


My name is Serafine Haywell...

And I’ve been running 
my entire life. 

Running from bullies.

From responsibilities.

And more recently...

...from monsters.



But no more running.

Monsters feed 
off of fear...

...and I intend to 
make them starve.



The beast is feral
but predictable.

I guess I can count 
myself lucky for that. 

But that doesn’t mean 
the beast is any less 
dangerous.

My master, Fulgrim, 
created this staff. Calls 
it “Wisat”. The wartaker.

He taught me how to fight.

To anticipate and 
adapt to my enemy.



This particular enemy has been 
chasing me for a few days.

They call it an Orang Minyak.

A grease devil. It’s strong. Resilient. And 
emits an odor of gasoline 
wherever it goes.

They usually come out at 
night. Go after stragglers 
from the villages.

This is different. 
Something’s drawn 
them out.

I need to figure out-

-OOF!



I’d forgotten how powerful their
kicks are. Like a greasy kangaroo.

Ow.

Remember what 
Fulgrim told you.

They rely on their 
sight to hunt.

Take that away... ...and they’re vulnerable.









SWIPE



BDUM

BDUM

BDUM

SQLCH!

The smell of gasoline became stronger.
Pungent. Brought back memories from
another time...
another monster...



It was October. There was a chill in the air
that clawed at your skin. Made it brittle
and bumpy. 

But it wasn’t the wind that brought a crisp
chill down my spine.

I had gotten home to find my
step dad locked in an argument
with my mom.

It was hazy.

Between his slurred words and 
 gestures, I could only make out
   bits and pieces.
              
             
            
           Something about money.
            With him, it was
            always about money. 

He was a construction worker. Bumped from
place to place. Always “in between jobs”.
Always getting caught dipping his hand
in the cookie jar.

He was also a
lousy gambler.



He had made a mistake
and the sharks were
circling. He knew.

His lender left a message in the form
of two men at our front door. 

He got out with a broken hand. 
They told him he was lucky. They 
were feeling generous that day.

My mother was a waitress at 
Five-n-Dine, a local diner.

They have good
burgers...

I barely saw her much after the incident.
She could have run away. Left it all behind.
But she didn’t.

I wondered if that was her 
being brave or foolish.

Or maybe it was something else.



These arguments were the byproduct of his
penchant for self-destruction.

If only we weren’t
there as collateral.

My legs moved on their own.
Drawn by some instinct to 
preserve what little good
I had left.

But instinct can only go so far.

I was weak then.
Too weak to stand.
Too weak to fight.



But not her. 
Not my mother.

She is much stronger than I
will ever be...

Strong enough to carry
the weight of the world
on her shoulder.



The doctors said her 
chances of recovery
were slim...

Told me not to get 
my hopes up.



But hope is so precious
a currency we use for the
soul.

As days turned to weeks,
that currency ran sparse.

And I began to wonder if 
hope was something I
could no longer afford.

As she laid there,
I made her a 
promise...

That I would
never be weak
again.

URK



MRM!

MMF!



WHAP
!

WHOOSH!

WHA
P!

No...

No more running.
No more being weak.

NO MORE!

THUD



BOOM!

FWOOOOOO!!!



ha
aa
a..
. BMPF!

I wonder if she’d be proud of me.

“Sera,”
She used to say.

“The one thing that monsters
fear most in the world...

...is someone who is afraid,
but stands anyway.”



Well here I am, mom.

Now the monsters
are afraid of me.



My name is
Serafine Haywell...

...and I’ve been running 
my whole life.

Creaak...

NO MORE.

end of chapter 1.



Hello readers! I hope you’ve enjoyed that first chapter of 
Landfall as much as I did drawing it. Much grander 
adventures are soon to come as Serafine (Sera) comes to 
grips with her incredible powers. I’m talking giant 
mechanized beasts, civil wars, dragons (yes, fire-breathing, 
real-as-heck dragons), and a man who wears a pineapple on 
his head (seriously, where did he get a pineapple in the 
desert?).

Expect the stakes to be raised in Chapter 2 of Landfall and 
thank you for your support!

- Carl


