no longer dwell in his shadow." he said softly as he continued to walk through the thick forest, occasionally hopping over some fallen trees. "Perhaps things are looking up after all." he said to himself, hoping to close in on the Tablet's last know location in the immediate future. 
       "Failure," he began. "Is not an option....." he said, voice trailing off.


       "Owww." he said loudly, after having fallen down a steep embankment all the way to the bottom of the valley. He wasn't sure if it really had been necessary to try to lean over on the small sapling to try a get a better view of the valley, but it was too late now. The sapling snapped under his weight, and down he went. Zaknor had wanted to come down here, but not on his stomach and face. He got to his feet quickly and brushed off the dirt. Looking around, he the saw the valley continue south, where he could see the outline of two oddly shaped rocks. "If I remember the third scroll correctly, I'm almost to my destination." he said aloud, happy to see the two rocks. Zaknor started off towards them, happy to be closer to the end of the trek.
        There was still some brush, but there was a break from the green where he was walking, a wide, natural path that meandered through the bottom of the valley. For once, he was glad that he didn't have to climb over fallen trees or hack up some bush. The easier he could walk, the better. As he got closer and closer to the twin rocks, Zaknor was able to make out inscriptions of some sort on them. Approaching them now, he knelt down in front of the one on the left and ran his hand over the inscriptions. 
      "Ancient text of some sort." he mused, trying to figure out what it meant. 
       Some of the text was intact, while other sections had eroded over time. Thinking hard about the last scroll, he remembered a bit where it read that 'One hundred foot falls past the twins will you find me....' With that in mind, he got up and started walking past the twin rocks, counting every foot fall until he reached one hundred. When this was complete, he noticed that he had walked into a patch of sand that was only a few meters in diameter. 
       Almost immediately, he dropped to his knees and started sifting the sand with his hands, occasionally digging up clumps of it, and moving the sand aside. Zaknor began to dig faster, and after a few more minutes, was rewarded by the upswing in his work, as he bumped his fingers against something solid.
       With baited anticipation, he sunk both hands into the sand on either side of where his hand had touched the solid mass. Clasping the item, he slowly brought it up above the sand, and set it down gently on a pile of dug out sand. It was roughly bigger than a large book,  and almost as think as his wrist. The bumpy tablet had endured years of living in a sand pit, and yet was intact for the most part, it's grey surface scribed with text of some sort. Quickly he reached into the pocket of his purple and black robe and pulled out a small paperback book, in which he had found a phrase that just might bring the power out of the tablet.
        Zaknor held the small book between himself and the tablet, and pondered it for a moment. 
       "Hmm." he muttered to himself. "Here goes." He cleared his throat, and began the phrase.
       "He who is bequeathed the power, knows the power, and shall become the power." he said to the Tablet. To his dismay, nothing happened. Seconds turned into minutes, but nothing happened. The Tablet sat there, in the sand, doing nothing. 
       "How is this possible?" he asked rhetorically. "I've come all this way for nothing?" he yelled. 
       "Damn you, you worthless piece of rock!! he yelled in frustration, before unsheathing his sword and swinging at the rocky Tablet. The sword's tempered blade caught the Tablet right in the middle, shattering it open at that point. Zaknor stared in disbelief at the damage he had just done to the artifact.
        He was about to bow his head and close his eyes in shame, when something started to happen to the Tablet. It began to glow crimson red, and as Zaknor moved back from it a little, the ground began to shake benath him. As the shaking became more violent, he toppled over onto his back, having lost his balance. 
       Suddenly, as he stared at the Tablet, a bolt of crimson red energy lanced out and struck him, sending him sliding backwards into a tree. He looked up to see everything flashing in a most peculiar way. The sky was shimmering, as were the trees and the ground and everything else he could see. Then, after a few more minutes, it was over. Everything was back to normal. He looked to the Tablet to see that it had become a pile of grey dust.
        Zaknor got to his feet, and immediately felt dizzy. Something was different. He felt different, and it wasn't anything he had ever felt before. The dizziness started to pass, and when it did, he had something: clarity. He left as of he knew the answers to most questions, and felt like he had more energy than he had ever had in his life. The power started ripple through him, and it was nothing like he had imagined it to be. His eyes turned completely crimson red for a moment, before returning to normal. He clenched his fists, and smiled. 
       "Now I will show Darius who is more powerful." he said aloud, his voice trailing off into the wilderness.


                                                        *     *     *     *


       The smell of eggs wafted through an open window as he passed it by, and he knew it could only be a certain man's breakfast time (or a mid morning snack, depending on who you asked!) who at least was home for now. Darius ducked around the corner of the structure and arrived at the door, knocking on the old, dense wood surface a few times. Nothing happened for a few seconds, then suddenly, he heard a somewhat annoyed voice from the other side. 
      "Yes, yes. What do you want?" said the voice, as the door swung open. Cyrada just stood there for a moment, regarding his young friend. 
      "Oh. Apologies, young Darius!" he said, starting to smile. "Please, come and join me for breakfast!" he said, ushering Darius into his home.
      "Breakfast, or a late morning snack?" asked Darius with a grin. Cyrada shot him a serius look, then broke into laughter. 
      "Ah yes. You do have full knowledge of my love affair with my eggs, don't you?" he said, already sliding some eggs from a frying pan onto his plate.
      "Indeed. I know this all too well." he explained, grinning as he sat down at the small wooden table next to the cooking area. Cyrada slid a few more eggs onto a second plate, before bringing both to the table, setting one down in front of himself, and one for Darius before sitting. Both men grabbed their forks and ate with gusto, moreso with Cyrada, who some days seemed to live for the purpose of eating eggs in any shape, form, or size.
        A short couple of minutes later, both plates were bare, save some drops of yolk from the eggs. "Wonderful!" exclaimed Cyrada, always happy at his own cooking, regardless of the result. Darius nodded his approval. 
       "Indeed. You always seem to make them better every time." 
       "Thank you." replied Cyrada, beaming. He sat back a bit in his chair and looked at his young friend. "So.....what brings you here today?" he asked, watching Darius perk up at the question. 
       "I was on my way to the fields to meet Arielle, as she wants to spend the day picking those interesting golden mushrooms, and I was wondering if you'd like me to bring you back some."
       Cyrada smiled happily at the thought of adding mushrooms in with his eggs. "Mmm.....yes. I do believe I will take you up on that offer." he said.
      "Let me get you a sack." said the old man, as he got up and headed for the door, with Darius in tow a moment later. Outside, Cyrada pulled some kind of large burlap-type sack off the wall of his house that had been hanging upside down. 
      "Here." he said. "This will serve you well. I washed it yesterday." he explained. Darius was about to respond, when suddenly, there was a flash of light so bright, that the sun would be envious. A shimmering effect seemed to envelope everything for not even a minute, before everything returned to normal. 
      "Wow." remarked Darius. "I do not know what just happened, but whatever it was, it hurt my eyes somewhat." he said. Cyrada just stood there, unaffected. 
      "Hmmm. I must go read a text. Continue on to the fields. I shall await the mushrooms." he said, before disappearing back into his small home. Darius was confused for a moment before shrugging it off and leaving for the fields, the sack dangling from his left hand. As he walked out of the small town, his thoughts turned to Arielle. 
      "It will be most joyous to see my beloved again." he said to himself softly, already starting to smile at the thought of her. A few short hours, and he would be reunited with his love once again.


                                                     *     *     *     *


       The tree exploded into a fireball, with some of it's flaming branches flying backwards and igniting a few other trees in the process. Zaknor lowered his hands to his sides, and stared at where the massive tree once stood, replaced by a mini inferno and smouldering ashes. 
      "Most satisfying." he said, his eyes completely crimson red. A dastardly grin was on his face, happy in some perverse way at what he had just accomplished with his new powers. As the red began to fade from his eyes, Zaknor started walking again, intending to make a stop at the small village ahead for some information. As he approached the village, he noticed a small trinket stand at the path's entrance to the village. 
      "A good place to start." he said to himself.
       Zaknor walked up to the small wooden trinket stand, and picked up a small metallic object, looking it over. The merchant suddenly appeared behind the stand, having been looking through a box below. 
      "A fine choice!" said the middle-aged man, who was balding on the top of his head, but seemed like a nice fellow. "Two gold coins, and it can be yours!" he said happily, hoping to make a sale. Zaknor frowned at the triket, before looking at the merchant. 
      "I'm not looking to buy anything." he said to the merchant, who now looked sad and confused. He put the item back down on the stand. The merchant smiled again before responding. 
     "Ah. Well, I hope you will change your mind." he said. Zaknor kept staring at the man.
     "Perhaps. But only if you start selling information." he said. The merchant thought for a moment.
     "You seek knowledge then!" said the merchant. "I might be able to help you after all. What do you wish to know? I do hear things, you know." 
      Zaknor pondered for a  moment, then looked back at the merchant. "I am looking for a man." he said in a serious but low tone. 
     "Ah." said the merchant. "Does this man have a name?" he asked, curiously. 
      Zaknor nodded. "His name is Darius Darksword. We go back a while." replied Zaknor, not wishing to tell the man too much.
     "Of course I know this man!" replied the merchant. "He comes by here often. Likes to purchase the odd gift for his beloved." 
      Zaknor looked more intense now, his right eyebrow raised. "When is he due back here?" he asked, hoping that he had stumbled into Darius' schedule somehow. 
     "Oh, not for a while. He was by here a few days ago, and said that he was about to go on some new quest." replied the merchant, who started to scratch his bald spot. 
     "You lie." said Zaknor, thinking there was a bit of deception going on. 
     "Sir," started the merchant. "I am many things, but a liar is not one of them. I ask one gold coin of you, and then you can be on your way, as we have nothing more to discuss." he said.
       Zaknor stepped back from the trinket stand. "Fool. I do not pay for useless information." he said, before swiping his arm across the stand and knocking most of the trinkets to the ground with a crash. 
      "My trinkets!" said the merchant, before diving down to recover his wares. "What do you think you are doing! I will call for the village guards!" he exclaimed, wondering why this was happening. Zaknor approached the crouched man. 
      "Really?" he said, before swinging his right leg and kicking the man right in the head, knocking him over.
       Suddenly, two men with light armour and small swords jogged up to the scene, which other villagers were now watching, stunned. The two guards drew their swords. 
       "That will be enough! You will come with us willingly!" they said, pointing their swords at their quarry. Zaknor smiled evilly, and his eyes began turn crimson red. He started to laugh before addressing the guards. 
       "I will go nowhere until I deem it necessary." he said. The two guards looked at each other, before they bth advanced on him, ready to apprehend. Zaknor outstretched his right hand, which now glowed red like his eyes. Without warning, a bolt of crimson energy shot out and struck the two guards, sending them flying backwards into a wall of a hut, knocking it down in the process. The carnage had just begun.
         Zaknor started walking through the village, using more bolts of energy to level huts, and destroy trees. Fires began to burn throughout the village, and the ground began to shake uncontrollably. By the time he had left the village, bodies were strewn about and structures completely obliterated, the carnage almost unbelievable. This time however, the crimson did not fade from his eyes,  and the evil grin got a little bigger. Zaknor was starting to be corrupted by the evil powers that inhabited him, and he didn't mind it one bit. Nothing was going to stop him. Nothing.


        She held her hand up to the wild deer, the animal's mouth opening, it's tongue licking away at the fruit she was holding. Arielle smiled to herself at the serenity of everything, and how nice the day was. Blue sky, white puffy clouds floating past, and her animal friends around for her to communicate with until Darius arrived at the fields with her. She missed her beloved dearly, and couldn't wait for him to arrive. She let herself go into a daze thinking about him, and smiled to herself. Suddenly, she was brought out of her trance by the deer, who had started licking her neck after consuming all the fruit she had brought.
         Arielle laughed to herself and rubbed the deer's snout playfully, always happy to make new friends in the animal world. The deer eventually started to trot off and stick it's nose into some long grass. She watched in amusement, then sat back down and thought about her beloved again. Arielle twirled some of her long brown hair between her fingers, and giggled. She started to roll around in the long grass, her feminine light blue tunic crumpling here and there. She giggled some more as she came to a stop, and sat up, smiling. 
       "Such a beautiful day!" she said aloud. Arielle was just about to start looking for some mushrooms, when the deer she had been playing with slowly trotted back up to her and stopped, it's expression one of fear.
       "Ohhh.....why are you so sad now?" she said, pondering the deer, whose head dipped as it's ears folded downwards. Feeling that something was troubling her new friend, she put her right hand on the side of the deer's face and held it there. Using the abilities that only she had, she connected to it's mind telepathically, and suddenly knew everything, seeing what the deer had seen. 
       "Oh no." she said softly, as her voice trailed off. She saw the forest fire that the deer had seen, and felt sadness. "Not good at all." she said, taking her hand back and getting to her feet.
        Arielle started off in the direction of the fire, the smoke now rising up from the trees past the mushroom fields. As she got closer to the trees, she wondered how this could be happening. It was a calm summer day, with no storms or thundershowers or anything. Suddenly, she stopped and fell to her knees in pain, as if she had just had the wind knocked out of her. A telepathic image of a dead group of deer danced in her head. She looked up at the trees in front of her, a tear streaming down her face. She slowly got back to her feet and continued on to the source of the smoke. After a few minutes, she emerged into a clearing, and stared in horror at what she saw.
        Animals and people lay dead, scattered about the clearing. She was about to start crying, when she noticed some movement ahead. A lone figure wearing purple and black warrior robes knelt on a flat boulder in the middle of the clearing, looking in her direction. 
      "Who are you, and what has happened here?" she asked. The unknown figure rose to his feet and stared at her. She noticed his eyes were glowing a deep red, as was his right hand. 
      "It does not matter who I am." said the man. "What does matter, however, is what you may or may not know." 
       Arielle looked confused. "I do not understand." she replied.
       The man pointed at her angrily. "Let us drop the charade, yes?" he said. "Do you know where I may find a man named Darius Darksword?" asked the man sternly. 
       Arielle froze, chills going down her spine. Clearly this man wanted to find Darius, and judging by the carnage around her, it wasn't for friendly pursuits. She thought about her answer for a moment, then spoke. 
       "No, I do not. I am from far away." she said softly. The man became enraged, his eyes glowing brighter now. 
       "Liar!" he shouted at her. Arielle knew this might not end well, so she focused her thoughts towards the forest, and used her telepathy to locate a couple of wolves that were stalking nearby. 'In danger, need your help!' she said in her mind, projecting those words into the trees before her.
         Seconds later, the two wolves jumped out of the thick brush of the forest, and headed towards the unknown man. He turned to see them going for his position. 
        "Pathetic...." he said, as he pointed his open hand at them, a massive bolt of red power lancing out and striking them. The wolves were killed instantly, their bodies partially charred from the blast. 
         "No!!" yelled Arielle, feeling the pain of the wolves, and the sorrow from bringing them into this. She picked up a large, heavy stick that was next to her boots, and ran at the man with it, in vain hopes that she might stop him from killing again. The man turned towards her and shook his head. 
        "Such heroic nonsense. I have no time for this." he said, as he put both hands together in front of him.
          From his open palms came a sphere of pure energy that shot out and struck Arielle in her upper torso, throwing her sideways into a tree, her body making a twisting violently as it hit, before falling into the brush hard. Zaknor walked up to her broken form, and looked down at the motionless woman and managed an evil grin. 
         "I will not be stopped by the likes of you." he said, before walking off through the brush towards the fields. After he was gone, Arielle tried to keep her eyes open, but her injuries were too severe from the force of the energy blast, as well as the impact with the tree. Blood dripped from her mouth, and she only managed one word. 
        "Darius." she whispered, before her eyes began to close for the last time, her life force fading quickly into thr abyss.


                                                    *     *     *     *


         "Almost there." muttered Darius, who was exiting a small group of trees and heading into the fields. He was very close to the spot where Arielle would be waiting for him to start the mushroom collection. He couldn't wait to lift her up and pull her close, embracing her for as long as he saw fit. He smiled at the thought of running his hands through her long, brown hair, and kissing her on the cheek under those majectic eyes. Darius stepped past some more tufts of long grass, and emerged in a little mini clearing where it was evident that Arielle had been rolling in the grass, as it was all crumped down in waves.
          He also found her mushroom sack, which was laying there on the grass, empty. "She must be waiting for before starting." he said. Darius smiled and walked a few more steps, then stopped as something in the grass caught his attention. He was shocked to see the body of a female deer laying in the grass, motionless with eyes closed. He reached down and touched the deer around the ears, and felt it's neck. No pulse. 
        "Dead." he said. "But why?" he looked up ahead towards the large forest, and suddenly saw a small line of smoke coming from inside the forest.
         It didn't look like more than a cooking fire, but he figured he should check it out. "Perhaps she went there." he mused to himself, before heading off in that direction. It didn't take him long to get to the forest, and when he did, it seemed a lot more quiet than a forest should be. Walking over some fallen trees, his boots crunched some undergrowth and small sticks as he made it way through the trees. It wasn't long until he reached a clearing. He stopped dead in his tracks once he stepped into the clearing. There were bodies of animals and people strewn about, with a couple small fires smouldering from a couple small dark scorch marks in the ground.
         Darius began to feel uncomfortable, and started becoming frantic, checking body after body. "Arielle!" he yelled, with no response. He moved around the clearing, yelling loudly.
        "Arielle!!" he repeated, to no avail. Passing a large, flat boulder, he got closer to the edge of the clearing, when he saw it. A familiar blue tunic poked out from the bottom of a large tree. His eyes went wide. 
        "Beloved!!" he screamed, running over to the fallen form of Arielle, broken and bloody. He knelt down beside her and propped her head up with a hand, stroking her long, brown hair and pushing it away from her normally beaufitul face, now partly covered in blood.
        "I'm here now beloved! I'm here!" he said to her. There was no answer. He held up her gentle hand and put his fingers on her wrist. There was no pulse. His beloved was gone.
        "N-No." he said softly. "Great Maker, NO!!" he screamed, before bowing his head over her. He started to cry, but soon stopped and looked at her. 
       "I....I love you." he said trailing off, as he gently laid her head down and stood up. Feelings of sadness and loss quickly turned to anger and rage, the normally calm and collected man now starting to come apart, the one thing in his life that mattered the most now gone forever.
       "I will avenge you! I will strike down whoever has done this! I will make them pay, this I swear!!" he yelled, before unsheathing his sword, and darting into the trees. His only purpose now was to get revenge, and it is what he would stop at nothing to get. The kind, honourable Darius was gone, the one that had an appreication for all life. He had become unhinged from the loss of his beloved, his lone reason for living.


                                                        *     *     *     *    


        "Where is he?! Answer me NOW!" yelled Zaknor, holding a man by his throat a meter off the ground, the crimson energy starting to crush his throat. The man let out a gag before a cracking sound was heard. His neck had snapped. Zaknor felt even more rage, and threw the man to the ground like a rag doll. The crimson in his eyes grew even brighter, especially with the rage he felt. Boiling over, he knelt down and punched the ground, the crimson energy striking it and shaking the ground beneath violently. A fissure opened up and caused more devastation, destroying a small house in it's path. Rising back to his feet, Zaknor spread his arms outwards and towards the trees, sending bolts of crimson energy at them.
         The trees exploded into infernos, taking more with them as they burned. Zaknor looked to the sky, and focused as much of the evil energy as he could bear. Suddenly, his eyes became vessels for the energy, lancing out and striking the sky harshly. The blue sky became crimson red in a hurry, and the clouds, which were once white and cheerful, were now black and ugly. Zaknor laughed uncontrollably as the barrage on the sky stopped. 
       "Today Darius, tomorrow the world!!" he yelled, as he kept laughing and looking up at the sky. He was about to continue on, having spent too much time here at this small hamlet, when a battle cry pierced his serenity.
       "Vengeance shall be MINE!!" yelled the voice. Zaknor whirled around to see the man he had been saerching for. Darius Darksword stood on the path, sword drawn, eyes filled with rage. Zaknor decided to play with him for a moment. 
      "Vengeance you say?" he started. "For what? Was that your pet deer I killed back there, or maybe your wolfie friends?" he said, laughing manically.
       Darius clenched his open fist and stared down his new nemesis. 
      "You, you killed my beloved, and for that, I will see you DEAD!" he yelled. Zaknor laughed again heavily.
      "Ah yes! The woman! Such a shame. She was no match for my power."
      The swordsman couldn't take it any longer. Darius charged Zaknor, and as he did, focused his own powers, and created a fireball. As he beared down on Zaknor, one hand took a swipe with the sword, while the other whipped the fireball. Zaknor jumped sideways to avoid the sword, but couldn't avoid the fireball. It caught him in the midsection, throwing him backwards across the dirt. 
      When he came to a stop, he noticed his robes were now torn, and he had a small wound in his side. 
      "Not bad, Darius. But you will NOT get me that easy again!" he exclaimed, before getting back to his feet. As Darius charged again, Zaknor got in a punch, reinforced and enhanced with the crimson energy.
       The swordsman's ribs cracked from the blow, as he fell to the ground, dropping his sword. Zaknot walked up to his opponent and kicked the sword away into some brush.
      "Fah. Master swordsman indeed." he said, disrespecting Darius. Suddenly, Darius rose and grabbed Zaknor by the throat, focusing his power on the man. Ice began to form around him, enveloping him. Once complete, Darius threw him onto the ground a few meters away. He walked over to the brush where his sword lay, and picked it up, before heading towards the ice block that was now Zaknor. 
     "With this, I avenge my beloved!" yelled Darius, holding the sword over his fallen quarry, ready to plunge it into the man inside the block of ice.
      Without warning, the ice exploded outwards violently, with Zaknor now hovering off the ground a little. 
     "So. Is that all you have, Darius?" he asked, grinning evily. Darius charged his opponent, while Zaknor did the same. They met in the middle, locked in vicious combat, trading blows at close quarters, all enhanced by their respective powers. The ground shook again, throwing both men off balance temporarily, before they locked up again, the fight going back and forth. After what seemed like an eternity, Darius got the upper hand, and used a combined blast of his fire and water powers to completely flatten Zaknor, who was starting to fatigue now, his powers fading fast. 
      "No!" he said. "These powers were supposed to be infinite...." he said, his voice trailing off as he cowered near the ground.
       He only had one tactic left, a last ditch plan in an effort to live. "Please, grant me mercy! This, I beg of you!" said the defeated man out of desperation. Blood soaked his clothing, open wounds on his head and torso streaming the red substance. His purple and black warrior's robes were torn and in shambles, his hair out of place as the hot wind blew it astray. He was on his knees, on the verge of falling on his face due to injury and exhaustion. He had clasped his hands together, preying on whatever compassion his foe might have left in him, if any at all.
        "You, who killed my beloved, who destroyed everything I hold dear, you who are without mercy, now beg for it?" asked a familiar voice. 
         Darius Darksword looked at the pathetic excuse for a man that cowered before him, his own eyes burning with an orange tinge to them. He had no more compassion, he didn't give a damn about anything anymore. "Your chance to end this peacefully," he began, his tone so angry and frustrated. "....ended when you killed my beloved in cold blood! You killed a defenceless woman, and destroyed my only reason for being in this realm! For that, you shall pay with your life!!" he screamed, breathing heavily now, and holding out both hands, summoning a fireball of a power that he had never summoned before.
         The fireball became large, as he held it in both hands, the fire energy swirling arund itself with a ferocity he had never seen before. He pondered it briefly, then looked to his enemy with nothing but contempt and rage. 
        "She's gone....and all because of YOU!" he said, fighting back tears.
        "Now, dear Zaknor, I will kill you and avenge the one whom I loved!!" he said, before screaming a battle cry. Darius focused all his rage into one burst, and suddenly found a dark clarity, one that signified that he had gone over the edge that there was no return from. Darius yelled loudly, and thrusted the palms of his hands forwards at his enemy, the fireball lancing out right at Zaknor's head, incinerating him instantly on contact, the man's body coming apart at the seams and burning as pieces of his flesh fell to the ground.
         
        Darius dropped to his knees from exhaustion, and cried softly. He after a few moments, he raised his head and looked to the sky, hoping that Arielle's spirit would hear what he was about to say. 
       "Beloved, I have avenged you." he started. "Please, rest now and--" he was cut off by a massive phenomenom, a flash of energy brighter than the sun itself. The sky shimmered in this light, as did the trees and anything around him. He slowly got to his feet and looked around at what was happening. 
        A wave of amnesia hit him hard. Darius suddenly felt dizzy and fell down, blacking out. When he came to, he was being helped up by Arielle, her soft touch feeling very familiar and welcoming. 
       "I....you....what just happened to me?" he asked her, not knowing why he was getting helped off the ground.
      "Oh Darius!" she giggled. "I was waiting for you in the fields to pick mushrooms, and decided to meet you here on the trail. I walked up to you, and you fell down." she explained.
      "Oh." he started, confusedly. "I....my head hurts." he said. Arielle put her hand through his shoulder length hair. "My Darius! A walk to the fields to pick our mushrooms will do you some good, and make you feel better. I have missed you very much, and wish to spend this beautiful day in your company." she said with a smile, and kissed him on the cheek before he nodded, the two with their arms around each other as they walked off.


                                                     *     *     *     *


        "Yes yes, I'm coming. I'm an old man you know? It takes time to get around!" said Cyrada, trying to get to the door. Someone was knocking, as he believed he knew who it was. He strode up and pulled the old handle, opening the wooden door and revealing Darius, complete with a full burlap sack full of mushrooms. 
       "Oh yes." started Cyrada. "I can taste them already! Bring them in!" he exclaimed happily. In the morning, he would make an omelette of epic proportions! Darius walked into the dwelling and closed the door behind him before wandering to the cooking area and putting the sack down on the old wooden counter.
         "I.....um," he started. "I ate a few on the way here." 
        Cyrada started to laugh. "Indeed! And you say I get carried away with food!" said Cyrada, getting a humourous shot in at the very least. Cyrada went serious for a moment, and motioned Darius towards the table. 
        "Sit. I must explain something to you." he said, sitting down on a chair. Darius sat down and looked at his mentor. 
        "This isn't about the mushrooms is it?" 
        Cyrada wanted to grin at the question, but remained serious. "I'm afraid not, young Darius. It is about something you experienced today." he said calmly. 
        Darius thought for a second, then perked up. "You know of the bright flash and temporary amnesia that I experienced?" he queried.
         Cyrada nodded. "Yes. But it was not merely a 'bright flash' as you call it." he started. "You experienced a collision of realities, brought on by the release and destruction of an ancient power." he explained. 
        Darius looked a little blank. "I don't follow. I'm sorry." 
        "Don't be sorry." started Cyrada. "You are not as versed in ancient powers as I, and it tooks many decades for even me to begin to understand. Have you ever heard of the Tablet of Yarma?" asked Cyrada.
        Darius nodded slightly. "I have read of it in texts, but know little about it." he answered.
        Cyrada smiled slightly. "Very well." he started. "The Tablet of Yarma was the manifestation of an ancient arcane power conceived and created by sorcerors of days past. One in particular managed to harness said power, and used it for evil. His reinforced it with his own powers, which were already stronger than anyone else's at the time. After much destruction and devastation, he was finally stopped by others that banded together, and the power was locked away in a tablet made of a special stone and buried in a valley where no one would find it."
         Darius' eyes went a little wide. "Someone found it?" he asked, wondering about the outcome. 
        Cyrada nodded again. "Yes. Someone did. The first flash you experienced when leaving for the fields was the power being unleashed. The second flash and your amnesia were due to the power's destruction, and it's bearer's death." 
        Darius nodded himself, then put a hand on the table. "So, who destroyed it?" he asked curiously. Cyrada looked at his young friend even more seriously now. 
       "You did." he said. 
        Darius looked floored. "I did? But, I have no memory of this!" he exclaimed out of confusion and frustration.
       "I know." started Cyrada. "You see, when the the power was unleashed and the first flash of light happened, the power didn't just affect our reality. The power was so strong, it pulled a parallel reality in line with our own, causing two worlds to collide, so to speak. Upon the power's destruction, the realities split apart again, taking your memories of the events with them. You never experienced the battle for the power, but your other self in the other reality did." he finished.
        Darius looked like he was going to fall over from all this information. "Well now." he said. "I believe what you say, as I know how extensive your knowledge is on the magics and powers of our world." 
       Cyrada nodded. "Only because I am old and have been one with the magics and powers for some time." he said. Cyrada was about to get up and start inspecting the mushrooms, when there was a knock at the door. 
      "Hmm." he said. "Who could this be at this hour?" he wondered, as he looked out a small window next to the table to see the sun starting to set. He slowly made his way to the door, and pulled back on the handle. The door opened to reveal Arielle, her long brown hair a little messier than normal.
       "Hello Cyrada!"
        Darius recognized his beloved's voice, and turned away from the table to look at her. "My beloved!" he said happily to her. 
       "Hi." she said, but didn;t leave the doorway. Cyrada grinned. "Come in young lady." he said, motioning to the table. 
       "Oh, thanks. But....I was hoping Darius would join me for a sunset walk. That is, unless I have interrupted something?" she wondered. 
       "Young lady, it is not too worry. We have just concluded for today." said Cyrada. 
        Darius walked up, and shook Cyrada's had quickly. "Enjoy the mushrooms!" he said happily, before turning to Arielle and embracing her lovingly, picking her up and twirling her gently outside. 
        Cyrada smiled and closed the door. "Young love." he said, before heading to his mushrooms. He walked past the table to get a wooden gauge he had made for sizing up mushrooms, and stopped at the window on his way to the cooking area. Darius and Arielle were a few meters away, embracing tightly.
       "I don't know what I would do without you." he could hear Darius say to her, before kissing her on the cheek. Cyrada left the window, but then suddenly stopped and looked back at it, pondering the happy couple outside. 
       "I know what you might do." he said softly. "I know all." he said again, frowning, his voice trailing off as the happy couple walked down the trail towards te setting sun.


                                                         THE END
                                                    



