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It had been an uneventful week up to that point.  The man who calls himself Ruidrik had found it quite boring in fact.  Ruidrik was not his real name of course.  His real name had not touched the lips of a human being (or any other creature for that matter) for more than 59 years.  Ruidrik is of an ancient tongue translated roughly to “Death’s Master,” a fitting name for a Necromancer, especially considering his mastery of the art.  In fact to his knowledge there were only two Necromancers more powerful than he in the world, Keenam, his Master, and the one who taught him.  Ruidrik only knew that man as The Old Master for he never felt it necessary to tell Ruidrik his name, nor did Ruidrik care to know it for that matter.  The Old Master would soon be dead from old age anyway.  Necromancers have the unique ability to delay death, but not even the most powerful of them halt it (in reality Ruidrik was 68 years old, though he looked in his early 20s).  Ruidrik had no idea how old The Old Master was, but from his looks he wouldn’t be around much longer.  Once he was dead Ruidrik would be the second greatest Necromancer in the world, if not the first by then.  However that mattered little to him.  What mattered to him was perfecting his own skills and finding new ways to use the skills of a Necromancer.


Ruidrik came across what seemed to be an old abandoned graveyard.  The smell of death there was old and faint, but he could still smell it.  Summoning the powers from within, without so much as a conscious thought, he commanded one of the graves to open up and release the skeleton of the corpse inside so that it may serve him.  He did not do this because of an impeding attack, but because, even though it was mindless and couldn’t talk to him, it was company for his boredom.  He knew that if anybody had been there to witness this they would have at the least screamed about this “vile” act and ran, or at most attempted to destroy this “evil” man.  The latter choice, of course, would have only ended in the other man or woman’s death as it always did.  He did not completely understand their reactions any more than he did their foolish notions of “Good” and “Evil.”  It is not as if he killed the man himself for no reason other than boredom.  That man had been dead for years, what did it matter if he now used the long dead man’s body?  It seemed almost a crime to him not to do it, to simply let such a valuable resource just rot away.  Necromancers, and possibly Druids though he suspected they had a bit of a distorted view of the matter, were among the only humans who understood that there was no such thing as “Good” and “Evil” only LIFE and DEATH.  Necromancers used both.


Suddenly his attention was brought back to the present by an arrow that whistled past his ear.  Ruidrik spun around and at the same time commanded his skeletal warrior to attack the aggressor.  It was over in a matter of minutes.  As he closed the distance between him and the now dead body with another dead body standing over it (his skeleton) he felt no anger, or animosity toward the attacker nor did he feel any sorrow or regret for killing them.  He simply noted the facts of the matter and proceeded on as he always did.  Upon investigating the dead body, the one on the ground not moving, he noted something that actually surprised him.  This woman, Rouge if he was correct, had been dead long before his skeleton hacked her apart.  This was the act of no Necromancer he knew of and he prided himself on knowing the names of all the Necromancers of noticeable power.  He could be wrong and he was not arrogant enough to believe that he couldn’t.  However, the power to bring a human back so perfectly and control them from such a distance (Ruidrik did not sense another Necromancer within a mile radius) would take more power than even The Old Master has shown the capability of channeling.  So, the alternative must be that something else was responsible for this work of art.


Three days passed and Ruidrik had 7 additional encounters that were much the same as the first, as well as one with a local farmer who blamed him for the apparent blight on this land.  Ruidrik tried to calmly explain the error in the farmer’s accusations, but when the man came at him with a pitchfork in hand he just as calmly disposed of the man.  The farmer now kept him company and protected him as a corpse.  Ruidrik took to keeping four skeletal warriors with him at all times now.  


By mid-afternoon on the fourth day Ruidrik came across a somewhat large encampment.  As he entered he noticed the grim and heavy expressions that touched every face there, save what seemed to be a merchant.  That man seemed quite upbeat.  Ruidrik had become used to the reactions a Necromancer got from normal people over the years, but these people reacted in a manner that he had never before experienced.  Upon talking to the people of the camp, mostly Rouges, he learned of the source of what he had come to think of as “the perfect raising.” Andariel, a Lesser Evil (he had always hated that title, but was forced to use it) from Hell, was in our world and raising the dead.  The Rouges had asked him to be their hero and avenge their sisters as well as get their Monastery back.  Under normal circumstances he would never had agreed to such a thing simply because it had nothing to do with him.  In this case however, he agreed.  Not because he wanted to be a hero, far from it, but he felt that this was the path he must take if he was to perfect his Necromancy skills.  If Andariel could raise the dead so perfectly and command them just as perfectly there must be a way for him to learn it as well.  Oh he had no objections to slaying her; in fact he viewed it as a worthy challenge to his skills.  Necromancers, contrary to popular belief, did not serve the Evils (there is that title he despises again!  There is no “Good” and “Evil,” only LIFE and DEATH) of Hell.  No more than anybody else that is, there are always those foolish enough to serve.  And so, he set out on his journey to perfect his skills more than he ever thought possible before.

If you enjoyed this story let me know.  My e-mail is dios_80@yahoo.com.  Let me know if you would like me to continue it forward, or give a prequal to explore the life of Ruidrik before this story takes place.

