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The crowd had been cheering for hours, and they carried the young girl Nelsa, upon their shoulders down the street.  She could barely see her mother and father crying tears of joy on the side of the road, through the cloud of shredded colored parchments floating about.  Her victory against the village’s tyrannical king was a glorious one indeed.  With one powerful blow from her from her father’s blade, she had struck down the evil dictator, and won the hearts of her people.  Now she would be a legendary hero, with statues of herself proudly erected in every prominent area of the town.  All of the love and happiness surrounding her, gave her great comfort and joy, but there was still something wrong.  She could smell smoke.


Smoke filling her nostrils, assaulting her senses, and awakening her from her most remarkable dream ever.  Sitting up, and coughing, she moved off of her straw bed on the balcony of her family’s hut.  Wiping debris from her eyes, she looked out the open window.


Her jaw immediately began to shake, her eyes filled with tears, and her entire body began to choke up as she took in a site of horror unlike any she had ever seen before.  Tristram was being destroyed.


Her mother and father were no where to be seen, and her father’s sword was no longer leaning against stove as it always had been for years.  Picking up the tattered rags of her dress, she ran for the door and opened it.  Hellish monstrosities ravaged through the streets, roaring with screams of blood lust.  Almost every structure was set ablaze, and bodies were swinging from nooses strung to trees.


“NELSA!  RUUUUUUN!” came a familiar terrified voice from her right.  Wirt, the peg-legged boy that had always teased her, was running as fast as he could away from a group fiends shorter than himself, chasing him down.  He was limping from his handicap, and obviously had no chance of escaping his hunters.  Nelsa let out a horrified scream as she watched the savage demons tackle him, rip off his false leg, and proceed to tear the bartering youth limb from limb.


Griswold could be seen in the distance swinging a massive axe from side to side, cleaving in half every demon foolish enough to get close to him.  Still horrified from the site of her peer’s murder, she was then even more mortified to witness the kind blacksmith’s death as he was ambushed by a group of zombies from behind, falling under the pile of slumbering attackers.


Deckard Cain was near Griswold, and was being dragged into a cage by the same kind of demons that had brought down Wirt.  The cage was then strung to a nearby post, and levied up to swing from side to side, for the fiends to torment.


Another familiar face was recognized.  The face of a man whom Nelsa once admired with the most respect she had ever held for anyone.  The hero that had saved Tristram from it’s doom.  He was standing about the demon raze, without so much as lifting his blade to assist his townspeople.  He raised his hand, and spoke to a group of imps, and they rushed off to obviously obey the order he had given them.  He had betrayed Tristram!  The man that had inspired Nelsa with dreams of becoming a hero had completely turned around in his actions!


The child’s head tilted to the side, unwillingly, as she could no longer control her weeping body.  She stood there before the threshold of her home, open prey to the next devil that would notice.


A furious sphere of roaring flames streamed through the air, and struck the once-savior of Tristram, knocking him to the ground.  After a few moments, the warrior gathered himself, and had risen to his feet.  The hood of his cloak had fallen back, revealing a wild expression of anger never displayed upon the warriors face before.  His eyes gleamed with an unholy fury, and mounted upon his forehead was a powerfully gleaming blood-red gem.  He did not have to look about for long to spot the source of the fireball.


Adria stood battle ready, and mid-cast of her next arcane spell targeted for the man gone insane.  The ground shook as she spoke the final command of her incantation, and Adria let loose a white-hot symbol of the Light.  The magical cross streamed in the man’s direction, striking his chest.  The Holy Bolt did not have the same effect as the fireball however, as the traitor did not lose his footing this time.


Dropping the sword he held in his right hand, the ex-hero clapped his hands together, generating magical sparks.  Adria was again casting yet another spell, but it was disrupted when her body engulfed in flames.  She fell to the ground, and shattered into burning pieces of charred flesh.


Nelsa was barely able to comprehend the fact that yet another figurehead of Tristram had fallen.  She stood in the same position, unmoving in complete shock.  Her only thoughts were that no hero could ever save her or her family from such a devastating massacre.


Deckard Cain, from his cage, spotted the child in front of her house.  His body was near death from exhaustion, and he could barely whisper the word “No” before he slipped into unconsciousness.


Nelsa slowly attempted to gain control of herself.  Unfortunately, the best she could do was gather a slightly better awareness of her environment, which then only set forth a more horrible realization.


Her family.  They were… out there.  Dead or alive, in the midst of all this chaos and terror.  The girl’s head sunk forward, her red flushed brow tightening, and her eyes squeezed shut so tight that the tears filled the inside of her eyelids as they could not escape.  The horrid pain of mournful emotion was so intense for the girl, that she could no longer recognize the physical world with any of her five senses.  In fact, her body almost began to fail working properly when her heart nearly stopped.


“NELSA!  Holy Zakarum!  Thank the Light!” a voice cried out.  The child would have found the relieved shout familiar, if she could have recognized anything at all.  Her father was coming, with an unconscious woman slung over his shoulder.


Another dilemma presented itself.  A short fiend frolicking about the streets, had taken notice of Nelsa, and began a mad charge for her.  The demon, with cruel intentions wildly displayed in it’s eyes, brought back its two clawed hands to prepare for a lunging grab of the motionless girl.  Her father was twice the distance away.


The charge continued, and Nelsa’s father came forth anyway, raising his blade into the air while still carrying the woman over his shoulder.  There would not be enough time.


After closing half of the distance between himself and his daughter, Nelsa’s father closed his eyes when he saw the demon reach his child.  A crash was heard, as one body slammed into another, followed by the disturbing sound of flesh and bone being crushed.


The man slowly halted, eyes still closed, and his chest began to shake.  Slowly bringing himself to open his eyelids, his jaw dropped with amazement.  Griswold lay atop a flattened and most certainly dead demon, just inches away from Nelsa.


The father quickly rushed to his child, dropped his sword, and swooped her up with his free arm.  He then looked down at the last of Tristram’s heroes.  Griswold, lay covered in his own blood and the bite marks of his attackers.  He was not long for the world.


The relieved father’s tears changed from that of sorrow, to loving gratitude.  The two men spoke their last words to each other.


“Thank you good friend.” The father began, “I can never repay you for the righteous deeds you always perform, including the greatest of them all on this dreadful day.”


“Aye, ye can.” Griswold struggled to speak. “Get ye’r child, and Gillian out of this hell.”


“I will.”


“Ye’ve done a grand job of cleanin’ yer’self up, Farnum.  I’ve always been proud to call ye me friend, AND a hero.  Now go.  Get to Pepin.  Go North, where th’ demons can’t stand th’ cold.  GO.”


Farnum slowly shook his head in a jumble of mixed emotions.


“I SAID GO, YE BLASTED FOOL!  The rest o’ us are dun for.  GO!”


Farnum forced himself away from his dying friend.  He ran, and headed for the mountains, where Pepin and Ogden awaited him.

*
*
*


By the next morning, Tristram was completely destroyed save the captives.   Tristram- where no hero could prevail.

