







The Wanderer’s Near




Part One of: Trek For Diablo 


It wasn’t all that long ago that I went on my quest. Only a few years at the most. If you are sure you want to hear my story, then I’ll tell you.


My name is Galdrick. I live in a small town called Jholmeire. Or I guess I should say LIVED. But anyways… In this village there lived an old wise man. Most thought he was just crazy but I knew the truth. He could see into the future. One day he came to me with a troubled look in his eyes. With me being the village warrior, I decided to ask what was wrong. The odd man said that he had a vision, and I was in this vision fighting with a strange man who had strength beyond measure. The old man said that he had once been a powerful mage and would help me train for whoever was coming. I, not knowing what I was getting into, foolishly agreed.

Two years later the wanderer from the old mans dream still hadn’t come. I began to doubt the old man but I was indeed incredibly stronger. I had also learned many skills and magic spells. The training was very vigorous. I had to run ten miles straight a day. 

 Then one day a knock sounded through my houses rooms. I opened the door and an awkward man fell onto the floor. He seemed exhausted from what I could tell was an extremely long journey. At first I was scared but then I thought that this broken shell of a man couldn’t be the one. I helped him up and asked him what his name was. He said in a voice like a thousand sorrowful angels, “I have no name.” After I helped him to a bed I went to my room to ponder upon these things. Now you must understand that two weeks before he arrived demons started appearing in our village. 

They were short little demons of a red color that carried either short swords or spears. They were like miniature demonic surgeons. We usually managed to fend them off, but they would take either our livestock or our crops. One day I found one cutting into a squirrel’s back with surgeon’s precision. I quietly drew my sword and lopped its head off. When I took the head back the whole village rejoiced. But then I found The Nest. That’s where they stayed. I took care of that by shooting a flaming arrow, with a major inferno spell on it, into the nest!

 While thinking, I fell asleep. I woke up to a loud scream. I went outside to see where it came from. Oh crap! It was coming from the mill worker’s daughter. I then saw what she was screaming at. The wanderer who had come to my door was holding her high above his head and spinning around. I drew my sword and ran towards him. He saw me coming and put the girl down and I saw the girl smiling. Her scream was a scream of delight not of fear. I asked him to accompany me to the local inn. When we got to the inn and got a drink, I asked him where we came from. He said he was the old hero from Tristram.

When we left the inn I said he could stay at my house until he was ready for the journey ahead and he thanked me. He went back to my house but I went to my old trainer’s house. He said, “He’s the one from my dream you must kill him.” I asked the man if he was sure and he assured me that it was. I didn’t want to kill him but I still had to just to be safe. The old man then handed me a new sword and told me that it belonged to his grandfather. The blade was sacred and magical. It was unique. The man also told me that the sword didn’t have a name. As I left the old man warned me that this wanderer was dangerous and I must be quick.

That night the door to my house creaked open. I heard the sound and decided to see what it was. I went out and saw the wanderer looking at a sword that hadn’t been used for a while with his staff lying on the ground. For the first time I noticed that all his things were unique, one of a kind items. I decided it was time and looked for once at his face and noticed a light wound in his head. I asked him about and he said that a stone hit his head very hard. I quickly drew my sword and attacked with a blast of speed and strength. 

Before I could even reach him he had his sword up and had blocked my blade. The next instant he pulled his blade back and was tried to hack off my arm. I barely had time to block him. Dang he was fast. Then he put his sword on the ground and said that he didn’t need it. He said that he knew why I was attacking and explained that if I didn’t kill him he might be able to save himself from the evil in him. Even that didn’t stop me because now I saw the sacred soul stone buried deep within his head because of my sword’s magic.

I once again charged and found that no matter how fast and hard I ran, I didn’t gain ground. He had telekinesis. Then I barely had time to dodge the bone spirit that would have totally crushed me. Then I threw my fireball at him and it hit dead on. Now he wasn’t too happy and he threw twelve light bolts at me. One hit me straight on and I collapsed. He looked at me and said that he hoped he would see me again someday. So that he could make me his general. I didn’t know what the heck he was talking about. After that I saw him run off into the dark woods to the east. That is the direction I would head until I found him and totally crushed him. I must head east…always east.




To Be Continued…
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