This is the story of the lone adventurer Darthais, the sorceror who took it upon himself to defeat the Dark Lord, Diablo. His story starts in Tristram.

Gaidin, is a warrior from the easrtern town Caalen, where he finds the diary of Darthais, and reads of the last few days as the sorceror battles  Diablo from within, and as he does he realizes something terrible about himself.

Here is their story.

My name is Darthais a sorceror from a distant land. I have come far and have fought many battle's to come to the place I now stand.

When I first arrived in Tristram I was still young and foolish, expecting things from life that I had no right to expect, but things have changed. To stand where I stand now I have come throught many trials and tribulations. I was tested, Oh Yes I was tested many times, my strength, my will, my courage and my sheer determination to not die, not to give in to the shadow, and each time I triumphed, each time I defied the shadow that threatened to overwhelm me at every moment of weakness, But No, I shouted into the very maw of hoplessness, death and destruction, the very maw that would swallow me into oblivion and eternal torment. I stood amongst the chaos and with my staff of power I survived.

I battled through the cathedral, once a place of holiness, now a place dedicated to evil, the very evil that has tainted the small town of Tristram. I survived that with the help of Griswald and Adrea, and most of all Cain, without his words of warning I would not be alive today. 

But the taint of the evil ran deeper still. The Catacombs were my next step, and it was here that I fully realized the extent of the shadow, the power, that I, an unknown sorceror who had decided to defy its mighty power. It was then that doubt set in, the deadly canker that could destroy a man. That was one of the many tests I passed.

My magic, it was all that helped me survive, at moments when the demented denizens of hell were about to best me, my magic sprang to my fingertips, and they fell to blazing fire and lighting that sprang from a source deep within me.

When I emerged from the Catacombs I had changed so that those of the town barely recognized me. My scars ran deeper than that physical, I clung to my sanity by a thread.

My mind falters, already there are things I have forgotten to mention...but...but.....forgive me, they are gone from my ming forever. Cain, Griswald and Adrea suround as I head for the caves in the distant cliffs, my next step. They warn me that I am getting close to the heart of the evil, and they give me items, items of great power. I stammer, I only have a few gold coins, not nearly enought to pay for the items they offer. Take them, they say, You neen them more than we do.

I face another test as I step into the caves: Despair. It overwhelms me. I fall to my knees and weep at the sight before me. Great lakes of lava, with such creatures as I have not seen before. Giant forges wielded by enormous demons, with horns the full length of my body covering their heads. They have not seen me yet, but I will not escape them for long, forward I must go, there is no turning back.

I have lived in constant fear the last few days, a presence greater that my own urges me onward, I grip my staff of power, and with a will stronger than iron, I cut lose all ties of my former life. A mad cry escapes my lips, amnd with wild abandon I leap into the demons's maw.

I am their, the final gate stands before me. The magic comes to my fingertips and I cut a swath of fire through the demons that suround me. I smile, I have grown in power, and they all lie dead before me. With a step towards the final gate I falter and fall to the ground, I look behind me, he is like the others like the giant demonic blacksmiths, but...he is different he has a power about him that would challenge my own. And then I know fear, a fear that starts from the darkest recessess of the soul and fights its way out till it spills over you, and you can no longer take it.

I scream clutching my head, driven to a blubbering wreck by waves of power that drive deeper within myself.....deeper......deeper, my mind is slipping. The demon now stands before death in its eyes. With a dread certainty I realize I am going to die.

NO, somethings shouts from deep within and the power escapes from me devouring the demon in its fire.

Once again the magic has saved me.

I emerge from the caves, I fall to my knees clutching at the soil and the grass, the smell of something fresh. Cain and Giswald appear, they pick me up and carry me to Peppin, the town healer. His face has slipped from my memory, already I have forgotten.

I am forced to drink a vile tasting potion, but instantly feel better, my injuries healing. A peace surrounds me and I sleep.

I awaken and the whole town surrounds me, they have nothing to say, their eyes says it all. They expect me to fail, in anger I grab my staff my power and flee from the despair in their eyes.

Before me is my final battle, the final test, where either I fail to eternal torment or survive to victory. Before me lies the gates to Hell.

Again my mind falters, already I am forgetting the battle's I have won, the demons I have overcome.

There have been times when I have doubted my magic, times when it has failed to come to me and I was forced to flee. But no more, with my magic I have defeated the minions of hell, I have fought back thier attempts to drag me into the pit of the damned. Now I stand before the Betrayer: Lazarus, dead.

I smile wearily to myself, he thought to pit his power against mine, Oh how surprised he was when I tore the magic from his grasp and smote him unto the ground.

He lies a scorched corpse, already I hear his tormented screams as the demons of the pit begin their work on him: He will pay for his past sins, Oh yes, he will pay for all eternity.

The symbol of power glows a sickly red before, I have feared the day this would come, the little sleep I have been allowed was filled with nightmares of this final moment. The moment when all fear has been cast aside, when all human contacts have been severed, for I am no longer human. I have become a creature of destruction, of retributionk, and this is what I have been working towards, my final battle.

I grip my staff of power towards me, and step into the sickly red glow.

A wave of nausea crashes over me, my knees buckle beneath me. I breath deeply, forcing the nausea away. With grim determination I stand up and head forward.

Before me appears one of the dreaded advocates, the evil mages of Diablo. The fire comes to my fingertips and it crumbles before me, ashes, a creature of no soul, where death means oblivion. Dark knights of huge proportions, with broadswords the length of my body. Again the fire comes to me and he falls to my magic.

The last few advocates fall before me, a bellowing voice pushed me to the floor.

"Puny mortal, will you dare match your powers with mine."

The magic surrounds me, "Fear me demon, for your destruction is nigh"

"So be it, come mortal, I await."

Before me two giant doors open, the magic comes to me and I teleport myself from the trap I know waits for me. Where I last stood the fabled hellfire erupts, its heat burning me even from this distance.  I hear a blood chilling roar, and with a dread certainty I know Diablo is after me. I flee, let him chace me.

Hellfire engulfs, and I experience pain as I have never known before, the  before I can escape Diablo is upon me. He towers over me, his enormous demon boby heavily muscled, and filled with an inhuman strength that could crush me.

The magic comes to me, and it floods through me, unable to control it, I let it run its course through me. It bursts from like a wave, and the battle is on.

Diable screams in rage and in pain, the magic has become a presence, a part of me, and it battles the demon.

The battle rages back and forth, no one has the upper hand they are equal. I realize that I am going to have to create the upperhand. Fire springs to my fingers and it blasts over Diablo, for a moment he is distracted, and the spirit essence that broke free from me strikes its blow and Diablo falls: The battle won.

The boy Albrecht lies before me, Diablo's spirit has left him, but it is not over. The soulstone, I grip it tightly, its awesome presence surrounding me. I know what must be done.

I straighten my arms, and with all my strength I drive it into my head. I try to scream but I cannot, it feels as if something is bieng forced down my throat. He is in me, the essence of Diablo is trapped within me.

"What have you done." It is the witch Adrea, for some reason I am not surprised she is there.

"I have done what was needed to be done."

She nods, "Take this."

She hands me a vial filled with a dark liquid. "Drink a mouthfull every day, it will help fight him."

"Thank you." But she is already gone.

I look over the hills, the wind blowing my dark cloak around my ankles. Tristram lies behind me, I look forward to  my next step. East

So ends Part one, Part two continues with THE ESSENCE OF DIABLO.  

