The Epic of Edoblos

Prologue:

The Mindcry:

I am Edoblos, keeper and eternal holder of the Mindcry. I was a child born in the Far East, beyond what even the most detailed maps of Sanctuary can depict. I was gifted with certain magical powers; my parents had died when I was six, at the hands of a demon. I survived, somehow…and I was left to scour the wilderness, away from our cabin. 

As I grew older, I moved and traveled to other areas, in the mountains above Aranoch, I had discovered a great tomb, adorned in gold and magical runes. For some reason unknown to me, I ignored all treasures within; I put my hand on not a single bit of jewelry or armaments. The monsters that dwelt within seemed to ignore me though, keeping a safe distance. 

 I felt…drawn by some force to venture further into the halls of this tomb. I walked down a great stairway and found a corridor leading to some great altar of sorts. At the altar was a young mage; he must have been a Horadrim. He looked twenty or so years old. 

“Why hello, my friend” He said is his wise voice.

“I’m not your friend.”

“…Well…then hello, sorcerer.”

“Hello, horadrim…and what would you be doing here?”

“Perhaps for the same reason as you.”

“I doubt that, I hardly know myself.”

I looked around for a moment, that altar…it wasn’t an altar, it was like a treasure chest, a glamorous one.

“…Do you know what’s in that, mage?” I said ominously

“A sacred object…and it was meant for you, I think.”

“You don’t even know my name.”

“Well then…let me introduce myself, I am Deckard Cain.”

“…Never heard of ‘em”

“Ah,” he sighed, “I suppose, and you are…?”

“Edoblos…still talking and just tell me what is in that box.”

“A staff.”

“A staff!?” I said, angered “Well, aren’t I lucky!? Maybe I could pawn it for a new cap!”

“Not just any staff…it is…the Mindcry.”

“Never heard of it.”

“Yes, because it is just that rare.”

“Oh really?”

“Go ahead and take it.”

I shoved the lid open and it fell off the box, clunking on the cement floor, but I kept my eyes on Deckard the entire time.

“There is no need to identify it, Edoblos.”

I reached down into the box, and I clasped my hand around it, a sense of power surged from it, it felt as if my hand was becoming part of the staff. I panicked; I took my free hand and pushed it on the box, trying to free my other hand. A dark light shrouded the box, making my arms invisible in the thick fog. 

“Aaaagh!”

With all my might, I threw my hands upward, and I fell on my back…I looked over, the Mindcry was in my hand, I didn’t feel it there.

“Is this your sorcery, horadrim!?”

“No…it is the stave’s”

“The Staff!? Oh yeah, the staff has a mind”

“It is the Mindcry.”

“…ha ha.”

He smiled at me, no…it was a grin.

“Did you know this would happen?”

Silence.

“Speak!”

He nodded.

“Why, Cain!?” I spoke only his last name.

“I have foreseen that you would take the staff, and contain it’s voracious spirit.”

“I’ve never heard of a spirited staff.”

“The Mindcry is an exception, you will soon know many of it’s other secrets.”

“Oh rea-“ I faltered, my right hand was trembling, and the Mindcry clasped on it was shaking. So it did have a spirit, and a strong one at that.

I tried to stand up, but I fell down again, on my knees.

Cain was walking away, I had to remember him, remember that voice, that gray robe…

“You’re…just going to leave me!?”

“You will be able to contain it, you will live long and pure.”

I grimaced from the sharp pain overcoming my right hand.

Tristram:

Since then it has been 40 years, yet I have not grown or aged (big mistake cutting my hair…) was this one of the secrets of the Mindcry?  I haven’t met with Cain yet, but I will find him…I’ll exact vengeance for what he allowed to happen! How could he knowingly enforce this upon me, this burden…it tormented me constantly. One day, I had heard that a traveler had seen him, he went to Tristram, that rickety little backwards town? That place seemed popular these days…pft! Like Diablo would actually take his fortress underneath the monastery! 

When I found Tristram, Cain was nowhere to be found…hiding from me, I presumed. As I inquired the townsfolk of him, they seemed to know me and keep his presence a secret, but I did sense…from what they told me, Diablo could really have been down there…And if Diablo really was on his hellish throne…then It was possible that I could go into the hell-forge…the only thing that had the power to destroy a staff like Mindcry. Ah well, I’ll follow that aloof warrior down into the labyrinth…next thing I know, My hydras are tearing apart this Lazarus guy…some arc…dish-ip or whatever. Soon after, I met Diablo, the one and only Lord of Terror.

In the battle, that warrior actually came…he fought along side me, I managed to immobilize the Lord of Terror with holy bolts, and he hacked and slashed at his shins, heh. At last, Diablo seemed to grow weak, he was furious, and turned his attention to me, great flames rose from his back, his hands turned into fire, and he thrust both palms into my body, I was flown back…

I woke up in Diablo’s lair, so I had survived…or did I die and go to hell? …hm…

There was the young prince Albrecht’s body, a gaping hole in the forehead…poor chap. Nope, no soul stone, those horadrim and their myths. In the center of the pentagram was the one and only…the hole to the Hell Forge. I looked at the Mindcry…whelp, good-bye, my…foe? See you in another 40 years, maybe. Hated meeting you. See you in…hell, you…stupid staff. BYE! I thrust my old friend into the Hell Forge. 

Oh crap, I just remembered that I couldn’t ever let go of it before…how would I release it now? The Hell Forge eating up the staff was trying to pull it in further, with me still attached. It pulled my arm in, I struggled with all my might…at last, and I had let go! I was free, in my struggle to get my arm back out, I seemed to have pulled out the Anvil of Fury with my hand. Damn thing. I threw it on the ground; thank the heavens I could throw it on the ground!

Then I just remembered, finally…I was free! Free at last!

“AAAAAAWWWWOOOOOAH YEAH!”

Unable to know what action might show my immense happiness, I instinctively kicked the anvil…Ow! Damn! …Hey, that’s the first time in 40 years I felt pain other then the Mindcry…

‘Till Later, Tristram:

When I arose to Tristram, without my staff, there…by that stupid poisoned well…was Cain. Feeble old Cain…what was he, sixty now? Ha! Look at me! I’ve still got my youth, Cain! I’m young, all because of you…ah, who am I kidding, I wish I died 30 years ago. 

“Well, well…Cain, we meet again.”

“The warrior…killed Dieblo…”

“It’s Diablo, old man, and I did most of the work!”

“…”

“I suppose we meet under better circumstances then last time.”

“I suppose so.”

“Cain, notice any difference?”

“Cut your hair?”

“…No…the Mindcry is gone.”

“So you found out?”

“What?”

“You passed the Mindcry onto another?”

“Huh?”

“That is how you break the curse.”

…Ah dammit
”…No, it’s gone forever, it’s in the Hell Forge”

“Oh really?”

“You’re much less cunning then you were in your prime, Cain.”

“Well, I am the last descendent of the ho-“

“Yes, yes, I know.”

Stupid old oaf! He talks too much anyway.

Well, I guess I’ll live out the rest of my days here in Tristram, like the warrior…god, I hope Cain hasn’t been wearing that gray robe for forty years…

With the Mindcry free of me, I could live a quiet peaceful life, Hey; maybe I’ll hook up with that Gillian. She seems my type, young…oh damn, I’m sixty-two. Ah well, maybe I could shut Cain up about that…lock him up in a cage or something. Well, where’s that Gillian?

“Good day, how may I serve you?”

“Haha…oh! Well, I was wondering if you were doing anything later?”

“You have something on your mouth.”

“I do?”

I reached up to grab it; oh…it was a piece of gut from a viper in labyrinth. Ew…

“Anyway, want to meet up at Ogden’s? …I’ll meet you there…it’s ten feet away, but how would you know that, you never move…”

“What?”

“Nothing.”

“So, Gillian, how old are you exactly?”

“Eighteen.”

“…Is that so?”

She smiled.

“And a barmaid I hear, you work here?”

“Yes”

“I had a run-in with a maiden once…a maiden of anguish…”

“What?”

“Nothing.”

“What’s wrong with your arm?”

I looked down; my right arm was a skinny pale little thing, almost the bone…what the hell!?

“GAH!”

On my way back to my house, I met Farnham; the town drunk…peeing on the wall of my house…thanks a lot, drunko.

“Fanna Ferna Ma Geese!?”

“Fan for my niece to you too.”

He raised his hand out to shake

“No thanks, wash your hands for a moment, then I’ll consider it.”

At my home I fashioned a big giant sleeve out of my robe to wear, cover up that arm…dammit, why now? As I left my house, I saw the warrior in a big traveler’s cloak leaving the town. Cain, looking at him dumbfounded.

“Yo!” I said to Cain, pointing my thumb to Ogden’s “He does know that there’s a bathroom at the Tavern…right?”

“I fear…that Dieblo ha-“

“Diablo…”

I rolled my eyes and walked away to the warrior.

“You must not leave, if demons shall ever come to pass near Trsitram, we will need a prote-“

CHRUNK! Who knew a random brick on the ground would be so useful?

…and down he went.

“Gillian, you have to leave now! I’m taking you with me, theres something strange about that Warrior, and I don’t trust him.”

“I’m staying here with my grandmother, I couldn’t bear to leave her, And Ogden has al”

CHRUNK!

You’ll thank me in the morning. I looked in the distance, in the wilderness…was there a….demon…or something, eh, what the hell.

I hoisted her up on my shoulders and set off to the direction the warrior went.

