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In the arid desert lies Lut Gholein, demon-ravaged and under the chokehold of Andariel. Within the city walls, the
aging mage Drognan searches desperately for a way to escape the cursed city, forcing him to confront the cruel cost of
hope in a world where survival demands sacrifice.
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THIS CITY WAS ONCE A GEM,
THE JEWEL OF THE DESERT.
AN OASIS IN ARANOCH'S
UNFORGIVING LANDSCAPE.

NOW A PLACE DEFINED
BY BLEEDING SUNRISES,
SCREAMING SUNSETS, AND
THE CHAOS IN BETWEEN...




MY FORCED RELOCATION
HAS FOUND ME IN THIS HOVEL.
BUT IT IS SAFER THAN MY OLD

HOME. FOR NOW.

THE SECRET WAYS
ARE ALl SEALED SHUT BY
ANDARIEL'S VILE POWER.

THE GATES CLOSED FOR
MONTHS NOW.

THERE IS NO HOPE

OF ESCAPE...BUT I

MUST KEEP TRYING,
WE ALL MUST.

BUT I WON'T BOW.
THERE MUST BE
A WAY ouT.




NO EGGS? AGAIN?
PLEASE, I HAVE A CHILD.
I'M DESPERATE. LOOK;,
SHE'S NAUGHT BUT
SKIN AND BONE/

NO ONE HAS
EGGS: HARA, NOT
ANYMORE.

PLEASE, MY ROBES, WORN-OUT
NO/ I CAN'T AND PATCHED, STILL
BEAR IT ANY PROVIDE PROTECTION,

J | ALLOWING ME TO HIDE
AMONGST THE
MASSES. MOSTLY.
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SMALL VICTORIES. BUT
HOPE DIES LITTLE BY
LITTLE, DAY BY DAY.

I TRAVERSE THE CITY, POKING AT
ITS DEFENSES, KNOWING OTHERS
ARE TAKEN BY ANDARIEL'S LURKING STILL THEY FLEE, CAUGHT
CREATURES...BY THE ANGUISH. | | BETWEEN HOPE AND DEATH.
DEATH AT LEAST IS FASTER.

FEAR OF TORMENT
FOR THOSE WHO STAY...
AGONY FOR THOSE WHO

TRY TO ESCAPE.
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ANGUISH BINDS THIS CITY.
THE THOUGHT OF ESCAPE
BINDS US EQUALLY.

AND STILL, I SEEK A
WAY OUT. A WEAKNESS
IN ANDARIEL'S CURSE.

DEMONS TO THE LEFT. DEMONS
TO THE RIGHT. BUT THE SPACE
IN BETWEEN? FREE OF THEM?
OR AM I DECEIVED?

AMIAFOOL |
70 HOPE?




IS THIS AN
OPPORTUNITY TO
ESCAPEP OR-- 5

AN OPPORTUNITY, YES. BUT I
LACK THE POWER TO SEIZE IT... AND

THE KNOWLEDGE OF WHAT IT IS. I CAN §

FEEL THAT IT MIGHT SHIFT BUT... HOW?

PLEASE
Ol HELP ME.
B M LOST.

WEST OF HERE,
NEXT TO THE OLD
SWEET MAKER'S
STALL.

IT'S NO BOTHER. I CAN
TRADE A SCROLL TOMORROW,
OR PERHAPS A BOOK. ONE
MORE NIGHT OF HUNGER
WON'T KILL ME.




BRING MISA, HIDE
HERE. SLEEP. THEY
HAVEN'T FOUND THIS
PLACE YET.

FOLLOWED.

There is a space clear of demons, 5
by accident or some repelling force. B8
And that crack in the wall...
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l .1 need to find a fibrary...
one with the knowledge of
the ages. Dut where, in
this ruin? Perhaps...




