                                     








                                                 DARKSWORD: Origins



        The day was young, and the bright orange sun was still rising over the horizon when the dark clouds rushed in, taking over the sky and suffocating the sunlight. It looked more like night than day with the dark clouds blocking all of the light, and beginning to rumble furiously. A storm like this didn’t happen often, but it was still a sight to behold when it happened.
        Darius Darksword just stood there, his head high, staring at the clouds above. It had been a while since the last storm he had seen, so he was kind of looking forward to this one. The water in the pond next to him began to ripple across the surface as the winds started to whip up. Darius decided to find a more enclosed area to watch the storm, as he was unprotected out in the open. He picked up his sword, it’s sleek form about to be sheathed.
        Suddenly, in the split-second his sword was pointed upwards on it’s way to it’s sheath, a mighty lightning bolt lanced out from the clouds, now directly over Darius, and struck the sword, sending him backwards into the pond, on fire, as the sword flew across the pond, and landed in the long grass there. Time passed, and there was no movement from the pond, the storm gone now, replaced by the familiar warm sun.
        Then, just as it seemed as if young Darius would perish, the water in the pond rippled slightly, then more as the water began to part from the form that was now emerging from it’s depths. When he had fully emerged out onto dry land, Darius Darksword just stood there, his blond hair hanging down over his face, dripping water. He gently brushed his hair aside to reveal eyes which now had some kind of black design underneath and around them down his cheek. Darius turned his head to look at the place where his sword had fallen, and slowly made his way over, his legs aching. 
        Darius sifted through the long grass, and came upon the spot where his sword laid, and looked down. It wasn’t like the sword he had carried. It was longer, bigger than what he had had. The blade looked as if it had been carved rather then poured. He reached out and poked it gently. To his surprise, it was not overly hot, but just a little warm. He picked it up carefully, noting the increased weight, but still light enough for him to use. The sword’s handle was wrapped in a metal he had never seen before, it’s lustre less than the bright silver of the shiny blade.
        Darius outstretched his right  hand for a moment, and just then had an errant thought about a fireball. Suddenly, a fireball the size of an apple shot out from his palm and struck a nearby tree, setting it ablaze and damaging it. Darius’ jaw dropped as he stared at the tree, and what he had just done to it. 
      ‘All I did,’ he thought to himself ‘was think of fire when I stretched, and look at that!’ He was in disbelief. His left arm now stretched out, he thought about water to put out the fire. This time, a short blast of water lanced out from that palm, hit the tree and instantly put the fire out. Only the charred trunk was left. He just stood there, in awe of these powers he had picked up. It didn’t take much thought for him to figure out that the storm had did this to him. Why, he didn’t know. 
     ‘Perhaps this all has purpose.’ For now, he knew that he would have to train himself some degree of mental control to keep these new powers in check. Darius decided to seek out a mentor of his, a teacher in the ways of the ancient energies that used to reign upon the land. He would have to go to the small town of Veneria, a three day trek from where 
he was presently. 
       "Better get going." he said to himself, picking up his pack and leaving.
                           
      Cyrada peeked out his house’s only window, glancing back and forth between the courtyard’s sundial, and the sizzling chicken eggs that were in a  frying pan on his stove top, the fire underneath still crackling. He liked his eggs a certain way, and hated it when they got ruined over bad timing. But today, he was extra hungry, so he decided to eat them anyway, regardless of how they turned out. Some random popping noises from the stove got him to wander over to it. He looked at them to see the yellow yolks just perfect.
      Picking up a wooden fork, he poked at the yolks until they burst, then continued watching them fry. Within another minute, they were ready. He lifted the pan off the fire and went to the table, tilting the pan so the eggs slid off onto his plate. He gently put the pan down in the basin full of water, and sat down at  table, eating his eggs with gusto.  
      'Delicious!' Cyrada smiled to himself as he ate his eggs, which were just perfect. 
    ‘What a good start to the day’ he thought.
      After the last few more morsels were consumed, he wiped his mouth with a piece of cloth, put on his hat, and stepped outdoors, hoping to talk to some of his friends down at the marketplace. One thing was for sure, he needed more eggs. Cyrada made his way to the marketplace, past the circular courtyard, not paying much attention to anything as he walked. He enjoyed being outside like this sometimes, rather than being cooped up inside. Arriving at the marketplace a short time later, he picked out a basket of eggs, some bread, and some cow milk from one stand, tossing the keeper a couple of silver coins in the process. 
       After browsing through the other stands and not finding anything else he wished to purchase, he decided it would be a good day to go fish, so he hurried home, dropped his goods off on the table, and grabbed his fishing pole and net, wandering off to the nearby river with haste, hoping to find his favourite spot undisturbed and vacant.

      The water began to crackle as it turned to solid ice, creating a way for him to get across what he thought was an impassable river, no bridges in sight, and far too wide to jump. Darius was slowly getting to know his new powers, and was testing them out on his way to Veneria. He had figured out that he had the power of water, and of fire at his command in a variety of forms. Unsheathing his sword, he moved it slowly but surely, swinging it once over his shoulder and back like a master swordsman, confident and true. The blade sliced through the air as it would against something solid. Darius thought of it as an extension of his arm in some of the complex moves he was practicing. 
      He was already an adept swordsman, but it seemed that this new sword and powers
made him so much more. It was the powers that he needed help with. It was too easy to
torch a tree, or create a powerful wave of water. He had to get help to focus these thoughts and tame them, so he could use them to in tandem with his sword and athleticism. He imagined that it wouldn’t take a great deal of time to learn these things, as he had dreams he wished to follow. Darius knew that Cyrada could teach him what he needed to know, as well as disclose some information and teachings about the land’s past, when powers among normal people was more common, and not as rare as today.
       En route to Veneria, he stopped at the edge of the forests and took a quick gulp of water from his hand-made canteen. 
       “Mmm.” he mumbled. The water tasted very good after hours of walking across the grass. Darius put the canteen away after another quick sip, and looked up into the sky. The sun was leaving him, and he decided it was a good time to set up camp for the night. He took off his sheath and pack, and began to build a pit for a fire. He took a quick glimpse of the forest. 
       “Tomorrow.” he said to himself.

         His fire now a good size, he took one of the many fish he had caught and dangled it over the fire on a stick. His mouth now watering in anticipation, Cyrada quickly finished his fast frying, and took a big bite.
       ‘Delicious!’ he thought as he continued to eat. Cyrada had caught enough fish to last him for a while, and decided to eat another before going to sleep, for tomorrow he would check the wild vegetable field he had found before returning home to see if there was anything worth picking. When the sun came up the next morning, Cyrada woke up and
started packing his catches and gear before heading off to the vegetable field, which wasn’t really that far away. He had come across it accidently one day while looking for a shortcut to the lake that he visited now and again.
        A half-hour of walking brought him to the field that was once again full of almost-ripe wild vegetables. Cyrada had been able to grow some of them in a small garden outside his home, but could not get it right for the best of the produce. He filled his empty bag full of the tomato-like and cucumber-like vegetables he couldn’t grow before munching on one of the carrot-shaped ones himself. It wasn’t much longer before he finished, and began his trek home.
        He marveled at the sheer beauty of all the colours of the wild flowers and vegetation, wondering if there was any edible plants among them. 
       “That is for another day.” he mumbled to himself while he walked. A short time later, he was back in his village, and followed the winding path to his home, happy to be back so he could sort his haul of vegetables and fish. He opened the front door and stepped inside, wandering over to his table and putting the bag down, ready to sort its contents. In Cyrada’s mind, he could hardly wait. Eating some of the vegetables while sorting
was half the fun.
         Cyrada was about to open the bag when he shuddered suddenly,feeling what could be described as a shiver, the precursor to the visions he sometimes had. Closing his eyes, the old man focused on what he saw. The face of a young man with blond hair, and peculiar face markings wielding a sword of some sort appeared to him in a vision. Suddenly, the young man’s image was replaced by an  image of fire and water simultaneously, becoming one. And then, just as quickly as the vision had hit him, it was gone in a blink.
        He thought for a moment about what he just saw before mumbling to himself. 
        “I believe I will have a visitor soon.” 
Cyrada sat motionless for a few minutes before resuming his sorting of the foodstuffs. As he went through it all, he smiled slightly before mumbling again. 
        “The ancient power wants to return does it? Interesting.” he said softly, never stopping his sorting, the vegetables commanding his full attention, as if nothing else mattered.

          It’s trees not as gloomy as he had thought, and the overall ambiance somewhat pleasing, Darius was finding the forest enjoyable. The sun was piercing the dense woods quite nicely, and there were even birds occasionally flying around, their song slightly distracting. With most of the morning gone, he was getting closer to the far edge of the forest, and almost near Veneria. He hadn’t seen his friend and mentor Cyrada for some time, as his swordsman training had kept him far away and quite busy.
         Darius stopped for a quick lunch from his pack, sitting on a rather large fallen tree trunk, and pondered the near future while he ate. He was a little concerned about the old man, as it seemed that more often than not, Cyrada was more dedicated to what was on his dinner plate then anything else. 
       ‘But if the old man was any different,’ thought Darius, ‘then I wouldn’t have any
fun at all when I visit him.’ He got an instant chuckle out of the thought, and quickly finished his lunch.
        Packing up his gear again, he set off to finish his march through the forest, so he could get to Veneria before nightfall. Within a couple more hours, he came to the end of the forest, and approached the Jana river, which he knew well, his father bringing him here to fish when his was very young. Darius only wished his father could have seen him grow up and become a man. His mother died shortly after he had been born due to a sickness, and a s a result, Darius never knew his mother.
       He focused on the river with his mind, the rest of the world blockedout for the moment. He shed a single tear, which rolled off his cheek and dropped into the water, small wave forming and pushing downstream. Losing his focus, the rest of the world existing again, he wiped his cheek, and walked next to its banks, looking for the small wooden footbridge where he would cross over. After that it was a brief walk to Veneria, and his mentor Cyrada.

        Coming to with a grunt, he looked about and tried to figure out where that annoying sound was coming from. He glanced at the table as he shuffled past it, noting the empty dinner plate and a fork. 
       “Must have dozed off after dinner.” he mumbled softly. As he contemplated this, the noise grew louder. Then it hit him, it was the door! Someone was knocking at his door.
The sun now setting, he didn’t want to keep the person waiting in the dark, so he made his way to the door, lighting a candle on his way, and opened it. There stood a familiar face that he had not seen in over a year, yet just saw earlier in his vision. 
       “Darius!” he exclaimed happily. “Come in! Can I get you something to eat?” he asked happily. 
        Darius shook his head and replied.
       “I’m not hungry at this time, but thanks.” he responded. “It’s good to see you, sir.” he said. Cyrada frowned. 
       “Sir, eh? You sound like your father more and more as time goes by.” he finished, a small grin on his face now. He ushered Darius in, and took his pack and his sword, placing them both on the floor carefully near the beds at the far end of the great room.
        “You must be tired, yes?” asked Cyrada. “The sun is setting, and it’s getting late. Perhaps some sleep is in order.” he finished. 
         Darius looked confused. “I want to learn, sir. I want to learn about the power.” said Darius. His face now with a serious look, Cyrada responded to the young man. 
        “Really? What makes you think I have anything to teach you?” he queried.
         Darius just stood there with a blank look on his face, unable to come up with an answer for a question he never expected. 
         Cyrada spoke again. “Darius, your father taught you what you need to know about
yourself, and the world around you. Look inside you for the answers, as I can’t help you with that. I can only guide you on the quests you have yet to undertake.” he explained.
         With nothing but a nod, Darius walked towards the beds. 
         “I think I’ll turn in after all.” he said. 
         Cyrada nodded. “Indeed. We'll talk more in the morning then.” With nothing more to say, and the house now dark, save the candle’s soft light, Darius laid down on the simple bed, across the small round table from Cyrada’s, and let his head sag onto the small pillow. He closed his eyes and began thinking of all that his father had taught him over the years, before falling asleep rather quickly, tired from his journey to Veneria. 
          Cyrada moved about, blowing out the candle, then retiring to his own bed, embracing sleep.

          “I knew you’d come.” said an unfamiliar female voice that seemed close by. Darius rubbed his eyes and wondered if Cyrada was playing some kind of trick on him. He opened his eyes fully, and what he saw startled him. He was not in Cyrada’s home anymore. He was in the middle of a field full of long, lush grass swaying in a gentle breeze that he felt blowing through his messy hair. The sun was shining, and the sky was clear of clouds. 
          “Where am I?” he mumbled, before having his thoughts cut off by the rustling of the grass in front of him.
           Suddenly, the patch of tall grass parted, and a young woman appeared, looking at him intently. Darius was beside himself. She was beautiful, her long brown hair slightly covering her soft face. The breeze pushed some of her long lock aside to reveal perfect green eyes, glinting in the sunlight. A small scar under her right eye was the only thing that seemed out of place, but did not take away from her natural beauty. She spoke again, her voice more enchanting than before. 
          “Your destiny is my destiny.” she said softly as she smiled. Just as Darius was about to respond, the sunlight began to vanish, and shadows began to envelope the young woman and the land, turning everything to black. She cried for help to no avail. Darius couldn’t move, and everything faded to black. Just as it seemed he was about to vanish, he awoke, startled, to see Cyrada sitting up with a candle lit, the sun not up yet. Darius turned to him quickly. 
          “I....I just had a most disturbing dream!” he exclaimed. 
          Cyrada just looked at him. “Darius, that was no dream.” he said.
           Darius didn’t understand. “I don’t follow...” he said as he trailed off. Cyrada answered quickly. 
          “Of course you don’t. You had the same vision as I just had.” he explained. Not ever having a vision before, Darius didn’t know what it meant. 
          “What does is mean, sir?” 
           Cyrada cracked a small smile before he answered. “Go back to sleep, young Darius. You need rest if you are to go on your first quest.” he said. Darius looked at Cyrada with anticipation. 
           "Quest?" he wondered.
            Cyrada glanced at the candle, then back at Darius. “You will find out when it is time, and.....if you must know, someone will be coming with you.” he told Darius. “Now go back to sleep. You’ll need it.” he finished.
            Darius only nodded as Cyrada blew out the candle, and they both laid back down
on their beds, hoping the new day would arrive quickly.

                                                                       THE END
                                   

                              
                              
					
                            
           
           

