SANDS AND SORCERY

A Diablo II fan-fic

Chapter 1


Arc deQuester had only been in the desert city of Lut Gholein for about twenty minutes, and already he had no idea what to do. Arc and his friends had bid the merchant Warriv a hasty, though warm, farewell, and set off into the city. Immediately, they were approached by a young desert noble, by the name of Jerhyn. Jerhyn, the sultan of the city, bid them a warm welcome, already knowing who they were and what they had done. Though Arc and his three friends had been among the first caravan to arrive since the fall of Andariel, news often travelled fast, by magical means in this land. 


Jerhyn had been helpful and open with information, answering all their questions to the best of his ability. However, the answers had been as short as the questions, as, truth to tell, Arc had little idea of what to do beyond getting here. 


After all, what leads did they have? They were looking for a single man, a Dark Wanderer, who may be the latest incarnation of Diablo, Lord of Terror. This Dark Wanderer had passed through Lut Gholein, but had already left some time ago. The Dark Wanderer was likely looking for the tomb of Tal Rasha, where Baal, Lord of Destruction, was imprisoned. But the location of the tomb is lost, unknown for hundreds of years. 


All in all, as the Barbarian Jorg had put it, they had just been sent fishing without a line. 


Still, Arc was not all that worried. He cleared his mind using a simple meditative trance learned in the paladin monastery, and focused his mind. He knew that if he were patient, the answer would come to him, as Heaven willed it.


First, they needed to find accommodation, somewhere to stay. He mentioned this to Deckard Cain, who had before been to this city. 


“There is a good in, near the central market. It is run by a man named Morvan and his wife Atma. Go there and mention my name. I am sure they will take us for a reasonable price. I will meet you there later, my friends. For now I must meet with an old friend, a man named Drognan.”


The four warriors nodded their assent and headed off to find the inn, the Diving Dragon. It took them about an hour of wandering the city, until finally they found the inn. Entering the common room, they sat down, awaiting someone to serve them. 

Soon, a middle aged matronly woman, dressed in rich, purple robes attended them. Despite her worn face and haunted eyes, she greeted them with a warm, but tired, smile. “Welcome to the Diving Dragon, sirs and madams. I am Atma, owner of the establishment. How may I help you?”

Arc smiled back, “Deckard Cain directed us to the establishment of you and your husband.”

“Ahh, Deckard Cain! How is that old charmer?” Atma queried them, obviously recalling Cain fondly.

“He arrived with us in Lut Gholein but two hours ago. He is looking forward to catching up with you and your husband as soon as he attends to some business.”

The smile dropped from Atma’s face and sorrow invaded her eyes. “Alas that cannot be, for my husband is dead, and my son with him. But enough, you all must be starved, having just arrived from a long journey.” She quickly left, soon returning with plates of food and mugs of ale.

“Forgive my intrusion, Atma,” Jorg said when she returned. “But was it sickness that struck down both your husband and son?”

“Yes,” she replied, “but not any sickness of the body, but a sickness of this city. A plague that is called Radament.” Overwhelmed, she left, leaving the four to their meals, confused and wondering.

The four ate quickly and in silence. They were almost finished their meal when a large man burst into the common room, full of news.

“Geglash!” Atma reprimanded the man. “You should no better than to burst into my commons yelling like a bear!”

“Forgive me, Atma,” The huge man was instantly apologetic. “But it is the Senator Pilnar again, he is rousing the people against the desert refugees!”

The four warriors sitting around the table instantly looked up, and at each other. Arc glanced out the window. Outside, people were streaming past, heading south. 

“Arc.” Telindhra said, though she was really addressing all. “I am curious as to why the desert people might be here, and I am sure Cain will be equally interested in their reasons.” Jorg and Maiyan voiced their agreement.

Leaving their packs with Atma, with promises to settle accounts on their return, the four left the inn to follow the crowd. Soon they reached the southern quarter of the city. 

There were three large crowds gathered. The largest was a crowd of citizens, lead by an aging man clad in rich city robes. Around his neck hung a huge gold chain. He was currently in a fierce debate with the young sultan, Jehryn, who headed a slightly smaller crowd of citizens. The last crowd was a large group of desert people, all either young, or elderly, or women. They were lead by an old woman leaning on a staff.

“You would turn them out to death in the desert!” Jerhryn yelled incredulously. “I had hoped for a little more compassion in the hearts of my people!” 

“We are just saying that if they do not wish to offer something back to the city, then they should leave. We are merely asking for a reasonable exchange of favours!” The other, obviously the infamous Senator Pilnar.

“Bah! To do what you ask is a death sentence!” Jehryn yelled, reddening in the face in outrage.

“Long have we heard tales of the strength and prowess of the desert people.” The Senator retorted.

“Look around you,” The old woman said, her quiet, commanding voice a powerful contrast the heated ones of the city leaders. “All our warriors fell in battle, giving their lives in battle to allow their loved ones to reach the city. There are no warriors to carry out this task.”

“Then why don’t you go, witch!” The Senator sneered. “Use the vaunted magiks of the Muanak witches. Or else leave this city!” Jehryn’s angry protests were drowned out by the cheering of the loud crowd behind the Senator.

Suddenly a young nomad girl stepped out angrily from behind the old woman. “Very well! I will accept your task!” All three crowds fell silent at this pronouncement. The girl was quite young, no more than fifteen or sixteen. She was dressed in bright yellows and greens. She had long dark hair and her skin was the mocha brown of her desert kindred. She carried a large staff with a metal top, though she did not lean on it like a walking staff, but rather carried it like a scepter. Her chin was raised and she glared haughtily at the crowd gathered behind the Senator.

“Who are you, girl?” The Senator sneered again.

Three people answered at once. 

“My name is Jhana Muanak.” She answered proudly.

“She is Jhana, the tribe’s Princess.” Jehryn replied respectfully.

“She is my grand-daughter.” The old leader of the desert people said.

“In return for my people’s safety, you shall have Radament’s head.” Princess Jhana declared, stalking away, striding passed the fascinated Arc and his three friends.

“The answer comes, as Heaven wills it.” He muttered to himself.

