










                                      DARKSWORD: What You Leave Behind




       The light wind blew across the rocky summit with ease, taking dust from the crevices with it. The skies above were gray and motionless, the clouds moving slowly, as if implying that they were in control. There was no vegetation this high up, nor were there any animal life to disturb. This flat and rocky mountaintop was a favourite of his to find clarity, and yet he had not been here in many years. Clarity hadn't been a problem for him in some time, until now, after what had recently transpired.
       Darius stood motionless, his head down, clasping the handle of his sword with both hands, as it was pointed down into a gap between some rocks. He stayed silent, instead focusing his thoughts as best he could under the circumstances. It wasn't often that something had unsettled him to the point where he needed to come to this place, and yet here he was, atop a mountain collecting himself. After a while longer, Darius finally raised his head, and yanked his sword out from the rocks. He was about to turn and leave, when a shimmering cloud appeared before him at the edge of the summit near him.
        He walked slowly towards it, keeping his sword in his right hand, albeit lowered for the time being. Suddenly, as he approached it, the cloud began to take form. What started off as a cloud was now becoming a silvery dragon, one who's eyes were a bright white. The dragon emerged from what was left from the cloud, and just floated there in midair, off the edge of the summit. Darius didn't know what to make of it, and before he could, it began speaking to him in a very civilized yet firm voice. 
       "Darius Darksword." it started. "To what do I owe this visit of yours to my mountain?" it asked calmly.
        Darius was a little amused at the question. "Your mountain? I came here for clarity. It's a rather calming place, this."
       The silver dragon nodded. "Indeed. I have seen you here before, but not for some time." it said, eyes glistening. 
       Darius nodded. "You are correct. It has been some time since I was here last. Have you been observing me for that long
       The dragon nodded. "Indeed I have, much longer than you think." 
       Darius pondered the answer for a moment. "I was told that there are only six dragons known to exist, and yet here you are." he said, looking for information.
       The silver dragon laughed somewhat. "You were misinformed. There have always been more of us. You just did not find the rest of us as of yet." it replied. "It seems you have something on your mind. What might that be?"  
       Darius nodded. "I seek clarity. An old friend of mine has suddenly left for good, and I do not know why. It is most unsettling." he explained. 
      "Ah." started the dragon. "Perhaps you wish to discuss your problem, from the beginning then? I have the time."
       Darius shrugged. He could see no harm in this. "Very well. From the beginning then, dragon." he said.


Two days earlier

       The unmistakable smell of eggs being cooked over a fire wafted through the window, catching it as he rounded the cabin and headed for the door. He was about to knock, when he heard a voice from inside. 
      "Yes, yes. Come in!" said the familiar voice of his mentor, Cyrada. Darius smiled to himself, and opened the door, walking it to see his old friend labouring over the cooking area. 
      "Don't you ever eat anything different for breakfast?" he asked playfully. 
      Cyrada turned to him and scowled, before breaking out a smile. "I was going to let you have some, but I guess you don't really want any." he said, voice trailing off as he slid some scrambled eggs onto a couple of wooden plates.
      "I jest of course, old friend. I will join you." replied Darius, sitting down at the small table. The eggs smelled terrific. 
      "Enjoy, young Darius, enjoy!" said Cyrada, before sitting down. The two men ate their scrambled eggs with gusto, and before long, the plates were bare again, and two wooden mugs with cold water were almost empty. Wiping his mouth with his arm, Cyrada looked to Darius.
      "And where is Arielle today? I haven't seen her in quite some time." 
      Darius smiled. "She and Chandra journeyed to the forests near Carterria Castle to pick mushrooms and discuss female things." he explaied.
      "Ah, I see. And Ranier?" asked Cyrada. 
      Darius shrugged. "He had sent word that he will join me here by midday. He has been busy in his workshop as of late, refinining his arrows." 
      Cyrada smiled. "Everyone is always up to something, eh?" he said with a smirk. 
     "Yes old friend," started Darius. "Even you." 
      Darius chucked. It was good to be here enjoying his company. Cyrada got up and cleared the plates, then turned to his young friend. 
      "I must venture to the next town to visit my favourite grocer. Would you mind bringing some timber and chopping it up for firewood my young friend?" he asked.
       Darius smiled. "Not at all. I will head to the forest now with the axe." 
       "Excellent. Until later then." said Cyrada, collecting a sack off a shelf, before heading to the door. As he left the cabin and headed for the trail, Darius found the axe by the door, and hefted in onto his shoulder before leaving the cabin as well. He decided to do the same as before, by dragging a couple small trees that he would cut to the cabin, and finish the job here, and hopefully in time for dinner. A breeze started to pick up as he made his way down the opposite path towards the forests, task at hand.


         He smiled to himself as he took another peek into his sack, marvelling at the goods he had acquired. "A good day indeed." he muttered to himself happily, as he walked down the trail in the direction of home. It was getting late, and he wanted to make it back before dusk. He knew that Darius would be returning with the firewood soon, if not already. Cyrada turned the next corner of the trail, and began to notice something. It had gotten considerably darker, and clouds of the storm variety had started to form above for no reason. 
         "Hmm." he mumbled, stopping to look up at the sky.
         Suddenly, lightning began to crackle around him as well, seemingly coming from all directions. He lowered his sack to the ground, and started to turn in all directions, occasionally looking up as well. His grey hair was flapping in the wind that was also present. 
        "Great maker." he said, voice trailing off. Before he could do anything, a blot of lightning struck the ground in front of him, opening a swirling obelisk of energy. 
        "It can't be!" he said, looking into the disturbance with fear and curiosity.
        Without warning, it crackled again, with something emerging from inside it. A man then stepped out from it, standing before a stunned Cyrada. 
        "You?" he started, confused. "Is it really you?" he queried.
        "Yes." replied the man. "It is I."
        Cyrada stared in disbelief. "Why have you come here....into this dimension?" he asked, wanting an explanation. 
        The man smiled somewhat. "I have come here to find you specifically."
        Cyrada still didn't understand, and wanted more. "Find me? I came here to this place to not be found.....by anyone!" he said sternly. 
        The man laughed. "Well, I have located you at long last, to tell you that it is time to come home." 
        "I am home." replied Cyrada, now a little angry. 
        The man laughed again. "We both know this isn't your home. You belong back in our realm. With us. With Arthur. You can call yourself whatever it is your name is in this realm, but you are Merlin, the sorceror, and will be.....forever." 
        Cyrada hung his head. He knew the man was right. He could live as Cyrada, but deep down, he knew that he would always be Merlin. It was time to go back, to end the exile, and he knew that it was more than just a homecoming, that it was his destiny to always be Merlin.
                                          

         "Does your stack need to be that neat, my friend?" asked a familiar voice from nearby. Darius turned at fixed his gaze on the trees near the cabin, only to see Ranier emerge from them, laughing. Darius grinned. 
         "Firewood is serious business." he said, chuckling. The young swordsman got back to his feet and shook hands with his friend. "It is good to see you." he remarked. 
         Ranier nodded. "And you as well." he replied. "Where is Cyrada? I was hoping to join you for this magnificent feast you spoke of." 
          Darius smiled. "The feast will happen. Cyrada paid a visit to his favourite grocer to pick up a few things." he said. "It's too bad the women will not be here for it as well. I miss my beloved with all my heart." 
         Ranier smiled. "All in good time, my dear Darius, or are you getting soft as time passes?" he said with a laugh. 
         Darius couldn't help but laugh as well. "Perhaps, old friend. Perhaps." 
        Just then, he saw a flash of lightining out of the corner of his eye. Both men turned to face it as it crackled in the distance, as well as the dark clouds that formed.
         "That is coming from the direction that Cyrada had gone on his way to that town." said Darius, a look of concern on his face.
         Ranier only nodded slightly. "Perhaps we should go take a look." 
         Darius concurred. "Yes. Let's go." he said, and the two men set off down the trail to find out what was was transpiring. After a short trip down the trail, they made their way through the neighbouring forests as a shortcut. 
        "We shoudl be rejoining the main trail any moment now." said Ranier, leading the way. Suddenly, the way ahead got brighter and brighter, until they emerged from the tall trees of the forest, and saw something they could not explain. A large, circular oval shape, made of lighting stood before them, as large as a cabin.
         Two men stood conversing in front of it, and one of them was Cyrada.
        "What is the meaning of all of this?" asked Darius. The two men turned to face him, a look of suprise in their faces. Darius did not recognize the second man, and wondered why he was here, talking to Cyrada under these circumstances. 
        "Darius," started Cyrada. "I'm sorry you had to find out this way, but I must leave you now." he explained. 
        Darius was confused. "Leave? To where? Why?" he queried. 
        The unknown man spoke up next. "That is not your concern. Be gone." he replied, somewhat annoyed.
         "It is our concern." said Ranier. "Cyrada is our friend, and we deserve to know what is going on." he stated. The unknown man said nothing. 
         Cyrada spoke up again. "I must return to my home realm. I should have told you long ago my whole story, but I never thought I would ever go back, and didn't think it necessary. There is no time for goodbyes. There is a book with a purple cover in my chest back at the cabin that will offer somewhat of an explanation. All that was mine in this world, is now yours. Be well, my young friends. I will cherish our friendships forever." he said, before turning towards the oval of lighting. The unknown man only nodded, as they both stepped into it. One final burst of lighting signified the end of the oval, which disappeared out of existence, taking Cyrada and the unknown man with them, for good.
          The sky lightened back up a bit, and the clouds moved off. Darius stood there, stunned. Ranier was speechless, and hung his head in sadness. The two friends were beside themselves, having just lost a good friend forever, and without too much of an explanation. After a few more moments of silence, they turned and headed back down the trail towards home, unable to fully comprehend the enormity of what just happened. Dusk began to fall as they made their way back to the cabin and village, quietly.


           The animal skin carpet felt somewhat reassuring as he sat cross legged on it, staring off into nothingness. A small fire crackled in the background, giving light to the small cabin. Both men sat in silence. Darius didn't know what to think. Ranier sat in a chair near the table, and had the same blank look on his face as well. The two of them had been silent for a whole day, contemplating the loss of their dear friend, Cyrada. Darius broke the silence.
         "The book contained nothing. Only tales of someone named Merlin." he said, frustrated. 
          Ranier shook his head. "We cannot dwell on this. Cyrada is gone, as sad as that seems. He wouldn't want us to be distruaght like this." he said.
          Deep down, Darius knew Ranier was right, and that eventually, he would have to move on and accept what has just transpired. Cyrada had not just been a mentor and friend, but had also been like a father figure. 
         "My father and he went back a little. Ever since my father passed, Cyrada had given me guidance when I needed it."
         Ranier nodded. "I know this won't be easy, for either of us, not to mention the women when they hear of this. Chandra admired the old man, and I know that Arielle had thought of him as a sort of father figure as well." he said, reflecting on things.
         "Clarity," began Darius. "Is what we need. It's what I need, and I will not be able to find it here." he explained.
         Ranier looked confused. "I do not follow."  
         Darius looked to him as he got to his feet. "I must leave here come morning, and find clarity. I will head to the mountains." he said. 
         Ranier raised an eyebrow as he also got to his feet. "The mountains? Why there?" he queried. 
        "Because. That is where I have found clarity once before, which I so desperately need now." he finished. 
        Ranier frowned. "And what am I to do?" he asked. "I should be going with you." 
        Darius shook his head. "Not this time, old friend. Besides, the women will require an explanation upon their return." 
        Ranier felt like objecting, then quickly saw the wisdom. "Yes, I suppose they will. I trust you will not be gone too long?" he asked of his friend. 
        Darius smiled somewhat. "No, not long. I would hate to be away from my beloved for any longer than I have to. It's already been a little too long." 
        Ranier nodded. "Very well. Let us both get some sleep then." he said. There was no argument from Darius, as he turned to put out the crackling fire so that both men could sleep. Ranier had already settled his bedroll near the window, while Darius set up his next to the fire's embers. No one wished to use Cyrada's vacant bed, nor would they.


         Dust and small pebbles crumbled beneath his boots as he made his way up the side of the smaller mountain, having already made good time getting to and surpassing the foot hills. The journey to this place hadn't been too lengthy, and he was glad for that. It was enough to be climbing this mountain, but with all the emotional issues and frustration over Cyrada, it seemed more challenging this time around. The rocks began to level off as he reached the first plateau on his way up. Darius was about to take a break, when suddenly, a wall of fire appeared in front of him, blocking his way.
         He was about to reach for his sword, when the fire suddenly vanished, and replaced by a person. The person just stood there, covered with a brownish orange robe and a hood that obscured it's face. Darius looked carefully at the the person, and began to recognize the symbols on the front of the robe. 
        "Errian." he started. "It has been some time." he finished, as the person flipped his hood back to reveal the sorceror known as Errian, a one time foe that became a powerful ally and friend some time ago.
        "Image my surprise when I finally decided to pay you and your mentor a visit, only to find out from your archer friend that Cyrada has left for good, and to where no one knows." he said, explaining, before looking down at the ground, then back up at Darius. "Your mountain adventure is due to all of this, is it not?" 
         Darius nodded. "Indeed it is. I have come here to seek clarity." he said, genuinely. Errian nodden lightly. 
         "I have also been known to come here from time to time for the same reasons. You and I are not so different, I think."
         Darius walked up to his friend and ally. "Perhaps, but I must seek this clarity alone. I do appreciate seeing you, and hopefully we could talk at a later time back in Naserria." he said to the sorceror. 
         Errian nodded. "Very well then, I will meet with you then. But until then, I shall seek solitude." he said. Suddenly, Errian raised his right hand and then chanted something, bringing up another wall of flame that stood for a minute before disappearing, taking him with it. Darius shrugged it off, and continued up the side of the mountain.

                                                                ***

         "So that is what troubles you then? asked the Silver Dragon, looking at the young swordsman intently. 
         "Yes," started Darius. "That is what happened to bring me here to seek clarity. Cyrada is gone, and all he left to explain everything was a book that referenced someone named Merlin. Perhaps it is.....was his name all along from the past. I do not know."
         The dragon blinked slightly. "Are you aware that I have a vast knowledge on many different subjects?" he queried.
          Darius looked confused suddenly. "No, but it would not surprise me to hear you say that. After all, you are a dragon." 
         The dragon's eyes glowed brighter now. "I am the dragon of knowledge, one who resides in these very mountains. I do not usually socialize, and I am happy to be closer to the clouds, and not the simpletons below." 
         Darius almost felt insulted by that remark, but said nothing and remained silent. The dragon continued suddenly. 
        "But you, you are different. You did not come here to seek me, and you respected the mountain itself." he said, before grinning like dragons might do. "I like you." he finished with a happy growl.
         Not knowing how to respond to that, Darius simply smiled politely. Then he realized all of a sudden that he had a question to ask of the dragon. 
        "Tell me, Dragon. What do you know of 'Merlin'?" he said, hoping for some conclusive information. 
         The dragon's eyes glowed brightly again. "For some time now, others who are not of this realm have come here, either to start a new life as someone else, or have left here for no reason. I do not know how long this has been happening, nor do I know what enables it to happen. There are things that I even I cannot explain." he said. "But I do know this: Merlin as you have called him is one of those who had come here to start a new life."
          Darius frowned for a moment, before looking back at the dragon. 'Then, Cyrada never really was Cyrada. He was not even from here." he said, confused. "I wish I could help you further, but I do not know which realm he originated from. There are things out there that are even beyond me." said the dragon. "I can tell you this: do not throw away a friendship or memory so easily. Because one was not from here, does not mean he wasn't of here." he finished, eyes still glowing. 
         Darius nodded. "I would not do that. I was just trying to make sense of things
        "Perhaps one day you will understand it all." started the Dragon. "And then, when that day comes, you will hopefully come educate me about it as well. Goodbye Darius Darksword. We will speak again some day." said the dragon, before dissappearing into a cloud of energy and light. A few seconds later, the rocky cliff was silent again, with Darius back to being alone, thinking about all he had seen and done in the last few days. After a few moments more, he decided to leave the mountaintop and head back to Naserria village. There was nothing more for him to do here.


       "My beloved, how I missed you!" said his love, Arielle, as he opened the door to the small cabin to find her waiting for him. She wrapped her arms around him immediately, and kissed him on the lips softly but firmly, showing how much he meant to her. After the kiss, Darius smiled and held her close. She looked up into his eyes and saw his pain at losing a friend that was so dear to him, then spoke softly. 
      "I'm so sorry about Cyrada, my love. He was like a father to both of us, but he was your friend and mentor." she said. 
      Darius nodded. "Yes, he was, and will be missed." he started. "But, I will find him again someday, somehow." he finished quietly.
       He rubbed Arielle's back as he held her, then spoke again. "How was your time with Chandra in the forests, beloved?" he queried. 
       Arielle smiled. "Good. We accomplished all that we set out to do, and more." she said, thinking about the large quantity of mushrooms she had picked, and all the animals they had encountered. 
       Darius grinned. "I am happy that you are happy." he said reassuringly. Arielle smiled, then kissed him on the cheek. 
      "As long as I have you, I will always be happy." she said.
       Darius led her over to the sleeping area. "Beloved, take the bed tonight. I will use my bedroll on the floor." 
      "Are you sure, my love?" she asked, wondering. He smiled at her lovingly. "Yes. I am going to read a few pages from one of these old books before I retire for the night." 
      Arielle, who was already snuggling herself under a blanket, put her head on the small pillow and smiled back at her love. Darius knelt down and kissed her on her forehead. "Sweet dreams, beloved." he said softly, as she closed her eyes and began to fall asleep.
      With that, Darius carefully moved to the bookcase, picked out a large book with a red cover, and opened it on the old wooden table, leafing through a couple pages as he sat down. Even though it was late, he wanted to try to understand something before he turned in. He noticed that the book has passages underlined every so often, and so he read just those parts as he went through more of the pages.  The passages were about various forms or sorcery, and what they do. 
      Spells would appear in some of the passages, of which he did not understand. There were numerous references to the Merlin person, and finally, a sketch of the man. Darius' eyes went wide. The sketch closely resembled that of Cyrada!
      "He really is this Merlin fellow." mumbled Darius to himself. There was really little else that he could do about the situation, and found himself hoping that wherever Cyrada/Merlin was, that he would at the very least be happy. Darius looked around the cabin's interior. "He gave this to me. He knew that leaving in such haste would mean things left behind that he couldn't take." he muttered quietly. The material things weren't of great consequence to him, and never had been in his life. Darius was accustomed to just having himself and his sword for the most part. His memories however, are what he treasured the most, and there were many of Cyrada. He had known the man ever since he was young.
         Darius yawned as he closed the large red book, and hefted it to put it back on the shelf. There were many books full of knowledge on these shelves, and he owed it to Cyrada to read them when time permitted. He glanced over at the small bed and saw Arielle, sound asleep but with a smile on her face. He grinned before yawning again. It was time to get some rest. The new day would dawn at some point, and he always enjoyed waking at sunrise, sometimes to watch it with fascination. Darius walked over and kissed Arielle on the cheek softly before laying down on his bedroll close to the bed. He could only wonder what his own dreams could be about before closing his eyes and drifting off.


        The inked quill moved back and forth and down the page, the author wanting to get as much as possible down on the piece of parchment. 'Darius, my friend....' started the letter. Merlin kept writing as much as he could, knowing that fatigue would get the best of him soon. The candles on his table in the keep were starting to dim, and that made him write a little quicker as well. Suddenly, he stopped to reflect on what he had wrote. 
       "I hope you will forgive me for leaving, young Darius." said Merlin softly, feeling a little sad. He did not plan on leaving that realm abruptly, but it happened nonetheless.
       "I'll be back to visit you someday." his voice trailed off as he continued to write the letter holding all the memories of Darius at bay. There was no time to reminisce or worry. He had to finish this letter, get rest, then wake up at the crack of dawn the next day. 
       "Merlin's work is never done." he mused, giving a quick glance to his purple robes and hat sitting in the corner of the keep on an old wooden chair, left there until he was ready to continue his sorcery. As he finished the letter, the candles ran out. He got up from behind the table, and walked over to his robes, familiar with the room in the dark. He was no stranger to this place.
        "You can take the man out of the sorcery, but you can never take the sorcery out of the man....." he said aloud, knowing that there was no one else to hear it.
        The light that inhabited the room was now gone completely. Merlin didn't mind however, picking up his robes and hat and putting them on with ease. When finished, he moved slowly across the room to a shelf near where his table was. He reached out to the shelf and felt the outline of a long, narrow object, with some kind of pointy medallion attached to one end. Picking it up, he moved towards the centre of the room. Merlin began to wave the object around as he recited a spell from his vast knowledge.
         Suddenly, he thrust the object above his head as he finished the spell. A flame appeared at the top of his object, a wand, and lit the room in ways the candle could not. The room that had been plunged into darkness, was now lit up almost as if it was daytime. 
        "Darkness and light. Both at my command." he said, voice trailing off into a laugh, as the fire slowly went out, the light fading, the shadows returning. Merlin was home again, and knew now what had to be done. His purpose was finally clear.



                                                        THE END
                                              

