




Are we 
close?

It’s somewhere 
around here, but I 

can’t pinpoint 
exactly where…

Then hurry, 
mage, or 

they’ll tear us 
apart!

Keep quiet, 
both of you. 

We don’t want to 
attract the 

horde…

The capital’s 
wastelands.

Wait. 
I can feel 
something! 

The kaynn here is 
stable enough 

to try the 
spell.



Herda, goddess of 
mysteries, Reveal my 

quarry and Grant me my 
wishes!

What? 
Feeling 

anything?

Rghhhh?

Fuck!

We must 
hurry! There’s a 
weird presence 

here!

What 
the…
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There once 
was an 
empire.

The quesdun 
dynasty 
spread 

knowledge, 
civility and 

peace 
throughout 

the nine 
provinces.



When the last quesdun 
emperor died, so did the 

empire. His suicide 
doomed the whole 

continent.

And I know 
how to make 
things right.

Since then, the 
people have been 
suffering. They 
need hope. They 

need unity.

Are you 
dense?



The 
answer is 

no!

I’m not 
risking my 

people taking 
you to that 
shithole!

I’m certain I 
can return with 

something 
valuable…

No need to 
get all 

pointy on me, 
nanash.

Hey, 
outsider!

Get out 
before the 

furball here 
stabs you with 

his hair!

my horses bring 
people here or 

take them away, but 
they’ll never go near 

those damned 
ruins.

So 
fuck. 
Off.

I just need 
to get 
there.



just do like 
every other 

adventurer and 
gather a party 

to help you… I don’t need a 
party. I need 
someone to 
guide me.

But I’m afraid I’m 
going to have to 
walk alone all 
the way to the 

ruined capital.

after all I’ve 
done to get here, 
I’m starting to 

wonder if I could 
handle this on my 

own.

And I would 
really like a 
horse. My feet 

are killing me.

The travel books 
say that this is the 
most dangerous 

part of the 
journey.



These 
people 

should be 
desperate. 
but they are 
downright 
hostile.

Is that what 
tainted 

kaynn do to 
people?

Hey, hood! I 
couldn’t help 
but overhear 
what you were 

saying back 
there…

You wanna 
get past the 

fence?

I know 
people who can 

help you with 
just that.

They are taking  
a group 

tomorrow.

and you have to 
pay them only 
after you get 

through the 
gate…

Well, what 
choice do I 

have?

This is the 
closest town to 

the tainted 
lands, and these 
days, it’s almost 
a ghost town.



I can take you to 
the cheapest 

vendor in town…

he’ll certainly 
throw you a nice 
discount once I 
get you there…

And what do you 
expect of me for this 
staggering display of 

kindness?

Oh, nothing at 
all! We help 
each other 

around here.

The name is 
alissanian.

Nice to meet 
you. I’m 

doralac.

I lie.

A basherò, 
then? You don’t 

sound like a 
horse-lover, 

haha…

I can only 
hope this is 
not a trap…

So, 
alissanian, 

right? where 
can we meet 
tomorrow?

Damn.
I messed up 
the accent.



Aushulia, 12th day of 
mid-autumn.



Two experienced and 
rough guides.

We were a silent bunch. We were 
as afraid of each other as of 
dire animals or highwaymen.

the closer to the capital, 
the more bizarre our enemies 

- and our meals - became.

At first, our 
victories got us 

optimistic.

A large group of 
other 

adventurers.

Then we reached 
the cursed 

woods, where we 
suffered our 
first loss.

Aushulia, 9th day 
of mid-autumn, 
40 years after 

the end.

Andiel, 
look out!

Oh, I 
fuckin’ hate 

harpies!

Stop 
looking at my 

stuff, ye 
horse-
licker!

Have ya 
seen how I 
got ‘em?



As tensions rose, 
intrigue seeped in.

This 
dolarac 

fellow can’t be 
trusted, mardrigo. 
Why the mask? Why 

the fake 
accent?

Hmm.

…this 
mardrigo 

dude is kinda 
bossy, but he 
has a point, 
petarian.

And mistrust 
festered.

I don’t 
know, Uqijj, 

I think 
dolarac’s 

fine…

So, that 
mardrigo 

dude’s been 
saying you are a 

thief and a 
liar…

There’s 
something 

here. Uqijj, go 
check it while 
we prepare.

Just do 
your job, 
dolarac.

Who made 
you our 
leader, 

mardrigo?

Holy fu-!

Lynnard, 
behind you!

Whisper by 
whisper.

Numbing our 
senses.

Corroding our 
trust.



Just quit it 
already!

Yeah, 
dolarac is no 

true basherò and 
mardrigo is 

annoying as fuck. 
So what? We’re here 

to get to that 
darned city, so 
let’s fuckin’ 

do it.

A freaking 
lepanto!

By the 
sacred heart, 

it’s coming for 
me!

It’s 
running 

away!

Hey, 
beast!

Taste 
my 

glove. Grargh?

Oh, and 
you two 
fucks…

Thanks, 
marchia! You 

saved my 
life!



So, to survive, I  
eventually had to learn 
to rely on the others.

And they, 
on me.

Even if I’m not 
willing to 

share my true 
name or goal.

The kaynn 
here have 

been messing 
with My scrying 

spells, but 
sure.

Hey, 
archeomancer. I 

found this ages ago. 
Care to take a 

look?

Wow! 
This ring once 

belonged to an 
imperial 

battlemage! It’s 
not enchanted, 

but…

It’s just trash 
then? Tsk. How 
disappointing.

This is not 
the same 

to say 
that I 

now like 
them.

It’s just that I noticed 
that I have a better chance 
to save the world with 

others by my side.

They have 
no 

respect 
for the 

empire nor 
for its 
history.



In the cursed 
woods, we faced 

mutant beasts and 
trees…

…but no 
people.

With the tainted 
kaynn rushing 

through me, I’ve 
never felt so 
powerful 

before.

Hey, 
mardrigo. what 
do you think?

It’s not 
that I disagree 

with you, but 
without them, how 

can we get 
there?

All at 
once!

Not yet.

And yet, my 
scrying and 
channeling 

spells still 
didn’t work.

Hey, dolarac… I 
‘borrowed’ this from 

the guides. 
Could you use your 
spells to scry it?

Damn it.

I can try, Uqijj. 
I’m glad I’m not the 
only one who thinks 
something’s wrong 

with them.



Life-or-death 
situations 

really bring 
people 

together.

It took us three 
more deaths to 

figure this out. We 
were there to die.

But our 
relationship with 
the guides only 

worsened.

they kept taking 
the equipment 
of our dead to 
themselves.

And we 
eventually 

understood why 
all those 

equipment were 
so cheap.

Here, take 
this. it will 

help you 
heal.

Damn, we 
almost got to 

see what’s behind 
the mask this 

time!

Hahaha!
Hahah!

Thanks, 
petarian…

Camaraderie 
brings levity.



You took 
enough from us! 
Give us the map 

and Leave!

So, By the fourth 
day, we turned on 
our guides and cast 

them out.

She was a 
good nanash.

We lost 
one more 

adventurer 
when we 

decided that 
that was 
enough.

Baruga, 
to your 
right!

What is the 
meaning of 

this?

Later that day, 
we decided to 
take action.

We are done 
with you two! 
You have been 
leading us to 
our deaths!

We went after 
them for a 
while, but 
without 

success.

We 
aren’t 

giving you 
anything, 
suckers!

We’ll be 
back to 

collect our 
loot soon! 

Hahaha!



Aushulia, 12th day 
of mid-autumn.

We were very 
careful at first, 

with the best of us 
leading the group.

A forgotten wooden deity and 
its harbingers, Summoned with 

an ancient talisman.

Anyone 
heard 

something?

But eventually, 
we got 

ambushed.



Huh?

My weapons have 
no effect!

Hurry! We 
can’t hold 
them much 
longer!

Redr’s 
curses! My 
glove is 
almost 
spent!

Look 
out!

Everyone! 
Protect 

dolarac! He’s 
trying to cast 

something!

Mardrigo, 
protect 

Petarian!

Dolarac, 
help… 

dolarac?! Helaka, 
goddess of 

memory, hear 
this..



This was once called 
"The oblivion" 

spell.

Once struck by it, they 
became nothing but 

trunks and vines.

Aaaargh! My version of the 
"oblivion" tracks 
down conjurers 

as well, if they are 
near enough.

These 
fuckin’ guides, 

man… Where’s the 
other?

It 
doesn’t 

matter. This 
was the one with 

the map.
may he rest 

with his 
god.

Fuck! 
That’s our 

guide!



It’s more like 
I had the right 
tool for the 
occasion, but 

thanks.

But As time passed 
and we ventured 

further, our bonds 
strengthened.

Man, 
you saved us 

all back 
there.

I had no 
idea you were 

this 
powerful!

But half of those who 
had survived until then 
decided to give up the 

journey.

So, why do 
you want to 
go to the 
capital?

I’m 
here for 
intel. The 

manuum family 
hired me to get 

dirt on the 
uxer.

Wanna find 
artifacts 

parts to sell. 
You?

Basher’s 
mane, you are 

such a big 
shot!

The map was encrypted, 
so it took a while until 
Uqijj decoded its sigils.

If I may 
ask, what’s 

with the 
mask?

Oh… 
It’s an 
artifact 

designed to 
filter out the 

kaynn. The books 
said that they 

were toxic 
here.

Secrets were 
shared among 
those who were 

closer.



by the fifth day, only 
five of us had 
reached the 

southern gate.

Unfortunately, it 
was guarded.

Stop 
right there, 
trespassing 

scum!

But Two ruffians 
posing as imperial 
guards were no 
match for us.

In the times of 
old, they would 

be imperial 
guards.



we weren’t the same as when 
this journey had started.

But by my side, I had a 
swordsman, a 

thief, a martial 
artist, and a 

healer.

And by then 
we knew 

how to fight 
alongside 

each 
other.

We weren’t strangers 
anymore.

Those thugs used magic 
devices and foul tactics.

While marchia 
forced the other 

to block her 
firefist glove.

Petarian used 
her ishturian 
magic to stun 
one of them.



But we made it.

the worst part 
is behind us.

we finally made it 
past the fence.

Our victory took a 
toll on me.

I enchanted uqijj to 
flank and vanquish 
the stunned bandit.

Probably.

And Mardrigo 
delivered a 

merciful coup 
de grâce to 
the last one.

Herda!!!
I sense… my 

prey!



Now, it’s just a 
matter of time.

I just need some 
rest first.

I… sense… 
magessss…

rghhhhhhhhh!

I’m going to save 
everyone from 

chaos and 
dissent.



Seventh-circle 
Technique: 

The Oblivion.

Entities made of kaynn such as gods, spirits and, ghosts are 
highly resilient to common weapons and regular spells. 

Constructs of belief and faith, these beings are connected 
to memories and devotion imprinted on the kaynn by 
sentient people. 

They are formidable adversaries and, with enough 
followers, they can even transcend the rules of magic, 
achieving true divinity.

The oblivion spell can penetrate the kaynn that constitute 
these beings and forcefully replace them with the kaynn on 
theIR surroundings. If they no longer have ANY true 
believers left or are long forgotten, they ARE BOUND TO 
BE STRUCK OUT OF EXISTENCE.



The human race.

"Humans are primates like us, but 
vary vastly in colors and 
shapes. They may not possess 
the same level of inherent 
magical abilities as the voi and 
their hair is dead, but they 
managed to establish a 
civilization that subdued the 
entire continent.

They govern the provinces of 
basherània, ashaiia, sterdn-inlii, 
and the seat of their former 
empire, aushulia".

The voi.

"These azure bastards act as if 
they are superior to everyone 
simply because they possess 
innate and exceptional magical 
talents. They have developed 
their own highly potent and 
perilous form of magic called 
ishturia.

They hold dominion over fohrvoi 
and gradvoi. Their society is 
divided between the ‘blessed’, 
members of their thirteen 
castes, and the ‘disgraced’ or 
‘unblessed’, those who are 
casteless - and, yes, this 
includes us."

The nanashin.

"These are my people, known as 
the ‘living-redhairs’ or, as we 
refer to ourselves, the 
‘dreaming people’. We are as 
intellective as we are strong 
and take pride of how we can 
control our hair and fur with 
just a thought. It’s not fancy as 
magic, but we could excel at it 
too, if we desired.

Our origins lie mostly in the 
nanashur mountains, and we are 
ruled by the egalitarian and 
materialistic government known 
as the Chamber of the People."

Excerpts From Karu marukz, at aándia and 
its people. Published at frankhurt, nanashur, 
twenty five years after the fall.



Hello, everyone!

Let me start this by tackling the most obvious and controversial 
matter that a comic book such as this entails: the use of AI Art. The 
first clarification I’d like to make is that, even though I love drawing, 
I’m not a visual artist. I consider myself a storyteller. 

By using midjourney, I could become something like a visual writer, 
but that’s it. I’m not a painter, a penciller, an inker. That’s not to say 
that the treatment of artists by midjourney is completely fair. However, 
at least by American law, the silver lining for the artists is that ai-
created images aren’t "owned" by anybody. This is a recognition of the 
collective nature of this technology and craft.

That being said, the process it takes to create a comic book such as this 
is immense - even if It’s not even remotely comparable to what it 
would entail to do the same by traditional means. but that’s the point: 
this would be impossible for me to do, even with all the help I got, 
especially from Paulo.

Ai-created images gave me a way to express myself and tell a story and, 
for that, I’m thoroughly grateful. But it hurts to see that the 
advances in technology frightens people instead of setting them free. 
How many other artists would we have if people didn’t have to sell their 
time to eat, drink and have shelter - you know, our basic human needs?

I hope you enjoy the story I’m telling for what it is, but I can 
understand people who won’t give it a chance, Even if they don’t care 
about the ai stuff. It’s my first comic book, I’m writing it in a foreign 
language and I’m using a technology which is not quite there yet in 
generating consistent panels, so I know there’s a lot to improve. But 
my main goal here is to become a better storyteller. Let’s see how 
that goes, shall we?

May, 2023.
D.a. Da rosa.



The empire has 
fallen. 

Now, only history 
can bring peace 
to a fractured 
land.

But can the 
past ever be 
trusted?


