The Necromancer Diary: Kurast
By Archfiend

Note: sorry it took so long to do this, I have been busy lately

Tomorrow we arrive in Kurast. The captain was born there and has told me

many wonderful tales about his homeland. The food, the weather, the

women..ahhh. He makes it sound like Heaven. He told me about the many days

in his youth spent fishing and trading with peaceful natives of the jungles.

Supposedly everything an adventurer could want is for sale in the beautiful

bazaar and they have one of the most advanced sewer systems in the world.

Plus, they're no corrupt monarchy. The captain assures me they have a high

council who makes sure everything is kept fair for the little guy. The

captain has many times told me that he considers Kurast "The Greatest City

in the World". I'm so excited about seeing Kurast that even my companion

Cain's endless, banal, stories about Tristam "in the good old days" aren't

bothering me as much. Maybe when this is all over, I'll buy a little house

and settle in. The captain says we should be there soon so for now I'm going

to sleep on the open deck and let the waves rock me to sleep......

I awakened to a stench fouler the rotting corpses in the sewers of Lut

Gholein. It smelled as if a beached whale had been left to decompose in the

middle of a garbage dump. Then the captain yelled "We're here!" As I looked

out over the dilapidated village the captain apparently considered to be

"The Greatest City in the World" I almost got knocked off the deck by a huge

glob of poisonous crap shot at me by some huge sea serpent. The thing was

blasting poison everywhere and trying to snatch people off the deck. I

looked to the captain but he'd fallen down in a puddle of his own urine

trying to get away from the ugly thing. I quickly dispatched it with a 1/2

dozen bone spears. I turned on the captain and yelled "What the Hell was

that?"

He moved to the middle of the deck, well away from the railing "I don't

remember 'em being so big! Let me change my pants and we'll get you a place

to stay". The captain found me a room in a lice infested, stinkhole, he

generously called "The best hotel in town". Thank God for my necromancer

training or I'm not sure I could of stood the smell. I prepared my gear,

tomorrow I met the key players in town and got down to the business of the

stopping Diablo for good.

I ran across an incredible wand at a shop run by a guy named Ormus. +1 to

every skill I had. It hit like a hammer and did massive fire damage on top

of it. It even gave me 20% resistance to everything on top of it. I had

almost 90,000 coins but Ormus wanted 140,000. I told him I'd be good for it.

He wouldn't sell it to me. I told him that I had come to Kurast to save not

only his home but to save the world from Diablo's evil reign. He told me

he'd sell the wand to Diablo if he had enough money. I asked him if he'd at

least hold it for me until I got the money. He said it was going back West

later today. I contemplated turning my tower shield sideways, shining it up

real nice, and shoving it straight up his candy....

Cain arrived just then "Good to see you my friend. You can't spend all day

talking with the locals. You have to get on with saving the world. It's much

like I was telling Griswold a few years ago. You see..."

I quickly cut Cain off before he got going. "I've gotta hire a mercenary and

get going Cain." I ran down the rotting wooden piers of Kurast towards

Asheara's..well it could loosely be called a house. Asheara was without a

doubt the ugliest woman I've ever seen. She was 220 pounds of solid muscle

with a face that looked like it had once caught on fire and was then had

been shortly thereafter put out with an axe. I did manage to hire a

gentleman who specialized in fire magic by the name of "scorch" in-between

trying to fend off Asheara's clumsy attempts to grope me.

At last we ventured off into the wilderness of Kurast. I pricked my finger

and created my most powerful creation. A blood golem rose from the earth

where that pinprick of blood fell. It was immediately covered with so many

flies I though we were being attacked by Itchies. My golem started making an

annoying whining sound and swatting at the flies. I sighed. It must of been

100 degrees at least and it was incredibly humid. I had no doubts my chain

mail would be covering an ugly rash by the end of the day. At least I had

another human along. These forays tended to get a little boring without

another person to talk to. I turned to make small talk with Scorch and for

the first time noticed he was talking to himself. Mumbling things like

"Scorch will turn you to flame" and "I will burn them all". I decided my

companion might be a bit high strung so I thought it best that I give him

some time to himself.

Soon thereafter we had our first encounter. Some pygmies started running

towards us. About 20 of them. Then I noticed another 20 or so hiding in the

jungle nearby holding long flutes or something. Remembering Meshif's (the

captains) stories of the friendly natives I held my hands open and yelled

"We come in peace". Then I noticed the ones running towards us were all

carrying big @ss knives. After that I got hit with a dart from one of the

"flutes". Scorch fired off a huge fireball and it was on.

15 minutes later it was over. It had been the most irritating fight I had

ever been in. They made stupid noises. They shot darts at us from impossibly

far distances and ran like gazelles anytime we got near them. They lead us

into ambushes. You'd chase one and as you'd catch up there would be 10 more

across a lake shooting at you. If you stopped chasing them they'd shoot you

in the back of the head. They hid under foliage and I couldn't see them

until we got right on top of them. I created skeleton after skeleton after

skeleton from their corpses to help hunt them down but it still took

forever. The last of my skeletons returned after the fight carrying a dead

pygmy.

I yelled at Steve (all my skeletons have names) "He was supposed to be alive

you idiot!!! I wanted to take that squirming little b@stard back to Kurast

and shove him straight down Meshif's throat for telling me they were

peaceful". Steve squeeked and chittered (skeletons do that when you're mad

at them). Sigh...Scorch was staggering around badly wounded. My Blood Golem

was leaving a long dirty trail of filth on the ground. I tossed down a

portal and returned to Kurast.

We went to Ormus and he healed our wounds. I offered to sell him some of the

loot I captured. I sold him a pair of magical boots I found. He bought them

from me for 500 gold coins and put them for sale in the window for 4000.

"Hey, how about a little more for this stuff?"

Ormus laughed "Yah right, there's an old saying in Kurast about things only

being worth what people are willing to pay". Then Ormus laughed.

I considered teaching Ormus the new saying I just made up about "People

being willing to pay what things are worth when you are ripping their

intestines out" but decided against it. "I can take my business elsewhere

you know. This stuff is worth a lot of money".

Ormus though back his head and laughed "Hahahahah..all prices in town are

fixed. No one will pay you anymore than this". I grimaced. Do you at least

still have that wand? Ormus looked puzzled "Didn't I already tell you that

would be sent back? Do you have wax in your ears? Hahahahaah."

Just then Steve wandered over. "This is Steve. I just unpacked him from the

ship. He was a shopkeeper in Lut Gholein. He pissed me off. A lot. Now he's

a skeleton....right...STEVE!" Steve chittered and whined again.

Ormus gulped "I have to go inside for a moment. I..I...I'll talk to you

later along with the others about your quests."

I slammed my tower shield down on the counter "QUESTS!!! I'm too busy for

this crap." Ormus nearly fell down running inside his little shop. I turned

and walked towards the center of town. I was thinking "Screw it. I knew a

necromancer back in school who used to worship Diablo. Maybe I could run him

down and he could help me get a job. I'm the biggest threat to Diablo, maybe

he'd make me the overlord of the rogue encampment if I joined up. I should

at least listen to the recruitment pitch. It's not like I get health

benifits working for these ungrateful @ssholes." Sigh....

It was a dreary afternoon. I ate lunch in some smelly, dank, shack on

Meshif's recomendation because he said it was the "Best Restaurant in Town".

I choked down some barely edible gruel and some watered down wine and then

headed out to meet with drunken rabble that pass for "dignataries" in this

town. I wasn't looking forward to the meeting since Ormus had mentioned

something about "quests". If these yabbos start asking me to go carry out

their personal errands while I'm out hunting down Diablo I swear I'm

cracking skulls. I grabbed my gear and headed towards the center of town for

the big meeting

"Your first quest will be to find my precious tome." Alkor continued his

rant "Lam Neeson's tome will prove the superiority of our religion. The

superiority of Kurast! The superiority of our race. Then we will we will

march across the world mowing down all that oppose us, crushing the world

beneath our Iron Fists!!!" Alkor's eyes glowed with a maniacal glee "You

will find the dreaded black book in one of the 6 great temples!! Then.."

My hand went up, "Listen, I don't have time to search through 6 tombs

looking for some musty book. What do you guys not understand about rushing

to stop Diablo?"

Alkor's eyes blazed with fury and he stomped his feet "Outlander, you will

do this or you will face the consequences!"

I looked at Alkor, crossed my arms, frowned, and said "Steve".

Steve grabbed a howling Alkor and started dragging him away "How dare you

lay your filthy hands on me! I'm an important man in this town!" Steve

dragged him to the edge of the pier and tossed him headfirst into the water.

Alkor fell with a huge splash and screamed "Someone get me out before the

sea serpents come. Quickly, quickly!!".

I slapped my hands together "Ok, anyone else have any quests they want me to

undertake for me?

Shouts rang out "No more quests! You're too busy for quests great

Necromancer!".

I smiled and said "Thanks, I knew I could count on your support". Then I

headed back to my room for a night of fitful sleep on a lumpy, mishapen,

matress before heading off to face the guardian of the portal of

Hell...Mephisto.

I was just laying down for the night when I heard a knock on the door.

It was Cain. "Necromancer, I accidentally broke off a key in the lock on my

room and there's no one available to fix it until tomorrow. You don't mind

if I sleep in your room do you?"

I gulped "Well Cain I do need to get some more sleep, big day tomorrow you

know. Mephisto and all that."

Cain looked pained and sniffled a bit "Well I understand Necromancer. Most

people don't have time for an old man these days. Oh and I don't want you to

feel guilty because I've advised you so long and identified so many magic

items for you. It wouldn't do for you to face Mephisto at anything but your

best. I guess I'll just go find a place to sleep in the street, at least

Kurast is warm..."

I sighed. "No Cain don't do that, come on in". Cain's face brightened "Thank

you so much Necromancer! I needed a bed to sleep in tonight, you know how

bad my back is."

I stammered "The bed? Well Cain you know tomorrow.."

Cain continued "You're a young man, you'll do fine on the floor. Oh and I

told Ormus you'd assasinate the high council tomorrow. He was scared to do

ask you for some reason. Oh and there's some knife he wants you to find as

well..."

I kicked my helmet across the floor " Cain I don't have time for this crap!

I am on a mission to save the world!"

Cain laughed "Nonsense dear boy. You have time for these two little

diversions. It's like I used to tell Wirt...Have I ever told you about Wirt?

He was a dear boy, very industrious. Poor child lost his leg when..." As

Cain droned on I tried to go to sleep on the floor. Actually, having Cain

here wasn't necessary so bad. His low, droning, montone, lilting, voice was

almost comforting..I was falling right to sleep even though I was on the

floor...ah so relaxed and..

I quickly woke up as Cain shook me. "Dear boy you were falling asleep right

in the middle of my story about how Griswold built his first forge. I knew

you wouldn't want to miss that."

I raised my hand up into the air in a stopping motion. "Cain, I am going to

sleep."

Cain nodded "I know dear boy but I'm sure you'll want to hear about Griswold

and Wirt went fishing and...."

My head was starting to hurt. "I tell you what Cain, just don't wake me up

again ok? I need to sleep."

Cain chuckled "I know you're tired dear boy. Don't worry I won't wake you up

again. But let me get on with the story. I'm sure you want to hear about

Wirt and Griswold's fishing trip. You see Wirt being a young man tried to

tell Griswold that worms were better than minnows but Griswold wasn't buying

it...". I put my pillow over my head and tried to drift off to sleep. God

the floor is hard.

I woke up the next morning with a severe backache. Sigh. I headed to a

waypoint and got back down to business. It was the worst day of the entire

trip. I ran into a whole village full of those pygmies At one point I was

covered in so many darts I looked like a cactus. My poor hireling Scorch

died during the wild fighting. It seemed like I killed a stadium full of the

little b@stards and yet everytime I moved another 10 feet I'd catch a dart

in the back of the head. Finally after finishing them off I ran across a

knife with the name "Gidbinn" magically carved in the handle. Ah, the knife

that Ormus was talking about. I was getting some good stuff for this from

Ormus or it was going in the ocean.

But I wasn't done yet. It was time to finish off the High Council. That

ended up going well for the most part. Me, the Stevester, Gork (my Blood

Golem) and the rest of my skeleton mages tore through the city and managed

to finish them all off. The trip was mainly notable because of all the

counselors hitting me with meteors while hiding in the bushes and the huge

numbers of mighty warriors called Zealots that ran like track stars every

time I killed one of them.

I also lost my shield. It was nearly destroyed and I was getting ready to

set it aside but because I was tired, I was yawning when a Zealot ran up and

swang at me with what I've come to call a "Zealot style attack" (meaning it

was a wild two handed blow that had a better chance of hurting the Zealot

than me). Even though I wasn't paying attention he still only managed to hit

my shield. It crumpled under the impact.. I then splattered his brains with

my grim wand but the damage was done. D@mn it. Ormus had a really nice bone

shield I'd had my eye on but I didn't have the cash for it. It wasn't worth

enough to trade for the dagger though.

Hmmm...then an idea struck me. "Steve come here". I grinned and whispered my

plan to Steve.

Steve made a grinding noise that sounded a lot like a laugh "hehehehe". I

created a portal back to the docks of Kurast. I had to talk to Meshif.

Meshif had just finished packing the sack. "Why do you need all of these? Oh

and you owe me 10 coins for these."

I frowned "You had to pay for them? I thought you'd just have them lying

around."

Meshif chuckled "Well not this many. Besides my friend runs the best food

store in town. He was able to get them for..."

I dropped my wand on the ground "What did you call his store?"

Meshif looked a bit puzzled "Well it's the best food store in..."

My fist crashed into his nose and Meshif dropped like a sack of rocks. "If I

ever, ever, ever here you call anything "The best in town" again I swear I'm

going to feed you to one of those sea serpents one chunk at a time. Do you

understand?? Do you?!"

Meshif crawled backwards towards his boat "Yes, yes I understand! I

understand!" I sighed as Meshif crawled out of sight. Kurast was driving me

nuts. I knew when I finished off Mephisto I'd be heading to Hell. It would

be a welcome change of scenery.

I walked up to Ormus holding the knife. Ormus's eyes got big as soon as he

saw it "The Gidbinn!! This knife will make the village invulnerable! Give it

to me, give it to me!" I watched as Steve snuck into the shop behind Ormus

while he was distracted carrying the bag Meshif had prepared.

I waved my finger at Ormus "Not so fast. What do I get in return?"

Ormus seemed ready to drool looking at the knife. He couldn't take his eyes

of it. "How about 500 coins?"

I looked at Ormus incredulously "500 coins? That's what you want to pay for

the dagger that will protect your village from harm? You pay more for a pair

of greaves than that."

Ormus sounded desperate "What do you want for it? Just tell me."

I said "Hmmm. I've had my eyes on that ring you've been wearing. I can sense

the strong magic coming off of it. Give me the ring."

Ormus balked "This ring is my personal property not something from the

shop..can't you.." Ormus trailed off when he saw I would not settle for less

than the ring. "All right you can have the ring. Give me the Gidbinn." I

gave him the knife. "Finally I have the knife! After these long years it's

mine at last!"

I replied "Glad you like it. Now the ring."

Ormus looked pained. He put his hand on the ring and made a quick tug. It

didn't come off. "I'm sorry Necromancer but it appears to be stuck. Come

back in a couple of days and hopefully I'll be able to get it off by then" I

then saw Steve sneak out of Ormus's shop carrying a huge well made Bone

Shield. He gave me the Ok sign.

I smiled and then I grabbed Ormus's hand and pulled out a bone knife. Ormus

tried to pull away but my grip was too strong. Ormus shouted "What are you

doing!?!"

I shook my head "We made an agreement. I intend to have that ring. I don't

really want your finger too but if that's what it takes to get the ring..."

I shrugged.

Ormus screamed "Please!! Wait, let me try again, let me try again!" I

released his hand. Amazingly, Ormus pulled it right off and handed it to me

on the first try. Would you imagine that (that b@stard)?! Then he ran,

looking over his shoulder back into his shop.

As soon as the coast was clear, Steve walked over and handed me my new bone

shield. It felt great. "Steve did you hide all of those fish heads in his

shop? Where he'll have a lot of trouble finding them?" Steve head nodded up

and down."I wonder how many there were?" Steve held up 7 fingers and then 3.

"73? Hahahahahaahaha!" I knew it was time to finish things up with Mephisto.

I walked back into the portal.

I tore through legions of Mephisto's minions leaving a trail of carnage in

my wake. I knew I was close. The scent of evil was so thick I could almost

feel it. Sure enough, Mephisto arrived. I smirked "Well, well,

well...Mephisto. Big as life and twice as ugly. You're about what I

expected. You ready to join Duriel and Anduriel in whatever backwater

slimehole of the afterlife they send you big nancyboys too after I kick your

@sses?"

Mephisto sneered "You talk pretty big but you will surrender to me!" I

laughed "Ya right, fat chance."

Mephisto gave an evil cackle "I have outsmarted you Necromancer!" From

behind a post Mephisto pulled out a man with a sack over his head. "I know

your kind Necro. You won't attack me and risk an innocent life from Kurast.

My minions captured this man and brought him here ahead of you. That's

right, I have Ormus." He pulled the sack off of Ormus's head and pulled the

gag out of his mouth "Ormus beg this Necromancer for your life,

Bwahhahahahahah".

Ormus looked around and then he saw me. "You rotten no good son of a b*tch.

My shop smells like fish! Hey..hey wait a second..that's my bone

shield..that's mine. You didn't pay for that!"

I shook my head "Oh I don't believe this. You'll be able to retire off of

all the stuff you bought from me at 1/10th of it's worth".

Mephisto struggled to hold Ormus back "You know what? You know what? You're

an incompetent creep! I can't believe I'm stuck here with only a bumbling

idiot like you to save me!"

Mephisto looked confused "Uh...Ok. I realize you guys don't.."

I screamed over Mephisto "If you'd sold me that wand I wanted when I first

arrived in Kurast I'd just imprison Mephisto in a bone prison and get you

out of here but could you just sell me that one little wand? Nooooooooo!"

Mephisto piped up "Ok, maybe this wasn't the best idea, why don't I just let

Ormus go and we'll talk?"

Ormus's face spasmed with rage "Hey I have suggestion Mr. Necromancer, "Mr.

fancypants hero guy", why don't you get a real job. No one asked you to save

the world. In fact.."

Mephisto roared with rage. A portal back to Kurast appeared. Mephisto

grabbed Ormus and tossed him through the portal headfirst and then closed

the portal. Mephisto shivered with disgust "God I hated him so much. What a

jerk. I would of ripped his head off and killed him if he wasn't the only

thing keeping you from killing me and...oh shoot. I just screwed up didn't

I?" The brillant red fire of my amplify spell engulfed him and the first

wave of spells from my skeleton mages hit him in response. Then Steve, Gork,

and I moved in.

I finished off the last antidote potion I had as I stepped over Mephisto's

corpse and moved towards the portal to Hell. It had been a long ugly road

through Kurast and now I was going into Hell itself. Hell a place of...I

heard a loud rhythmic thumping noise. I turned around and noticed Steve was

straddling Mephisto's chest and punching him in the face over and over.

"D@mnit Steve, he's dead. What have I told you about beating up corpses?"

Steve whined and chittered and cowered away from me. " It's ok Steve, come

on, We have work to do in Hell." I walked up to the portal and stepped

through.....

