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FOREWORD

After the schism between Corrin and The All Father, all
out war broke out across the universe. Homes were set
ablaze, planets were turned into battlefields. Children

became soldiers and mothers became murderers. These

letters, retellings, and first hand accounts have been
compiled together to show that Corrin's split from The
Black Palace not only affected his life, but everyone

else’s as well.






“€VEN THE SMALLEST PERSON
CAN MAKE THE BIGGEST
RIPPLE ACROSS THE STARS.”

-ZAMAN
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TALES

The sun rose over the horizon, casting a blanket of
golden light across the valley. The hum of Black Palace
aircraft sounded in the distance. It smelled of morning
dew and smoke from the campfire. Heleyna liked to
wake up early to watch the sunrise while she ate her
breakfast. She sat uncomfortably against a tree, her old
joints aching from having to sleep on the hard ground.

Her entire village had fled into the forest when they
heard reports of Black Palace troops marching on the
nearby towns. Heleyna stared down at her breakfast; a
couple of unripe Skal fruits and some stale bread stared
back. Their food supplies were running low, she hoped
the soldiers were only passing through so they could
return home soon.

As Heleyna finished up her breakfast, the rest of the
townsfolk were waking up and each going about their
day. She saw a group of kids who would normally be
running around playing or telling jokes and laughing.
Instead they were just sitting, staring into the fire or
huddling next to their parents while they handed out
food. She couldn’t bear to watch the once lively kids in
this state.
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“Gather around children,” she said, waving them all
over to where she was sitting, “I want to tell you all a
story.”

The kids reluctantly made their way over to her and
sat. Her own granddaughter sat at her feet. She thought
for a second, deciding which story would be good for
the kids to hear right now.

Finally she picked one and began. “Long ago, on
another planet far away from here. There were people
known as the Halvodis, they were peacetul people who
lived in nomadic tribes.”

“What is nomadic?” asked one of the children.

“Nomadic means they traveled around and camped
out wherever they found themselves, never really
settling down and building towns.”

“So like we’re doing right now?” the kid asked.

“Exactly,” said Heleyna, “The tribes of Halvodon
all traveled around their planet, foraging for food and
living amongst nature.”

She began to braid her granddaughter’s hair while
she continued the story.

“Once a year all the different tribes from around the
land would come together and hold a huge beautitul
festival. They would lay out a huge feast with different
foods from each tribe. Music of all different types would
play throughout the night. People dressed in vibrant
colors danced and laughed while kids ran around and

played.”
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She told the kids of all the different cultures that

existed in Halvodon and how each tribe had their own
way of living.

The kids listened happily. She looked around at all
their faces while she talked, happy to be giving these
kids some hope for their own lives. Heleyna explained
how the Halvodi festival was the biggest gathering
anyone had ever seen and how people would plan for it
all year long until the day finally came.

Her granddaughter looked up. “Can we have a
party like that Grandma?”

“Maybe someday,” Heleyna replied, “But for now
we need to stay here until the bad people go away. The
Halvodis, however, had this festival to celebrate life.
Entire valleys and meadows filled with people having a
great time. The children swam and played in the rivers
while the adults danced and told stories from around
the planet.”

Another child spoke up. “Do they still have the
festival each year?”

Heleyna thought of the Halvodi people and their
sad history. The Itarian Empire had invaded Halvodon
in the Seventh Cycle and since they had no standing
military, the Halvodi tribes stood no chance. After that,
when The All Father awoke, he tried to get them to
submit and when they refused he wiped out the entire

planet.



4 Forbidden Origins
“Sadly, the Halvodi people are no longer around,”

she said, silently wondering if her people might suffer
the same fate.

Heleyna looked around at the children wondering if
they would get to reach adulthood. She quickly shut
that thought out of her head and thought of another
story to tell.

“Have you kids heard the story of Doren’s
Rebellion?”

The children shook their heads. Heleyna cleared
her throat and began her story.

“The Itarians used to make men fight each other for
their entertainment. Doren had special powers and
because of that he was taken from his family as a young
boy around your age. He was trained to fight as a
gladiator in giant arenas full of people. Doren was one
of the best fighters the Itarian Empire had ever seen.
People from all across the universe would travel across
galaxies to see him fight. These fights, however, took
advantage of people with special powers. They were
forced to fight against their will and would be punished
or killed if they refused. Doren did not like this and
neither did the other fighters, so they all banded
together under the leadership of Doren and fought
against the Itarians. For an entire year they fought, and
although Doren lost his life for the cause, the Itarian
Empress put a stop to the enslavement of these people

and stopped the gladiatorial matches all together.”
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“Wait, if’ he was such a great warrior,” one of the

little kids started to ask, ““T’'hen how did he die?”

“Well...”

She thought for a moment.

“The Itarians were very powerful, but what matters
is that he died for a reason. He completed his mission
of getting the fighting matches to end and he freed all
his fellow warriors. On his home planet of Scav, the
people built a statue to honor him, his life, and his
death. Sometimes sacrifices need to be made for a good
cause.”

Heleyna spent the rest of the day telling the kids
stories, some from her life when she was younger, some
tall tales her own grandmother had told her when she
was a child, and some histories from across the universe.

By the time she wrapped up her last story, the sun
had begun to set and the kids were all being called back
by their parents. Only her granddaughter stayed behind
watching the sunset with her. They split a piece of
bread and ate in silence until her granddaughter spoke
up.

“Grandma?” she asked without looking away from
the pink light the setting sun painted across the
darkening sky, “Have you ever been to space?” She took
another bite of her bread.

“No,” Heleyna answered honestly, “I've always

wanted to go, honey. Sadly I'm too old now.”
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The sky was quickly getting darker and hundreds of

specks of light sprinkled the darkness like freckles across
the universe’s face.

“I’'m gonna go up there someday,” said the little girl,
pointing up at the stars, “I’'m gonna go see all the stars
up close.”

Heleyna chuckled at her granddaughter’s
enthusiasm.

“Well, you ever see them, tell them I said ‘Hi’.”

As the sun faded and the moons and stars were the
only light left in the sky, Heleyna and her grand-
daughter laid down to sleep. She watched as the child
fell asleep. Heleyna closed her own eyes and slipped into
a slumber. She dreamed that her granddaughter would
one day fulfill her wish of seeing the stars.



ALLEGIANCE COMMUNICATION

Message from: Scout Leader Odarus Med
To: Allegiance General Jargus
Location: The connected worlds of LweeVeer

Recruitment failed. After arriving to the liberated city
of Xharcos Bay, zero civilians joined our ranks. The
morale here seems low after Black Palace loyalists
attempted to destroy the land bridge that connects both
planets. Many of our fighters are urging to return
home. Has word been sent out to Corrin and Allegiance
command about the men and women being able to
rotate out? We lost communication with our supply
route two weeks ago. Food 1s low. Blasters for the
company are deteriorating. Immediate response 1s

requested.

Scout Leader Odarus Med



THE PIT

The planet Hanroh i1s a difficult environment to live
on unless you are a Hanran. The Hanran people are
practically the same as every other humanoid species
throughout the universe, except they have large digging
claws instead of hands and have eyes able to see even in
pitch black settings. The claws allowed the Hanran
soclety to evade the dusty and dry conditions of their
planet by tunneling and living in the mountains high in
the sky where life could survive.

That 15 at least what I have been told. My name is
Bi-Zo. Well actually, my name, or rather my identification
number, 15 25913. We are no longer allowed to truly have
names and must only address ourselves, and each other,
by our ID numbers. But my parents thought it was
important to give me and my brothers names, even if
they had to be kept secret.

I am a fifth generation pit dweller. We have lived in
the darkness and cold, surviving off only nutritional
pills since the second generation.

The days of living in the mountains for the Hanrans
is over, if it was ever really true. The Hanran people are

now slaves to The Black Palace, myself included.
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The surface of Hanroh may be harsh, but The

Black Palace only has interest in what lies beneath it.

Irontum Metal 1s scattered all throughout the dirt,
going deep into the planet. With our ability to tunnel in
and out of the planet so well, our entire population was
enlisted into The Black Palace. We were forced to
harvest Ironium to be used as second protective plating
of the Black Palace fleet.

Every day 1s the same. We are alive only to serve
and aid The Black Palace. Yet there are whispers,
whispers about the surface, about something called the
sun. A ball of fire in the sky, that lights up the whole
world. It doesn’t sound believable. No one alive has ever
seen such a thing. There 1s nothing but darkness. It is all
we have ever known, and to believe that there 1s
something better 1s foolish.

People say that the pit is open, that sunlight enters
only to be swallowed up by the vastness of the pit so it
does not reach us. My parents believe these words and
hold out hope. They heard stories from their
grandparents about a time before the pit. But I think 1t’s
all made up.

There 1s no room for teaching or hoping in our
lives, only surviving and mining. The pit is split up into
four quadrants. One for living and the other three for
digging. Each quadrant 1s so large that you can stand at
the highest level and even our eyes are unable to see the

bottom. I do not believe in the sun, but I do believe that
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the surface exists, and that our pit spans under the

entire surface of the planet.

No one has ever escaped the pit, how could they?
The Black Palace has guards positioned everywhere,
and there are more people like me, who believe only in
survival, than the dreamers who hold onto hope of one
day seeing the sun. At least until just now.

A small group of Hanrans, including my parents,
apparently have been plotting a rebellion this whole
time. They attacked the Black Palace guards at the top
of the first quadrant and caused an explosion that
shook the whole quadrant. This started a whole
uprising, and chaos ensued in a mad dash to try and
escape through a rumored opening to the surface
caused by the explosion. I don’t believe in the sun, but I
won’'t miss an opportunity to escape this life of
bondage.

I ran through the levels of the quadrant, lost in a
sea of my fellow people, as The Black Palace began to
gun down every Hanran they saw. I inched closer and
closer to the highest level. The gunfire was increasing
but I finally thought I saw it.

A light brighter than anything I have ever seen was
right there, but standing in the way was an armada of
soldiers firing upon us. My fellow Hanrans charged
aimlessly toward the light and I got caught up inside
them. Bodies fell left and right, but eventually our
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numbers overwhelmed the soldiers and we started to

climb out toward the surface.

As the struggle for freedom raged on behind, I
climbed out to the surface. It was bright. 1 turned
around to see the pit spanning out over the entire
horizon. Then, I looked up. The sun, it’s true. A ball of
fire in the sky. It warmed my skin.

I basked in 1ts light, but only for a moment. The
Black Palace soldiers regained control of my people
behind me. As they opened fire on me, all I could think
about was how nice the sun felt, and how foolish I was

for not believing.



