


Hey, 
sharlos!



I’m talking 
to you. 

Were you even 
listening?

Uh, yeah. 
It’s just… a 
work thing.

Are you 
alright? 

Wanna talk 
about it?

Hmm… 
you’re still using 

the talisman I gave 
you, aren’t you?

No.

Hey, 
sharlos! 

Are you 
alright, 

man?

…This means 
that the envoy 
now has full 

control of all 
enchantments at 

the arena.

With the 
arrival of these 
two mages, our 
movement can 

now…



Sorry, 
my bad.

captain alqdus 
told me you would 
be responsible for 

the signal to the 
envoy. 

Can you do it?

Yeah, sure. 
I’ll talk to 

him.

He didn’t 
want to.

He loved 
his life as 

it was.

And yet…

He loved his life 
as it was.

With my spell, 
his wish can be 

somewhat 
fulfilled.

But he couldn’t 
protect it from 

his desire to leave 
a legacy.

anything to prove 
that his life 
mattered.



Art by midjourney
Writing and prompting by d.a. Da rosa
English review by chatgpt 
Shout out to Beatriz Barreto, Leandro Eugênio c. 
Santos, Paulo gallina, Danilo Vieira, sham Banghal and 
darkstar



The culling 
goes on.



Captain alqdus’ 
coup d’etat is 
nothing short 
of a genocide.

Lots of people, 
including 

Several of the 
best 

tournament 
fighters, now 
lie dead on the 

ground.

the envoy’s 
astonishing 

lightning bolts 
strike the 

competitors and 
the audience alike.

(I Wish I could 
understand its 

inner 
workings).

On the bright side, this 
gives us opportunity to 
get amulets from dead 

huntsmen.

surrounded by 
an enchanted 

blaze, we fight 
for our lives.

Ignore the 
lightning!
We must 

disenchant the 
flames!

(How can he 
cast so many of 

them without 
tiring? Wait… 
he must be a 
caste voi!).



Forget the 
envoy! 

Let’s assist those 
trying to disenchant 

the fire! Here 
comes 

another!

Aaaargh! The envoy 
controls all 

the enchantments 
here and he’s 

behind the 
spells!

He’s our 
way out! 
No, He’s 

everyone’s 
way out!

And what’s 
the plan? Are 
you going to 

just ask him to 
stop killing 
everyone?

No, petarian. 
You will.

Thanks to sharlos, 
we know they 
protect their 

wearers from the 
envoy’s spells.

But it seems like 
petarian is having 
second thoughts.

You know 
he’s of your 
kin. You’ll 

reveal your 
markings to 

him.

This won’t 
protect people 

from these 
spells!



You 
have no 

idea what 
you’re 

plunging 
into.

I don’t. But I 
know you don’t 
want all these 
people to die.

And the 
longer we take 
from getting to 

him, more of them 
will.

So?

You manipulative 
piece of shit.

Hey, save 
these for the 

envoy!

He’s the one you 
are supposed to 
charm with your 
silver-tongue.

As we advance 
towards the 

envoy, however…



we are faced with 
some undesirable 

elements.

Petarian, 
block it!

Are you 
ok?

My shield 
spell took 
most of it.

She’s off 
balance! Keep 

pressing!

This is our 
chance to get 

promoted!

Uff… 
that was 
close…

let me 
show them 
how this is 

done.

She’s only 
one, do not 

falter!



Her movements are 
graceful, precise, 

calculated.

Her mastery over the 
kaynn, astonishing.

And she even has the 
spirit to be cheeky.

Snap.



You… you 
used the same 
spell as the 

envoy!

And you 
told me you 
were afraid 
earlier?! Of 

what?

I had those 
chains on. I 

told you, I’m 
not a fighter.

Now, this? 
A battlefield, 
with this much 
kaynn flowing 

around?

I’m a voi. 
This is 

perfect for 
me.

You are 
not a 

healer.

No, I am 
not.

Now let’s 
make our way to 
the envoy before 
other huntsmen 
start getting 

ideas.

She’s right. the 
tournament ended 
for us, but not for 
them, apparently.

Uff… 
uff…



Focus on 
the envoy! I think He’s 

the one casting the 
lightning spells!

Heh. You 
finally 
noticed.



When we get close 
to the envoy, it 

dawns on me that 
stopping him might 

be much harder than 
I thought.

Hey, 
envoy!

Why don’t 
you pick on 
someone as 

blessed as you 
are?

Huh?



By the creed 
of the blessed, 
"thou shall not 

commit any 
violence against 

other caste 
members".

Or…?

Or the caste 
council will 

send a 
sorcerer to 
deal with you, 

like usual.

Just like I 
was sent for 

your crimes. It 
was hard to get 

to you.
So… 

it’s you.

Wait. You 
were sent here 

to kill him?!

That’s for 
the best. 
Trust me.

He’s too 
dangerous to 
be left alive.

You’ll have 
to explain all 
of this to me 
when we are 

done.



There is nothing 
to explain, 

really.

But I want 
To hear it 
from her.

That 
manipulative 
piece of shit.

Huh. Nice 
combination.



Now, petarian, 
I believe you owe 

me an 
explanation.

Don’t get 
cocky. 

This is far 
from over.

Uff… 
uff… you 
two… are 

skilled. that 
was… quite 
impressive…

Now 
allow 
me… to 

reciprocate 
the favor.

But 
first, let me 
take off this 

mask.

That was 
easy.



Now you can 
properly see 

who ended 
you.

Petarian, who 
the fuck is that 

guy?!

He’s barely 
wounded!

a filthy slaver 
caught red-

handed.

Stay focused. 
Prepare a 

counterspell.

A 
Counterspell, 

you say?

One thing is to 
counter something I 

cast just to cull 
the weak.

Another is to 
counter something I 

am tailoring 
especially for you.



You 
should 

know better, 
human…

Than to 
meddle with 
things that 

concern only 
the chosen of 

the gods.

I erect a 
shield, as I 

won’t be 
able to 

counter it.

But I am 
too slow.



Dolarac!

Ugh…

How touching. 
Is he your pet?

I’ll 
make sure 
you’ll be 

served with 
him after 

your 
defeat.

Master 
protector 

illitarian, you 
are to be 

sentenced for 
crimes against 

the pavoi.

I didn’t 
want to get 
anyone else 

involved in this. 
Now I’ll show 

you my true 
power.

What’s the 
crime in 

making the 
lesser work 

for their 
betters?

Even These 
cannibals 

get it.



Now it’s my 
turn.

Oh, please. 
You can do 

better.

but the only 
chance you had to 
defeat me was by 

getting me 
unaware.

Ok, that was 
Better.



Counterspell.

Instead of using 
a technique, an 
ishturian can 

force raw kaynn 
to become an 

offensive spell.

This is a much 
faster way to 
attack than 

casting a spell.

No one would 
try to counter a 
trick like this.

But sorcerer 
caste voi are not 
only ishturians.

And few 
ishturians are 

good at 
counterspells.

They are trained to 
hunt spellcasters.



Remarkable. 
But I’ll go 

faster next time. 
you won’t be 
able to do it 

again.

I won’t 
have to.

Uh?!

That’s not 
what they 
are there 

for.
Take it from 

here, 
dolarac.

You 
fools! 

these irons are 
too charged to 

stop my 
spells!

An 
ambush? 

Hah!



You 
unblessed 

bas-

Once I was 
struck by him, 
I understood 

how he was 
casting all 

those 
lightning 
spells.

He wasn’t 
using his 

own kaynn.

He was using 
everyone 
else’s.

channeling 
them from the 
chains on the 

floor.

And 
channeling 
spells are 

just my thing.



Ugh… you 
can’t… can’t… 

kill me.

You are a slaver 
worm and I was 

sanctioned by the 
holy pavoi to do 

just that.

Why 
wouldn’t 

I?

I… I am 
connected… to 

their 
enchantments 

network.

you take me 
out… this 

whole town… 
will be… 

unprotected.

Is that 
so?



With the envoy’s 
death, the magic 

flames start to die 
everywhere.

Without the fear of being 
burnt or struck by 

lightning, The surviving 
contestants advance 

towards the huntsmen.

And these are 
not the only side 

effects…



The 
enchantments 

are broken! We 
are free!

The oppressed 
turn against 

their 
oppressors.

Zombies are 
getting in!

The town is no 
longer 

protected from 
the outside.

The meat 
is breaking 
free! I need 

help!

How 
could you 
do this to 

me?

Baby… 
please…

And I can only wonder 
what happened between 
captain alqdus, young 

ameijj and the butcher.

Not so 
tough without 
your lackey’s 
enchantments, 

huh?



Not that I 
don’t like you, 

but With you two 
gone, I’m gonna be 
devouring town’s 
sole remaining 

hero.

Are you 
staying?!

This town’s 
gonna recover 
one way or the 
other. I just 

wanna be here to 
pick the winning 

side.

Hey, dolarac! 
Hang in there, 

dead-hair…

We bid farewell 
to borzak. If it 
weren’t for him, 

I would have 
been dead.

Oh, so 
that’s how you 
look under that 

mask?

Makes 
sense…

Uhhhgh…

He salvaged a 
healing potion 

from a huntsman 
who died before 

using it.
And he even 

agreed to help us 
with the plan I 

came up with 
while petarian 
and the envoy 

traded blows.

For a while now I 
have been only 
expecting the 
worst from 

everyone. But 
recently I learnt 
that people can 
be decent too.

Borzak takes us 
to an entrance to 
an old passage. 
From there, we 

can get out 
safely.



So… what 
now?

I believe you 
required some 
explanation…

Nah. Forget 
about it. He was 
a slaver and you 
came hunting for 

him.

Hmm… to 
think of it, did 

You know about 
this cannibal city 
and that he was 

here?

Nope. Just 
lucky, I 
guess.

Or, as the 
believers say, 

"gods provided for 
I am one of the 

chosen".

Well, I 
helped you with 
your thing. Care 
to help me with 

mine?



Sure. 
What are you 
here at the 

capital for?

Ever heard 
about the 
orb of 
divinity?

No.

Guess you 
‘blessed-folk’ are 

not big fans of 
history, huh?

In summary, it’s an 
orb with a god’s 

essence in it.

"Much Before 
the times of 

the first 
emperor, 

Aushulia was 
then divided 

among humans 
and beasts".

"Avenging many 
slain brothers 

and sisters, 
muqdus ausha, 

the lord-
warrior, came 

to be".

"He was 
stronger than a 

thousand 
crocodilians and 

faster than a 
thousand 

serpentilians".

"But winning 
battles wasn’t 

his greatest 
feat".

"For he stole the 
godhood of the 

serpenthead 
sezerki".



Oh, ok. And 
what do you 
want with it?

I’m going to 
save everyone.

Save 
everyone? From 

what? How?

I’m 
going to 

change the past. 
I’m going to 

save the 
empire.

Save the 
empire?

The fall of the 
quesdun line 

doomed the whole 
continent to this 

savagery and 
degeneracy.

…

If I can 
prevent it, I can 

save the nine 
provinces from 

chaos!



Uh… ok. 
sure.

For a long time, I 
have been doing 
everything on my 

own.

So, will you 
help me?

I have a friend now. And, 
together, we are going to 

save the world.

But I don’t have to 
be alone anymore.



Second-circle 
Technique/ ritual: 

Channel the past

The ability to scry past events by touching an object 
or person is the most essential ability of an 
archeomancer. Through a material anchor, the caster 
can observe the echoes and connect with the emotions 
of those who came before him.

Despite its evident usefulness, there are few 
archeomancers on the continent, and they are often 
seen with distrust and resentment.

Glimpses of the past are often difficult to 
comprehend and, sometimes, can be more confusing 
than enlightening. The further back in time, the more 
challenging the spell is to cast, often requiring an 
exhaustive ritual to catch a mere one-second glimpse 
of what happened to something a year ago.

Even though this skill is taught early in arcane 
academies, most students have already forgotten it by 
the end of the third year of the basic cycle, preferring 
to hone more ‘practical’ spells.

What they overlook is that, through channeling the 
past, an archeomancer can replicate spells, fuel their 
own spells with other people’s memories and 
emotions and even weave enchantments with ease.



Shoro and ishtura

"All that exists was created by the 
thirteen true gods from whom we, the 
chosen, derived our castes. They 
created all we know and all we cannot 
know. What created the first existence is 
unknown and that is the first mystery.

(…)

In all things there are portions of 
shoro, the bones of creation, that which 
cannot be changed by action, and 
ishtura, the flesh, that which can".

Ishturia

"After creating all that exists, 
including lying gods to challenge the 
faithful and lesser people for us to 
lead, the thirteen true gods left 
their tools of creation to their 
people - the kaynn, the magical 
energies of creation.

The ability to change the flesh of 
existence through thought and 
manipulation of the kaynn is called 
ishturia - and its practitioners are 
called ishturian.

To be able to differentiate between 
what is shoro and what is ishtura in 
all things is why we study and hone 
our craft for our whole lives".

On the mimicking of the true 
learnings

"There are plenty of others who are 
not of the blessed, not of the faithful 
and not of the castes who are able to 
mimic our magic through prayers, 
rituals and techniques. These are not 
true ishturians.

The ability to speak does not make a 
parrot a voi; the ability to use tools 
does not make a primate a voi; and the 
ability to cast spells does not make a 
gifted unblessed an ishturian.

As our spells are fluid, gracious and 
powerful, theirs are rigid, clumsy and 
diminished. Their attempts at magic are 
but mere shadows of our sublime art."

Excerpts From sacrosanct liniéllidas’e, 
at true faith: on why the voi are the 
chosen people. Published at camtyci, 
fohrvoi, eighty years before the fall.



Last issue I told you I would show 
how midjourney could take my art 

further.

As you can see, Midjourney not only 
allows me to improve it, but to 

nudge it into the artistic direction 
and style that I want it to.

That brings the question: then why 
didn’t I choose only realism? Why 
wouldn’t I choose to represent 

aándia in a more realistic fashion?

And the answer is: realism is a lie. 

We cannot reach the truth. It 
exists, it’s out there, but we can 
only see and understand it with 

subjective senses.

So, While we must keep 
seeking the truth, we must 
always know that we will 

never reach it. 

and that, at times, we  need a 
break from the chase.

D.a. Da rosa, June ‘23.



A dead man’s blade 
connects the 
archeomancer to the 
answers he seeks.

but 
answers 
are nothing 
without 
action.

Can the past 
overcome 
the 
present?


