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LOOK, 
MY SON… 
LOOK!

THE TREE OF TRUTH! 
IT’S BLOOMING AGAIN!!!
THIS IS INCREDIBLE!!…

AS IF… AS IF
IT WANTED TO
GIVE US HOPE
AGAIN! HOPE 

FOR WHAT,
DAD?

BELDAM’S 
MEN! THEY’RE 
HEADING FOR 

THE SORCERER’S
CASTLE!

THEY REMAIN AS POWERFUL
AS EVER… BUT THEY NEVER

MANAGED TO STOP TIME! THE
PAST IS THEIR STRENGTH…
BUT THE SONGS OF TOMOR-

ROW SHALL BE OURS!!
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AND YOU, MY SON, 
YOU SHALL SEE THE

TREES OF TRUTH SPRING
BACK TO LIFE EVERY-
WHERE AS IT RINGS 

OUT AGAIN:

…THE LAMENT OF 
THE LOST MOORS!

IT IS TRUE …
THEY’RE BLOOMING

AGAIN!!!
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TRUTH’S BLOOD HAS BEGUN
FLOWING ONCE MORE THROUGH
THE OLD BRANCHES… I FEEL 
A HEART BEATING… 

BEATING…

AND I HATE THAT NEW
LIFE, THAT WARMTH…

I MUST SMOTHER 
IT BEFORE THE 

ANCIENT LAMENTS
ARISE ANEW. BUT WHO  
SHALL HELP ME BREAK
THAT NEW HEART?…

WHO?…

IS THERE EVEN ONE 
HERE ON WHOM I CAN 
TRULY RELY!!?… YOU, MY
FAMILIARS, WHOM I LED 
TO VICTORY, OVER WHOM 
I SPREAD THE WING OF 

MY POWER, WHOM I’VE FED
AND MADE RICH SINCE 
THE GREAT BATTLE OF 
NYR LYNCH … TELL ME…

ANSWER ME!!!
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WE DO NOT UNDERSTAND YOUR
ANGER, VENERABLE SORCERER.
WHY WORRY THUS, AFTER ALL?…
BECAUSE A FEW TREES ARE
BLOOMING AGAIN, WE SHOULD
TREMBLE IN FEAR?… WHEN 
ALL THE LAND IS CALM AND 
NO ONE IS REVOLTING 
AGAINST YOUR RULE?…

MINE IS A KINGDOM OF SHADOWS! 
IF A VEIN TURNS RED AMIDST THE
DARKNESS, IF A BREATH STIRS THE
OLD ROTTEN CARCASSES, THEN, 
YES … I, BELDAM, I TREMBLE 
IN FEAR … FOR I KNOW THE
ANCIENT LEGENDS…

THE DAY WHEN THE
TREES OF TRUTH ARE 

IN BLOOM ONCE MORE,
WHAT DIED IN THOSE
LANDS WILL LIVE

AGAIN… A SONG WILL
ARISE, AND HE WHO
HEARS IT WILL BE

ABLE TO RESUME THE
FIGHT AGAINST THE

USURPER…

HE … 
OR SHE!

WHAT DO YOU MEAN? DO
YOU FEAR SOMEONE IN
PARTICULAR?…

PERHAPS… 
IN TRUTH, I’M  
STILL UNSURE…

GIVE US HER NAME!
WE’LL RIP HER GUTS OUT
AND BRING HER HEAD 
TO ROLL AT YOUR FEET!!

SIOBHAN! 
HER NAME IS
SIOBHAN!
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