The Battle of Tristram


Skye Darkwind stood behind a bush just on the other side of the river outside the small village of Tristram.  She could hear the growls of demons and could even smell their putrid stench from across the river.  Fires still burned brightly all through the small town, mostly around what were once cozy huts and homes.  Smoke combined with the distance and what structures still stood to obscure her vision of the town, so she had no visual cues to confirm the demons were there, and not just figments of her imagination.  Still, the trip here was enough to make her believe they were no figments.

Though the journey across the western continent from the port city of Lut Gholein had been relatively simple, just outside the monestary of the Sisters of the Sightless Eye she’d passed a caravan.  This by itself would not have been too odd, but a dark cloud had seemed to follow it as it crossed the eastern plains of Khanduras.  On top of this, a cloaked figure riding in one of the carriages had stared intently at her.  Something about him seemed very familiar to her, but the shadows over his face had made identifying him impossible.  He had lifted his arms as if to remove the hood, but hesitated long enough that the carriage window disappeared from Skye’s sight.  After that, the journey had been rough, as she’d been attacked by all manner of creatures she’d never imagined existed.  Luckily, her magical training gave her enough power to thwart her foes, but she could feel her spiritual force, her mana, draining slowly.

She rested now, looking through the bush at the burning town, almost positive that what she was looking for was no longer there.  She felt her energy coming back to her, and then rose to her feet.  I’ve come this far, I may as well go all the way.  She walked over the small boards that made up the bridge crossing the stream, and clasped her hands tightly around her staff.  She moved towards the first burning hut, when a sudden gust of wind cleared the smoke, making the town square visible.  Packs of blue-skinned fallen danced around, hand axes and short swords in hand.  Others, more extravagantly dressed, seemed to be the leaders of the smaller ones.  Walking skeletons stood idly by, clutching either axes or bows, while bipedal goat-men were shaking a hanging cage with their mauls.  

One of the smaller fallens shouted and pointed his sword towards Skye, and quickly all the demons were alerted to her presence.  She pointed the top of her staff towards the lead demon, one of the goats running towards her, and muttered the words to her firebolt spell.  The staff glowed as if on fire, then a bolt of fire fired from the tip, hitting the goatman in the shoulder.  His maul-carrying arm clattered to the ground, and he stepped back, bleeting.  Skye fired another firebolt, hitting a second goat man.  The bolt caught this one square in the face, and the demon dropped his mace and fell to his knees, clutching his scolded head.  

Skye raised the staff above her head and spoke a different incantation this time, causing a ring of ice to shoot out from her body in an expanding circle.  The ring caught the first wave of Fallens, causing their skin to turn a darker, chilled blue, and their progress toward her slowed.  She pointed her left hand at them, and cast another spell.  White-hot bolts of electricity traced down her arm, then combined into a bolt of lightning that shot out at the chilled Fallens.   The lightning danced across their cold flesh, shattering the lead ones, and moving on to fry the un-chilled fallen behind them.  Still, the mass of demons approached, and Skye took a step back, then fired a couple more firebolts at the leading skeletons.  She watched as one of the bigger Fallen returned one of the smaller ones to life, and quickly she began to think her assault on Tristram was a mistake…

The first thing Bryan noticed when he regained consciousness was how much his head hurt.  The second thing he noticed was that he was no longer surrounded by demons.  He wasn’t sure why they hadn’t killed him like they had most of the other townsfolk, perhaps they wanted to torture him for what he’d done to them beneath the church or something, and so had kept him knocked out for the time being.  He knew that if he didn’t do something fast, they’d put him in some sort of cage like they had with Cain.  His death was only a matter of time.  

Dizziness overwhelmed him as he rose to his feet, but he knew his lack of guards was the best chance of escaping he was going to get.  He slowly crept out from behind the hut that had once belonged to Pepin, and saw why there was no guard.  A long black-haired woman, dressed in tight-fitting green robes, and carrying a short, and he assumed enchanted, staff was ravaging packs of demons with all sorts of elemental spells.  The demons had her severely outnumbered and were slowly pushing her back towards the stream.  As adrenaline rushed into his system, his head cleared, and he charged the nearest foe, one of the goat-men.  He leapt, tackling the demon, and they rolled across the dusty town square to a spot just outside Ogden’s old tavern.  The goat-man curled back and used his strong legs to throw Bryan across the square.  He landed, sliding into the now ruined fountain.  

The goat-man charged towards him, maul raised to crush Bryan’s skull.  As his foe got close, Bryan ducked, dropped to his knees, then thrust his hands up and slightly out.  The goat-man’s forward momentum flipped him head first over Bryan, landing the demon on its back, head next to Bryan.  Bryan spun on his heel, bringing his fist down on the goat-man’s right elbow.  He reached his other hand over and grabbed the maul out of the goat’s hand as it opened, then rose to his feet with a kick to his foe’s head.  The goat reached out and grabbed Bryan’s leg with its left hand, but Bryan brought the maul around to smash the prone demon’s head before he could be dragged to the ground himself.

Most of the demons were still kept busy by the young sorceress, but by this point a few had come in his direction.  A group of Fallen and what he’d learned was called their “Shaman” came towards him.   The smaller creatures barely came up to his waist, and as he swung a side-ways blow with the maul, he crushed two of them, then charged through the others at the Shaman.  He brought the maul up, then smashed down at the demon, smashing his skull so the top of it’s now flat head was even with its shoulders. Bryan then lashed out with his left hand and shoved aside another fallen and as it came at him with it’s axe, then he grabbed the dagger off of the dead Shaman and hit the other Fallen square in the forehead.  The rest of the pack ran away, leaving Bryan to deal with a couple skeletons that came his way.

Though there were just two of them, Bryan and the Sorceress greatly out-powered the masses of smaller demons.  Bryan’s entry into the fight had crushed the spirits of all of the Fallen, and the goats and skeletons were no match for his warrior skills or the Sorceress’s powerful spells.  Soon the two of them had waded through the packs of demons, and now stood alone in the town square.  Bryan slid the maul’s handle into the sheath on his belt,  then held out his hand.  “My name’s Bryan.  Thanks for helping me escape these ugly critters.  I do have to say though, you’re a little late to help clean out the Horadrim church, that is something that already has been…well, was done.”

“I know, I’m not here to do that.  I’m here to find my brother, he was one of those who came here to help.  Maybe you’ve seen him?”

“I don’t know, I didn’t catch your name, so I doubt I could know your brother’s.”

She blushed slightly, then smiled.  “I’m sorry, we don’t get too much outside socializing while in training, so my manners may be lacking.  My name is Skye, Skye Darkwind.  My brother’s is Mikael, we are from the Eastern lands of Kehjistan, though I have not seen my brother in a long time.  We were separated when we were young, to go off to train among the various magick Clans.”

Bryan’s heart sunk as he heard her speak hers and her brother’s name.  Her name hurt him as it reminded him of his old companion, Sky, who had been killed by Diablo before he and Mikael had defeated him.  Hearing Mikael’s name  hurt him because he knew what had happened to Mikael would crush his new friend’s heart.  Though he knew that Mikael, physically, was still alive, spiritually he was as good as dead.  Mikael had wanted to contain the evil that was Diablo within himself, but he had failed, and now the town of Tristram had been destroyed because of it.  

His emotion must have spread to his face too, as Skye looked at him with a quizzical stare.  “Is everything ok?”

“I’m fine, but, well.”  He paused, not sure exactly how to tell her.  “Well---”

“Hello, Bryan, please help me!  Get me down!”

Cain’s shouts broke Bryan’s thoughts, and he quickly rushed over to the cage where the old Horadrim sage was being imprisoned.  He put his arms under the cage then nodded toward the rope holding it up.  “Skye, cut that rope there, and I’ll let him down to the ground.”

She did as he asked, and Bryan slowly let the cage down to the ground.  He pulled out his maul and smashed the lock, then pulled the door open.  Cain stumbled to his feet then reached out and shook Bryan’s hand.  Bryan pointed towards Skye, and then introduced her.  “Cain, this is Skye.  Skye is Mikael’s sister.”

Bryan thought he saw pain flash in Cain’s eyes, but the old sage covered it up as quickly as it appeared.  He smiled and nodded in Skye’s direction.  “If you are as powerful magically as your brother, I have a feeling things are looking up for the forces of light.”

Skye smiled, but Bryan could tell she was worried because of Bryan’s hesitation earlier.  “So, you two know my brother?  Where is he?”

Bryan looked at Cain, pleading him with his eyes for the older man to tell her.  Cain nodded, then turned back to Skye.  “You’ll be pleased to know that Bryan and Mikael were two of the three members of the party that defeated Diablo, the dark lord of terror, in his mortal form, beneath the old church.  Though their third member was slain, the two of them emerged victorious from the dungeons.  However, all was not well.  Though defeated, Diablo’s essence still remained in the soul-stone, where he could influence other weak-minded persons to give him a mortal form once more.  Mikael, in a sacrifice similar to tales you may have heard of the old mage, Tal Rasha, tried to contain Diablo’s essence within himself.  However, such a prompt action was not as planned out as Tal Rasha’s imprisonment, and, unfortunately, I believe Mikael has been defeated by Diablo’s temptations.”

Bryan cut in at this point, chiming in some extra information.  “He kept saying something about the East, that maybe there he could be saved.  Shortly after he left, we got attacked, and, well, that brings us to now.”

Skye stumbled over to the nearest post of the burnt out buildings, looking for something to lean on.  “That was him wasn’t it?  The cloaked figure that I passed on the road.  I think he recognized me, but he must not have been allowed to stop me.  Maybe, maybe if I can find him, I can save him.  I can help him defeat the demon.”

“There is that chance young sorceress, but know this.  Diablo is probably leading him to free his two brothers, Mephisto and Baal.  Yours will not be an easy fight, and even if you are able to find him, your only method to save him, may be to kill him.  You can count on my knowledge and support through your journey, for I owe you my life.”

“I’ll help you out too.  Mikael was my friend, I want a second chance at that demon.”

“Thank you both.  Perhaps together, we can save my brother.”

Cain nodded, sagely as usual “And by saving your brother, we can perhaps, save humanity.”

