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The Man Who Would Kill Death

 


The beat of my heart now lies as bones in the
ground, the one who taught me to love is dead; and the light is
gone from my life. All because of you Death, because of you. I will
have my revenge on you, it will be in this age or another, this
universe or other realms, run as far as you wish, you will feel the
pain I feel. You, who mockingly sit on your black throne judging
those endless souls streaming past your feet, seeking their peace,
a smile on a skull tucked smugly under your black hood, I know you
are in there, hiding behind that cowl you bastard! Hold your sickle
in your right hand if you think it makes you strong, you are
nothing, you escape because you run from age to age. When you run,
you take those whom we who live, have loved. I will not let time
bleed away in this life as others do, not a second shall be wasted.
I will find a way to beat you, I will outwit you, and I will win.
For Death is not an abstract concept, but a terrifying monster, and
I will be the man who kills Death himself.

Durel's Vow

Year of the Crow, 6854

 


Durel was over three hundred years old when
he rescued a small white dog drowning in a river outside of his
tower. He lived alone, except for the creatures of the forest where
his magical tower was constructed, as he had for the past century.
Durel was a magus, from an extinct order and race of men. He
practiced a taboo form of magic, dealing with necromancy and other
forms of blood magic.

Durel was born a street orphan and raised by
thugs. At the age of eleven he was mercifully taken in by a
mysterious old man no one had ever seen in his village. The old man
raised Durel as his own, teaching him ways of magic the small boy
never imagined could exist in this world. Durel only knew the man
as The Nameless One, he thought the old man just liked being
dramatic, but he never learned his name. When Durel was forty the
man disappeared, he taught Durel what is needed for several
lifetimes as a magic practitioner, now it would be up to young the
Durel to survive.

He not only survived, he thrived. Becoming
the foremost magic practitioner in the known world, but he never
found any love, light never shone on the creeping darkness in his
heart. Everyone around him, no matter how much he helped them was
afraid of his power. They would move to the other side when he
walked down the street, if he walked in a store it was empty in
minutes, life became unbearably lonely and empty. Power can bring
loneliness instead of happiness when applied in the wrong
direction. Durel lived this way for over a century, moving from
town to town, city to city, until the people were too afraid of his
power to even glance at him. He had tried to be kind to them, but
simple lies and gossip spread, turning his name to mud. Humans
naturally fear what they do not understand or cannot control, and
Durel was uncontrollable.

After two hundred years traveling Durel
visited everywhere you could go with a human population, learning
every village by name. It took him longer than a normal lifespan,
but he finally realized his destiny was to be alone. And so, he
moved one last time just over a hundred years ago to the center of
an ancient forest no one ever visits because they believe it
cursed. He built a tower out of summoned stone directly in the
center of the forest three hundred and fifty feet tall to see over
the tallest trees, and there he lived...alone. Practicing magic
became his entire life, improving his already immense power,
learning secrets of the multiverse. Always there was a hole in his
heart though, there was no love, no one in the past seemed to
appreciate his healing or shown him any love despite his good and
kindly deeds. He began to grow bitter with his thoughts, alone in
the tower, and Durel grew into a being ungodly powerful. Anger
filled him until it was him.

According to the stories one particular
afternoon he felt ready and left his tower intent on walking to
every population he came across and simply killing everyone. His
rage had turned him into an emotionally detached, very dangerous
being, capable of doing the evil his heart clamored for. Marching
south along the riverbank that day outside of his tower he heard
the first small yelp, he ignored the sound. Hearing it again he
investigated, looking down he saw a small white dog, a puppy in
fact, struggling in the rough water. This man, if you could still
call him that, Durel, who was on his way to kill all of humanity
stopped and watched. Centuries of bitter hatred began melting away
the longer he watched its little furry face struggle against the
water, fighting for its life. With one hand raised he turned his
wrist and the dog was transported into his arms. He wrapped it in a
warm blanket he summoned and turned back to his tower, never
fulfilling his evil plans.

After drying, feeding, and watering the dog,
Durel sat by his blazing hearth staring at the puppy. The puppy was
sleeping across his lap; it was so small, so fragile and
beautiful.

“What unknown power does this little fuzzy
thing have over me?” Durel said smiling to himself, the first time
he could remember smiling in decades. It felt good to smile again,
he remembered The Nameless One.

That's how it went for the next fifty years,
Durel and his little white dog lived together. They would leave the
forest and walk around healing the sick for months at a time before
returning to their tower, never accepting payment of any kind.
Durel and his little white dog became famous, known as symbols of
good in the world. Two countries even made Durel and his dog
walking along a road the symbols of their flag and went to war over
the colors! Thankfully Durel put a quick end to their
bickering.

He named his dog Lady, he thought it fit her,
for she was most definitely a lady, and he would talk to her in a
language no one could understand. He would tell people it was
because she was too cute for normal words so he had to create new
ones; many people thought they were actually communicating, who
knows? Durel was a changed man; those fifty years with Lady were
the best times of his life. His heart grew so big there was only
room for love and life, she taught him to love unconditionally.
Every morning she would wake him with showers of kisses before
their walk, the same time every day. He loved her as if she was his
own baby daughter, she became his world instead of anger, hatred
and dangerous magic spells. How could he ever feel angry looking at
that sweet, smiling face? As much as any human ever loved their
child, Durel felt about his little Lady.

Fifty years, never had a dog lived so long.
Durel kept her alive and healthy with magic for fifty years until
it just wasn't possible anymore. The one thing Durel could never
conquer, the one spell he could never master, Death. It was the
last thing out of his control. That day though, the day he lost his
Lady, Durel's loving heart died with him. He instantly wanted
revenge again, he felt the anger swell, this time it was not
directed towards this world or any creature upon its face. This
time it was Death, Durel would figure out how to defeat Death
itself and bring back his little white dog, the only thing that
ever made his life worth living, the only thing to show him how to
love, and love him more than he deserved. He could not let this
happen, he would not accept Death, Durel rejected the concept of
Death.

And there he has been, locked in his tower
since the day of his beloved Lady's death, trying feverishly to
find and defeat Death. Tome after tome, spell after spell, text
after text, it was all Durel did from the moment he lost his baby
in wide eyed disbelief, he has been struggling to find a way out of
Death's frozen hand. Over the years of study, Durel had convinced
himself Death was a literal figure and not just something that
happened. Everything he tried to verify his hypothesis ended in
frustration and failure. The years slowly passed under ponderous
study, no matter how long ago Lady died it felt like a new wound to
him, it just would not heal, and he would cry himself to bed every
night. In the morning he would wake up crying, keeping his eyes
clear long enough to study a way to defeat Death before he finally
came for Durel, he wanted to be ready when he did come. The oldest
magi known to Durel had been four hundred years old before her
death. Durel knew he could make it to at least five hundred with
his mind intact, after that it would be a gamble. Durel was four
hundred and eleven when the breakthrough came to him.

Buying yourself that much time comes at a
steep price, no matter who you are. Durel was constantly in pain,
wracked with the ailments of the elderly. Time and its partner
Death were slowly gaining on Durel, removing the time slow spells
he weaved. No longer able to sit down due to tailbone pain and only
able to stand for short periods, Durel would constantly move
between his desk, spell board, and the floor. Nothing could help
his pain, yet it was the one thing he wanted, the one thing driving
him forward. When he hurt, he knew he was still alive and fighting
for his little Lady. 'Death cannot win,' he thought constantly.
'Not after I have fought so long.'

The breakthrough was an unassuming little
spell he had discarded long ago as useless in this quest. While
lying on his side one evening to calm his screaming back nerves
Durel looked up, the first time he had in forever while on the
floor stretching. It was a miraculous event. There it was, crumbled
and laying under the dusty crystal lectern. He reached out a bony
hand and pulled it to him, unscrambling it was like a revelation.
'Why didn't I see this back then?' He thought, checking and
rechecking the spell three times to make sure he was seeing what
was, not what he wanted to see. It was true; it was there, in this
spell over two hundred years old. Durel had to laugh or he surely
would have started crying. He spent what now seemed to be
unnecessary centuries searching for a way to contact Death and it
had been lying crumbled under his feet the whole time. 'Just like
my life,' he thought ironically. The spell, when read backwards was
the first line in an unspoken language used by higher beings, Death
included. Durel was the only living person to understand the
language; the other two died long ago. It was not just any sentence
in the unspoken language. It was summoning Death himself as if a
person. Though just reading it would do nothing, accompanying
materials were needed for bringing Death into this world. Living
humans were not meant to speak with Death, which is why this
particular spell was so hard to find and then actually understand
to perform.

Durel hopped up with all pain gone from his
body. Feeling a surge of adrenaline made him feel like a young man
of two hundred again. In
















































cover.jpg
THE MAN WHO
WOULD KILL DEATH

3

GELTAB





