
Christopher Moeller 

Andrew Robinson

Lucio Parrillo

Trevor Hairsine 

Dan Scott 

Aleksi Briclot

Jason Shawn Alexander

Paul Lee

Alex Horley-Orlandelli

Greg Staples

Rafa Garres

Dave Kendall

Steve Prescott

Scott Hampton

Mark Texeira

Nils Hamm

Tomás Giorello

Steven Belledin

Nic Klein

Izzy

Brian Haberlin & Geirrod Van Dyke

Vince Evans

Karl Kopinski

Arthur Suydam

The life of a planeswalker is one of infinite possibility, of  
self-determination free from the boundaries of a single world,  
but sometimes the gift of choice can be the greatest burden… 

For Jace Beleren and Chandra Nalaar, an ancient scroll holds the  
key to arcane secrets.  Will the discovery grant them the power  

they seek, or are some mysteries best left uncovered? 

Tezzeret, from his humble beginnings on the plane of Esper,  
has always desired more, but power, status and respect come  

hard to a scrapper’s son… If he wants what he thinks he deserves,  
he is going to have to take it. 

Liliana Vess carries the weight of several lifetimes on her  
beautiful shoulders. And the magic of her new-found veil will  

help her live many more… But she has to get that cursed barbarian,  
Garruk Wildspeaker, off her back first. 

No matter their mission, no matter their power, the path of the  
planeswalker is one of otherworldly adventure, discovery and danger.
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The setting of Magic: the Gathering® is referred to as the Multiverse—countless 
planes of existence, each unaware of the next, each different from the last. One plane 
might be entombed in snow and ice while another swelters in endless jungle, and a 
third is covered entirely by city. Only one kind of being can traverse the planes of the 
Multiverse: the planeswalker.

Each planeswalker has an ineffable gift from the Multiverse itself: the Spark.  
Only one in a million sentient beings is born with the Spark, and only one in a  
million with the Spark ever “ignites” it, realizing their true potential to become  
a planeswalker.

Being a planeswalker elevates an individual and isolates them from their peers.  
A planeswalker is blessed with the ability to travel between worlds, and cursed 
with the knowledge that any world is but one among innumerable others; a tiny  
corner of the Multiverse. Because of this, planeswalkers know that only others of 
their kind can truly understand them. They are iconoclasts, each driven by their own  
desires and fears.

All planeswalkers can wield magic, and almost all go forth into the Multiverse in  
pursuit of further mastery of magic. The Spark is the seed of destiny, but no  
planeswalker’s fate is preordained. Ultimately, all planeswalkers must make their 
own path.

The Multiverse



Planeswalkers (in order of appearance)

Chandra is a reckless young pyromancer who  
lives among a community of freedom-loving  
fire mages on the plane of Regatha. Always 
seeking the next big fire spell, Chandra learns 
of a scroll kept in a sacred chamber on the 
plane Kephalai. She seizes the chance to add a  
new blast to her repertoire, but things get  
complicated when Chandra discovers the scroll is 
more valuable than she first thought.

The artificer Tezzeret is a native of the plane of 
Esper—a shard of the original fractured plane  
of Alara—a place where every living thing is  
infused with a magical alloy called etherium.  
Here we witness Tezzeret as a young man  
fighting against the strictures of a society that  
doesn’t recognize his worth, as well as his fateful 
encounter with a being much greater, older, and 
more ambitious than himself.

A mind magic prodigy, Jace is the de facto ruler of 
the Infinite Consortium, an interplanar cabal he  
wrested away from the planeswalker Tezzeret.  
When officials on the plane of Kephalai employ the 
Consortium to retrieve a scroll of great importance 
that has been stolen, Jace takes it upon himself  
to intercept Chandra—and to discover the hidden 
information the scroll contains.

Chandra Nalaar

Jace Beleren

Tezzeret



The dragon planeswalker Nicol Bolas spent  
millennia as a demigod, a conqueror of countless  
worlds. But when the Multiverse itself began 
to crack under the strain of many cataclysms, a  
group of heroic planeswalkers intervened to  
mend it. In doing so, they changed the very nature 
of the planeswalker Spark. Now Bolas plots to  
regain his omnipotence, and his plans require  
the fealty of many others of his kind.

When the nature of the Spark changed, depriving 
planeswalkers of their godlike power, Liliana Vess 
took matters into her own hands. She struck a dark 
deal to maintain her youth, her beauty, and above 
all, her necromantic power. Now she is indebted  
to the demons with whom she made her bargain 
and must do their bidding. But perhaps she has 
found a way out of her debt...

Garruk is an apex predator who wanders the  
Multiverse hunting its greatest creatures.  
His latest prey, the Ursoth, stalks a plane that 
is home to the ruins of an ancient civilization  
called the Onakke. Garruk’s path is altered when 
the planeswalker Liliana Vess arrives on the same 
plane seeking a powerful Onakke artifact.

Nicol Bolas

Garruk Wildspeaker

Liliana Vess



Ajani is a leonin mage with a strong sense of  
empathy—he sees the light within others and  
can call on its power. Here we see Ajani on his  
home world of Naya, a shard of Alara covered in 
jungle, hunted like prey by humans. This is the 
story of those fateful events and the betrayal  
of his pride that follows.

The knights of Bant are defined by their sense  
of duty and honor. Although Elspeth is among 
their ranks, they are unaware of her true nature: 
She is a planeswalker from a dark, distant land.  
Elspeth wants nothing more than to be at home 
among her peers, but fate has other plans as the 
shards of Alara begin to converge.

On Sarkhan Vol’s native plane, warlords vie  
endlessly for supremacy, and dragons have long  
since been hunted to extinction. Sarkhan came to  
revere dragons as the ultimate expression of  
ferocity and hunger. We first meet Sarkhan  
when he encounters Ajani Goldmane. Later, as 
an agent of the dragon Nicol Bolas, he begins his  
descent into madness.

Ajani Goldmane

Sarkhan Vol

Elspeth Tirel
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      O the office of the prelate.
      Third of Eighthmonth.”

“watch commander’s final report.”

“We discovered the miscreant at the Sanctum 
 of Stars. She fled the scene before arrest 
 procedures could be completed.”

“We pursued her on suspicion of burglary,  
 but the miscreant’s crimes only escalated  
 from there.”



Kephalai.
Saw the sights. 
gathered a few  

new tricks, 
courtesy of  

some museum.

Royally  
Pissed off the local  

powers-that-be.

Finding a safe  
spot to walk  
out of here  

won’t be easy.

They’re  
everywhere.

DAMN.

“After we encountered and trapped  
 the miscreant, We apprehended her  
 with a standard Confinement spell.”



Their magic is icy,  
honed to a  

razor’s edge—

—but unimaginative.
Gotta know  

how to improvise. 
How to turn…

…Adversity… …into advantage.

“the cryostave worked perfectly. 
 But the miscreant took a hostage  
 and made a cowardly escape.”

“*Appendix A (costs & damages): 
  One (1) cryostave, regulation
  One (1) watch officer” 



“pursuit became impossible.”

“so we requisitioned—”

“—two of 
 kephalai’s  
 finest.”

 “the gargoyles seized the 
  miscreant immediately.”

unexpected. They mean 
business. must mean I 
took the right scroll.



“we already had enough evidence to condemn.  
 by authority of the prelate’s code, her  
 sentence was death. lakros administered 
 The miscreant’s punishment immediately.”

Not good. Never 
liked kephalai. 
lousy dEcor. 

Unfriendly 
gravity.

Was going 
to wait to 

try out The 
new trick.

But now 
seems as 

good a time 
as any To…

…experiment.

“*Appendix A (costs & damages): 
  Two (2) enforcer gargoyles”



as jaya always 
said, when in doubt, 
unleash the biggest 

boom you know.

Adversity  
into advantage.

Trick worked 
well. But then, 

fire always 
does.

“our investigation has concluded satisfactorily.  
 We recovered no corpse for proper processing,  
 but We have no evidence that The miscreant  
 survived elimination. Watch commander considers  
 the matter closed. See attached for materials  
 and expenses.”



“Report of the Security Overseer. 
 List of procedure violations.”

The miscreant  
is alive.

The prelate  
must hear  

of this.

“Inadequate search and 
 recovery practices.”

“Failed security measures.”

“Equipment malfunctions.”
“Incompetent performance  
 of arrest practices.”

“General failure of the watch commander  
 to provide conclusive evidence of death.”



You’re the  
mind mage? 

Where’s your  
team?

No team.

Listen.
I want to 

make clear the 
importance of 
this mission.

See that  
you do. time  

is of the  
essence.

This miscreant  
stole an item of 

extreme value to the 
Sanctum of Stars. 

I’ll find it. 
I assure you.

“She has no idea what I am. The Consortium  
 has kept them entirely in the dark.”

“Interesting.”

One more thing…

 ffice of the Prelate.
 2 weeks later…

If it’s not 
recovered, many 

could die.

It’s not just  
the scroll. Even 
the knowledge 
of what’s on it 
is dangerous.

You must purge 
that knowledge  
from her mind.



“This much destruction—”

“this mission is more  
 than the Prelate  
 understands.”

“Their “miscreant” isn’t just some 
 petty thief. She’s a planeswalker.”

“But a job’s a job.”

“æther trail’s faint, but I can almost feel 
 her memories. Every time I planeswalk…”

“…I see more…”

“Planeswalking isn’t 
 an exact science.”

“…hay?”



“Haven’t traveled 
 here before.”

“Need to get my bearings.” “It takes a while…”

“But I find what 
 I’m looking for.”

“Or better yet, 
 someone else’s.”

“Her name is Chandra.”

“Thanks, kid.”

“The kid’s not my quarry, 
 but the planeswalker’s  
 on his mind.”



You were gone a  
while this time, Chandra.  
We were worried. Danger 

follows you wherever  
you go.

I know. But it  
was worth it.

for now,  
I’m glad I can  

just relax.

Chandra! 
You’re back!

I… made
you this.

Hey, 
Brannon!

thanks, kiddo!  
Hey, look—you’ll  

like this.

A scroll— 
And this is not  
just any fire  

spell.

I brought  
back something 

special.

“Just in time.”



Chandra—

Chandra Nalaar, 
give me that  

scroll!

They  
just sent  
one, huh?

I'm  
all it’ll  

take.

all of you, 
Get the hell out  
of here. Now!

It’s quite the trick,  
let me tell you. You should  
have seen the thugs I had  

to fight off to get it…



still for  
a second.

Hold…

“Figured that 
wouldn’t work.”

“She’s —”“Her mind is… total chaos. 
 Emotion and power. Can’t  
 get a hold on it—”





I finally have  
your attention.

This can end  
now. Just give  

me what I  
came for.

Okay,  
take it  
easy.

Don’t do  
anything  

stupid now.

Brannon,  
are you  
hurt?

wha...

Wait!

Okay.

 don’t  
 hurt  
 him.



What… 
happened?

Illusions?! 
Oh, that is it!

am I going  
to have to put  
out this little  

flame!?

Unnh!

“Great. There goes plan A.”

Brannon!



You  
pyROMANCERS 
are all alike.

You only  
understand  

force.

I  
understand  

it—

—way  
better than you,  

mind mage.



Oh, it’s  
not going to  
be that easy.

the  
scroll!

“What the Consortium wants, 
 the Consortium gets.”



Surprise.

Let’s go, 
Brannon.

He took a 
nasty spill.

You
sure?

What  
happened  
to him?

“The scroll should 
 be right… about…”

“Here! ”



Pay no 
attention. Just

more tricks.

Let’s head  
back to the  
monastery,  
eh, Brannon?

I’ll be 
taking that 
scroll now.

Brannon?

“Along with the memories of 
every time you ever cast it.”



Ugh, my head.  
Did we win  
or lose?

The scroll—
it’s gone. I can’t  
even remember  

the words…

So the prelate  
has her scroll again. 
everybody’s happy.

Later…



seeker's
fall

THE



 sper, Shard of Alara

Vectis City

The Seeker's Academy

Examination Day

That's your 
third golem,

Tezzeret.

You can't
cast it again .



That  
doesn't 

make you 
good.

Tidehollow? 
What's he  

doing here?

At least 
i'm casting! 
You're just 
reacting!

A blind sculler 
could have seen 

that coming.

I know the  
Renn faMily, 
of course. 
Who's the 

other boy?

Tezzeret. 
Of Tidehollow.

He showed 
promise as 

a child. Well, i'm not 
impressed now.

Counter 
maGic? 

Weak, Renn. 
So weak.

Shut up, 
Renn!  

I Know 
the Rules!



At least i'm 
here 'cause  
of talent. 

And not my 
famous daddy.

The Seekers 
have a reputation 

to maintain.

Why do you 
let him stay?

That is a very  
good question.

That's assuming 
you have talent.

You don't.

I win. 
Again.



"Victory to 
  Silas Renn."

“And i'll see you in  
 my office tomorrow  
 morning, Tezzeret.”

What happened, 
Father? Rippers 

again?

Less etherium 
to go around.

More who want it 
for themselves.



That's what 
the Seekers 
are going to 

change!

I could  
use your 

help down 
here.

I'm not 
going to be 
a scrapper!

You're a 
fool.

They're not  
going to let you 
be anything else.

Things 
are hard.



He'll never 
understand.

The Seekers  
alone have the 

secret to forge 
new etherium. 
They will cast 
the world in 
perfection.

I'm going 
to be one 
of them.

Nothing 
can stand 
in my way.



Tezzeret! 
Why are you 

here so late?

To tell them 
you're leaving  
the Academy.

What? i'm 
not going 
anywhere.

Your ambition 
is admirable. 

Unfortunately, 
your abilities  

are not.

I wanted to explain…

Why?

I wasn't  
feeling well 
during the 

exam.

Your timing 
is interesting.

I was just sending 
a capsule about you 

to the Seekers.



You couldn't
begin to appreciate 

my abilities.

Get 
out!

You'll never be 
anything… …but a scrapper 

from Tidehollow.

You're 
right.

You're right,  
old man. I will be  

a scrapper…

…starting  
with you.



“An Etherium Heart”
“Forged from  
 new Etherium.”

ears later… 

Great Hall of the Seekers.

“Doubters will be silenced. This is 
 irrefutable proof of the Seekers' 
 Noble Work.”

“Someday each and every one of us 
 will be so rewarded.”

No one found 
out what I did.

“But today that honor goes to our 
 youngest adept. Congratulations, 
 Silas Renn.”



And they 
hate me 
anyway.

I've gone 
through 

so much to 
become  

a Seeker.

But it 
doesn't matter. 
i'll never really  
be one of them.

If the secrets of 
the Codex are real, 

why are men like  
my father dying to 
salvage scraps?

Why don't  
we all have 

etherium 
hearts?

My  
questions 
have made 
enemies.

I believed 
in their 
perfect 
vision.

Now, all  
I see are 
its flaws.



Kept  
under lock 

and key.

Only the  
most "worthy" 
are permitted 

to see it.

It's time to 
even the odds. 

And see the  
Codex myself.



I'll forge 
my own 

etherium.

Let them 
try to 
ignore 

me then.

STOP!  
iNTRUDER!

How dare you?

I belong 
here more 
than you!

More than 
anyone!



Finally, 
it's my 
turn.

Wait.

There's 
nothing… 
anywhere

Frauds!

I deserved this.
They cheated me. 
They cheated us 

all.

You should  
have stayed in 

the slums.

Blank? 
How can 
that be?



If you'd kept 
your mouth 

shut.

And your 
eyes down.

You could 
have lived 

out…

…your pathetic, 
unremarkable 

life.

No one will care 
that you're gone.

No one will 
even remember 

you existed.



What is 
this hell?



“My kingdom is lost.”

“My authority restrained.”

“My brilliance…”

“…tarnished.”

rixis, shard of alara



“Who were the architects 
 of my downfall?”

“Ultimately, it's of little 
 consequence.”



“They will bow before  
 me soon enough.”



“Their tiny minds
 can't fathom…”

“…the mechanisms at work
 behind the facade.”

“Little do they know—
 worlds are my playthings.”

“The stars will once again 
 align at my command.”

page_22



“Never underestimate my  
 ability to adapt.”

“To order the world  
 as I wish.”

“To triumph in adversity.”

page_23



“Or to find a use…”

“…for the most 
 commonplace tool.”

Kneel, servant. 
Your resurrection 

is at hand.



hunter
veil

the

and the



“They call me a monster.”

“On every world I visit
 they only see the kill.”

“They never feel...”

“The hunt.” “impressions of minds.”

“Instincts.”

“smells.”

“Predators and prey.”

“This Ursoth thing
 should be close.”

“Ursoth. it’s
 hunting too.”

“I can sense 
 its prey.”



“...It’s Me.”

“Okay.”

“you wanna play 
 it that way? ”

“you wanna try
 to mark me? ”

“Let’s do this.”



“Uh—”

“That’s… a 
 nice trick.”

“This might be tougher
 than I thought...”

“I’ve seen the inside of this thing. 
 gotta admit, it has chops.”

“but it hasn’t seen what’s
 inside of me.”



“A moment of mercy almost 
 got me killed.”

“not today.”

“i hesitated once hunting 
wurms in the turntimber. 
Learned the hard way.”

stampede!



“I infuse them with all the wildness 
 in me. Saturate them with size  
 and savagery.”

“all my bloodthirst.”

“all my rage.”

“the rage of everything
 i’ve ever hunted.”

“you don’t touch 
 what’s mine.”

“this territory is mine.”



“it’s defeated.”

“but alive.”

“except for a 
 cast off claw— 
 it’s in one piece.”

“safe thing would 
 be to end it now.”

“instead I connect 
 it to me.”

“it becomes a 
 part of me.”

“They call me 
 a monster.”

“They’re wrong.”

“I am a thousand of them.”



IF THERE’S 
ONE THiNG I 

LEARNED FROM 
Kothophed...

“IT’S SIMPLE COMMERCE, LILIANA. I GAVE YOU 	
	WHAT YOU ASKED FOR. IN RETURN, YOU WILL  
	GIVE ME WHAT I WANT.”

NEVER NEED 
SOMEONE 

MORE THAN 
THEY NEED 

YOU.

“ FIND THE MAUSOLEUM. BRING ME THE CHAIN VEIL. 
	ITS KEEPERS ARE LONG GONE. SOMEONE WITH  
	YOUR SKILLS SHOULD HAVE NO TROUBLE...”

ANiMALS 
ARE ALWAYS 

TROUBLE.

oon after. . .



KOTHOPHED 
CLAiMS iT’S 
A SiMPLE 
ERRAND.

HOW NAiVE 
DOES HE 

THiNK I AM?



HEY  
BiG GUY,  

YOU’RE tOO  
HANDSOME TO  
HiDE BEHiND  

A VEiL.

“The purpose of the veil? It’s not 		
	your concern. But if you try to  
	use it, you’ll regret it.”

“...and surely you have  
 enough regrets.”

Great.  
The rest of 
the litter.

I’ll find the 
demon’s little 

trinket, BUT THAT’S 
iT. I DON’T CARE 
WHAT HE DOES.

I’m out.



Wake up.  
It’s time  
to cull  

the herd.

And I’ll 
hold on  
to that.

“I WILL GIVE YOU THIS ADVICE. 
	WHEN YOU FIND THE VEIL, KEEP  
	IT IN THE LIGHT.”



NOTHING IS  
MORE TEMPTING 

THAN PRETTY AND 
DANGEROUS.

BETTER TO ASK 
FORGIVENESS THAN 

PERMISSION.

I can feel their essence. 
Kothophed thinks he can 

control them. But first he 
has to control me.



For eons we have rotted Ωn thΩs tomb. Too slowly 
the graΩns of tΩme slΩde through the hourglass.

All these 
shadows. 

Maybe veils 
aren’t just for 

widows and 
matrons.

Could Ωt be her? She has 
found the key. But Ωs she 
strong enough to use Ωt?

There’s someone  
here. Quit echoing in  

my head and show 
yourselves.

TΩme stops. Our Vessel has arrΩved.Damn,  
Kothophed  

wanted that  
intact. Not  

good.

Or maybe it is. 
Show me, old 

ones.

The stars crawl theΩr eternal cΩrcuΩt through the 
heavens whΩle we remaΩn trapped Ωn the darkness 
waΩtΩng for the one who wΩll set us free.



She Ωs on the verge.
Only one thΩng can 
stop her now.

Halt,  
Shadowmage!

Is  
this your  

mess?

You’re cute  
and all, but 
I don’t have 

the time.

stop!



ThΩs Ωs hallowed earth. Here the 
seed took root. 

But she Ωs hΩs quarry…

…And has no tΩme to waste.

HΩs power Ωs ΩmpressΩve but 
prΩmal. Short-sΩghted.

Here the voΩd drew Ωts fΩrst 
breath. She should tread 
wΩth care.



The hourglass Ωs shattered. 
FΩnally, Ωt has begun.

Bored.

What  
are you?

You reek  
of death. I like your axe. 

Very manly.

I keep all  
my brutes on 
a short leash. 

Down, boy.



ThΩs Ωs our gΩft to you, Vessel. 
Power you can’t yet fathom.

You are unabashed corruptΩon. 
But you are a chΩld compared to 
what you’ll become.

The real veil. 
The other was 

just a key. 
Should have 

known.

Kothophed  
had no idea what  

dwells here. Only I  
can feel the pulse 

of the dead.

ThΩs veΩl wΩll mask your soul from 
those who would take Ωt from you.

Somebody 
needs to 

cut…
you…

DOWN!

Leash this, 
deathbringer!



Conceal yourself beneath the veΩl… 

Pardon me 
while I slip into 

something…

Not bad for 
a dirt mage.  …a little MORE

POWERFUL!

…And make hΩm come to you.

Rrrrragh!



WΩth the veΩl, you are no 
longer one Ωn a mΩllΩon. 

You talk  
too much.

You are a mΩllΩon Ωn one.



I’ll never 
die at the 
edge of a 

blade.

The hunter l Ωves, but he 
wΩll never be the same.

I told you  
to get down And 
stay there. I’ve 

got demons 
to see.

He won’t stop untΩl 
he fΩnds her.

Just as we wanted.

She’ll be waΩtΩng.



flight
white catof the



“I almost died that day, stranger.”

“My brother Jazal, the leader of 
 our pride, put me on Tenoch and 
 Qala’s patrol that day.”

“We heard their approach—humans stomp 
 like drunken rannets—but we thought we  
 had no quarrel with them.”

“They protested, said I was jinxed. 
 White as death. Nothing new to me.”

“We were wrong.”



“There were too many of them. 
We ran for the safety of the den.” 

“I heard their shouts and the 
whistle of their spearheads.”

“Tenoch fell. Qala stopped to help.”

“They were hunting me.” “Not the three of us.”

“But the hunters ran past them.”

“Me.”



“They abandoned me. 
 My own pridemates.”

“I ran faster than I had ever run…”

“…but the humans encircled me 
 in the meadow, like a wild pig  
 fit for their supper.”

“How ironic that my own sorcery can 
 only aid my friends—those who left 
 me to die.”



“But I am no weakling.
 I would not cower  
 from them.”

“Too many. I was… overcome.” “Then…”



“A roar.”

“Of defiance. Of salvation. 
 My brother’s roar. JAZAL  
 had come.”

“Hope arose like 
 gold fire.”

“His presence enabled my magic. 
 I called upon the land…”



“And brought forth 
 Jazal’s soul.”

“The hunters were routed, blinded. 
 They fled as ants from a storm.”

“I evaded death that day as I 
 always had—with Jazal’s aid.”

“HE PROMISED ME HE 
 WOULD FIND OUT WHY  
 I WAS HUNTED, WHO  
WANTED MY HEAD.”

“I don’t know what 
 I’ll do without him.”



“FEELS LiKE SO LONG AGO, STRANGER.”
“but it was yesterday.”

“THE FESTiVAL OF MARiSi. 
 A CELEBRATiON DAY FOR  
 MY PEOPLE.”

“JAZAL KNEW HOW TO ROUSE 
 THE PRiDE. BUT THiS YEAR HE  
 SEEMED DiSTRACTED.”

“I SAW OUR SHAMAN ZALIKI 
 LEAVE THE CROWD. WHY 
WOULD SHE LEAVE DURING 
THE KHA’S SPEECH? ”

…RENEW OUR 
STRENGTH, AND 
RECLAiM OUR 

NATURE! 

WE WILL NOT 
FORGET QASAL. 

NOR WiLL WE LET 
iTS LAWS TAME US 
LiKE PLOWBEASTS!

TODAY,  
FRiENDS, WE 

REMEMBER THE  
FALL OF THE  

COiL!

“I WAS CONCERNED FOR HER.”

“I FOLLOWED.”



BROTHER, 
WHAT HAVE  
YOU BEEN 
HiDING?

I… LEFT 
ONE OF MY 
TALiSMANS. 
I CAME TO 

RETRiEVE iT.

ZALiKi,
WAiT.

“ZALiKI KEPT CLiMBING…”

“…TO THE HiGHEST LAiR…”

“THEN I NOTiCED THE SCRAWL 
 ON JAZAL’S WALL.”

“JAZAL’S ”

OH!—

ZALiKi,  
ARE YOU 

ALRiGHT? YOU 
LEFT WHiLE 
JAZAL STiLL 

SPOKE.



“I SHOULD HAVE HEEDED 
 MY SUSPiCiONS.”

“I SHOULD HAVE STAYED AWAKE 
AT THE DEN’S HOME FiRE.”

“BUT THE WHOLE PRIDE 
SLEPT DEEPLY.”

“NUMBED BY THE FESTiVAL’S EXCESSES.”

FORGIVE
ME.

please
FORGIVE

ME.



“MY SLEEP 
WAS FiTFUL…”

“…AS THOUGH MY MiND WAS 
 FiLLED WiTH BLACK SMOKE.”

“I AWOKE TO ROARS AND 
 HOWLS OF THE DYiNG.”



“Beyond Nightmare.”
“I called on my magic. 
 The horrors shrank  
 from its light.”

“Then…”

“The fiends werE terrifying, abominable.”

The Kha!  
Jazal is in 
trouble!



“THE NEXT MOMENTS ARE A BLUR.”

“I cut them down to 
 reach my brother.”

“I leapt.”

I 
ran

“No. I flew.”

“Even before I saw him.”

“I knew it was too late. I knew.”



“My soul cracked 
 that moment.”

“Memories barraged my mind.”

“To my eye, blood 
 became fire.”

“Then, stranger, I was… here.”

no, please.
not jazal.  

please.

“and fire 
 became all.”



Am I dreaming?

Sulfur. Death.  
A dark dream.

I saw flashes of  
other places, strange  

places. This place. 
A fevered vision.

I was with Jazal…

Huh?
Coming  
right at  

me!

Am I dead?



By Great Progenitus… 

…past me?
No…

it’s making 
another pass. 

Got to…

Run!



…cover.

Keep footing…

enough, 
Karrthus. 
This is not 
your meal!

what  
are you  
waiting  

for? 

pull  
yourself  

up.

must find…



What is this 
place? Who 

are you?

Please…
help me.

What  
did you  
call me?

I think You 
can manage, 

planeswalker.

want to  
know your 

nature?

I am  
Sarkhan Vol. 

Jund is not my 
home. I seek 
truths here.

Your home  
is a world away,  

catman. Talk 
as we climb.

You’re not  
from Jund. if you 
were, I wouldn’t 
have spoiled the 
dragon’s meal.

Dragon…?

Follow  
me.

I am  
Ajani Goldmane.  
I need to return  
home, Sarkhan.

My brother,  
he… I must help 

my pride.

“The path was long. Jazal was 
 heavy on my mind. I told of  
 my brother’s death, how he  
 saved my life.”

I almost 
died that day, 

stranger.

My brother 
 Jazal… 

“We climbed. In my grief, 
 I told him things that  
 few know.”



His death  
brought you 

here, Goldmane. 

You  
know what  
I speak of.  
You feel it.

Perhaps  
you must learn 
something here,  

catman. 

you think  
it a mistake? 

Your rage at his 
death brought 
you here, where 

rage reigns!

Behold,  
planeswalker!  

This is what rages 
under the surface  

of all life!

it is  
the blood 
that flows 

through  
this land.

To Jund, a 
brother plane 
to your own.

I… I don’t…

Long have I 
sought a world 
this vital, this 
unspoiled by 
civilization’s 

deceits.

Here life is as it 
should be: hungry, 

strong, fed on 
fear and fury!



I cannot, 
catman. 

You must 
will it.

CALL JUND’S MANA 
iNTO YOUR BLOOD! 
FALL THROUGH iT!

Until 
 we meet again,  
Ajani Goldmane.

Sarkhan. I 
must return 

home.

My  
brother…

Show  
me how.



I WILL  
AVENGE YOU, 
BROTHER!

Yes. I understand.
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veil's
THE

curse



Don’t tell me. 
You’ve found 

nothing.

I’m sorry, sir. 
We exhausted 
everything.

If the scroll 
is a map, the 

Consortium has 
no knowledge 

of where it 
might lead.

This is more than a 
spell scroll. These 
coded runes make 

no sense—

“invisible eye?” 
“Sheer fire?”

Check  
again.

Lives may 
depend 
on it.

Yes, sir.



lsewhere… 

“Death surrounds me.”

“It’s suffocating.”

…

“I feel it under  
 my skin.”



“It must be  
 the witch.”

“Reeks of death in here. Can’t breathe. 
 can’t think straight. Need to summon 
 some muscle to get out of here.”

!



“It’s… in agony. Whatever curse 
 is on me—I pass it on to them.”

”My touch, my magic. I’m corrupt.”

“Come here,  
 old friend.”



“The corruption bites into  
 my veins as I work.”

“I can’t believe what I  
 hear when I emerge.”

“…nothing.”

“No bellowing. No birdsong.
 The forest is all around me. 
 But I’ve been cut off from  
 its voice.”



“The cures I know 
 do nothing.”

“Maybe it’s the curse. 
 Maybe it’s my own touch.”

“And there’s no sign 
 of the death mage.  
 Trail’s gone cold.”

“She could be anywhere. 
 Any plane.” 

“Needle in an  
 infinite haystack.”

“I know of one who  
 knows her.  
 I vowed never to  
 go back there…”



“But now I know 
 where I must go.”



Here  
THEY come! 

Reinforce the 
gate!

By my father’s 
soul. Yes, right 

away, Chief!

Get that 
barricade up!
Our lives may 
depend on it.

What of  
our cavalry? 

How have they 
fared?

You don’t 
want to know. 

Just hold 
this door 

shut.
Ughhh…

Chief?



Chief?

Rest in 
peace, my 

friend.

Listen up! 
This is 

our time.

This is our 
chance to show 
this enemy what 
we’re made of.

For all time, 
history will 

remember this 
fortress. For 

all time, history 
will remember 

the name—



Liliana Vess!

This is 
the life.

You’ll never triumph, 
foul being of—



Master Beleren, 
a man has come 

to see you.

"He… insists."
Deploy the 
necessary 

safeguards.

"Sir, he’s destroyed the 
 necessary safeguards."

No time  
for that. 
Send him 

away.

SiGH



Out  
of my  
head!

There’s a 
strange 

texture to 
his mind. Something 

gnawing at 
its edges.

Dangerous.

No tricks. 
No lackeys.

We’ll discuss 
this face—

—to face.

Where is  
she!?

Garruk,  
isn’t it?  I’ve 
heard of you. 

Is all this 
really nec—



I could 
get used 
to this.

Kothophed 
wanted this 

little trinket 
in his claws  

so badly.

Now  
I see 
why.

With a weapon  
as potent as this, 

someone could 
probably even…

…destroy 
that old  
demon  
himse—

I think  
it’s time 
I paid him 

a visit.



Vol is  
ever your  
servant.

Yes 
Master.

Yes, My 
master. She 
is gone—and 
she's taken 

the veil with 
her.



You need 
a healer.

I need 
to find  

her.

Liliana.
Tell  

me where  
she is.

So you  
do know  

her.

You smash your way 
in here, and expect me 

to help you?

She did  
this to  

me.

And if  
you don’t 
help me—



RRAAGHH!

How…

dare you—

This is not  
a negotiation.

This is not  
a contest 
of wills.

This is you 
telling me 
where the 
witch is—

Monster!



I… I'm  
sorry, boy. 

 I don't know 
what's come 

over me.

Look, I know  
someone who can  
help you, here on 
Ravnica. Emmara,  

a healer.

Go to her, 
and then  
I’ll lead  
you to 
Liliana.

Doesn’t 
feel like an 
illness of 
the flesh.

I just  
need to find 

her. Just name 
a plane, and 

I’ll go.



…Tavelia . Can I 
trust 
you?

What  
answer 

could I give 
that would 

convince 
you?

…I’ll tell  
the witch you 

said hello.  
Oh, and 

Beleren…

Your map 
leads to 
Zendikar.  

Better watch 
your step 

there.



eanwhile, somewhere  
far from Tavelia…

Kothophed.  
I’ve returned.

LILIANA. 
You’re wearIng 

what’s Mine. That 
was not the-

New 
deal.

I’m keeping 
the veil. And I 

want out of my 
contract.

Do 
you 

now?
You  

have your 
precious youth. 

The veil, and 
your soul, Are 

forfeit.



Stop! 
Lili-the Veil! 

You have no idea 
what you’re-

This is not  
a negotiation, 

Kothophed.

This is not  
a contest  
of wills.

Killing  
me… will 

not get you… 
what you  

seek.

There’s  
no truth in  

the pleas of  
the damned.



Your  
time is at 

an end, 
demon.

Get your  
words off  

my skin.

One  
 down.



honor bound



  am Elspeth, knight of Bant. 
  Everything I want is here.”

“If the others knew what 
 I could do, they would  
 call me an angel.”

“But such a “gift” could 
 not be trusted.” “I prefer to EARN—”

“—my place in the heavens.”

“Rumors are spreading 
 across the countryside.  
 Frightening tales pass 
 between caravans and  
 villages.”

“I can’t ignore them any 
 longer. I must ride out  
 and see for myself.”

“I wonder when… or if I’ll stand 
 with my fellow knights again.”



It’ll be rough 
traveling in 

the dark. Why 
leave now?

Stay here, 
Aran. I 

should go 
alone.

 I am your squire. 
I go where you go.

“It would be better 
 for him to remain  
 with the knights,  
 learning the Rules 
 of War.”

“But I am headed to a troubled place.  
 And his presence will be a comfort.  
 I do not wish to be alone.”

It’s dawn,  
my lady.

We’ve been 
riding all night. 

You should 
stop, rest the 

horses.

No, Aran. 
We must 
press on.

What’s  
so urgent 

thatyou push 
yourself beyond 

exhaustion?



We’re riding toward  
Akrasa. Do you have business  

at Fort Dawnray?

Elspeth?

Did you  
hear me?

I am concerned, 
my lady. You are 
distracted, lost 

in thought.

Do you dream, Aran? 
Suffer nightmares?

Not since I was a 
child. Have you been 

troubled by dreams?

Imagine if the  
worst nightmare from 

your childhood came true. 
Everything you love was 
defiled and corrupted.

A thing is  
only pure once.  
if tarnished, it  

can never be the 
same again.

“I’m not sure he could even  
 comprehend such darkness.”

“And that’s the way  
 it should be.”



Purity is not the 
same thing as honor, 
Elspeth. The angels 
teach that even the 

Unbeholden can 
become Blessed.

I know the angelic 
teachings, Aran.

You’ve always lived in a 
world of rules, order, 

and decency. But without 
governance, people are 

little more than animals.

I know you have 
traveled more than  

me, but I can’t believe 
that is true.

No, I  
won’t leave  
your side.

Why are  
you seeking 
counsel at a  

rhox monastery? 
Can they calm  
your dreams?

There  
are no monks 

here, Aran. 

Is that blood? 
I heard that bandits  

run wild in the  
borderlands.

It wasn’t bandits.  
A monk slaughtered 
his brethren while 

they slept.

That’s horrible. 
May the angels 

cleanse his soul.

“I envy Aran’s faith  
 in innate goodness.  
 In the possibility  
of transcendence.”

“But I know—  
 some souls  
 are locked  
 in darkness.”

This is  
no longer a 
holy place.

Wait here,  
Aran.



Not everyone  
is worth saving, 

Aran.

“Aran is like Bant itself.  
 Such a naive perspective,  
 such an innocent’s heart.”

Elspeth, You’ve earned  
more sigils than anyone 

else in our Order. But you’re 
so anxious and wary. I just 

don’t understand.

“Neither do I. I should have died. But I was  
 ripped away. Spared, when so many others  
 had died. I don’t know if it was mercy, an  
 accident, or something more insidious.”

“I have so much power, but I  
 can’t use it. Not without losing  
 what I love.”



This place is 
wretched. Let’s 
not linger here.

You’re so pale. 
Is something 

there?

Just  
memories.

Let’s go home to 
the Order. I don’t 

know what you 
hope to learn…

Look around 
you. This is the 

face of evil.

It’s horrific,  
yes. But it can 
be razed to 
the ground. 
Forgotten.

I’m not so 
sure, Aran.

I’ve heard  
rumors that other 
worlds have begun 
to bleed into ours. 
Like an infection in a 

wound, catching  
us unaware.

My lady,  
that’s nonsense. 
We must leave 
now. The signs 
of violence are 
affecting your 

mind.



Not until 
I know the 
rumors are 

false.

That’s what 
you’re seeking? 

Proof of such an 
“infection?” How 

do you know 
what you’re 
looking for?

“Oh, Asha the Blessed. 
 Ajani was right.”

Get behind 
me. Hold 
the door!

Ready your 
sword, Aran! 
We can’t let 
them pass!

Kill  
them  
all.

The  
invasion 

has begun.



“Years ago I saw the Angels’ Cathedral. 
 It was just after Aran’s parents died. 
 We were riding along the coast, and it  
 appeared in the sky, out of nowhere.”

What  
are they,  
Elspeth?

Fallen  
aven.

“Aran was still a boy—my new  
 squire. We stopped our horses  
 and stared at the palace high  
 above us.”

They  
didn’t see  

us?

I  
don’t  
think  
so.

“It was summer, and  
 the sky was as clear  
 as blue crystal.”

But those  
are just scouts. 
More will be on 

the way.

“Even though we were expected in Valeron, 
 we watched for hours, awestruck. I felt  
 such a sense of safety, but a responsibility  
 too. To Aran, to Bant, and even to myself.”

Aran! 
What 

hit us?



I can’t see  
you! Are you 
hurt? Aran! 
Answer me!

How  
did you 

do that? You know 
I’m a 
mage!

But that  
was incredible! 
You’ve never 
shown power 

like that!

Elspeth, wait! 
Talk to me! Can 
you cast like 
that all the 

time?

There’s no 
time to talk. 

We must warn 
the others!



“The angels rode air currents  
 above waves that glistened  
 with white light. It was a  
 glimpse of perfection.”

“It felt like I’d waited my whole life to  
 see something so profoundly beautiful.  
 But even then, I felt nostalgic for a  
 present that would never last.”

“I may seem powerful.  
 I may seem resolved.”

“But I am governed by fear.  
 Fear that my soul will be torn  
 open, and all that is good  
 within me will bleed away.”

“Fear that even the angels won’t  
 be enough to protect us.”

Last Riders in!

Swords at  

the ready!
Bar the Gate!

Knights, form up!

Archers!

Top the Wall!



“Like a herald about to signal the  
 birth of war, I am on a precipice.” Where have you  

been? There are 
thousands outside 
the walls. And more 

coming! Can you  
stop them?

Steady 
your sword, 

squire.

Why are you 
in formation!? 

Step out. You’re 
stronger than 

all of us!

“I am Elspeth, knight of Bant. 
 That is all I want to be.”

“But the truth is undeniable: Even if  
 you stand with your brothers, you  
 will always die alone.”

Stand fast,  

knights. The enemy 

is upon us.

Hold the line!

May the angels

protect us!



“While Aran and I watched, the sky  
 deepened to rose, the angels  
 became shadows in the gathering  
 twilight, and the Angels’ Cathedral  
 vanished from sight.”

“That was the moment I  
 vowed never to leave.”

“I would be defined by these  
 borders. And nothing else.”



Elspeth, 
we’re being 

slaughtered!

Mind the 
Rules of 

War! Hold 
the line!

Are you 
blind? 

The line is 
broken.

Elspeth!  
your sword 
isn’t enough!

It has 
to be 

enough!



“If I could relive just one day, that’s  
 what I would choose. Standing on the  
 sunlit shore with Aran watching the  
 angels. But it’s lost. I am witness to  
 the end.”

“Desolation reigns.”



“Borders, codes, laws… such 
 walls should keep us safe. Yet,  
 they’re so easily shattered.”

“Aran, I’m so sorry. I should  
 have listened to you.”

Let me 
mourn 

him!

“He’s lost.”
“My home 
 is rubble.”



“My regret is choking, 
 blinding—a killing grasp.”

“I had always been the  
 one who was wronged.”

“Now I’m the one who  
 has wronged others.”

“Bant’s laws forbid me from 
 bringing Aran back. They will  
 condemn me.”

“But I owe him. And I can’t 
 live with my mistake.”



“Innocent. Trusting. Pure.”

“He died because of me,  
 because of my inaction.”

“Was he right? Can each  
 soul become something  
 greater than it was?”

“I don’t care. I want him here.  
 Present in the world. Even when  
 I am not. He is reborn.”

“As for the fetid abominations  
 that have sullied my homeland…”

“I must correct my error,  
 no matter the cost.”

“They deserve nothing. No tomb. no pity. 
 Nothing. They don’t Deserve to become 
 the dust upon which my brothers will  
 rebuild their lives.”





“We won the battle, But not the  
 war. This is the aftermath of my  
 selfishness.”

“How they stare: The accusation  
 in their eyes, The expectations.”

“All I wanted was to be one of  
 them, and now I never will be.”

Lady Elspeth,  
My husband 

fell early in the 
battle. I saw your 
miraculous light 

devastate the 
invaders.

You 
saved 

us.



This sigil  
honors my Galen’s 
memory. Will you 

bless it?

No, I’m not 
the one  

you want.

“I have no authority  
 to give a blessing. 
 I can’t even honor  
 my own sigils.”

My lady!  
You’re  

alright!
And so are you, 
Aran. Thank the 
angels. Are you 

healing well?

Better than 
expected. The 

balmgiver said 
most would have 
died from such 

wounds.

You’re young. 
Strong. We need 
you in the field.

You’re  
needed more 

than me, 
Elspeth.

I heard about  
your feat in the battle. 
With you leading us, we 
actually have a chance 

in this war.

You’ve 
given us 

hope.

I’m not fit to 
lead them. You 
know I don’t 

want to.

We’re 
surrounded by 
enemies. This 

is not the time 
for self doubt 

or humility.

I know you, 
Elspeth. I trust 

that you’ll do the 
honorable thing.



“I loved the sky and sea. Every blade  
 of grass on the rolling hills.”

“But I was pretending. 
 And people suffered for it.”

“Honor.”

“Duty.”

“I will never find another 
 home like Bant.”

“I wanted to belong so badly.”

“These borders were my walls. They held 
 the monsters and nightmares at bay.”



journey
eyeTO

THE



ffa Town

Akoum Mountains

Zendikar

“I've lived here in affa town my whole life, 
 young lady. This is the last civilized notch  
 before Anowan's Basecamp.”

“Do you have any idea what's  
 between here and the top of  
 those peaks? ”

“The spike fields are bad, but  
 they're nothing compared to  
 Windblast Gorge. A drake will 
 rip you to shreds before you  
 can bat an eyelash.”

“The higher you climb, the worse  
 the Roil gets. The land writhes  
 like its got a mind of its own.  
 If you're in the way of a Roil  
 tide, you're a goner.”

“So what brought you  
 to Affa Town anyway? ”

“And mark my words—  
 Zendikar makes your  
 magic wild. Don't 
 trust it.”

“Wait, let me guess. You found  
 some cryptic relic and want  
 Anowon, the self-proclaimed  
 ruin expert, to tell you all  
 about it.”

“Even if you make it to the  
 top of the peaks alive,  
 what if Anowon doesn't  
 know anything about  
 your little treasure? ”



Then I'll  
know more than  
I do now. So why 
don't you let me 

worry about  
that, Patches.

The 
name's 
Sachir.

Whatever.

And I need  
a guide, not a 

protector. Can 
you help me  

or not?

As a 
matter of 
fact, I can.

This is  
Urdom, the 
legendary  
warrior of  

Tazeem.

He  
killed the  

Stalking Hydra  
of Vastwood—
with his bare 

hands.

He  
climbed  

the Kazandu  
Sky Cliffs  
without 
a rope.



“He's made countless  
 expeditions with  ahem  
 travelers like yourself.”

“There's only one path through the 
 spike fields, but Urdom knows it  
 like the back of his hand.”

“With him at your side, it'll  
 be like a stroll through a  
 field of wildflowers.”



Rock lizards?  
You're lucky  
you survived. 

I always  
thought Urdom  
was overrated. 
Whoever saw a 
stalking hydra 

anyway? Rubbish,  
if you ask me.

But don't  
you fret. I've got  

just what you need. 
Meet Mira and Tau  

of Ondu.

Nobody  
can rein a  

hedron like  
these two.

“They've led dozens of expeditions  
 through the rubble of the Sky Ruin.”

“They rappelled to the bottom  
 of the Bottomless Shaft.”

“The kor watch out for each 
 other. They'll treat you like  
 you're one of the family."

They're  
hookmasters of 

unparalleled skill. 
they're renowned  
for their breath-
taking technique.



Jagwasps? 
That's too bad.  

I really thought  
Mira and Tau were  

something  
special. 

It's time to  
get serious. No more 

amateurs. May I present 
Ilvoro, an esteemed 

lullmage from Halimar. 
He just happens to be 

heading to the top  
of the peaks. 

“It was Ilovro who deciphered  
 the runic prophecies of Ior Ruin.”

“They say he can calm a rampaging  
 baloth with his voice alone.”

Well,  
Zendikar  

doesn't play  
favorites,  
that's for  
damn sure.

“He single-handedly lulled a  
 tsunami just as it was about 
 to crash into Sea Gate.”

I'd  
wager you 

couldn't find 
a better guide 

anywhere.



A Roil 
Tempest? 
Those are  
bad. very  

bad. 

Now I  
understand why  

those stonework  
pumas are so  

popular.

Well,  
we're clean  

out of experienced  
guides at the moment.  
But Sachir wouldn't  

let you down. In  
fact, I just happen  

to have a  
bargain.

These  
are the  
Gurgel  

Brothers.

They're brand  
new to the guide  

business. But they're 
brimming with local  

lore, and they really  
want you to succeed. 

Ready to meet  
your crew?

“Gonka says he's 
 a grappler.”

“And Torke here is your 
 demolitions man.”

“Ulark knows his way around 
 the native flora and fauna.”

“And that's Gurg. He never says much. 
 But the more eyes, the better. That's  
 what I always say.”



The whole 
share goes to 

you. You deserve 
it, little friend.

This is 
the League 

of Anowon? 
It doesn't 
look like  

much.

All that  
trouble  
to get  
here.

Unfortunately,  
it was a wasted 

effort.



Be quiet, 
intruder. 

You're not 
really here.

No, that  
was my voice. 

Chanting a 
child's verse 

from the 
hinterlands.

Strung  
their warriors  

on trees—

The rest of  
the weaklings 

fled. We laughed 
at them—pathetic, 
mewling kittens. 

Wandering lost in 
the grim wilds.

Now look 
at me. I can 

see the skins 
of worlds. 

How could I 
possibly lose 

my way?
It feels  

like an eternity  
has passed since 

I arrived. This 
place pulses 
with bridled  

power.
But I can  

barely cast a 
spell to light my 
path. Such power, 
but just beyond 

my grasp. He's 
taunting me.

Have you 
sent me to 

suffer?

No, you are  
Nicol Bolas, lord of 

the Blind Eternities. If 
you wanted to punish  
me, solitude wouldn't  

be your weapon.

One stick, 

two sticks, Three

stick makes the

fire roar…

and four. One more

The 
hinterlands. 
We scorched 
their clans.

he Eye of ugin Zendikar

—and 
burned them 

alive.



Where's  
your crown, 

serpent?

LIttle  
scratchings  

of a king.

You're 
the predator?  
The killer of 

children? Swinging 
broke-neck in 

the wind?

Give  
me back my 
face, Bolas. 

The serpent's 
crown will 

be mine.

Calm yourself, 
hangman. It's merely  

a dragon's trick.Trick!

But which 
dragon?

Time has  
forgotten you, 

Interloper.

Go back  
to your wisp-

kingdom, or I'll 
cut you chin  

to navel.



My flesh isn't 
marred. It is my 
mind that has 
betrayed me.

Still, this  
is no mere stone. 

It's a mason's block.  
A master's tool.

Wait, something 
skitters. I hear a 

twilight spy.

Rats. 
Entrails. 

Keep off my 
fingers.

You!  
False god! 
I've killed 
your kind 
before.

You can't 
rule in the pit 

of night.



 Conquered,  
Or an illusion?

The  
creature  
vanished.

Here in  
this cavern,  
falsehoods  

shred my  
eyes.

It's 
leeching 
me. Like a 
parasite.

The dragon 
king birthed 

this labyrinth. 
His sacrifice 
became the 

mortar—

—and his  
blood pulses  

in its veins. See?  
It seeps like  

a wound.

Like a fist  
gripping a  

beating heart.  
This is a cage  
of diamonds.



So, I am  
tested. An insolent  
puzzle. The crown  

will glitter in  
the ashes.

It all  
began with  
dragon's  

fire.
And dragon's  

fire will be witness  
to the end.

The walls  
still stand? If  
not that, then  

what?



Whisper  
to me, king. What  
is the nature of  

sacrifice?

The body  
of a traveler,  

beaten and scorned.  
His soul fades but the  
chest remains closed.  
More riddles for the  

wayward scion.

Deceit stains  
the walls. Words 
to strangle me.

Quiet! 
The chants 

distract me. The 
answer is here.  

I need more  
time.

Thought 
rots flesh. 
Shreds of 

skin clinging 
to a nest of 

bones.

One body,

two bodies, Three

and four. One more

body makes the

dragon…



Must I  
become part  

of the mountain?  
An infant without  

a voice?

No, claws  
on the brink.  

A serpent with  
a spine.

Stand up,  
slaughter-prince.  
Footsteps shake  

the mountain.

Intruders  
mean to steal  
your treasure.  
Turn your eyes.

Turn  
your eyes  

and kill  
them all.



nowon's Basecamp

Akoum Mountains

Zendikar

Are you  
Anowon? The ruin 

expert? I need  
your help.

Despite  
what you may 

have heard, I do 
not help tomb 

raiders.

I went 
through a lot 
of trouble to 

get here!

Your woes  
do not interest 
me. You do not 

interest me.

You're a filthy  
scrap of a girl who  

reeks of sulfur. I doubt  
you have anything that  

I want.

I have coin.  
And we can  

split the 
spoils.

How  
about I don't 
blow you and 
your grungy 
little camp  

to hell?

I'd advise you  
to watch your tongue.  

A lesser man would 
simply cut your throat 
and take your coin, But 
I'm a scholar who just 

wants his peace.

Hear  
me out! 

I  
acquired  
this map. Let's  

just say it was  
well-guarded.

I'm weary of  
outsiders who seek to  

plunder my people's heritage. 
Leave now, before I lose  

my desire for polite  
conversation.

Fine. I'll 
find the Eye by 

myself.

What  
do you  

know about  
the Eye?

My apologies.  
Apparently we  
have something 
to talk about  

after all.

Like I  
said, I've got a 

map. But I guess 
you aren't 
interested.



xpedition to The Eye, Day Two
Akoum Hedron Field

I agreed  
to guide you.  

But I must see 
the map for 

myself.

So, is the Eye 
in one of those 

rocks? They look 
like they fell out 

of the sky.

I don't  
have it with 
me. It's in a 
safe place.

Then  
 how…

It's  
burned in  

my memory. 

Last night, I 
told you about 

the ancients. 
The hedrons are 

monuments of their 
tyranny. The Eye is 
crucial to healing 

the land.

Yeah, I 
remember the 
speech. Well, 

most of it.
Oh no,  

here we  
go again.

“…I've studied every scroll in every  
 archive. I've become a master explorer  
 and led countless expeditions to ruins  
 on every continent, always respectful  
 of the secrets I find inside.”

“I unearthed many lost truths during 	
my meticulous investigations. Once I 
find the Eye, I will discover how to  
save my people.”

“That's quite a tale, Anowon.  
 But you don't seem like the  
 scholarly type to me.”

“And no offense to you, Chandra.  
 But you are young and prone  
 to misinterpretation.”

My life has 
been a quest 

for truth, 
Chandra.



It's no 
coincidence 

that you came 
to me.

Whatever  
you say.

You  
don't 

believe  
in fate?

People  
make things 

so serious and 
complicated.

Not  
everything  
has to make  

sense.

See?  
The land 

challenges 
your lack  
of vision.

Thanks  
for the hand, 
Anowon. But 
sometimes a 

loose rock is 
just a loose 

rock.



Are we 
going in 
circles?

Of course 
not. You're in 
shock from 
your fall.

No, I  
recognize  
that ridge  

line…
Maybe  

you don't  
remember  
the map as  
well as you 

claimed.

Or maybe 
you're not 
as good a 

guide as you 
thought.

If the Eye  
were easy to 
find, it would 

have been 
discovered  
long ago.

Why is it  
so cold down 

here? And what's 
that writing on 
the walls? Ugh, 

this place is 
creepy. Night 

descends 
quickly in the 
canyons. We'll 

camp here.

Here?  
By the 

gargoyle?  
I'd rather  

not. It's dangerous  
to wander at night. 
I'm going to scout 
the area. Why don't 
you try and start  

a fire?

Idiot.
Fool.

Damn you, 
Gideon. The 
monk's copy 

isn't as good 
as the real 

thing.

Everything I've 
done…everyone 

who died in search 
of that map… And it 
appears in the hands 

of an arrogant 
adolescent.



You think  
The Eye is a 

pretty bauble 
you can pluck 
from Zendikar 

to wear around 
your neck?

I'd never 
permit you 
to ransack 

such sacred 
ground.

You put  
your fangs 

anywhere near  
me, and I'll rip 

them out.

There's  
nothing burned  
in your memory, 
child. I should  
have killed you  
as soon as we  

left camp.



Get your 
rotting 

hands off 
me!

The  
map is 

rightfully 
mine.

I stole  
that map  
fair and 
square.

And I'm  
tired of people 
trying to take  

it from me!

Oh, no!  
Where's my 

magic? Sachir 
was actually 
right about 
something?



This can't 
happen. Not 
here. Not at  
the hands of  
a monster…



awakenings



endikar, hours after  
 Chandra Nalaar  
 passed this way—

“I’ve run routes into the Teeth of Akoum for  
 forty seasons, and I’ll tell you now, Those  
 who cross the Drake’s Ravine die. it’s as  
 simple as that.”

“Just trust me.”

“This is never going 
 to work.”

“It’ll work.”



It worked.  
It drew  

them off.

Piles  
of clever,  
you are.

Let’s  
move.

So what’s the  
big prize?  Ancient 
relic?  Lost city? 
No, I know—you’re 

the illusionist. 
powerful source 
of mana, right?

…I  
don’t  
know.

You  
don’t know?  
I bring you  
all the way  

up here…

I only  
know that I 

need to reach 
our destination 
before someone 

else does.



An errand 
for the Prelate 

became a showdown 
with a planeswalker, 
and a scroll became 

a quest.

Now I  
discover that the  

fire mage has already 
made her way here. 

I can sense her 
charred magic  

all around.

She must  
have discovered  

the map as I have—  
and perhaps what  

it leads to.

Let’s step 
quickly. she 
has a head 

start.

…You  
could  

say that.

I got it,  
I got it. Well, 

don’t you fret.  
if your girl’s 
still on the 

mountain, we’ll 
find her.

And  
perhaps my  
master, as  

well.

The scroll was 
ancient, cryptic. 

“the invisible eye”… 
“the Sheer Flame?” 
I shudder to think 
what might happen 
if the pyromancer 
gets hold of the 

secret first.

Ahh, say  
no more. a 

rival , A worthy 
competitor! And 
let me guess— 
an old flame?



But I bleed. 
I need to feed, 

and soon.

At last, 
It should 
be just up 

ahead.

What  
is it?

It’s  
blood.

It’s  
mine.

You’ll 
forgive my 
intrusion.

Sage Anowon! 
You’re hurt. 

What happened?

I ran into a 
traveler who… 

managed to 
get the better 
of me.  I must 

pursue.

Master,  
I may have  

just the meal  
for you. This mage 
hired me back at 

camp… I think that 
between the  
two of us…

Something’s  
wrong.



Master,  
no!

Don’t  
run. I’ll find 
you—or they 

will.

Stay back, 
vampire. I  
don’t fear  

you, or  
the girl.

You’ve  
seen her, 

haven’t you?  
The fire mage?  

How long 
ago?

I don’t  
mean those two. 
I mean they who 
dwell within the 

cage of the world— 
Those whose time 
will come again. 

They will find 
us all.



What are 
you talking 

about? What 
have you 

seen?

I see  
it now. You 
and she are 

somehow the 
key to this 

puzzle. Unless  
I stop you—

—THEN On 
my people,  

on this world, 
they shall 

FEED!



All I  
 want…

You  
don't know 

what you do, 
mage.

…is to  
 know…

FOOL! 
I’ll slake my 
thirst with 

your beating 
heart.

…what 
happened.

As I 
suspected, 
She’s here.

And  
she’s about  
to discover 

a secret that 
spans worlds 
and millennia.



ours earlier, as the vampire anowon  
 bled from Sarkhan’s blow…

No one  
enters the 
Dragon’s  

eye.

I’m warning 
you, bandit, or 

whatever you are.  
I’m not someone to 
rob on a mountain 

pass.

Quiet your  
shrill voice.  
I guard the 

diamond realm. 
I can’t let  
you pass.

I shouldn't
even let you 

breathe.



What is  
wrong with my  
fire magic? This 

world… The mana 
here… It’s strong— 

and wild.

Your fire  
is artless, but 

dragon-strong.  
Is this the offering? 

the ash-gift for 
whom ugin  
hungers?

Ugin? 
As in the 

Eye of  
Ugin?

You’ve  
seen it?



Take me 
there.

Yes.

One body,

two bodies...

A guide is  
a guide, right? 
Anyway, you’ve 

brained my  
other one.

The mind mage Jace Beleren follows 
the trail of the vampire’s memories, 
tracking his fellow planeswalkers.

“The  
 invisible  

   eye.”
“The  

 sheer  
   fire.”

It all  
points to the 
same secret  
And they’re 
beating me 

to it.



The Eye  
is… this  

way?
The Eye is  

the promise. 
The Eye is the  
diamond of  
old dreams.

It is  
the barless 

cage. It is the 
clarion voice, 
chanting for  
all worlds.

I have  
the worst 
luck with 
guides.

What, it’s 
just open to 

anyone?

I and  
my sentries 

shield the gate, 
as bidden by 
masters, one 

and two.

I hate to  
tell you, but 

your sentries 
are not looking 

so fresh.

Soft, now.  
Shrineward  

go our  
steps.



Look  
at this 
place.

The Eye is the 
crystalline fire, 
The succor of 

the ancients for 
the ills of the 
deepest past.

Right.  
And I can’t 

wait to get my 
hands on it. So 

it’s… in here, 
somewhere?

It  
is here.



The Eye  
is all  

around  
us.

OhHhh... I feel 
it now. The Eye 
of Ugin isn’t a 
thing.  It’s the 
power locked in 

this place.

The Eye is  
the invisible 

rage.  It is the 
insatiable prison, 
whose only key  

is sacrifice.

The entire  
chamber—made 
of ancient fire,  
frozen in stone.  
This place is the 

secret I’ve  
searched so  

long for.

One body, 
two bodies, 
Three and 

four…

And you. If  
you think you’re 
going to use my 
death to unlock 
it… my friend, you 

are sorely—

I’ve  
brought many 

sacrifices, But now 
my eyes shine true.  

You are the one  
to bring me  

the serpent’s 
crown.





ear the entrance  
to the Eye of Ugin.

I have no  
desire to kill  

you, vampire. You’re 
only trying to defend 

your world from 
outsiders like me.  
I understand that.

You 
understand 

nothing.

The Eye is 
no bauble to 

be carried 
off. It’s a 
chamber.

Containing 
what?

Hedrons. 
Runes. Ancient 
commands that 
keep our world 
safe from the 
devourers, the 

Eldr—

Then  
show me,  

Or the fire  
mage beats  

us both.

No!



Chandra’s 
already here. 
and how did 
a dragon fit 
through that 

door?

Well , 
Pyromancer… 

Looks like 
you’re stuck 

with me.

You!

Hate to  
point out the  

obvious, but I think  
we’ve triggered  
something here  

  in this chamber.

I’m a little 
busy at the 

moment!

Three  
to Arrive.



Just stay 
behind me, and 
you won’t get 
a hoodful of—

Well that 
didn’t go 
so hot.

If you 
needed my 

help, all you 
had to do 
was ask.

How the—?  
That spell 

never misses.



It’s  
absorbing the 

dragon’s magic,  
as well—So at 

least we’re  
even.

Except it’s  
a dragon!

So, hate  
to point out   
the obvious—

But if there’s 
anything I should 
know, now would 

be the time.

The  
scroll’s 
cipher… 

"The  
invisible  
    eye"—

“Sheer fire!"  
A form of 

heat without 
light—invisible  
 to the Eye…



Fire  
that can’t 
be seen, 
can’t be 
stopped.

Come on 
Chandra.  
You can 
do this.

adversity 
into advantage.

Whatever  
you just did,  
Do it again!



One to  
depart.

Look  
who can’t 

take a little 
pyromantic 
explosion.

You keep  
finding me 

wherever I go.  
I should end  

you right here, 
mind mage.

Beleren?



Come on.  
We need to 
get you out 

of here.

I’m fine.  
Chandra—

that  
dragon was  

a planeswalker—
HE’ll recover 

soon.

All this…  
can’t have been 
an accident. We 
were led here.

The  
scroll?

I'll see to  
that. I'm going 
before you pry  

it out of  
my mind.

Who  
caused your 

path to cross 
mine?

We were  
meant to see 
it. Who told 
you where to 

find it?
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series, God of War: Chains of Olympus, and God of War III.  

Brian Haberlin is known as a Witchblade co-creator, for his work on titles such as Aria 
and Hellcop, and for his recent run on Spawn with David Hine.  He is currently working on a  
graphic novel.

Geirrod Van Dyke was born and raised in Santa Rosa, California. The son of two artist parents, 
Van Dyke spent his formative years immersed in creative surroundings. In 2007 he graduated from 
Sonoma State University with distinction, receiving a BFA in Painting. 

Vince Evans works primarily as a comic and book cover painter for titles including The Punisher, 
Conan, Star Trek, Black Panther. Most notable were his Nick Fury comic, top selling Spider-Man 
poster, plus work for the Matrix and Acclaim comics.

Karl Kopinski’s career began as co-creator of Kal Jerico for Warhammer Monthly. He went on 
to spend 7 years as an in-house artist for Games Workshop until leaving to go freelance in 2004.

Arthur Suydam is the award-winning artist of Marvel Zombies.  Combining classical painting 
with comic book art, he helped to create a movement that made comics more accessible to a more 
mature audience.
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The life of a planeswalker is one of infinite possibility, of  
self-determination free from the boundaries of a single world,  
but sometimes the gift of choice can be the greatest burden… 

For Jace Beleren and Chandra Nalaar, an ancient scroll holds the  
key to arcane secrets.  Will the discovery grant them the power  

they seek, or are some mysteries best left uncovered? 

Tezzeret, from his humble beginnings on the plane of Esper,  
has always desired more, but power, status and respect come  

hard to a scrapper’s son… If he wants what he thinks he deserves,  
he is going to have to take it. 

Liliana Vess carries the weight of several lifetimes on her  
beautiful shoulders. And the magic of her new-found veil will  

help her live many more… But she has to get that cursed barbarian,  
Garruk Wildspeaker, off her back first. 

No matter their mission, no matter their power, the path of the  
planeswalker is one of otherworldly adventure, discovery and danger.
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