“The kingdom of the earth is full of miseries, and the decree of the fates shall change the course of the Heavens.” 

~Diablo II expansion set handbook (Inspired by The Wanderer (anonymous), from the Exeter book, ca. 10th century)
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“Soooo… what are we going to do?” Andariel asked again, after the first three tries had been unsuccessful at getting her father to say anything. All was quiet. Andariel slammed her fists down on the table everyone was sitting at. “Father!”

“Andariel! Let me think…” Andy sighed. “…We basically have two options,” Falcon said, noticing Andariel’s growing impatience. “We can burn the map and forget all about those bells, or we could use the map and find them. After that…” he trailed off. 

“Well, come on, we can’t just forget about it, can we? I mean, those bells are dangerous, right?” Arcada said. 

“Yeah. We can’t just leave them to be found by someone like the Three!” Arzael added. Falcon jumped in, 

“Yes, there’s always that possibility, but—“ 

“Well let’s go then! We can’t let the Three get them!” Andariel said. 

“But,” Falcon continued strongly, ignoring the interruption and bits of conversation beginning to break out all around the table, “The possibility is stronger if we go after them and call attention to their existence.” He said. Silence fell. 

“I’m going,” Andariel said matter-of-factly and crossed her arms and legs. Her mind was made up. Falcon sighed.

“We’ll leave tomorrow at daybreak. Everyone who’s going get your things ready.” 

~Day One~

     As it turned out, everyone was going, so they set off, Andariel complaining the whole way that it was way too early. Sabriel and Tyrael were working together on navigating the yellowed map, Lirael and Tempest close behind, the former standing on tiptoe to see over Tyrael’s shoulder and the latter holding Tyrael’s hand. Kotake and Koume were behind them, speaking fervently in Japanese. Arcada, Arzael, Storm and Andariel followed behind them, Andariel still making loud complaints every now and then, and Arcada and Storm fighting for her attention. Falcon brought up the rear. Andariel was looking at the letter. ‘I wonder what she meant by “I surely hope you are clever?”’ She thought, and then went to work trying to memorize the poem. She stopped suddenly, and her father ran into her. 

“Andariel, what?” He exclaimed. 

“How did she… know… about the Three? Look, the poem! ‘I shall make my stand against the Three until the battle’s won.’ How did she know?” Falcon surveyed the letter, surprised at himself for not catching it sooner. 

“It’s not necessarily from Lirael, it could very well be an ancient prophecy she found.” Kotake had come over to them. Everyone else was gathering around. “If we could stop for the night somewhere where there’s a library, I could see what I could find.” She added. Falcon considered. 

“That might be a good idea. I could set you all some homework so we will be prepared for whatever may come…” Everyone glared at Kotake. 

“Thanks, Take.” Andariel said sarcastically. 

“Ne, sumimasen…” She blushed. 

     A few hours later, the group was scattered at several tables pouring over books. Kotake was hidden under a large pile of old books, sometimes passing one to someone else to look through when they finished theirs. Falcon had gone to bed, leaving Sabriel and Tyrael in charge and telling them to wake him up if they found anything significant. The only other person still awake was someone in a chair by the fireplace, reading. Andariel yawned. “I’m tired! I want to go to bed, this is boring! At least you can dream while you’re sleeping, this is no fun!” With that, her head plopped down on her pile of books. Arzael laughed and poked her. “I’m sleeping, don’t bother me.” She moaned. Arzael giggled and let her be. 

“You know, now might be a good time to get to know each other better while we look.” Kotake said, her voice husky from hours of disuse. “I found this book on the customs and origins of different tribes and clans. For instance,” she looked up from the book at Lirael, “Amazons have a strict sense of ethics, are very loyal, and consider the destruction of the three Prime Evils their destiny.” Lirael’s eyes widened, but Andariel looked confused. 

“ ‘Prime Evils?’ ” She asked. 

“Another name for the Three. Anyway, their prime deity is Athulua, who controls weather and seasons. They are more than competent in hand to hand combat,” the mages present made various scoffing noises, which were skillfully ignored. “But usually use bow and missile weapons.” Lirael looked astounded. 

“That’s right! How did they get this information?” Kotake shrugged. 

“It’s a very old book. Perhaps the tribes were less secretive back then.” Andariel raised her hand. Kotake looked at her, startled. “Yes?” Everyone turned to Andariel. 

“All the Amazons I’ve ever seen have been girls, is it true that your tribe consists of only women?” Lirael laughed. 

“If that was true, we would have faded from existence a long time ago! No, but the men aren’t warriors. They work as council members and things like that. Jeez, Andariel! No men? We may not like them, but we can’t live without them either.” She laughed some more, drawing glares from all men present. Andariel shrugged. 

“That’s what I heard, so I asked. What about Necros, Kotake?” She flipped through a couple pages. 

“Necromancers can twist the very borderline between life and Death, and say that the very presence of the Prime Evils upsets the balance of the Great Cycle of Being. Here’s something… because of their acceptance of the inevitability of death, the Necromancers never suffered the epidemic of corruption that plagued the ancient mage clans, which brought about the rise of the Order of the Mage Slayers, by the way.” She glanced up at Storm, who looked impressed at her knowledge of his clan. “They can also… curse the very fate of a person by manipulating the prime energies flowing around them.” Everyone was quiet until Tyrael did a very un-Tyrael-ish snort. 

“Necromancy is not what it should be. People have gotten away from the true teachings and Necromancy is either weak or being used for evil. Take the cursing, for instance. Almost no one can do that anymore because we’ve lost our understanding of the natural balance between order and chaos. It’s like a Druid being out of touch with nature.” He nodded toward Sabriel. Sabriel nodded understandingly. This was the longest Tyrael had spoken at one time, so everyone was in a stunned silence. Arcada was looking at him in total awe, mouth hanging open.

“Tell us more about that ‘Order of Mage Slayers’ or whatever it was. Sounds cool… no offense to any mages present!!” Lirael added frantically, catching evil looks. 

“That’s in Assassin history,” Kotake said, flipping more pages. “The clan was originally called the Vizjerei, and were mages, but something happened to their leaders, which caused the remaining members to spurn the demonic magics their leaders used, and today, Assassins don’t employ any magic directly, but use martial arts and enchanted items that mimic elemental powers. The remaining members changed their name to the Viz-Jaq’taar, or the Order of the Mage Slayers, now known as Assassins. Their job was to eliminate corruption in mage clans. In order to do this, they had to maintain focused minds, since they draw power from within. They are masters of infiltration, and no lock can keep them out. Wow, so little is known about Assassins now, it’s great to find a book containing their history. I knew about the Order, but not much.” 

“Assassins have been kind of diluted, too. We don’t really do that anymore… I mean, there are a few, but…” Storm said. 

Deciding he wasn’t going to speak more, Kotake said, “How about Druids now?” She looked around, and nobody disagreed, so she flipped more pages. “The Druids have a close tie to the Barbarians of Mt. Arreat, because their leaders were either friends or brothers, no one is sure. Because of the difference in their beliefs, they went opposite ways, and few have seen a Druid ever since then and until now. The greatest Druid college is Tur Dulra, also the location of a tree named Glor-an-Fhaidha, the most revered source of guidance and teaching. Did you attend Tur Dulra, Sabriel?” The question was so unexpected that Sabriel jumped a little. She nodded, and a spark of pride shone in her eyes for a moment. 

“So Druids can talk to trees, then?” Arzael asked, interested. 

“Yes, Druids can talk to plants and animals.” Kotake said. Arzael raised her eyebrows and whistled. 

“Cool. Go on,” she said to Kotake. 

“Druids can also summon animals and plants in battle, and even turn into animals, such as wolves and bears. Wow, Sabriel, your discipline must be very difficult.” Sabriel smiled and shrugged. “They can even control the weather to a certain extent. They shun the use of traditional magic, or…um…” Kotake squinted at the page. 

“Dubhdroiacht,” Sabriel pronounced. 

“Thank you, that was difficult.” Sabriel laughed. 

“Try memorizing it!” Kotake smiled. 

“Well, instead they practice a form of natural magic based on their close bond with nature, and can command wind, fire, and earth. Okay, enough difficult Druid language, shall we move on to Sorceresses?” She asked, looking at Tempest, who nodded fervently, knowing little about her clan’s history. She had been pulled out of training when her parents were hospitalized. “The oldest of the ancient clans, the female mage clan of Zann Esu, later called Sorceresses, began when fourteen powerful covens met together and merged. They then disappeared into the Eastern jungles, not to be heard from except during recruitment missions. Every seven years, they searched Sanctuary for seven-year-old girls with high attunement to the magical elements and offered them apprenticeships. I imagine that this is what happened to you only recently, Tempest?” Kotake looked up at her, and she nodded. “The Zann Esu are on a quest for purity and perfect magic, considering it their destined role to be the most powerful mages in Sanctuary, with the defeat of the Prime Evils as the great test of their clan. Their form of magic is strictly elemental, and they, like most mages, consider melee combat vulgar.” Kotake shut the book with a snap. “I wonder if they would miss this book much if I just happened to forget to put it back…” Kotake mumbled, looking toward the innkeeper. 

Arzael gasped, “A Paladin, actually considering stealing! Shame, shame, you’re a disgrace to your clan.” 

Kotake giggled, “I know, I know! … Andariel’s falling asleep, and we need to get back on the road tomorrow, so we should probably hit the hay.” Kotake yawned. 

“No, hang on,” Andariel, who, as interesting as this was, really was falling asleep, said. “You haven’t told us about Paladins yet,” she said, shaking herself so she wouldn’t fall asleep again. 

“Yeah, Paladins,” Lirael said interestedly. 

“Well, Paladins…” Kotake began.

“Are filthy murderers,” the person by the fireplace stood and said loudly. Everyone was startled, as they had all thought him asleep. Some of the group looked confused at what he had said, and some looked angry. Koume looked angry. 

“That’s a lie! My sister would never murder anyone! If it’s the Inquisition you’re talking about, she has no part in it!” Koume stood up and put her arms around her sister’s shoulders protectively. 

“So she’s a rebel, then? That’s no better, I say if you commit to something, stick to it.” The stranger said fiercely. 

“What would you have done? You obviously don’t agree with what the Paladins of Zakarum are doing! If you ask me, you’re just angry and are trying to find reasons to be angry at Paladins in general. Go jump off a bridge and don’t bother us anymore.” Koume said, just as fierce. The stranger looked astounded that he had been told to jump off a bridge.

“If anyone should jump off a bridge, it’s those bloodthirsty Paladins!” He roared. Kotake looked close to tears. Storm jumped up.

“Enough! Leave us now or I’ll throw you out personally!” He roared, taking a menacing step toward him. If the look on Storm’s face didn’t scare the stranger, the growl in his deep voice did. The stranger went to his room. Everyone turned from staring in surprise at Storm to staring in surprise at Kotake. She was fine, if a little sad-looking. Koume sat down next to her and patted her shoulder. 

“What Inquisition? Or should we not ask?” Arzael asked sympathetically. 

Kotake shook her head, “It’s fine, I was going to tell you a minute ago anyway,” 

“Until that stupid jerk interrupted,” Andariel growled. Storm looked like he was still seething. “Yes, well… I can understand his feelings. I would feel the same way if I was in his shoes.” 

“Kotake, he had no right to jump down your throat like that! Don’t say you understand him,” Koume said, obviously still angry also. Kotake sighed. 

“I’m tired. I’ll tell you about Paladins and then I’m going to bed… Paladins are holy warriors that were used to protect the monks that went on crusades in the mid-twelfth century. Some time later, the Paladins were again called into service when the Church commenced a second campaign…this time, however, those who didn’t convert were suspected of corruption or demonic possession and killed. However, in the height of the crusade a rebellion arose within the ranks of the Paladins of Zakarum. The rebels condemned the methods of the inquisition and resolved to protect the innocent and fight the true source of corruption-the Prime Evils. Paladins use holy magic and must maintain strictly ordered lives. We pretty much just use a sword and shield, and some white magic. Healing and stuff, you know.” Kotake yawned. 

“Okay, bedtime. Night, all.” Sabriel said and left. 

“Hmm… I still wish I could get this book somewhere… oh, well.” She muttered under her breath and put the book back on a shelf. The only person who heard her was Storm, who was right next to her. Everyone said goodnight to each other and went to their rooms to finally get some rest.

The stuff about the characters was from the Diablo II handbooks. 

