Memoirs of a Necromancer

168 years ago, my name was Lord Terrell of Blackmoor Manor. I lived my life as a nobleman until I heard of Diablo’s escape and the resurrection of the other Prime Evils.


I went out one dreary Thursday, eager to claim victory over such an adversary. I took with me six hundred of the finest swordsmen, horsemen and archers ever to walk the worlds. The horrors I saw will haunt me ‘til the end of days. Dwarves with the power to raise the dead, giant insects the size of trade caravans, vast torture chambers still fresh with the fear and pain of long-dead prisoners. Not to mention fields of possessed animals wielding vicious weapons.


In three weeks I had lost my army to such horrors and more I fear to mention. All too soon I was fighting alone with the deaths of 600 men on my already tortured mind. And so, I sought out a Necromancer to teach me the Cursed Arts so I could wreak my vengeance on Diablo. She took me deep into the Southern Swamps to the ruins of an ancient mausoleum, deep in the catacombs of which I spent my next sixty-three years.


Never eating, never sleeping, I barely noticed, as my hands became those of a corpse, my skin shrivelling, hugging my bones. I didn’t notice the death of my body; such was my determination, my will alone kept my spirit bound.


When I realised I was nothing but a spirit, I knew there was nothing more this necromancer could teach me. I abandoned my mentor to find myself a new body, one strong enough to house my spirit.


I eventually found one, none other than the original shell Diablo used to walk the Earth during his reign of terror. Guarded by his brother Mephisto, it took me

nineteen years to steal the rotting corpse.


My guide Deckard Cain helping me in my quest, I tracked Diablo through the worlds finally trapping him here in Hell. Knowing Diablo could go no further, I made my stand.


As I stood blade to blade with my nemesis, I thought I had completed my quest. For four months we fought locked away in his citadel beneath the River of Flame. I nearly lost the battle, but as my sword struck true, I realised the error of my ways. I realised that you cannot kill death. You cannot strike fear into the heart of fear itself. I realised that until I killed Diablo’s ever-elusive brother Baal, I could not imprison the Prime Evils. I was destined to fight the forces of evil ‘til the end of time.


And now, I make my way back to the Pandemonium Fortress, battle weary and hungry, having defeated Diablo once again.


Thrice I have defeated Diablo, destroying his mortal body and claiming the prize. My first battle with Diablo gave me the Sword Back Hold spiked shield, a shield carved from the bones of Diablo’s most loyal subjects. My second confrontation gave me the fabled Wormskull Bone Helm, said to have been carved from the skull of Baal’s first host. And my third most recent battle earned me the Silks of the Victor ancient armour. A light plate with scales forged from the tears of a thousand fallen heroes.


But alas, my quest is no longer a quest for justice, or simply for the death of Diablo and his kin. For now I can feel the tug of temptation, of corruption on my soul. I feel I must seek out the ultimate weapon of a necromancer. A weapon such as the power to deal death as easily as a gambler would his deck. I seek the Touch of Death.


But I know I will never be free. For every life I take, I know I must redeem. My mission is to search the depths of Hell for the souls of my victims and release them to the powers of Heaven. For behind them pearly gates, the last bastion of Heavens power, I raise an army. An army soon strong enough to storm the gates of Hell and close them forever. But there always must be a balance. And to preserve that balance, The Prime Evils must never be truly destroyed. And so, the Prime Evils will always walk the worlds, and always, I must follow them.

