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Watchpoint: Grímsvötn…
long regarded as the 

a�ointed end of my kind. i�ovators. 
Fr� thinkers. 
Visionaries. 

They did what they 
could to humiliate me. 
My stern resilience was 
an insult to my jailers. 

Their sma� minds could 
not comprehend that 
their torture would 

not break me. 

They reminded me of victims 
in fairy tales: unprepared 
and unsuspecting of their 

we�-deserved fates. 

One that always stayed with me 
was about the ADZE--a creature 
born of West African cautionary 
tales who created havoc once 
transformed into a human. 

through my thirst for 
knowledge, I learned 
many things and heard 

many tales.



These tales warned 
children: Never go out 
after dark! Or else the 
Adze wi� claim you.

The superstitious saw 
the Adze as a monster, 

but my view was different. 
Like a mosquito, it required…
other life to be sustained.  

The insect is motivated 
by the pangs of survival. it 
means no harm. But its bite 
leaves lasting discomfort. 

Likewise, the Adze does 
not hunt out of malice. it 
only knows that it n�ds 

to feast to survive.

Life itself, it s�ms, 
also operates on 
a similar premise. 
My parents were 
g�d people. 

They worked hard to 
provide a g�d life 

for my brother and I. 
At the expense of their 

own we�-being.

when they died, I was 
left alone to take 

care of a six-year-old 
who had stru�led his 
entire life in ways no 
doctor could remedy.

Was there no kindne� in 
the world? Death came for my 
parents t� early, and would it 

now come for my brother t�?

Or was salvation 
a myth? Like the 
monsters in the 

legends?

I demanded an answer 
from the universe, and I 

would s�n learn the price 
for posing such a question. 



I sacrificed everything 
for TAtenda. Wi
ingly, 

fueled by the fu
 
force of my heart.

He saw me as a hero…
as his savior from a 
dangerous world.

Even though 
the setbacks 
never s�med 

to bother him…

…I was desperate 
to k�p the only 
person I had left 
in this world alive.

the casual dismi�ivene� of 
medical profe�ionals who 
repeatedly claimed, there 
was nothing they could 
do, was almost unbearable. As if they 

even tried. 

Do not patronize me! is 
my brother not enough of a 
revelatory case for you?! 

You ca­ot find a cure 
quickly so you simply 

give up? 

Their co
ective 
incompetence only fueled 
my desire to save TAtendA…
in the only way I knew how.

I tore into 
the disciplines 

of bioengin�ring, 
ce
ular manipulation, 

and cybernetics.

To me, these were no longer 
scientific concepts…they became 
my religion. And s�n, I would 

formulate a new gospel.

Brother, 
are you done 

yet…?



I obse�ed over my 
studies. obse�ed 
over saving TAtendA 
from the affliction 
that was ki�ing 

Brother, 
l�k!

my growing progre� caught 
the a�ention of the great Elaine 
Esat who reco�ended me for a 
position at Ogundimu Synergies.

TAMUKA, 
this is my son, 

Akande.

And then at last, I solved it…
the permanent reconstruction 
of damaged ce s. Fu  ti�ue 

repair. Fina�y…TAtendA’s 
salvation was at hand.

while omnics 
were entering the 
world and solving 

so many of humanity's 
external problems...

I was ge�ing closer to 
finding the solution for 

tatenda's i ne�, but I knew I 
n�ded to push the boundaries 

of my doctrine to the edge 
of reason for su�e�.

...I was more interested 
in s�thing the i s that 
ravaged us from within.

My position 
afforded me endle� 
resources and even 
introduced me to 
some who I would 
eventua y learn 
shared my vision.



...and without a 
constant energy su�ly 
to fuel it...the ti�ue 

regeneration sta�ed.

but I stru�led to 
continue my work 

while a war raged 
outside my window...

BROTHER! 
NO!

in the urgency of the 
moment, my mind raced. 

A� life on this planet was 
powered by electrical 

impulses--it’s the underlying 
ba�ery of consciousne�.

if that energy could 
be transfe�ed…I could 

restore life itself. 

However, after many a�empts 
to save TAtendA, my drones 

could not maintain structural 
integrity for long.

Time was ru­ing 
out. I had to take 

the final step toward 
i�ortality…

…and solve 
the riddle 

of creation 
itself. 



After the Crisis, many human 
se�lements were disco�ected 
from the world. Their misfortune 
was tragic…yes…but their tragedy 
would be the means to restore 

my brother's health.

Brother…I 
am healed…for 
the first time in 
my life, there’s 

no pain.

But…
how did 

you achieve 
this…? 

Wo�y not, my 
brother. Let us 
rejoice in your 

we�being.

Though suspicious of my methods, 
TAtendA basked in the rays of his 
new life. I shared in his joy, in 
the sti�ne� of ha�ine� until 
an unfamiliar sensation led to a 

brand-new kind of ache. 



I dro�ed the 
pretenses of moral 
justification. I t
k 

my place in the 
natural order.  

The media was alerted 
to my activities. irony has 
a sense of humor. I had 

become the demon from 
those fabled stories.

Brother…this was you. 
This is how you healed me. 

With that wretched 
technology. 

Wretched?! 
How could you 

forsake my gift? You 
were suffering…I 

only wished to s� you 
smile without pain 

in your eyes. 

But brother…
I wasn’t suffering, 
I smiled without 

pain. A� I wanted, 
a� I n�ded, 

was you.

You sacrificed the lives of 
thousands of people 

to chase something I 
never agr�d to. 

I knew you were up to 
something wicked, but I had 
to s� it for myself. I n�ded 

confirmation. it makes this 
that much easier.

What did 
you--?

You are 
under a�est. Think 

carefu�y about your 
next move, it could 

be your last.

I knew I could 
achieve more...
so much more.

I endured the world's 
scorn...but what I did 

not expect was my dear 
brother's rejection.



Grímsvötn. The final 
stop for those daring 

enough to test the 
fragile boundaries 
of man-made laws. 

My “trial” was a farce. 
My sentence, an insult. 
I was to forever be 

buried in this place of 
interminable misery. 

The prison stank of 
hopele�ne� and stunted 
anger. You could f�l the 

hatred pouring from 
every ce block. Patience is the 

ultimate virtue. My 
body was imprisoned, 
but they could not 
shackle my soul. My 
mind stayed active…
it stayed working.

Like the mosquito hunts only 
to survive…I t� would one 

day prove to TAtendA that I did 
what was nece�ary for his own 
g�d--that my work was to be 

praised, not feared.



in time, the 
wh�ls of fate 
began to spin in 
my direction…

…my ski�s were 
n�ded once more. 

My talents…a�reciated 
by an old friend.

A prison break…the 
justified exhale of the 
downtrodden…but I did 
not fl� these confines 

as many others did.

For my liberator 
had n�d of me, 

and I would 
readily oblige.



Finished.  

A masterpiece 
of design and 
complexity.

is it 
done? 

Oh, 
yes…it is 
done.

And despite the world’s 
scorn and judgment, I wi� 
endure and rise again…

no ma�er what it takes.


