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The Chains  
of Verathiel
At World’s Crown, Diablo holds captive the angel Verathiel. He requires her power to 
set in motion his Unmaking of Sanctuary, but first he must break her mind, corrupt 
her power, and discover what it is she fears most…
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World’s 
Crown.

You
knew how 
this would 

end…

You were a 
f�l to hope 
otherwise.

They wash 
over you 
even now.

They wi� 
drown 
you…

…and you 
wi� betray 
a
 you’ve 

fought 
for.You

know 
nothing
of me!

You, a 
weaver of 
te�or…

…a plague on 
a� that would 
thrive amid 
creation!

I know
your fears, 
Verathiel.



You ca�ot 
know the 

joy of the 
Heavens! 

Glory, 
unbound by 
time or 
trial.

Perfection, 
underpi�ed
by light and 

sound.

Harmony 
incarnate!

A time of 
welcome 
among the 
heavenly 

host.

You. 
Rise. imbue 
yourself of
my virtue. 

I pledged myself to 
Auriel, Archangel 
of Hope…as her 

champion.

I became an 
a�endant of the

Worldstone.

An 
architect, 
creator of 

worlds!

Life born of 
the dreams of 
the Heavens! 

…flowing 
acro� the 
seas and 
mountains.

A tone, 
gathering 
resonance.

Glory threaded 
within every grain 

of sand…



Such despair 
you felt when THE 
WORLDSTONe was 

stolen. Such fear.

What…
have they 

done?

This is…
sacrilege…

Gone!
Was it my 
fault?

Without 
it…what
am I?

Staring into a 
future devoid 

of Hope.

Hope never 
wavered, demon!

its song rang 
like thunder 
in our hearts!

The 
light of 

our valor 
wi� blind the 

minions of 
he
!

They
sha� learn 
salvation at 
the tip of our 

blades!

As your precious 
council f
lishly 

chased retribution 
against the He�s.

Plo�ed 
your own 
undoing.



They did not 
n�d to punish 
you, for failing 
to protect the 
Worldstone.

You faltered when 
you found out what had 

become of the Worldstone, 
discovered who stole it.

inarius…a 
pe�y thief…
intoxicated 
with pride.

Betraying his 
kind to create 
the ce
pit 
of Sanctuary.

A� while you churned, 
a wi	ing cog in the 

Heavens’ engine of war. 

So many 
dead angels 
because of you.

I st­d at 
the side of
my brothers
and sisters! 

I gave them 
Hope in their 
hour of n�d!

You gave st�l 
and death to your 
enemies, Verathiel, 

and false promises 
to your a�ies.

You were 
a t­l of 
chaos.

You punished 
yourself. 

Desperate to 
unmake your 

e�or. To hide 
your shame. To 
conceal your 

own fear.



Lies!
We do 

not relish the 
ba�le, but the 
vision of peace 

afterwards, 
Verathiel.

But 
mistre�…it 

resides on such 
distant shores! 

Should not 
Hope guide 

the way?

Your own mistre�, 
Auriel, tried to 

spare you. How dare 
you speak 
her name!

I speak true. 
She knew the 
to� of the 
war song…

As did 
you…but you 
desired only 
vengeance. 

Abandoned 
your chisel 
in favor of 
the sword.

You
conscripted 

Auriel’s armies. 

Made Hope the 
flag-bearer 
of death. Through the Realm of 

Damnation you would 
carve your path with 
blade and bl�d.

I…no…we-we 
heard of a new 
power rising in 

the He�s. 



Skarn...

He had to be 
destroyed.

But that 
wasn’t what 
ha
ened, 

was it?

They knew
the cost…we 

a� did--

They knew 
nothing.

They hoped 
because of 

you.

You fed 
your brethren to 
Skarn’s siphons…

…and built him an 
army to destroy 
your comrades.

Where was 
Hope in that 

blackened pit, 
Verathiel? 

As you cowered, 
their songs blinking 
out, one by one…

A symphony 
of screams.



M-my faith 
was tested, 

yet remained 
unbroken…

My service was 
rewarded.

Ha ha ha, 
yes. 

Humanity…

…s	king shards 
of your sha�ered 

Worldstone. 

They 
preserved 

you…

And abandoned 
you just as quickly.



Fl�! 
Now! Get 
the shard 
away from 

here!

That 
was…my 
choice. 

But 
you are 

abandoned, 
Verathiel. 

There 
is no one 
coming for 

you.

Your Angiris 
Council left you 
to the Burning 
He�s for your 

failure.

You…
you speak 

from on high, 
even though your 
own kind…would 

deny your 
return… …bind 

you within 
damnation.

And you 
have learned 
now, as they 

have. 

Fear 
knows no 
master.



Te� me, if 
you could sing to 
the Worldstone 

once again... 
…right a� 
that you set 

wrong...

Would 
you?


