


Aushulia.
The capital’s 

wastelands, 
18th day of mid-

autumn.

40 years 
after the 

end.



It’s been two days since we entered the 
wastelands through the southern gate.

It’s not much different from the village we 
were before we got here - except for its 

hosts of nightmarish dangers.



My body is reacting to the 
vicious kaynn. They are 
especially dangerous to 

me. I couldn’t keep 
traveling, so we are still 

camping at the hovel.

While I write, mardrigo, uqijj, 
and marchia are searching for a 

safe way to get past the 
wastelands, into the inner city.

Apparently that’s 
not such an easy 
task as I thought 

before.

I hope there’s a 
place in the 

world for her 
after I save it.

In the meantime, 
petarian and I wait 
at the camp. She’s 
nice, for a voi.
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So,
How much 

longer will 
we wait?



You can’t be 
serious.

Doralac 
saved our 

lives, 
mardrigo!

Listen, 
Marchia, he’s 
holding us 
back now.

How long 
will we keep 

risking ourselves 
while he stays 

there with 
Petarian?

It’s too 
risky. I say we 
take him to the 
southern gate 
and leave him 

there.

Quiet, you two. 
You keep talking 

and those 
driedbodies will 

catch us before we 
get back to 
Dolarac and 

petarian.

I’m a 
mercenary, 

not a 
priest.



So, how 
are you 

feeling?

Terrible.

Why 
don’t you 

just cast a 
healing spell 

on me?

Maybe it’s 
your 

cooking.

And risk 
being as sick 
as you are? 

Pass.

You’ll be 
fine. You Just 

need some 
rest.

And perhaps 
you should eat 

something other 
than meat.



Erm… I 
wonder how 

the others are 
faring.

Heh. So 
that’s how the 

healer’s 
caste treats 

in need? a caste 
member? 

Me?

Only a 
caste 

member could 
use ishturia as 

precisely as 
you did back 

there.

How 
Subtle, 
petarian.

C’mon, we’re 
clear!

Mardrigo, 
wait! What’s 
that sound?

Don’t worry, 
They just need to 

avoid the main 
streets. they’ll 

be fine.

I mean it, 
dolarac. They are 

taking too 
long.

Psst. Look 
there. why are 

they hitting each 
other? Anyhow, 

Better go 
another way.



Zombies! But 
They are almost 

silent! Are they… 
hunting?



Basher’s 
mane! 

They are lumbering 
our way! Do you 

think they 
noticed us?

Fuck! Let’s 
get outta 

here!

C’mon. Let’s 
slowly walk 

away…

Oh, crap! 
They are coming 

to us!



Oh, Stop 
trying to be a 
hero, merc!

You 
run. I’ll 
deal with 

them.

What?! 
No way!

Just do it!

it’s just more 
of those dumb 

fucks!

Wheeere… 
are… those 
magesss?

What the 
fuck?! She 
speaks!



Hmm, ok. How 
come all these 

lights and lamps 
are still 
working?

Imperial tech. 
Back then, people 
used rechargeable 
kaynn batteries in 

all of their 
artifacts.

And why 
don’t we use 

them in 
everything 

too?

In the long 
Run, Those 

batteries are bad 
for the kaynn and 

for the 
environment.

Is that why 
the kaynn 
here is so 
violent?

I don’t 
think so.

Let’s talk 
about something 

else, petarian. Ask 
me something 

about the 
Capital.



"The books say this 
was once the most 
beautiful city in the 
whole world. even 
by the end, with the 
empire struggling".

"Until the 
necromancers 

arrived".

"At first, 
few noticed 
the change 

in the 
kaynn".

"But it didn’t 
take long 
until the 

dead took the 
whole city 

for 
themselves".



"Their leader 
was the only 
one who knew 
how to create 

durable undead 
sentients, but 
she died in the 
first days of 

their invasion."

"It’s been forty 
years. by now, 

those 
necromancers 

must be too old 
or just like the 
other mindless 

driedbodies: 
mindless and 

feral".



Ghhh…

Mardrigo!

Ghhh…

Hmm. 
Faster. 

Stronger.

Wait!



Fuck! 
We must get 
outta here, 

uqijj!

Uqijj?

Where are 
you?

Praised be the 
goddess! 

The fog dissipates 
and I can finally 
think straight!

Now, my pets, 
get me those 

mortals!



Wait, Can 
driedbodies 
open doors?

More 
importantly, 

Can you 
fight?

Do I have a 
choice?

So I think 
there’s nothing 

we should be 
worried about. 

Together We can 
beat anything 

these ruins 
throw at us.



Oh, 
Dragon-Mother, I 
ask thee for thy 

help.

Relax. do your 
stuff, and I’ll 
keep watch.

Bestow 
unto me… …thy Holy 

Claw-Breath!

I just 
need some 

time to 
channel the 

past.

At first, the cursed 
kaynn make me wince 

in pain.

But when I start 
casting the spell, I 
don’t feel anything 

other than that 
ancient power 

running through me.



Cool. Now, 
do you hear 
anything?

No.

let’s look 
around. Let’s 

split.

I’m ready 
now.

An old 
dragon 

cult 
once 

resisted 
the 

empire 
bravely.

Their 
fireblades, 
a legacy of 

their 
resilience.

after 
their 

defeat, 
Their 

prayers 
were 

turned 
into 

spells 
taught at 

the 
academies 

of the 
victors.



Hmm?

Get ‘im, boys!

What the…?



They’re screaming 
and trying to 

strategize. I’m 
outnumbered, so 

they try to flank me.

But I’m not that 
easy a prey. 

Neither is 
petarian.



Sir, My kaynn 
sensors must be 

defective! There’s a 
huge source of 

kaynn moving our 
way!

Let’s get 
ready! 

Prepare an 
ambush!

So, What can 
you see?

The 
artifact’s not 

working 
properly. 

Unless... unless 
there’s an 
ishturian 
inside.

Crapsack! 
We’re goin’ to have 
to use metal! Send 

the ironfist in 
already.

She’s a 
diva, but 

without her, 
there’s no way 
we can face an 

ishturian.



I wonder how my 
companions are 

doing.

Are they 
running for 
their lives?

Are they 
hiding out 
of fear? Are they 

even alive?

At least, Petarian 
must be wiping the 
floor with these 

mooks by now.

They don’t stand a 
chance. She’s too 
smart, and true 

iron is rare.

As for me…



…i dispatch 
most of 
those 

soldiers with 
ease.

Aaaaargh!

Help! 
Heeelp!

aaaahhh!



Until A dozen 
other bastards 

arrive.

As my magic 
fizzles out, 

so does my 
chance to 
overpower 

then.

And one of them 
has true iron 

with her.

Yield, 
trespasser.

Fuck.



So, it was you 
who murdered 

the soldiers of 
the empire? With 

this stick?

Soldiers? 
from the 

empire? You 
people?

*Sigh*
What do you 

want from us? 
Gear? Supplies? 
Take it, just let 

us go.

No. these are just 
extra, boy. We’re 

here for you.

You 
murdered my 
guards at the 

gate.

You killed my 
soldiers.

All of this is 
on me. just let 

the voi go.

You were in 
the same 

party. Your 
destiny shall 
be the same.

You are 
currency now. 
And she’s worth 
three of you.



Outside, they are 
reorganized by the one 

who talked to me.

They make petarian 
and me march 
behind their 

scouts, bound by 
true iron chains.

It’s almost like 
I’m watching a 

reenactment of 
an imperial unit, 
but with salvaged 

equipment.

These 
‘forgotten 

soldiers’ call 
him "the 

captain".

They are A well-
organized and 

well-trained troop 
of ruffians.

While we march, the 
true iron 

cleanses us of 
the tainted kaynn, 
so there’s that. 

Also…



The fake soldiers 
get us past the 

inner gates, into 
the Inner City.

The kaynn here, instead 
of sickly, corrosive 

and tainted, are 
warm, savage and 

chaotic.

So… 
where are you 

taking us?

shut up, 
trespasser!

I’m just 
curious, that’s 

all.
Be 

quiet, 
trespasser!



Why do you 
keep 

pretending to 
be the imperial 

guard?

I don’t 
think you were 

even born when 
the empire 

fell.

Orphans? 
But where did 
he find you?

He 
trades goods 

for young 
recruits. at first, 

children were cheap. 
but now that others 

know what he’s 
looking for…

…Now 
it takes a 
mage or 

two.

By the 
sacred heart, 

why can’t you just 
be quiet, 

trespasser?

And You know 
what? we are 

precisely what’s left 
of the capital’s 
imperial guard!

Yes, We are 
mostly orphans 

of the ruins, 
raised by the 

captain.
But He was 

here the day the 
necromancers 

invaded and 
never left.



Look who it is, 
it’s the captain 

bratseeker! you took 
your time… some of those 

kids were almost the 
right age for the 

zadAarian pits.

Now… Show me 
your wares, 
bratseeker.

Here they are, your 
grace. An academic 

basherò and an 
ishturian voi.

How 
much?

Oh, and You 
should kneel 

when talking to 
the shadow 

king.

Two for the 
technic-

ritualist…

Three for the 
ishturian.



The captain saved 
five children 

from the 
sewer’s 

monarch. Are 
there more 

children to be 
saved here?

It’s no use 
dwelling on that. 
Right now, we must 

focus on saving 
ourselves.

but how can mages 
escape from a true 

iron prison?

Petarian must be 
taking it awfully 
hard since she’s 
been quiet for a 

while now.



Third-circle 
Technique: 

The claw-breath.

few of those who opposed the empire were as fierce as 
the khaliith-kshasen, or the ‘dragon-mother’s chosen’, a 
group of dragon-worshipping crocodilians from 
sterdn-inlii.

In spite of them not being draconoids by birth, they 
used magic to adopt draconian characteristics such as 
horns and spikes. They became widely known, however, 
for their ability to wield their ‘claw-breaths’.

With a prayer and a ritualistically prepared stick in their 
hand, these reptilians were able to summon fearsome 
fireblades to fight against their enemies. Intimidating 
and easy to cast, the main downside of this spell is that 
it’s notoriously hard to maneuver and control, 
requiring great care and skill from its user to not get 
burnt by its own blade.

The claw-breaths were no match against the imperial 
ironguard, but The fact that arcane academies all over 
the continent still teach this spell is a testament to 
its power and usefulness.



The imperial woods

"As soon as we leave that quaint 
town and take the trusty 
imperial road, we can soon find 
ourselves mesmerized by the 
fauna and flora of the imperial 
woods surrounding the capital.

Tended with magic and artifice by 
the imperial bureau of forestry 
and hunting, these woods are 
often thought as the capital’s 
first wall of protection, 
pacifying enemies with its sheer 
beauty."

The fence-lands

"As we leave the stunning 
woods, we reach the immense 
southern gate, where one must 
wait in line and be inspected by 
the imperial guards before 
entering.

Once upon a time, the fence-
lands were small villages and 
popular communities dotting 
the farmlands between the 
inner city and the fence, the 
outer wall that protects the 
capital. Nowadays, it’s a 
bustling urban side, with 
eclectic architecture, where 
commoners dwell and live 
their, well, common lives."

The inner city

"After a long while we finally get 
to the capital itself! This is where 
the common folk usually think of 
when musing about our beloved 
capital.

The fabled market street, the 
repurposed industrial park, the 
beautiful towers of the voi, the 
southeastern great plaza, the 
port: it’s all here!

As for me, as I’m not a tourist 
nor a middle-class merchant, my 
favorite place here is the distinct 
gate at the end of it: it allows 
for people such as us to part 
with any commoner other than 
the help."

Excerpts From afijj uxer, at our empire’s jewel: 
the capital. Published at the capital, Aushulia, 

fifty years before the fall.



This is the very thing that made me 
come up with this comic. A 

drawing I did some years ago.

I mean, I’m a historian and a 
fantasy fan, so this has been 
hanging in front of my nose 

forever, but it was this drawing 
that made me want to write a 

story about an archeologist-like 
adventurer exploring the ruined 

capital.

Thanks to midjourney, you can 
appreciate it at a much better 

artstyle.

So, these shots from behind 
our protagonist? They are 
not a coincidence: they are 

all rip offs from 
bloodbourne. 

Well, to be more precise: 
they are rip offs of my own 
drawing, which was inspired 

by bloodbourne.

D.a. Da rosa, May ‘23.



They reached 
the capital.

There lies hope 
for a broken 
continent.

But what else 
lingers on its 
sprawling 
ruins?


