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END

I write to your 
Cathedral of Light 
with urgent n�d.

No! 

By the 
Light!

Astaroth.

I watched the druids fight 
and die, knowing nothing 
could contain this evil…
nothing but a soulstone.

My search continued, 
until--beneath the sands 
of Kehjistan--I found 

Ku�e’s Workshop.

Lorath had 
b�n right 
about one 

thing.

I was i�-prepared 
for the ho�ors 
festering within.

And I regret 
nothing.

You’ve 
doubtle� 
heard of 
Astaroth’s 
demise. 

A hard-fought 
victory, won by 
myself and the 
druids Airidah 
and Nafain.

But that…
is not the 

whole truth.

For as you 
read this, the 
Cha�ed Duke 

yet stirs.

This is not 
how things 
were meant 

to be.

But the 
alternatives… 

…were far 
worse.

We 
should make 
preparations 
until Tyrael 

returns.

But we 
don’t know 
where he’s 
gone--if he 

even plans on 
returning! 

it may 
be time 
to l�k 
to other 
powers.

Soulstones.

They’ve 
ever b�n 

the greatest 
weapon of the 

Horadrim.

But 
without the 
Worldstone, 
we must find 
other means 
to produce 

one.

No, Donan. 
They provide 
nothing more 

than the 
i�usion of 
protection. 

A temporary 
stay against 
the he�s.

I’ve 
read much 

of soulstones--
under the care 
of the Horadrim, 
demons have b�n 
contained for…

centuries.

Zoltun 
Ku�e wrote 
at length on 
synthesizing 
soulstones.

Zoltun 
Ku�e was 

exiled from 
our order for 

those very 
writings.

Ku�e’s Black 
Soulstone nearly 
damned us a�.

Doubt is 
the le�er 
child of 
jealousy.

 Unable--unwi�ing--to 
make the nece�ary 

decision.

I could 
not sit 
idle.

The Horadrim and 
Ku�e himself had 

sca�ered his writings, 
yet I knew they 
could be found.

For years 
I delved 

into buried 
vaults, 

forgo�en 
libraries…

…painstakingly 
a�embling the 
knowledge, 

fragments of 
bri�iance 

mined by the 
mad and 

hidden by the 
fearful.

But Ku�e’s writings 
were…difficult. Like 

s�king a single 
reflection within a 
sha�ered mi�or.

During that time, 
Elias left our 

order…as did I, 
owing nothing to 
Lorath and caring 
for his company 

even le�.

But I was 
determined to 
craft a new 
soulstone. 

One born of 
purpose, not 

hubris. 

I traveled a� 
of Sanctuary, 

chasing whispers.

And I found 
the way, just as 
a shadow began 
rising in the west.

My life has s�n 
its share of 

both, but the 
stru�le has 
borne fruit.

F�ls and 
doubters. 

astaroth is now 
contained in a 
soulstone. His 

malice bound by 
my own bl�d 
and sacrifice… 

…but for 
how long 
depends 
on you.

Unle� you wish 
to s� our skies 
fi�ed with ash 

once more, I ask 
for your aid.

With the 
Cathedral’s 

help, we 
may s� him 
contained 
for a� 
time.

I would 
not falter.

With each 
thunderous 

ha�er blow, 
I heard the 
doubt of my 
detractors.

But I also 
glimpsed the hope 
of a future fr� 
from suffering.

And this 
n�d drove 
me forward.

No, they 
haven’t.

But there 
is one whose 
fear doesn’t 
blind his wits, 
and he would 

hear you 
speak.

You bear the 
symbol of the 
Horadrim…

Have 
they fina�y 
pu�ed their 

heads from the 
sand and s�n 
the wisdom of 
the master’s 
teachings?

Who treads
the path of 
the master’s 
apotheosis?

With the knowledge 
I found, I could 
fulfi� the mi�ion 

Tyrael left us.

I could protect 
our world from the 
might of the He�s. 

What I sought 
was here, in 
these dread 

ha�s. 

Where the undead--
and worse--whispered 
nightmares to caravans 

pa�ing above.

Not when 
Scosglen’s 
salvation 
was within 
my grasp.

But I would not 
be dete�ed. 

Twisted 
experiments…
and worse. 

I’� hear 
no more 
of this!

Without Tyrael, the 
Horadrim fractured.
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 Unable--unwi�ing--to 
make the nece�ary 

decision.

I could 
not sit 
idle.

The Horadrim and 
Ku�e himself had 

sca�ered his writings, 
yet I knew they 
could be found.

For years 
I delved 

into buried 
vaults, 

forgo�en 
libraries…

…painstakingly 
a�embling the 
knowledge, 

fragments of 
bri�iance 

mined by the 
mad and 

hidden by the 
fearful.

But Ku�e’s writings 
were…difficult. Like 

s�king a single 
reflection within a 
sha�ered mi�or.

During that time, 
Elias left our 

order…as did I, 
owing nothing to 
Lorath and caring 
for his company 

even le�.

But I was 
determined to 
craft a new 
soulstone. 

One born of 
purpose, not 

hubris. 

I traveled a� 
of Sanctuary, 

chasing whispers.

And I found 
the way, just as 
a shadow began 
rising in the west.

My life has s�n 
its share of 

both, but the 
stru�le has 
borne fruit.

F�ls and 
doubters. 

astaroth is now 
contained in a 
soulstone. His 

malice bound by 
my own bl�d 
and sacrifice… 

…but for 
how long 
depends 
on you.

Unle� you wish 
to s� our skies 
fi�ed with ash 

once more, I ask 
for your aid.

With the 
Cathedral’s 

help, we 
may s� him 
contained 
for a� 
time.

I would 
not falter.

With each 
thunderous 

ha�er blow, 
I heard the 
doubt of my 
detractors.

But I also 
glimpsed the hope 
of a future fr� 
from suffering.

And this 
n�d drove 
me forward.

No, they 
haven’t.

But there 
is one whose 
fear doesn’t 
blind his wits, 
and he would 

hear you 
speak.

You bear the 
symbol of the 
Horadrim…

Have 
they fina�y 
pu�ed their 

heads from the 
sand and s�n 
the wisdom of 
the master’s 
teachings?

Who treads
the path of 
the master’s 
apotheosis?

With the knowledge 
I found, I could 
fulfi� the mi�ion 

Tyrael left us.

I could protect 
our world from the 
might of the He�s. 

What I sought 
was here, in 
these dread 

ha�s. 

Where the undead--
and worse--whispered 
nightmares to caravans 

pa�ing above.

Not when 
Scosglen’s 
salvation 
was within 
my grasp.

But I would not 
be dete�ed. 

Twisted 
experiments…
and worse. 

I’� hear 
no more 
of this!

Without Tyrael, the 
Horadrim fractured.



END
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By the 
Light!
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I watched the druids fight 
and die, knowing nothing 
could contain this evil…
nothing but a soulstone.

My search continued, 
until--beneath the sands 
of Kehjistan--I found 

Ku�e’s Workshop.

Lorath had 
b�n right 
about one 

thing.

I was i�-prepared 
for the ho�ors 
festering within.

And I regret 
nothing.
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doubtle� 
heard of 
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demise. 
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myself and the 
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But that…
is not the 
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For as you 
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yet stirs.
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don’t know 
where he’s 
gone--if he 
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Not when 
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was within 
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I’� hear 
no more 
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