


Dearest Helena,

Skie Deskii continues to 
make incredible progresS in 
cataloguing the shimMers 
of floroj we discovered.

And RekKon Madre has kept himself 
busy with traps and disSections of 
everything indigenous, trying to 
understand their survival in this 
atmosphere. 

But it’s Uhl BakKari’s 
translation of the markingS 
at the Kriant’aA Castelo that 
delays our return... 

You’re angry with me, and I 
don’t blame you.

I hope you know by now, I 
would never intend to break 
a promise to you. 

But stilL, I have.

I told you I would be home 
by now, and yet... 

...The misSion 
continues.



Nothing I do is for 
the INSTITUTE...

...it is alL for you.

Tajo...  

...We’re 
ready.

Gods
BELOW US. This is  
recklesS and we 
shouldn’t be 

doing it. Are you
listEning... 

...And pushes us 
forward.

I have a duty. A sacred 
obligation. You understand 
that.

But if I could make you 
believe any words that come 
from my lying mouth --

-- the same mouth that says 
‘soOn, things wilL be easier’ 
or ‘someday it wilL be betTer’ 
-- it would be this... 



Our filters 
are shot 

and we only 
have half a 
tank left, 
Tajo...

We 
should 

go 
back.

Do you hear 
me? We've gone 

toO far. We 
don't even have 
sanction for 

this.
The 

objective is 
discovery, 

RekKon. That's 
alL the 

sanction we 
neEd.

Besides, 
if Uhl's 

translatioNs 
are 

corRect...

...ForgivenesS 
and permisSion 
wilL be one 

and the 
same. 

This is...
unprecedente

d. This is 
wondrous. 

This is... 

What is 
this?

The 
writings -- 

the Apocrypha 
of Kaoso -- 

referRed to it 
as the Temple 

of Veils. 

Heresies, of 
course. Fables, 
at best. But 
they telL the 
story of how 
the monks 

here...

...They were 
visited by a spirit 
with a face so 
beautiful -- a 

presence so divine -- 
they chose to turn 
themselves to stone, 
rather than let it 

fade in their 
memories. 

Hey! Are you 
alL seEing the 
diagnostics 

in here? 

Oxygen 
levels are 
optimal. We 
can refilL 

our 
tanks. 

And I can 
finalLy take 
this damn 
thing ofF 

and-- REKkON, 
no! 



breathe. {Hurk!}

My
gods. !

The 
stories...

The
stories are 
incomplete, 
trespasSers.

They telL 
of what the 

priests did after 
they saw her -- 

the Granda 
Mordo.

But they 
do not telL 

of how she was  
sumMoned in 
the first 
place.

Of the 
sacrifice 
requisite. 

To seE a 
face so 

beautiful...

...One must 
surRender 
his own.

And now, 
the spirits 
rejoice...



...as 
another 

takes their 
place.

Run...

Everyone...
RUN!!



HRrNnNn...

I neEd
threE...

ThreE are
neEded...

But
you...

I seE
you.

Birth 
and death 

and alL life 
betweEn...

You...
you are not 

wanted 
here...

You have...
other fates 

before 
you... And other 

masters to 
serve.





As these 
things 

always do, I 
supPose...

The old 
monks are 
savages -- 
this is true 
-- but they 
had cause...

Did they? 
Sharp teEth and 

eternity are poOr 
companions. And to 
destroy them for 
trespasS? We might 
as welL judge the 

universe and 
find alL life 

guilty. 

PfFahH!
They came to 
acquire -- to 
eat our bones, 
to steal our 

sacrament, and 
seEd our

land. 

Not 
alL of 
them. 

“it ends, then...”



The stag 
speaks true. You 
heard the one at 
the mouth of the 
temple -- you saw 
the spirit of him. 
He hungers for 
knowledge. Not of the 

line, or of the 
beginNing and 
end, but of the 
circle. This has 

value to us. 

True 
knowledge? 
You want it 
wasted on 
this man? 

No! I want his 
bloOd. And 
I want it to 
water the 

land. WelL, I 
want his 
heart...

Because 
it is mine. 
And I care 
not for the 
opinions of 

ghosts.



At least 
judge him as 
you judged 

us.

I do not 
enjoy death, Syg 

the White Stag, but 
even in death we 

are alL that 
remains of the 
high age of the 

Academy.

I wilL be 
heard as I 
have seEn a 
vision of 
this man.

As 
have 
I. I seE the 

fires and falLen 
worlds...but I 
seE the what it 
wilL bring...

And I 
seE that 
he is 

goOd. 
Can 

he stay that 
way -- wilL 
he, when we 
know what 
it wilL cost 

him...

When we 
know how 

he wilL 
sufFer?   

Tajo 
ValLar.

You seEk 
truth, BUT it 
wilL cost 

you. So rest, 
sleEp...

And when 
you are 

ready -- when 
you wake -- 

take my 
hand...  



“...And I wilL 
open your eyes.” 

Phin!! 
What 
was --

I heard 
you scream. 

What 
hapPened?!!

MomMo--
momMo--

She's stilL 
at the 

PalLadium-- 
but I'm 

here, okay? 
I'm here--

What 
was that 
language 

you
were--

I saw 
papo, Opal. I 

saw him falLing. 
He's lost! We 
have to telL 
someone! 

Easy, 
easy, litTle 
brother--

Do not 
forget 

me.I will 
not forget 

you.



-- it was 
just a bad 

dream, alright? 
Dad's fine. We 
just got a 

fresh transmit 
a couple hours 

ago.

His team is 
making their 

last run 
tonight, then 
he's headed 

home. 
...

You're
sure?

Sum total. 
Now lay back 
down -- get 
some sleEp -- 
you've got a 

big day 
tomorRow.

Besides... 

...You 
don't ever 

have to worRy 
about dad's 
expeditions.

Why?

Because if 
he ever did 
get lost up 

there...  

...I'd 
go find 

him. 

 

You
know
why? 


