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...that life and death fight every day and that we decide,
with our actions, which of the two will win.



even on the old Earth it was like this.



I have lived many lives, and I have 
seen the future. And I can tell 

you that he was right.

My name is Zory.
I’m a Skywatcher, and this is my story.



The Dark Sea...that’s what they 
called it. A liquid abyss of 
death that came out of the 
earth under the shadow of the 
mountains.

In a few days, it covered the entire surface of 
Hippalectryon, draining the sap from the trees and 
throwing men into a spiral of despair.



Only the strongest survived.



People roamed the vast lands 
like silent hooded spirits.

Our flesh and bones 
w e r e t h e i r e a s y 
plunder.

The gigantic Pterus-Claws flew 
through the skies as if in a 
victorious dance of death. Their 
monstrous jaws gleamed 
menacingly in Leia's light.



The old outposts were like 
mute skeletons of iron ready 
to collapse at any moment.

Their rusty souls moaned at the 
mercy of the winds, metallic 
ghosts abandoned forever.



Oblivion was their new 
mechanical cradle.



Humanity was like a dry 
branch of evolution.

A n e m b a r r a s s i n g 
m i s t a k e t h a t w a s 
finally about to be 
erased from history.



I was born in those 
days without hope...

…and this is the only 
way of life I know.

I was born in 



Yet it wasn't always like this.



Hippalectryon...a small moon 
within the Vermilion Eye system 
surrounding a gas giant in the 
constellation of Mantis.

This is my home.



The f irst settlers 
lived in peace with each 
other, dominating the 
natural elements in 
harmony. 

They prospered thanks 
to t he Mechan i c al 
Arcana, mysterious 
alien devices left on 
H i p p a l e c t r y o n i n 
ancient times.

However, as the years passed, the 
descendants of those settlers 

split into three main tribes.



The River People, with 
their luminous buildings 
rising up over the water.

The Zharat ians, 
religious fanatics 
a n d i n t r i c a t e 
b u i l d e r s w h o 
erected the great 
city of Zhar.

And t he Sk ywatchers , 
dwellers of the mountains 
a n d g u a r d i a n s o f t h e 
Mechanical Arcana.



Then the dark age came and the River People were the first 
to suffer the consequences.

Despite the difficulties, they were skilled architects, who 
managed to coexist with the Dark Sea.



They erected ingenious cities and 
b u i l t f l o a t i n g a n d f l y i n g 
m a c h i n e s , g u a r a n t e e i n g 
t h e m s e l v e s a f u t u r e o n 
Hippalectryon.



But it wasn't like that for all.



In the middle lands, people 
who did not belong to any 
of the three tribes were 
condemned to wander the 

vast plains of Hippalectryon 
without food or water…



…and Their crops and homes rotted… and their lands were 
swallowed by fog.



Zhar, riding the increasing tide of violence, 
led his cult to power and closed the 
borders by manning the mountains.

Later, the Zharatian General Rourke dispatched 
his soldiers in the territories of the other 

tribes, where they kidnapped women and 
children and imprisoned them in the Cubes.



My people were forced to live in titanium 
cages. They were like little mice in the giant 

hand of a tyrant.



The lack of drinking water was the perfect excuse 
to foment the Zharatian people’s anger and to 

interrupt all trade relations with other tribes.



It was then that what is 
now known as the War of 

the Cults began.

The Zharatians, masters of technology, 
unleashed automated devices across the 
entire moon to capture all those who 

hadn’t been converted to the Cult of Zhar.



We Skywatchers dispersed on the dark 
eye plateau, trying to maintain our 

symbiotic relationship with Hippalectryon 
and with the Mechanical Arcana.

Thus, a new era of 
terror began.



It's on these mountains that I 
learned to whisper in the twilight.


