




I lost them… 
I… I lost track 

of those 
mages.

I cannot 
sense them 
anymore!

Oh, herda, 
what have I 

done?

You gifted 
me, but I 

killed one and 
the others 

fled…

The capital’s 
wastelands.

Weeks ago.



W-Wait.

I want 
to… I want 
to parley.

Hm? Let her 
come, my 

pets.

Speak, 
mortal.

I hear you 
are looking for 

mages.

I… I know where 
two mages are, 
right now. I can 
take you there.

I just want to 
live. And… and I 

want to be escorted 
out of this city once 

I find what I’m 
looking for.



Where are 
the mages?

They hum… 
they are not 

inside.

But wait, wait! 
Please, wait! 

T-there’s a trail in 
there! I can go 

after them!

Please…

Your failure is 
unfortunate.

But herda is a 
forgiving deity. If you plead, 

maybe she will 
extend to you the 

same gift she 
gave me.

But in order to 
pray to her, you 

first need to die.

Rghhh…

Later.
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Eight-circle 
summoning: 

The Unsent

The first documented necromancers were healers who 
thought they found a way to restore life. But what 

they really did was to enchant bodies with rudimentary 
movement and basic instincts.

As necromancers perfected the formula along the 
centuries, they created new kinds of undead, always in 

search of true immortality. 

In their search, they recently developed a new 
powerful and cunning kind. They are the ‘unsent’ - 

unnatural sentients. Like vampires, They are smart and 
powerful, but without needing blood or fearing the 

sun.

However, they need complex necromantic rituals to 
sustain their enchantments from time to time. And 

only the most powerful of them can pretend to be a 
person for long. 

While they talk and act as sentient beings, They are 
not people. their flesh sometimes betray them and 

they often act irrationally. as time progresses, their 
behavior get more and more deranged and erratic.



Damn it.

The 
distinct 

district.

Now.

This is an 
unsent.

Didn’t sense 
or hear her 

zombies. She 
Must be good 
at concealing 
enchantments.



Uqijj? 
Care to 
explain?

I’m 
sorry.

I had 
little 
choice.

Go, my pets. 
Eliminate the 

blonde one and take 
the others to me. 

Alive.



You two. 
Go on.

That 
bitch’s going 

to pay for 
what she did 

to Uqijj!

She uses all 
of the kaynn 
stored in her 

glove’s 
battery.

She’s going for 
an all-in.

I’d feel guilty 
for her risking 

herself like 
that after 
using the 
oathbind.

But it will be 
worth it.



Driedbodies and 
skeletons are 

vulnerable to fire.

And Marchia’s 
fireblast become 

a beacon for 
those who were 
not under the 

unsent’s 
command.

But we are at 
the ruined 
capital.

My… pets…

Herda, give us 
strength!

A signal to the 
other 

necromancers’ 
armies.



Dolarac… 
shouldn’t we 

go back? 
Marchia—

Don’t 
worry. We 
are close, 

now.

She will be 
saved. 

Everyone will 
be saved.



Marchia, 
wait!

Please, you 
are my only 

hope!
You are 

not her. You 
are a fuckin’ 

zombie.

Please, 
please… 

wait… listen, 
there’s this 

necromancer… 
she cursed 

me…

You have to 
help me or I’ll 

be like this 
forever!

So long, 
deadbrains!



Get ready, pets. 
The other lords are 

invading and our 
goddess—

What do 
you mean? 

How could I 
even help 

you?

Listen, My 
priestess. 

your 
goddess 

commands you: 
leave your 

soldiers and go 
after those 

mages 
yourself.

If they 
reach the 

Palace… If one 
of them is who I 

suspect, then all 
will be lost to 

us!I’m sorry, 
pets. Your 

mistress must go, 
but her heart will 

be with you.

I just 
needed you 

to stop.

Us zombies 
are not very 

fond of 
running, you 

see?



It’s 
impossible to 
not be amazed 
by the imperial 

palace’s 
grandeur.

After being 
destroyed in the 
3rd century’s 
Quesdun Civil 
war, it was 
rebuilt.

It took 
some 
inspiration 
from The 
capital’s voi 
towers and 
from the 
basherànian 
castles.

It was 
hated by 

aushulians, 
basherò 

and 
fohrvoians 

alike.

It was 
supposed 

to 
symbolize 

the 
imperial 

unity.



Are you 
ready? As ready as 

I’ll ever be.

As we walk all 
the way there, I 

can feel 
petarian’s 
disposition 
changing.

She is no 
longer 

distressed 
about marchia. 
She’s focused 
now. Good.

eastern sands, 
Northern winds, 

southern sea and 
western leafs.

Even though the 
palace has long been 

ransacked by now, 
few can enter it from 

its front door.



Wow.

Now we must 
reach the 
vault. Thought 

you’d be more 
emotional.

Doesn’t it 
bring you back 

memories?



We must 
not tarry. 

Stop talking 
nonsense.

Nonsense? 
You want me to 
help you reach 
divinity and I 
don’t even 
know you!

It is not 
irrelevant to 

me.

Master gambe 
dorff had some 

suspicions, but I 
want to hear it 

from you.

My identity is 
irrelevant. 

I am my 
mission.

Now 
tell me: 
who are 

you?

I… I 
tell you 
while we 
walk, ok?



But you must 
understand: this is 

not about me.

It’s all 
about her.

Wait, 
mistress. I 
wanna hear 

that.

Don’t look at 
me like this, we 

might learn 
something 

interesting…

for our, hm, 
goddess, I 

mean.



The Imperial 
capital, 

Aushulia.

20 years 
before the 

fall.

Hey, 
young one. 
I need this 

book you are 
drooling 

over.

Mykella 
was only 
two years 
older than 

me.

We studied at 
the arcane 
academy.

We ran into 
each other at 
the library 

all the time.
At first, 

coincidentally.

Hey, 
young 
one.

But 
then…

But she was 
five years 

ahead.



We were together 
whenever we 

weren’t studying.

Some years later, 
I was about to 

become a master 
myself when we 
found I was Ill. We married 

against my 
will.

I studied 
archeomancy and 

literature, 
always with my 

head elsewhere.

Meanwhile, she 
became the 

youngest healer 
at the emperor’s 

service.

She never 
gave up 

finding a 
cure.

Terminally 
ill.

By the end of 
that same 

late-summer 
I was dead.

My story was 
supposed to 
end there.



But 
Mykella 

never gave 
up finding 

a cure.

And it 
didn’t take 
her long 
to find a 

way.

She became 
the youngest 
member of 
the order 

of the 
rose.

A secret 
organization 
dedicated to 
protect the 

quesdun 
lineage no 

matter 
what.

An order of 
assassins, 
spies and 

researchers.

And by researchers, 
I mean necromancers.



Enough! 
My pets are out 
there without me 

while I…

Shhhh, alright! 
Go ahead, I’m 

right behind you.

Wow. 
Hah! this is 

funnier now 
than when I 
was alive!

Ugh! 
What do you 

think you are 
doing?! You are 

supposed to 
work 

together!

Don’t 
worry, my 

lady. 
I work 
better 
alone.

Yesss… 
follow my 
lead, pet. Ughhh!



Wait. Heard 
something? 
No, I’m not 
stalling.

The order of the 
rose often used 

the undead as 
agents.

Loyal, low-
maintenance and 

expendable.

For delicate 
operations, They 

didn’t use 
driedbodies or 

skeletons.

They used 
unnatural 
sentients - 
the unsent.

The unsent can 
pass for 

people for a 
while.

Very well. Keep 
moving and I’ll 
keep talking.

And their minds 
are incomplete. 
deeply distorted 
versions of those 

of their living 
selves.

So when my wife 
secretly turned 

me into an 
unsent, it didn’t 
take long for 

her to be 
disappointed.

Hmm…



Even though I 
looked like my old 

self, I wasn’t 
really me.

I was a mimicry. An 
array of echoes, Of 

memories and 
thoughts preserved 
in kaynn and given a 

body to act.

As years passed by, 
Mykella became more 
and more powerful, 
tinkering with the 
enchantments that 
kept me functional.

She used my 
knowledge and kept 

me from going insane, 
but had little 

interest in that me.

She wanted the real 
me back, and it didn’t 
matter if everyone, 
including me, said 

that that was 
impossible.

After one of these 
improvements, I 

finally connected 
some information I 

remember but 
couldn’t 

correlate before.

That’s when I 
told her about 

the orb of 
divinity. She 
thought this 
was a myth.

Myth or not, only 
Divine magic 

could transcend 
the limits of 

magic. That was 
our only hope.



Mykella was too loyal 
to steal from the 

quesdun. But she knew 
the empire’s days were 

numbered.

When the last 
emperor gave away 

his life, she was 
the grandmaster 

of the order.

They were 
expecting an 

assassin. They 
were wrong.

As such, she was 
the only one 
who knew how 
to activate the 

orb of 
divinity.

She failed to 
save the 
empire…

…to try and 
save me.

And, yet, she 
refused to use 
it to resurrect 
the emperor.

So, yes, you 
were right. 

This is not the 
first time I’ve 

been here.

Things were 
much different 

back then.



She 
made us 
think she 

died.

But I 
knew 

that that 
was not 

her 
end.

Where is 
she?

Uqijj? 
Where’s 
Marchia?

Eek!

It’s 
not her. 
That’s a 

deadlink 
spell.

Now, Where’s 
the 

grandmaster?

She’s gone, 
necromancer.

Mykella 
gave herself 
to the orb. 

That’s part of 
the unlocking 

spell.

Wait… so 
that means 

you…

I’m afraid 
your 

colleague is 
gone. My 

condolences.



That 
I’m going to 
make things 

right.

I’m sorry, 
but I can’t 
let you—-

Ugh!

Uq… Uqijj… 
what are… 
you doing?

I… I lost 
contact?! 

How?!

I have been 
trained by the 

best mindmages 
of the continent, 

bitch.

Get…
lost!

Much better. 
Now, dolly-boy 

and pet-girl, 
where were we?

Oh, you were 
about to 

monologue about 
how you are guilty of 
everything terrible 
that happened since 

the end of the 
empire.

Well, 
fuck that. 

What I really 
want to know is: 

how can you go on 
without a master 
refueling your 
enchantments 

every few 
days?

I mean, 
whatever your 
wife did, it’s 

clear that you 
are still one 

of us.



Except I had no 
memory of her. 

She wanted me to 
move on. She 

wanted me to be 
free of pain.

When I found 
clues about who 

I once was, I 
soon found the 

truth.

Thus, The orb 
couldn’t change 
reality - I was 
an unsent for 

too long.

In more 
ways than 

one.

I want my 
husband to be 

whole. I want him to 
be free. I want him 
to be far away and 

unable to 
remember me.

The divinity offered 
by the orb to her 
was limited. Only 
someone able to 
channel the past 

can unlock its full 
divinity.

But I’m an 
archeomancer.

She used divinity 
to make me both 
dead and alive.

but it made me 
closer to the 
real me. All 

that I felt and 
knew...



Why are 
you telling 
her any of 
this? She’s 
our enemy!

So… unless 
someone uses the 
orb of divinity for 

me, I either crumble 
to dust or kneel 

before a 
necromancer?

There is 
another 

way. A way to 
restore your 

life.

The orb 
is right 
there.

You see that 
glow 

downstairs?

I can save 
you, Uqijj. I 

can save 
everyone.

But we will 
need all the 
help we can 

get…

Because no 
matter how 

deranged, every 
unsent wants to 

keep on 
existing.



For mykella didn’t 
leave the orb 

unprotected.

She connected the 
divine’s orb essence to 
the greatest asset of 

her order.

Thus making the 
‘glorious captain’ 
the greatest of all 

unsents.





Ugh… another 
group of 

adventurers?

Is there no end 
to you people?

And now, 
here I am, 

forever cursed 
with such a menial 

task… A 
guard.

I was once the 
most adored and 
feared hero of 

our empire…

Unable to 
leave this room, 
entombed with the 

very thing that 
sustains me.

Why give me this 
travesty of 

sentience, then? Just 
enough to be 

bored.

Ugh, what a 
pitiful 

existence.



But All I’m 
left with is to 

lecture people I’m 
about to maim or 

kill…

I deserved my 
rest.

We devised a 
strategy.

It all depends 
on whether I 

can give 
petarian an 

opening.

I 
love it 

when they are 
the silent, 
focused 

type.

It prevents 
me from 
caring.

Ugh, look at that spell. 
I was more confident when we 

were just talking.



Luckily, I know that one.  
It could kill us all at 

once, but One small 
symbolic dissonance and…

It can’t 
be…



It 
worked!

Petarian’s 
going full 

power!



He didn’t 
even 

block!

Did we just 
beat one of 

history’s most 
powerful 

heroes ever?

Uff… 
uff…

Uh? the orb’s 
divine kaynn are 
flowing to him?



Grhhh…

Wai…

I said 
‘wait’.

You are… 
him.

You knew my 
spell. An 

obscure Second-
century spell. Heh. 

I’ve been waiting 
for you.

Damn! The orb is 
regenerating him!

Petarian tries 
another attack, 
but she’s too 

spent.

Ugh!

He’s fully 
healed!



You 
are here 
to set me 

free.

BEGONE! Oh, 
fuck!

The real Uqijj 
would never do 

this. But the 
unsent one see his 
open guard as an 
irresistible cue.

Oh, thieves. 
I mean, I can 
sense all that 

happens in this hall, 
so what’s even 

the point?

Now, you. 
Come.

She’s 
waiting for 

you.
Dolarac, 

wait!



Listen… 
i never 

thought we 
would come so 
far. I shouldn’t 

have doubted 
you.

I am 
sorry. 
And I’m 
sorry I 
lied to 

you. But I 
can’t let 
you go 
ahead.

I need 
you to 

understand, 
it’s not the 
Empire you 
miss the 
world 
needs 
back.

This great voi 
captain in front 

of us? He’s 
responsible for 

the deaths of 
thousands of 

people.

Just because 
they didn’t want to 

be ruled by 
foreigners or 

because they wanted 
to speak freely.

The 
Empire you 

knew was just 
the shiny veneer, 
Dolarac. It was 

gilded by 
privilege and 

power.

But beneath 
that surface, 

there was pain. 
There was 

suffering.



Oh, please, 
your pavoi are 
even worse.

I’m glad I 
was taken by the 

empire when I 
was a child.

I work for 
them, that 

doesn’t mean I 
agree with 

them.
I’m not a 

believer. I’m 
an employee. I 
have to work 

to live.

No, 
dolarac, 
listen to 

me.

We can’t 
repeat history. 
We have a chance 
here to use this 

power for a 
better future.

This empire 
birthed every 

horror we saw and 
fought since we 

got here.

The undead, 
The devouring 

town, the Shadow 
King, the 

necromancers. The 
very things that got 

our companions 
killed.

Petarian…

Please, let’s 
create a world 

without empires 
or demigod 
rulers…

I am 
sorry. I 

must atone for 
what she did. 

That’s my only 
purpose.



I heard 
your words, 
my friend.

don’t worry. 
Things will be 
better next 

time.

I’ll make 
sure of it.

But the unsent 
guardian blocks 
the spell just in 

time...

…as I reach 
the orb of 

divinity.

Don’t make 
me stop 

you!

If she wasn’t so 
tired, her spell 

would have 
flown faster 

and hit me.



The hidden 
enchantments I 

engraved on my mask 
unlock the orb’s 
full power. And 

then, the orb 
reaches me.



And it 
welcomes 

me.

Hey, young 
one.

I didn’t make it 
easy for you, but 
I knew you would 

get here, 
eventually.

M-Mykella…

And it takes 
me to my 

most 
beloved 
place.

Listen, 
I…

I’m sorry. 
I’m sorry for 

what I made you 
do.

And 
what’s with 

using my 
Brother’s 

name and my 
accent?



Why 
are you 

looking at 
me like 
this?

For you 
are a lovely 

dork.

What do 
you m—

Now, about 
your… 
quest.

You 
are not to 

bring the empire 
back. You should 
have listened to 

your voi 
friend.

What?
I had to make 

certain you came 
in here. I knew you 

would use 
archeomancy to 

recover your 
memory.

This was 
the only way 
for us to be 
together 

again.

I had to be 
sure you came. 
I’m sorry, but I 

couldn’t let your 
memories of us to be 

tarnished by who I 
became after you 

were gone.

And, 
besides…

You… you 
manipulated 

me.

Wait. You 
didn’t just 
erase my 

memories of you. 
You messed 
with them.



…this 
whole thing? 
It was your 

idea.

You 
told me 

what to ask the 
orb, how to 
trick your 

archeomancy, 
how to make 

you come 
here.

You left 
yourself a 

trail of 
fragmented 
half-truths.

Even as my 
incomplete 

unsent 
assistant 
you were 

still 
brilliant.

You woke up 
beside 

books that 
praised the 
empire and 

nothing 
else.

You learned 
quickly to 

hide yourself 
and to fear 

others.

Thus, you had 
no one to 
defy your 
truths.

But… 
that’s…

I mean… 
I’m a lie.

You are not 
a lie. You are an 
artifice. And 

now that you are 
here, our real 

wish can be 
fulfilled.

This version 
of you will be 

gone. The real 
you will be here 
at the orb with 
me, forever.

But that’s 
not fair! I 
don’t want 

to die!

I want 
to save the 
empire!

I want… I 
want you!



Oh, baby. 
You are an 
unsent. A 

special one, 
but that’s 

it.

You 
performed your 
job quite well. 

Now, it’s time for 
you to go.

No! 
That’s not 

my wish! You 
hear me, orb? 

That’s not 
my wish!

And what is 
thy wish?

What 
would you 

use divinity 
for?

I want to go 
back! I want to 

have a real life! 
I want to… I 
want to have 

you!



Everything 
starts to 

fade.

I can see my 
whole life 

hundreds of 
times.

Each time is 
a little bit 
different 

than before.

The kaynn 
doesn’t care 

for 
consistency.

As my mind starts to 
dissolve into 

nothingness, I can 
feel my former self 
embracing mykella 

inside the orb.

As for me… I can 
only hope that 

the orb heard my 
wishes.

Somehow I am 
happy for them.



Huh?

Yon… gun…
Yongun.

Eh? My 
name’s 

Yongun!?

Hmm.



So… what 
now?

The orb 
will be 

inactive for 
the next five 

or six 
years.

But I 
wouldn’t 

advise you to 
get near it 

again. This is 
nothing but a 

trap.

I 
mean… that’s 

it? He’s gone? 
I mean, I’m glad 

if the empire 
stays ruined 
but… is he 

dead?

Oh, I 
couldn’t care 
less. Now, if 

you’ll excuse me, 
I need to find a 
new source of 
kaynn for my 

body.
Hm. You 

know what? 
I’m afraid I’m 

going to 
borrow some 

of yours.

The archeomancer’s journey ends, but 
Yongun’s is just beginning! And what about 
Uqijj? Did she really die (for real, I mean)? 

And petarian? Will she survive the 
captain’s thirst for kaynn?

Stay tuned! This is just the first story set in 
the echoes of the shattered empire! I 

can’t wait to show you what’s next!



Hello, everyone!

What a ride, huh? 

When I first started creating the 
echoes of a shattered empire 
setting, in 2008 or so, I was just 
a bored intern at my alma mater. 
I had been playing rpg on other 
people’s settings for more than 
a decade by then, and I decided to 

make my own fantasy world.

Sometime later, I came up with my 
own rpg system, imagina!, which is 

still unpublished. With it, my 
closest friends and I were able 
to live and adventure at Aándia, 

creating epic stories and special 
moments for all of us to cherish 

and remember.

I never thought that my first 
release would be a comic book. 

I’ve written short and long 
stories, I’ve studied game design, 
but when Midjourney appeared in 
my life, it dawned on me that this 

is what I’ve always dreamt of 
doing.

One of my fondest childhood 
memories is when a friend and I 

drew comic books with stick 
figures together. By now, he’s a 
doctor and must be over things 

like this, but I never got over it. 
Fantasy fiction is one of my 

greatest passions, right there 
with comic books.

So I was just waiting for this all 
to happen. I just didn’t know it 

yet.

D.a. Da Rosa, July ‘23.



the 
archeomancer’s 
secrets are 
unveiled, one by 
one.

By the end of them 
all, is anything, or 
anyone, left?

Face the surprising 
conclusion of this 

tale at your own 
peril.

Is it a tragedy? An 
epic? An action-

packed high-octane 
adventure?

Well, there’s only 
one way to know 

for sure.


