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The setting of Magic: The Gathering
® is a Multiverse—countless 

planes of existence, each unaware of the next and different  
from the last. One plane might be entombed in snow while 
another swelters in jungle and a third is covered by city.  
Only one kind of being can traverse the planes of the  
Multiverse: the Planeswalker.

Being a Planeswalker elevates and isolates you from your peers. 
Planeswalkers are blessed with the ability to travel between 
worlds but cursed with the knowledge that any world is only 
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. Destiny 
determines who is a Planeswalker, but no Planeswalker’s fate is 
preordained. Ultimately, all must make their own path.

The Multiverse



When Chandra stole a precious scroll from 
the plane of Kephalai, she expected to gain the 
knowledge of a powerful fire spell, but also 
discovered a hidden map that pointed to the plane 
of Zendikar. The Planeswalker who recovered the 
scroll, Jace Beleren, found the map as well, putting 
the two on a collision course to the mysterious 
chamber known as the Eye of Ugin.

Chandra Nalaar

Sarkhan revered dragons as the expression of 
ferocity and hunger, but that became a weakness 
when he encountered the ancient, evil dragon 
Planeswalker Nicol Bolas. As Sarkhan came to 
serve the dragon, his sanity unraveled. Nicol Bolas 
sent him to the plane of Zendikar to watch over the 
Eye of Ugin, convinced that other Planeswalkers 
would soon arrive there.

Sarkhan Vol

Planeswalkers (in order of appearance)



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.

Nicol Bolas

The ambitious and ruthless artificer Tezzeret 
became a servant of Nicol Bolas while on his 
native plane of Alara. Tezzeret came to control 
a small piece of Bolas’s network—the Infinite 
Consortium—until the Planeswalker Jace Beleren 
defeated him and left him for dead.

Tezzeret

A mind magic prodigy, Jace is the de facto ruler of 
the Infinite Consortium, an interplanar cabal he 
wrested away from the Planeswalker Tezzeret. 
Jace travels to the plane of Zendikar after 
discovering a hidden map on a scroll, and there 
runs into the scroll’s thief, Chandra Nalaar, who 
has made the same discovery. Together they face 
a third Planeswalker, Sarkhan Vol, who guards the 
map’s destination.

Jace Beleren



Elspeth fled her home as a child when her 
community was enslaved by Phyrexians. She 
eventually found Bant, a utopian shard of the 
plane of Alara. But when the undead hordes  
of Grixis invaded, Elspeth had to reveal her  
true nature to defend her fellow knights. Once 
they were safe, she left, despondent about her 
ruined adoptive home. She made her way to 
Dominaria, a plane where the Phyrexians were 
defeated long ago.

Elspeth Tirel

When Liliana Vess’s power began to wane, she 
struck a dark deal with demons to maintain her 
youth, beauty, and necromantic power. When she 
gained a powerful, ancient relic called the Chain 
Veil, she decided to settle her debt by using it to slay 
her demon masters. But as she hunts her demons, 
she is in turn hunted by Garruk Wildspeaker, who 
now bears the Veil’s curse.

Liliana Vess

Garruk is an apex predator who wanders the 
Multiverse hunting its greatest creatures. His path 
was altered when the Planeswalker Liliana Vess 
used the dark magic of an artifact called the Chain 
Veil, cursing Garruk and corrupting his magic. 
Now Garruk hunts Liliana across the Multiverse, 
seeking to free himself of the Veil’s curse by 
whatever means necessary.

Garruk Wildspeaker



The geomancer Koth is a Vulshok, a human from 
the ferrous mountains of Mirrodin. Mirrodin is a 
plane made entirely of metal, and when the metal 
starts to blacken and corrode under the influence 
of a sinister force, Koth searches the Multiverse 
for Planeswalker allies who might know the how 
to reverse the corruption.

Koth of the Hammer

Ajani is a leonin mage with a strong sense of 
empathy—he sees the light within others and can 
call on it. When Elspeth left Alara, Ajani followed 
her, sensing her grief and hoping to convince her 
to return to Bant and help it regain stability.

Ajani Goldmane

Venser, from the dark isle of Urborg on Dominaria, 
is a talented artificer who witnessed the repair 
of the Multiverse itself at the hands of powerful, 
millennia-old Planeswalkers such as Teferi, 
Windgrace, and the silver golem Karn. Because 
he grew up amid the wreckage of the Phyrexian 
Invasion of Dominaria, Koth seeks him out to 
help save Mirrodin, the metal plane created by his 
friend Karn.

Venser of Urborg



Awakenings



Awakenings

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.”

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

to it.

“The  
sheer  

   fire.”



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.





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!

ear the entrance to 
the Eye of Ugin.



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.



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.

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



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…



Come on 
Chandra. 

You can do 
this.

Fire that 
can’t be 

seen, can’t 
be stopped.

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?



Eldrazi
Enter The



Pyromancer left  
in a hurry. Maybe she  

has a use for that 
ghost-flame.

Something 
changed here.

Something...

...set in motion?
Like an egg 

beginning to 
hatch.

We were both led here. We 
arrived at the same time. 
Too many coincidences.

The dragon...



Alive.

Powerful magic. 
That was no 

illusion.

I suspect you’re a 
visitor here, too.

The sages at Sea Gate 
will want to know what 

happened here.

Maybe they’ll know—



What happened here? 
What have you done?

I did nothing. I 
walked into the 

middle of a fight.

Where is the girl? The 
dragon? I saw them!

I’ll tell you ... if you 
help me get back  to 

Sea Gate safely.

The voice!. I heard it! 
"The Eye opens"...

Could they return?  
Are they returning  

even now? I must get to the  
camp. The Eldrazi...  

I must warn...

ater, in a nearby  
    Akoum settlement...

When does the 
next ship arrive?

Tomorrow at dusk.

Do you have a horse 
that can make the trip?

Not exactly...





You’re it? Where are the 
other three? And no cargo?

I don’t know about 
others. My cargo 
was eaten by a...

Payment?

Will these 
suffice?

How long ago did you 
see the creature?

It’s been a few 
hours now. lift the anchor.  

Let’s put some 
distance between  
us and the shore.

The water might be the 
safest place on Zendikar 
now, stranger. Get below.

I don’t know what it 
was. A huge, strangely 

colored thing.



he Lighthouse at 
Sea Gate, Halimar

You say you left 
this "Eye of Ugin" 
a fortnight ago?

Give or take a  
day. It’s been a ... 
chaotic journey.

It has been eleven days since the Eldrazi 
stirred in our temple in the Halimar depths.

Eldrazi—like the thing that 
nearly killed me in Akoum?

If they truly exist, it has 
been millennia since they 

walked these lands.
And you think these 
creatures are the 
Eldrazi reborn?

Tell me again  
what occurred in  

the chamber.

The fight between  
the pyromancer girl and 
the dragon was already 

underway when the vampire 
and I reached the chamber. 

I entered and the door 
closed—

It closed the 
moment you 

entered?

Yes, but—

And you said the 
dragon-mage was 
not from Zendikar, 

either?

I suspect so. 
You think—?

It reads, "THREE TO 
ARRIVE, ONE TO DEPART." 

Perhaps you, the girl, and 
the dragon-mage were  

the three.

let's go 
over this 

again.



Two of us left  
the chamber, and  
the dragon-mage 
likely left later.  

What could  
that mean?

I don’t know. I will 
consult the other 

sages. We shall comb 
the archive.

And I will search  
ours. I must go. I have  

... duties elsewhere.

I understand. The 
pyromancer—I have 

to find out where she 
learned of the scroll 

that led us here.

May Em and Ula 
guide you, then.

Beleren, you must return if you 
learn anything. Our land could be in 
grave peril. If these are indeed the 

heralds of the ancient Eldrazi—

But "ONE TO DEPART?"



Pitiful, long-
haired ape

How could 
you have not 

seen it?

The lord of dragons  
sends his draconic student 

into a dragon’s eye.

I could read it only 
while dragon-cloaked.
Now it half waits for 
another to open its  

lid fully.

Hot glass in my  
bones. That unseen 
fire still smolders.

I ... must 
find water.

Even as the maze closed 
in, I did not take wing and 
fly out of it. Not until the 

planeswalker girl... 

Fool.



The teeth now clench.

Am I the prey they 
catch in their jaws?

Trickster mana.

I’ll keep my 
wings folded.

Better to climb 
than suffer your 
blowback pranks.

Better to—



Leave her alone, 
bane of Ugin!

Dream-
maggots!

You will not 
defile her!



Squirming 
aberrations.

Where did they lurk as 
the walls closed in?

May the mountain 
mourn you, dragon.

Mourn me, madman? I now rest, 
safe from these new horrors. Your 

suffering has just begun.

The master awaits  
news of your failure.

Bolas will navigate 
the maze. He will 
untie the knots.

No. I will right it.

Bolas will annihilate you 
before you utter your third 
word. Your protestations  

will be as feathers  
in a firestorm.



Futile. A gnat trying to plug a  
volcano. No dragon’s bauble can  
lull the Eye of Ugin back to sleep.

I am no dragon’s bauble! 
I was sent for a reason.

You were  
sent to fail.

I will restore it. 
I will match its 

majesty.

It closed when the hooded one 
came in. Why? I have dragged 

others here. Spilled their blood.

They were not 
worthy others.

Worthy of...

He was a 
planeswalker, 

too.



I was the first in. The 
script I read through 

dragon eyes...

Three to 
arrive...

One to 
depart.

The Eye fixes  
its half-gaze on 
me. Will it open  

if I leave?

You must tell him  
of your defeat.

And if you do, perhaps  
you will incur another.

Enough gambits. 
These riddles will 
burn, as will you!



A draconic eye...

...to read draconic scrawl.

A memento 
for the most 
ancient one.

I am not the one, 
And they will 
not depart.

Not yet.



olas’s Meditation Plane

No sign of the master. 
If he were here...

I would be walking 
on seas of fire.

I’ll leave the stone at the 
crossroads. He will seek 
me out when he wishes.

Not exactly a self-
explanatory gift, 
dragon-prince.

We will desire  
a delivery of 
the details.

The details of  
your bungling.  

Then we will 
eviscerate you.

No, no. We need 
your help. We will 

understand.

We will understand  
once we rip the story  
from your tiny mind.

He is here.



Vol, I did not 
expect you back 

so soon.

I did as you asked. I 
went to the Eye of 
Ugin and I waited.

And?
Weeks, I languished 

there. The stone hummed 
and shook as though 

alive. There was a  
voice, or spirit...

I subsisted 
on vermin. 

And what do 
you hear now?

Nothing. I think I hear 
nothing. Nothing like 

what was there.

Make your way 
to the donjon.

Mocked by the 
very walls.

Mind pulled taut 
by the muffled 

whispers.



You did not 
remain alone at 
the Eye of Ugin.

For many  
rat-years,  

I did.

Others came 
in time. Who?

Interlopers. Hapless  
fools I dragged in. They were 
my personal guard, standing 

stiff in the passageway.

Who came 
of their own 

volition?

How did you know 
someone would come? 
Why didn’t you tell me?

Calm yourself. 
Who came?

Ugin, himself. He 
spoke to me, sire.

A delusion, Vol.

How do you 
know this?

Because I  
know where  

Ugin lays. I put  
him there myself, 

not so long  
ago.

Who 
else?

A pyromancer. 
A mere girl.

And?

Their blood gave color 
to the gray floor.



A hooded, sullen young 
man. A mind-mage, maybe.

And what 
happened?

There was a battle. The 
chamber allowed me to take 
dragon’s form but negated 

sorcery, until...

The sheer fire.

The girl conjured  
flame without light.  
The Eye permitted it,  
and her ally twinned  

the spell.

I ... was 
overcome.



Good.

Good?

The girl channeled 
Ugin’s ghostfire. And 
the Eye is now open.

No, not yet! The 
Eye is not yet 

fully open!

Explain.

This dragon’s  
lock has another  

pin. Look!

A failsafe. So Ugin kept 
something from me, 

after all. The devourers 
are not yet freed.



Thank you, Vol. 
You may leave.

Go? You sent me to 
guard the Eye of 

Ugin and I failed. Is 
this forgiveness?

No, this is dismissal. I  
didn’t send you to ensure  

no one entered the Eye. I sent  
you to ensure they did. Do you  
think it a coincidence that two 
planeswalkers arrived there  

when they did?

You sent me  
to fester?  

As a helpless  
proxy? 

I knew the girl 
would come. The 
other—I had to 
play the odds.

What of the 
lock? Will the 
Eye be fully 

opened?

We will see which  
of the others answers 
Ugin’s call. Be at ease, 

Sarkhan Vol...

You knew 
they would 

come?



I look after 
my pawns...

as tezzeret 
can attest.



Wild
The

Son



Where the hell  
are you taking me,  

brute? Put me down! 
Don’t you know  

who I am?

Death cults. Despotic strongholds. 
Sewer kingdoms. On the trail of the 
accursed witch, I’ve seen some of  
the worst places in the multiverse.

The wilderness I can handle.  
But places like this…

No, you idiot, you 
don’t know what  

you’re doing!

This—this is 
the Gorgon’s 

Haunt!

Let’s get  
this over 

with.

I’ve brought 
the one you 
asked for, 
Gorgon.

I  
know  
your  
type.



We had 
a deal.

…Now tell  
me what I  
want to  

know.
Ah, one more 

warlord down. 
Thank you. This 

pleases me. You—
you may go.

I’ve done  
what you asked.  
Now out with it.  
Tell me what you  

know about  
Liliana Vess.

My memory  
is just not  

what it used  
to be, you  

see.

Did we?  
Careful, my  

dear—what was  
your name  

again?

I told  
you. Jace.  

Jace Beleren.

Careful,  
my dear Jace.  

I might feel moved  
to add you to my 
collection. Are  

we agreed?

They call it civilization. 
But it ain’t civil.

…Or shall  
I peek?

Wait! 
Don’t leave  

me here!

I got out alive – I’ll have to take  
that as a victory for now

Oh, I’m  
sorry—I’m 

afraid I can’t 
help you.

No.  
I’ll go.



What about 
here, Father?

A fine 
spot, 

Garruk.

Father taught 
me well.

Now for your  
true birthday 

present. Ready? 
Listen to me 

carefully. I want 
you to feel 
the earth.

No—don’t 
actually 

touch the 
soil. I want 

you to feel it.

Your hands 
stop at the 

soil—so don’t 
use them. 
Focus on  
the seed.

Watch  
me.



Now it’s 
your turn. 
Close your 

eyes.

Feel the 
seed deep 
down in 
the soil.  
Breathe.



I did it!
Well done,  

my son. Your first 
spell—a true mage’s 
gift. I was thirteen 

before I could 
seedsprout.

Now, just  
do that fifty 

thousand 
more times.

F-Fifty  
thousand…?

I’d get started 
if I were you! …Or 
we can ask the 

other taskmages 
to help you out,  

I suppose.

Take a break,  
my friends, and 

we’ll start on the 
south fields  
after lunch.



Yes.

It’s the 
sheriff. Stay 
put, Garruk. 
I’ll handle 

this.

You’re the 
owner of  

this parcel?

“Vassal of  
Lord Faldus, Our records 
show your household has 
borne an able child of the 

tenth year. By order of Lord 
Faldus, you Are to deliver 
the child for conscription 

into the Lord’s army. Should  
you choose—”

What?!  
No. You’re  
not taking  

him.

“…Should you 
choose to object, 
Lord Faldus will 

hear your petitions 
at court.”

You’re  
damned right I 
object. You can 

tell Faldus he can 
wage his petty 
wars without 

children.

It’s the law, vassal. 
noncompliance is 

treason. Your son is 
coming with us, now, 

whether you—

You will  
not have him,  
you bastard, 
today or any  
day. get off 

my land.

Arrest the 
traitor—and 

get me my 
soldier.



Garruk! Father?!

Go into 
the forest 

And hide 
there until 
I return.

But–

Take this.  
It’ll let me 

speak to you 
even when  
I’m away.  
Now run.

Go!

You’ll  
never have 

him!

You’ll  
never have 

him!



He can’t  
have gotten far. 
You two, Check 

that way.

Go, Garruk.  
Go deep into the 
woods, as fast  

as you can.

This doesn’t  
let you talk back  
to me, but I know 
you’re alright. I’ll 

come for you in a few 
days, after all this  

blows over.

Sir,  
over here. 

Footprints.  
A child’s.

whatever  
you do, don’t  

let the Sheriff’s 
men find you.



Just find  
a place where you 
can lay low for a 
while, and you’ll 

be fine.

Don’t you  
worry, son.  

I’ll be alright,  
And so will  

you.



Did you 
hear that?

Over  
there!

Father…

Found  
you!

Uh, sir…

It’ll be  
like a little 

camping 
trip! 

Just you 
and the 
woods! 

Just  
think—no 

chores, no 
making your 
bed! I envy 
you, really.



I hope you’re 
doing well, Garruk.  
Remember, it’s just 
temporary. Just a 
few days, and I’ll 

come for you.

I wish you  
could hear me, 
Father. I don’t 

know what  
to do.

Just  
a few  
days.



I’m sorry 
about all of 

this, son.

…Hey. No. No,  
You can’t … You 
can’t leave me in 
here! …Treason?! 
But I have a s—

aagh!

Father!

Father…  
Say  

something…

Who’s  
there?



Garruk! It’s  
your father. I’m 

sorry I had to be 
away for a while.  

I want you to 
listen carefully  

to me now.

There are 
some things I 
need to … tell 

you.

Nature is 
your best 

ally.

You must 
trust in the 
forest and 
what it has  
to offer.

And  
Garruk, 

remember 
this most  

of all…



Anyone 
who can 

speak 
can lie.

expect  
deceit.

I love  
you, son.



Seven summers since  
the day Father died.

I was finally ready. 

Ready to leave my 
adopted home.

Ready to finish 
father’s lesson.

Go, all 
of you. 

Go.

And you. 
Go.



My father’s farm.

I couldn’t say it was 
a homecoming.

It wasn’t my  
home anymore.

Is  
 that…?

Garruk? 
Raklan’s 
boy? All 

grown up!
Thought  

he was dead  
for sure!

Kill none 
of these 

creatures 
unless  
I say.

I seek  
the sheriff  
who killed  
my father!



Well, well. 
My eyes must 

deceive.

I have 
unsettled 

business with 
you, Sheriff.

It’s Garruk, 
isn’t it? You’ve 
returned. And 
I see you’ve 

brought your 
extended family 

with you.

Face me 
alone, and 

I’ll call  
them off.



You’re a  
savage, a wild 
thing from the 
weald! See how 

he brings his 
monsters to  
sow chaos in  

our town?

You’re the  
cause of this, 
Sheriff. You 

brought this on 
when you took  

my father  
from me.

Then all of  
this destruction 
is for nothing. 
your father is 

still alive.

No, you … you  
lie. You’re a slaver  

of children, and  
a murderer!

Come  
down to the 
dungeon if 
you don’t 
believe me.

I knew I shouldn’t.  
Like Father told me:  
expect deceit.

I … very well.

We’ve tried  
to keep him 

comfortable—as 
comfortable as 

possible in the cell 
of one convicted  

of treason.

I think  
you’ll see…



…Your father  
has adapted well.

In you go,  
savage!

Your pets  
can’t save you in 
here. Go on, get 

reacquainted with 
dear old Dad!

I’m sure 
you two 

have a lot 
to catch 

up on.



Everything I’ve ever needed 
to know, he taught me.

Thank you, Father.



I try to leave it behind, but Civilization 
never stops taking from me. So now I 
take from it whenever I can.

I told you.

That went 
better than 

expected.

Mistress, 
why’d we keep 

the witch’s 
secrets?

She said  
she’d destroy me, 
and I believed her.  

You never know who 
could be a spy—so  

I wasn’t about 
to tell that thug 

anything.

“Kothophed”? 
“Belzenlok”? And  

I know every name  
on this world.

Besides,  
she spoke  

of people I’ve 
never heard  

of.

That’s what I came here to learn. 
I’ve got a witch to find.



Raven's 
Eye

The



Lili,  
where are 

you?

enturies ago...

Lili?  
Answer  

me!

Lili!  
I know 

you're in 
there.

Oh no.  
What time  
is it? I've  

got to go.

Come out 
Here! The 

Battlefield 
caravan has 

arrived!



She 
threatened 

to feed your 
bits to the 

enemy.

You're in so 
much trouble. 

Lady Ana is 
furious.

So? She's 
always upset 

with me.

Why do you  
disgrace yourself?  

You should hear what  
the boys say  
about you.

It's not  
like that. 
We're in  

love.

Don't  
be foolish,  

Lili. They all  
say that.

Wait! Your 
dress isn't 

decent.

What's the 
news from the 
caravan? Is it 

my father?

Oh! Please 
forgive 

this humble 
messenger.

Speak freely, 
Arine. I'm your 

friend. Protocol 
is no barrier 
between us.

It's Josu. 



Josu?  
Can you 
hear me?

Lili!  
Where have 
you been?

Where is  
his wound?  

I see no field 
dressings. Why  

is he mute? A mage-blade, 
love. He's been 
touched by the 

enemy.

Your  
father knew 
you needed a 

firm hand.

But you  
haven't thrived 
under my care. 

Honestly, I have 
despaired about 

your future.

What  
must I  

do?

“I have run out of Esis Root, 
the only thing that can stave 
off Josu's corruption.”

I'm entrusting  
you with a task. 

You can save your 
brother, if you do 

exactly what 
I tell you.

I'll do 
whatever 
you ask.

You must be  
as quiet as the 

fox. The enemy is 
everywhere. It 
knows you—the 
child of their 

rival.



“You must go into the 
 Caligo Forest and find 
 it for me.”

“I know you love your brother 
 And your father. I trust that  
 you won't let them down.”

Is  
someone  

there?

Which  
way did she  
say to go? 

Nothing looks 
right! This is  

her fault.

She should  
have let me stay 

with Josu and sent 
someone else. If 
father knew she'd 

risked my life, she'd 
be quartered.

Don't  
move!

You've 
stumbled 

into a  
snare.

You 
frightened 

me!



One  
more step  

and you would  
have been 
caught.

Thank you,  
but I have to 

hurry away. I'm 
on an important 

errand.

You're the  
general's daughter, 

are you not? I've seen 
you with him in the 

village. Do you know 
the Enemy is on the 

move through  
the Caligo?

This close to 
the fortress?

Don't you  
hear the hoof  

beats approaching?  
I must help  

you hide.

But...

See how  
they behead their 
enemies and drag 

the corpses behind 
their horses?

See how their 
shields are made 
from the skins of 

the fallen?

You're  
not safe in 
the forest, 

child.



I must  
find Esis Root. 

It's a matter of 
life and death.

The skin-  
witches have 

destroyed the 
grove where it 

grows. I've seen 
it with my own 

eyes.

Oh, no!  
Josu.

I have 
something far 
more potent 

than Esis.

Are you  
a healer?

Yes, and an  
ardent supporter 
of your father. I 
believe in his rule, 
no matter what 
the rabble say.

Do you wish 
payment?

No, but I warn  
you, Your keepers will 

resist this cure. Don't 
let their small minds 
stop you from saving 
your brother. He will  

be our next leader.  
he must survive  

this war.

Don't doubt my 
power, Lili. This is 
pure essence. You 
must take it and 
fly back home.

But…

I must  
save Josu, 

but you  
 are...

There's  
no time to 
protest.



Lili, I  
know you 

want to save 
him, but this 

isn't the  
way!

Stop. 
please, I beg  

you. Your father 
will banish you 
for doing this!

He said 
you'd try to 

stop me.

You've  
been tricked! 

Don't do 
this!

Josu?

Come, little 
sister. See it 

now.

"her crime cannot be for-  
given. she doomed the soul  
of the heir. i hope she finds 
redemption, but she won't  
find it here."

you! you will be 
here. with me... 

kktthhh...

kktthhh ...
the void! where 

have you sent me?  
so much pain... 

why?



"her crime cannot be for-  
given. she doomed the soul  
of the heir. i hope she finds 
redemption, but she won't  
find it here."

We lost good men  
last night. There'll be time to 

mourn them later. There'll be time 
to avenge them later. But not 

now. We're gonna follow the plan. 
Agreed? All right. Bib, did you  

catch the blasphemers?
Dead and dead.  

You want details? 
'Cause it was ugly.

No, not  
as long as 

they're gone 
for good.

Even if you chopped off  
their heads and threw them  

in the Mar, that doesn't stop 
their armies. You know she's 

tracking us.

Shut your mouth, 
already. Look at Dalto 

sitting there, quiet as a 
mouse. You don't want 
to get him all agitated, 

now do you?

Of course not!  
Harcu's just worried.  

And he's got reason, at 
least to my thinking. How 

do we sneak the chest  
back without notice?

Yeah, they'll be  
on the roads, in the 
villages, even at the 

ports. She might know 
where we are right 

now!

I've got things under control. 
First, we'll head to the mountains. 

Brantilz will meet us at the 
crossroads near the  

abandoned mine...

Wait, isn't that where  
they sighted the rebels?  

They'll be crawling through 
there like vermin.

Brantilz will make  
the arrangements. Our 
job is to get the chest 

through without—

anyone 
catching  

us.



It's gorgeous outside. Why  
are you skulking in here? Unless  
you've got something to hide?

You're all so jumpy. I'm 
not here to judge you.

You're 
outnumbered, 

missy.

And we're  
not in the habit  

of taking orders  
from the likes  

of you.

You've got  
something I want,  

and I'm not leaving  
until I get it.

Um ... you should  
really take your hands  
off Dalto. He doesn't 

like to be touched.

Well, pardon me,  
Dalto. I didn't mean 

to offend you. 

He went  
after that  
rabbit one  

time. Scared  
the hell out  

of me.

Sunlight.  
Makes him blister  
something awful.

Water.  
He hates 
water.

While Dalto's predilections  
are fascinating ... I really 
don't care. So listen up...

He doesn't talk, either.  
And he really doesn't like  

you to look at him... 

Don't you know it's  
not nice to interrupt?

Wait a minute, that's 
exactly why I'm here.

What  
else don't 
you like?



Can you  
shut up about  
Mr. Mustache?  

I'm talking  
about the  
Viceroy.

I have a golden  
opportunity for you,  

boys. And judging from  
the company you keep—no  
offense, Dalto—you could  

use it. I'm breaking into  
the Viceroy's palace,  

and I need a crew.  
You're that crew.

Why do  
you keep  

picking on  
Dalto?

Don't make  
fun of him.  
He doesn't  

like it.
It makes  
you look  

worse than  
him.

What about the Viceroy?

I'm going to teach him  
a valuable lesson. You're  

going to handle his guards.

Liar. She's after the chest.

We'll never  
give it to you,  

witch!

Hey, At least it  
wasn't Dalto.

What are you  
staring at? That  

wasn't my  
handiwork.



Arise, demon.  
You cannot hide  

from the light of  
justice. Thieves and  
outcasts, you will  

pay for your  
misdeeds.

Run,  
Dalto,  
run!

She found us.  
Grab the chest!  

Scatter!

Oh, great. An angel.  
Let's all stop what we're  

doing and prostrate  
ourselves.

Make for  
the ship! Don't  
let the chest  
out of your  

sight!

If anyone gets  
to kill Dalto,  

it's me.

You are  
damned forever.  

You shall dwell in  
wicked torment  
until the end  
of all days.



Angels, Always so  
arrogant. Whenever  

they want something,  
everyone is just supposed  

to bow down and give  
it to them.

Just because  
you have wings  

doesn't mean you're  
the queen of the  
Blind Eternities.

Didn't it occur to you that  
I'm in the middle of something? I've  

got a viceroy who really, really  
needs to die.

Hate.

Angels.

I.



The Blessed  
must complete their  

work. The evil must not be 
released. Do not bind me.  

For the sake of your  
soul, let me pass.

Dalto?

The righteous  
will ... triumph. The  
choking filth of the 

dead is ... not enough to 
silence the Blessed!



Good boy! I didn't  
know you had it in you.

Now we can get back to  
business. The viceroy is having  
a banquet tonight and ... What  

is the matter with you two?

Quit pouting.  
You just killed an  
angel. Besides, she  

deserved it for  
calling me  
a demon.

So, are we ready  
to get to work?  
Or am I going to  

have to peek inside  
your precious  
little chest?

a few days later...

Well done, servant Biborat. Your 
reward is now assured. You've restored 
the key and found us a suitable vessel. 

She'll be coming. We'll be waiting.



Kill! Kill!

Grab an axe!

They will smash  
these walls and hang  
you from the rafters.  

Has all your power  
bled away?

Kill her!

Desecrator!

Get the witch!

Give us back  
his body!

Don't call  
me Lili.

Lili, your protection  
spell will soon fail.



“Stupid, chatty corpse. 
Most undead just stumble  

around and moan. What  
the hell is your problem? ”

“You called me from the 
grave. You didn't want a  
mindless servant. You  

wanted me.”

I heard you knew more  
about the Onakke than  
anyone. But you've told  

me nothing. Nothing  
useful, at least.

Come out,  
grave robber!

“You must get up. 
Gather your wits.” Everything hurts.

Ah! What are those?

Firestars. 
They must have  

enlisted the  
mages.

I can't remember  
what it feels like  

not to hurt.



why do they care  
so much about a sack 
of bones? You were  

in the ground.

Yes, he was  
a beloved cleric.  

Gone. Mourned. But  
not forgotten.

Just days  
ago, killing was  
like breathing,  

and I didn't  
even care.

There's a time  
for reflection.  

This isn't it.

I just want  
it to stop.



Get it out!

The veil is a weight. Maybe  
I never escaped that tomb.  

I'm still there, trapped  
like a dumb beast.

Uhhh... 

A soul such as you should  
never be trapped. Do not permit 

yourself to be tethered, Lili.

Who are the Onakke?  
I can hear them in my head,  

over and over. Why are  
they tormenting me?

There must be some way  
to sever them. If I could  
cut them from my mind  
with a knife, I would.

the bond can't be broken so 
easily. you took the veil. 

Please.

Please.



Come now, vessel . 
These commoners  

shall not have  
the veil.

Vess...

The Onakke were  
brilliant creatures,  

Slaughtered into  
nothingness.

Why explain now? It's too  
late, dead man. I'm not going  

to make it off this... 

Death isn't an option  
for you. Remember  
Josu's warning?

My brother?

Lili. I know everything  
about you. You didn't recognize  
me? No, I suppose not. The body  

was different, And this husk  
is temporary, as well.

You should've seen the sky on  
the night it happened. The stars  

were so angry, they burned  
scars in the firmament.

You know

Josu?



Remember the skulls dancing  
through the Caligo? Remember  

the skin-witches burning  
the Esis grove?

And you. With  
your youthful  

desire to please  
your elders.

Now you only  
want to please  

yourself, Just as  
it should be.

The Root of Evil.

The Veil of Deceit.

The Vessel of 
Destruction.

All the aspects I cultivated.  
Yet, they led here, to a godforsaken  
death, little one. It's the only idol 

worthy of worship.

I remember you,  
Raven Man. But I'm not  

the same girl you  
tricked before.



Coward! Where did you go?  
Why inhabit a dead man? Have  

you been infesting my  
mind all along?

The veil it is, then. 
Oblivion is better  

than torment.

I miss you, Josu. I'll never die, Josu.  
I never will.

Of all the people I've 
known, across countless 
planes and distractions, 

it's him I miss.



Forces
Gathering



Are you a 
coward? Why 

won't you 
strike?

rborg, on the plane of Dominaria.

I won't 
fight you.

Do you know 
how many fights 

I've won? You 
insult me.

They'll kill you 
for wasting 
their coin.

They can try, But I am  
not worried by a crowd  
of weak and angry men.

This one is not of Urborg ... 
Not of this plane...

You should have 
stayed out of 

the pits!



the scent of 
unfamiliar earth.

Gladiator! Lay down 
your weapon...

The world 
has no love 
of cowards.

she chose a 
glancing blow.  

why?

That symbol!

Who are you? Are 
you one of them?

planeswalkers.



Confess, or I 
cut you down.

it is a reminder 
of my purpose. 

my people.
Anything with 
that mark isn't 
worthy of life!

If you're so sure, 
then strike.

Stop!



What have you become? 
there's no honor in this...

How do you know 
this symbol? I need 

to talk to you!

Let me go, Ajani! 
You don't know 

what he is!

Lady Elspeth. What have 
you done to yourself?

Old friend, 
Please stand.



How did you know 
where I was?

I spoke with  
your friend, Aran. 

Why urborg, of  
all places?

I'd spent time here in my 
youth, before I found Bant. 

I knew what to expect.

There are 
better places 

than this.

Perhaps, But I am 
weary of searching 
and disappointment.

Alara is broken, but 
it's not lost. You 
could be a great  
aid and comfort.

Bant is lost 
forever. Alara 
is not my home.

Valeron's Twelve Trees still 
stand. Bant has become part 

of something larger.

What's left of Bant will be 
overrun, Consumed by the 

undead. You know that.

That is not inevitable. Evil 
doesn't always triumph.

Bant can still be saved. 
Come back. Together, 

we are stronger.

I cannot. I will not lead 
them. And I can't face the 
expectation in their eyes.



Your lack of hope 
saddens me, But you have 

to make your own way.

My sword.

Oh, Ajani, 
This is such 
a kindness.

You still 
deserve them, 

my lady.

ajani was wrong. 
no one deserves 

anything.

Gladiator!

Before I go, I have 
something for you.



Tell me what 
you know  
of this!

I owe you 
nothing.

I am not corrupted. 
my name is koth and 

I am a harbinger.

Then why do 
you bear such 
an evil mark!

It's a promise to 
myself. I will save 

my people.

Phyrexia.

It has taken hold on my 
plane. If you know what 

that means, then you know 
why I have to stop them.

now step back 
or I'll cut that 

corruption 
from you.



koth, What is this place?  
It doesn't look like the  

other wreckage I've  
seen around Urborg.

The man who led me here  
called it The Tomb of Flesh.  

i have no idea what the  
invaders used it for.

Was Urborg always like this? 
Or was there once blue water 
and sky? Or green hills and 

orchards, as it was at home?

Your home sounds like 
a wonderful place.

What about you?  
You never say much 
about your home.

It's a plane of metal.  
You might think it cold, 
But life is vibrant there. 
The earth speaks loudly.

In Bant, the darkness 
crept up on us, defacing 

our world before we knew 
what was happening.

It will never 
be the same...

It was ... it was.



Change is difficult 
to witness, but it 

can lead to greater 
things. Watch.

Deep in the ground 
are treasures. 

Rocks formed in 
time's forge.

The land here is different 
than the metal of my plane. 
But it's just as malleable.

So this geomancy is a 
lesson? About finding 

beauty despite the 
devastation?

Your words, 
not mine.

Watch the seabirds, 
koth. They'll flee 

from here. There's no 
way to make a home 
in a place like this. 

For the sake of 
my people, I hope 

you're wrong.

Are you planning to 
ride that monster 
across the water?

Not a chance.



Huh, not bad. I really 
didn't want to take a 

swim in that lake.

After you, Lady Elspeth.

Rocks aren't going 
to be much help in 
there. Now it's my 
turn to be useful.

And you don't look 
particularly buoyant.



he can't  
see... 

as i thought,  
empty as night.



Elspeth!  
what did  
you see?

I'm sorry. I didn't know 
your memories of Phyrexia 

were so ... sharp.

I deserted them. When 
they needed me most. 

I left them to die.

Come with me to the 
Heroes' Memorial. We'll 
honor the warriors who 

defeated Phyrexia. Besides, 
there's something you 

need to see.

No, just let me...

You're bound by honor. 
I can sense that.

You don't know 
anything.

Come with me, and 
then we'll see.

that image.  
in every dark  

place... 



he Heroes' Memorial 
Urborg, Dominaria

The acolytes who tend this 
place are helping me because 

they are vigilant against  
the spread of Phyrexia.

Has the corruption 
spread across  

your home?

I'm hopeful it 
hasn't gone 
beyond the 
mountains.

Hold out your 
hand. I have a 
gift for you.

Strength comes from the most 
unexpected places, my lady. Trap 
your fear in these. Don't let your 

past imprison your future.



I hear you, koth. But the  
past is not easily discarded. 

That's the very reason  
we're here, isn't it?

The acolytes are suspicious, and their 
help was not easy to obtain. We're here 
because this is the only way they would 

give me the information that I need.

How does 
it work?

The stone will shape 
the wax, and then the 
spell will disperse.

koth? What 
does it say?

I need to find 
a man named 

Venser.



've always been 
good with artifice.

Karn told me that in all 
his travels, he'd never met  
anyone as gifted as i am.

not arrogance,  
just what he  
told me.

Karn. I've been thinking of 
him of late. I'd considered 
searching for him. But I've 
been distracted by my work.

My work has occupied  
my every thought.  
It is a riddle of the  
highest caliber.

A riddle with the potential to 
send shockwaves throughout 
the infinite planes.



The Windgrace acolytes, those die-
hard scions of the old days. They 
bear the memory of the war like 
soldiers bear battle scars.

My work is well known to the acolytes. 
I tried to collaborate with them, to 
work together for a common end.

And instead, they  
joined forces with him. Welcome. The 

acolytes said I 
should expect 
special guests.

Elspeth Tirel?  
I'm pleased to make  
your acquaintance.  

And Koth of Mirrodin.  
I hope you understand  

what an honor it is  
to meet you.



I knew the terrible beauty  
of my work, But I would have  
contained it in the power of  
pure artifice. I will do it. 
I will master this puzzle.

It's not often I get to meet 
other planeswalkers. Come in. 

Let me show you around.

Later that afternoon...

So with this ship, 
you could remove 
inhabitants from a 

plane and take them 
somewhere else?

Adapt Phyrexian technology. 
Send ships between planes.

People who weren't 
planeswalkers?

Well, yes...

But it will take a lifetime to solve 
the problems that I've described. 

I'm just beginning to—

You're blind, human. Do 
you know what you're 

toying with? you're Like a 
child playing with forces 

he can't comprehend.

?!



Koth! Stop!
It's arrogant fools like you 

who destroy worlds. Have you 
no respect for the dead? No 

love of the earth beneath you?

Arrgh ... get your 
hands off me...

Your little dream 
would bring every 

evil to every plane. I 
should kill you—

—but I need your  
help. By the great red 
sun, you will save us, 

Or I will kill you.

My help? H-h-how 
can I help you?

What's 
going on!

He's a maniac. I Need a plan 
to get him out of here.

Put this on.

My helmet. Sure, sure. 
Whatever you say.

All right. Now just  
stay calm and tell me 

what you want.



Koth, let's get 
out of here.

Not yet. Now 
comes the 
hard part.

You should get...

I'm doing what I need to 
do to save my people.

What is going on?

You're 
killing 

him!

If you want to 
live, Venser, you 
must planeswalk 
to Mirrodin. Give 
me a sign if you 

understand.

Gasp ... yes ... I 
know where...



Don't delay or 
you'll run out of air. 
Don't walk anywhere 

else, or you die.

You're 
abducting 
him! Why?

I have no 
choice.

I always wanted to see 
Mirrodin—Karn's world of 
mathematical perfection.But on my own terms.  

Not ordered by a madman.

But rational thought requires 
breath, And that was becoming 
a precious commodity.

He fired the first salvo. He was the 
aggressor. That was not something 
I would forgive and forget...

I'll follow  
your æther path  
and remove the  
mask as soon  
as we arrive.



You're not who I 
thought you were.

Follow us. 
Help me. This is 
your chance to  
make amends.

And prove I'm 
not a coward?

Your words. 
Not mine.

Koth! Don't do  
this. Phyrexia  
is too deadly  

for you...

If you're who I 
think you are, then 
I'll see you again.



Scarred



    he planeswalker Koth returns home.  
 The metallic tang of the air is familiar, 
comforting. But perhaps not to his guests.

mirrodin is not like your worlds.  
It was crafted from metal with care 
and precision, like a fine instrument.

Every acre, the feat of an 
exacting artisan. Every 
detail a masterpiece. 

We do not know the creator’s 
face, but we see his handiwork. 
His world shimmers under the 
light of five suns of pure mana.

I had no desire to force your 
hand, Venser. Nor yours, Elspeth. 
But you must understand what’s 
at stake. My people. My world.



You do your world no 
good by threatening 

those you wish to 
recruit, Koth.

That’s true. But if 
there’s any trace of 
that foul force here, 
then it was our duty 
to come to Mirrodin, 

no matter the 
circumstances. 

Because They won’t just destroy.
they’ll corrupt, body and soul. 

No world deserves that.

This world is a treasure, yes—a  
more exquisite creation than you can 
even know. But you can’t just attack 
me, force me here, and expect me to 

trust you. You can’t just—

So when do 
we kill them?

I knew you were  
the right one to seek, 
Elspeth. Both of you, 

Come with me.



Mirrodin actually  
looks peaceful. From 

your insistence, I 
expected to planeswalk 

into a full scale war.

There is conflict here. The 
elves fight the vedalken, the 

goblins fight the loxodon, and 
the leonin fight each other.

But our true enemy, the reason  
I brought you here, lurks in dark 
places. Most Mirrans have been 

able to live their lives in merciful 
ignorance—so far at least.

But I want you to meet one who 
has seen what I’ve seen. A friend 

of mine who lives on the outskirts.  
Venser, You’ve been here before?

Briefly.  I haven’t 
been here since ... 
Karn brought me.

Who is Karn? I’m not surprised you 
don’t know. He told me it’s 
been a long time since he 
was here. Karn, you see, 

was this world’s—

Oh, no.



Malach, Are 
you here?

What ... 
happened  

here?

The Mephidross. 
It’s spreading.

I didn’t think  
it would have 

reached this far 
already. Malach!

We’ll help 
you look 
for him.

Koth, I’m  
sorry, but I  

think I’ve found 
your friend.



Are they—? They’re  
nim! Undead 
wretches!



Come 
with me.

No—!

elspeth!



Thank you, Koth.

The nim— 
soulless  

creatures of the  
Dross. They’ve  

never ventured out 
this far. It’s worse 

than I thought.  
And they may  

have taken  
Malach.

I’m ...  
covered  

in ...  
ichor.

Now you see.  
We have to seek  
out the source 
and destroy it. 

Every last 
shred of it.

I’m with 
you. If Phyrexia 

taints this world, 
we’ll cleanse it. 

Elspeth?

Elspeth?
I ... I wish  

you two well.

I’m not 
going.



There’s no good, solid ore 
here. I don’t have enough 

material to make us a skiff. Koth, I  
could always 
teleport us.

There is no way I’m 
giving you control 

over my body.

Suit yourself.  
But the more time  

we waste on foot, the  
more time we allow Phyrexia  
to spread. And I’m not liking  

the way this place is  
burning my lungs.

Look, I’ll wait for you 
at that next chimney.

Stay. The nim are 
everywhere, and without 
Elspeth, we’ll need each 

other to fight them.

Elspeth probably just didn’t 
want to walk this far.

What, your 
leg is broken?

  oth and venser seek out  
the source of the spreading  
evil in the mephidross.

very well.



eanwhile, in a  
Vulshok settlement... 

Thank you for your...

...uh, hospitality.

Drink that while it’s 
still boiling. You’re 

much too pale. You said 
you were Auriok?

I’m ... far 
from home.

Hmm. So what are  
you running from,  

lost girl?

How did you know I’m—
what makes you think I’m 
running from something?

You got the look on 
you. We Vulshok call it 
the “Deserter’s Eye.”

I’m no 
deserter.

She has no idea what her world 
faces. The children of Mirrodin  
don’t understand. How could they?



The last time I faced Phyrexia, I was 
a child. They harvested my people’s 
innocence. Flesh torn away. Souls 
corrupted. Families destroyed.

What can I do to stop it all from 
happening again? This world is just 
as innocent as I was. Every face I 
learn here is just another victim to be 
mourned. 

This was a 
mistake. I 
shouldn’t  
have come.

You shouldn’t have  
fled, you mean. You 

bring despair with you,  
Lost Girl. I see it on  
you. It clings to you  

like a disease.

And I’ll die 
before I let  

it infect  
my home.

This world will be harvested. Some 
might be kept alive for a time, 
allowed to heal, but only so that 
strips of their flesh and sinew can 
be used for fuel or musculature. 
Those Mirrans who fight back will 
come to recognize their own body 
parts stretched and fused into the 
skeletons of their captors...



You have it backwards. 
I am not the evil that 
plagues your world. I 
came here to fight it.

And yet you’re here, cursing  
my home with your deserter’s  

eye. What’s your plan, lost girl?  
Will you face my spear, or will  
you flee yet another battle?

I would never 
bring harm to you 

or your people.

But you already  
have. I should  
cut you open  

right here.

I wish that would 
cure your world’s 

ills. I wish my blood 
could solve it all.

But the last  
thing in this world  
you need to worry  

about is me.



Hmph! A heart of  
honor beats in your  
chest, lost girl, yet  

you let the past  
deaden it.

do you Know what we 
call those who let the 
enemy win? The enemy.

But ... If you knew 
what’s out there...

I only know  
you’ve abandoned  

a cause. You talk of  
some evil force that  

our world faces,  
and you’re not  

out there,  
fighting it.

Is that what 
you’ve come  
here to do?

You’re here in my 
home, talking of 

danger, talking of 
death. Talking.

Talk?



eanwhile, back in  
the Mephidross... 

This belonged 
to Malach, my 

clanmate.

it Could be an 
encouraging sign 

that he made it  
this far alive.

If he abandoned 
his weapon, he’s 

captured or dead.

But he abandoned it here , 
which means he traveled 

this way. He could be 
signaling you.

Or it could 
be bait.

It’s ...  
it’s ...  

Phyrexian.

We must be near  
the source. We’ll kill 

this abomination—

—And then follow 
its trail back to 

their nest.

Ready?

Ready.

Not a  
good sign.







Venser. 
Venser!



no!



I’m getting us 
out of here.

Yes ... do it!

nnrgh!



Elspeth!  
Thank the  

suns.

I believe I’ve found their 
source in a structure 

nearby. Let’s go.



sh Sah, the Vault  
of Whispers.

Venser, We could 
use some eyes and 

ears in there.

Understood.

Be careful.
Now this 

nightmare can 
finally end.

This is for my 
people. This is for 
the home I lost.

Something tells 
me this is going 

to be fun.





Discoveries
Dark



Tell me where you 
stashed the chest, and 
I'll let you keep most 

of your fingers.

I don't know 
anything!

Tell me where 
they're keeping 
Krovet, and I'll  

let you keep  
your legs.

I don't know...

Tell me  
about the  

Golden Door,  
or you'll be  

holding your  
own brain...

...in your 
fingerless 

hands.

All right!  
I know that 

Krovet...



Greetings, Servant  
Tezzeret. Your master  
has a task for you. You  

will immediately go  
to the plane known  

as Mirrodin.

You will  
infiltrate the 

Vedalken city and 
live among them.

In his benevolence,  
Our Most High Lord will 
aid you in the first step 

of this task.



You will infiltrate the  
Vedalken city and live  
among them.

In his benevolence, Our 
Most High Lord will aid 
you in the first step of 
this task...

His Glorious Wisdom  
has arranged for a guide 
to meet you. A dangerous 
force has taken hold on 

the metal plane...

Look down, 
pest. Who do 

you see?
Look again.

No one...



A dangerous force has taken 
hold on the metal plane...

The Most Exalted One 
requests that you prevent 

this dark force from uniting 
behind a leader. The Knower 

of All Things expects you to 
gather information about...



The Knower of All Things 
expects you to gather 
information about Phyrexia 
and its methods.

He trusts that  
you will find a  
way to make 
yourself immune  
to infection by  
its plagues.

Not again.

How's the new 
arm, Master 
Tidehollow?



What happened? 
Run out of imps?

I'm concerned.  
Has your newfound 
freedom affected 

your hearing?

I'm not 
beholden to 
you, dragon.

I think you will find 
that to be false soon 

enough. Now, listen 
carefully...



Bolas fears  
something here.  
But I could rule  
this place.

My guide arrived, just  
as Bolas said he would.

Tezzeret 
the Seeker?

It was the last  
time I would hear  
my true name for  
a very long time.

 irrodin, the  
Quicksilver sea



My guide arrived, just  
as Bolas said he would.

    he planeswalker Venser, deep  
 within the Vault of Whispers, finds 
himself surrounded by Phyrexians.

I was 
wrong.

I thought Phyrexia 
was a villain I could 

stab in the heart.

That was giving it 
too much credit. It’s 
a pandemic, a plague 
spreading across  

this world. How do  
you duel a plague?

I keep leaping blind, 
and it’s only taking  

me deeper. I’m sinking 
into a trap.

I GREW UP 
KNOWING HOW 

DEADLY PHYREXIA 
IS. AND STILL I 

UNDERESTIMATED 
THEM.



It’s him.  
Or ... Phyrexia’s 
vision of him.

I don’t understand. 
Could Karn be here, 

on Mirrodin?  

He vanished from 
Dominaria years ago— 
 after he gave up his 
spark. If he somehow 
arrived here, then he 
must still be here.

How could you be 
part of this evil, 
Karn? Why would 

these ... creatures 
revere you so?

I’ve struggled with 
the same question 

myself...

trespasser.



Hold, mage. If you 
know of this Karn, I 
would speak with you.

I’ve not known 
Phyrexians to 
speak at all.

Many do, when it suits 
them. But I am no more 
Phyrexian than you are.

No? You are  
oily metal and 

bare tissue.

I admit that I have ...  
embraced the rising regime.

Collaboration is the  
first step to command.  

But I fear that momentum 
favors this metal man.

They’re grooming 
him to lead.

No. Karn would never  
be part of this insanity.

From what I 
have gathered, 
your friend is 
no exemplar of 

sanity.

Tell me. 
What do 
you know 
of him?

Nothing I 
would share 

with you.

At my command, all the  
nim in this place will tear 
you apart. dispense with 

the bravado.



Just tell me 
where I can 
find Hi—urk!

If I knew where Karn 
was, he would already 
be dead. As you soon 

will be, mage.

Now, tell me what you 
know. Quickly, before 

your tender ribs crack, 
and twenty miles of metal 

become your tomb.

Twenty 
miles?

"Venser. Venser, 
wake up."



I’m glad we found 
you. Can you walk?  
We have to go, now.

No.

What do you mean, No? We 
have to regroup, and find a 
way to destroy Phyrexia.

Karn, my former 
mentor, is here. On 
Mirrodin. And we 
have to find him.

What? 
Karn?  

No.

There’s no way to 
stop what we came 
here to stop. Not 

without him.

The Vault of 
Whispers is 

infested. This 
whole plane  
is infested.

Don’t back out on  
us now. I sought you 

to help us fight.
Phyrexia can’t be 

fought. We have to 
get to Karn. He is to 
be their new leader.

now you’re making  
sense. We kill this Karn, 

we stop Phyrexia. You don’t 
understand. 

We must  
save him.



Look, I’m sorry about your  
friend Karn. No one deserves to 

fall to Phyrexia. But we can’t waste 
time rescuing him when this whole 

plane could fall.

Your friend is lost. Just like 
my brethren. What goes over to 
Phyrexia doesn’t come back out 

again. You should know that.

How do you even know he’s 
really on this plane? Did you  

see him in there?

If Phyrexia wants this "karn"  
as their leader, the safest 

thing would just be to cut him 
down and be done with it.  

If we even find him.

You probably have no idea where 
he is.  Do you even understand 

what you’re asking? Finding one 
man. on an entire world.

If you’re out, fine. You’re out. If 
you don’t want to attack Phyrexia 

with us, then I question your 
commitment anyway.

People are dying, Venser. Every 
moment we don’t kill Phyrexians , 

we’re letting innocent beings die.

This is my home. My people. 
My World. We can’t favor 

one person over the entire 
population of the world.



PHYREXIA WON'T  
JUST CONQUER 

MIRRODIN...

I don’t know how we’ll 
find him. I don’t know 
how to answer any of 

your concerns.  

"AND NOT JUST KARN, BUT 
ALL OF US WILL BECOME 
PART OF WHAT WE CAME 
HERE TO DESTROY."

I ONLY KNOW IT'S  
WHAT MUST HAPPEN. 

AND SOON.

IT'll SPREAD 
THROUGHOUT THE 

MULTIVERSE.



I deserve to be master of a 
plane like this. But here I am, 
playing the faithful servant.

Tezzeret the Seeker? 
Lord Bolas sends his 

salutations. May I take 
your hand please?

utside the vedalken 
city of Lumengrid...

What’s my task 
here, minion? Where 

am I headed?

You are to travel  
down through the  
lacuna beneath our 

Knowledge Pool .

Hey!

How 
dare 
you?

Your goal is 
surveillance 
of the planar 

core.

Your organic 
flesh—what 
there is of 

it—may become 
affected by 

your travels 
there.

I gave you something 
to slow its influence. 

Please accept it with Lord 
Bolas’s compliments.

Enough. All I 
need from you 
are the details 
of my mission.

And I do not 
wish to hear 

that name again.



I’m treated this way by a 
vedalken peon , or by one 

of Bolas’s mirages. This is the  
price I pay for 
being spared.

I vowed never to 
become a scrapper 

like my father.

I vowed never to  
serve. Yet here I am, 

diving through this metal 
world at the pleasure of  

an elderly dragon.

What bargain 
have I struck?



Layers within  
layers ... There  

are entire worlds 
down here.

I hear echoes. Voices 
from the depths. 

Scraping machinery. 
Furnaces. Shrieks.

The closer I 
get, the slower 

I fall?

I’m starting 
to realize that 

Bolas didn’t 
send me here  
to be a spy.

I’m bait.



Hundreds of these 
wretches. Best to 

play along for now.

If they imprison me, I  
can planeswalk. But Bolas 
would want to know what 
makes them tick. Determine 

who holds the reins.

An aberrant specimen. 
A not-us made of human 
and strange materials. 
Transfer it to the labs.

No. I seek an 
audience with 

the one in 
charge.

Rip it apart  
until its 

noises stop.

I said No!



If I am not harmed,  
I will harm no other. 
Just ... let me speak.

The Not-us must 
come with us. The 

Father of Machines 
will see it.

Thank you.

If it channels mana 
again, I shall vivisect it 
personally and feed its 
tissues to my larvae.



I didn’t even 
know he was 

a parent.

The Father of 
Machines awaits.  
The Not-Us will 

genuflect.

I’ll do no 
such thing. I 
have no need 
for another 

master.

If I’m bait, then 
this is who was 
meant to bite.

This is the one Bolas 
wanted to uncover. 
He’s afraid of this 

power finding a leader. 
So how can I use this?

 EAR THE THRONE ROOM OF 
THE FATHER OF MACHINES



Of course.  
Do as I  

always do.

The story continues in  
Scars of Mirrodin®: The Quest for Karn, 

a novel by Robert B. Wintermute.

Play the 
faithful 
servant.
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expansion and playing Magic since the Fallen Empires expansion. He also has done art for the World 
of Warcraft TCG, DC Comics, Marvel Comics, Dark Horse comics, Easton Press, Penguin Books, 
Electronic Arts, Big Huge Games, and many other fine companies.

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.

Fine art illustrator Mark Texeira is known for his work on Ghost Rider, Moon Knight, Black 
Panther, and his creator-owned series Pscythe. His work can be seen in Wolverine: Origins, as 
well as a five-issue Punisher mini-series. Current books out on Mark include "Tex: The Art of Mark 
Texeira," and "Mark Texeira: Nightmares and Daydreams." For more information on Mark and his 
work, visit www.evainkartistgroup.com and www.marktexeira.com.

Kev Walker spent several years illustrating Judge Dredd and ABC Warriors (among others) for 
British comic 2000 AD as well as illustrating many Games Workshop products. Illustrations for 
comics, the Magic: The Gathering trading card game, and several computer game projects followed. 
Kev’s comic clients includes 2000 AD, DC Comics, Dark Horse, and Marvel, for whom his most recent 
projects, Marvel Zombies 3 & 4, Imperial Guard, and an ongoing residency as the regular artist/
penciller on Thunderbolts, have actually attracted some attention. He has also illustrated book 
covers for Young Bond, Artemis Fowl, Changeling, and Vampirates and has created a full graphic 
novel adaptation of the first Young Bond novel, Silverfin. He is currently working mostly for Marvel 
Comics from his home in Yorkshire, England, struggling with his first novel and failing to delay the 
onset of middle age and baldness. 
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Most denizens of the Magic: The Gathering® Multiverse believe their 
world is the only one. But there are countless planes of existence, and 

only the gifted mages known as Planeswalkers can move between 
them. Planeswalkers are the explorer-mages of the Multiverse, 

gathering arcane secrets and eldritch spells as they travel.

In Path of the Planeswalker II, uncover the stories of Magic’s most 
famous Planeswalkers as they blaze a path through the Multiverse.

The pyromancer Chandra Nalaar stole a scroll that contained a 
secret map. The mind mage Jace Beleren recovered the scroll and 

found the map. But when the two Planeswalkers arrive at the 
map’s destination, the wild plane of Zendikar, they find a third 

Planeswalker waiting for them—and the confrontation changes 
Zendikar forever.

Liliana Vess retrieved a relic called the Chain Veil for one of her 
demonic masters but uses its power for her own gain. When the 

Planeswalker Garruk Wildspeaker crossed her path, Liliana defeated 
him using the Veil. Now Garruk bears the Veil’s curse and hunts 

Liliana to rid himself of the dark magic.

Follow the Planeswalkers’ paths in all three storylines— 
over 120 pages of fully painted comics.
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