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The Black Nation
The Red Harlequin - Part I



Our world is different from yours...

It is a world where everyone wears masks.

Where the color 
you belong to determines 
who you are and where 
you will live.

And IF you will live.



I was almost fourteen when my father decided 
it was time for me to see an execution.

the execution of a Harlequin.

Father says Harlequins 
pretend to be like us.

That is why when a 
Harlequin is found, he 
must be killed at once.

And a ceremony is held…

So that we Chromes can see just how 
deceitful a Harlequin can be.

But they are not like us.

Harlequins are 
ghastly creatures 
that kill 
Chromes and 
drink their 
blood. Or at 
least that’s 
what I’ve 
heard.

CHAPTER 1

Come, 
it’s time.

Stay calm! No 
matter what 

happens!





How can you 
tell he’s a 
Harlequin?

Please I 
beg you! I’m 

not a-

You’ll see in 
a moment.

Look!



That night I ate like never before, grateful to the Gods for being 
alive. I thought about my father’s words in the rain and prayed that I 
would never meet a Harlequin again.

Unfortunately my prayers 
did not go answered.

CHAPTER 2

See all those 
colors? That was 
his Harlequin aura 
leaving his body. 

He wasn’t a Black.

Let’s go 
home. 

The Gods are 
still angry.

Asheva 
wake up!

Put on your 
robes and 
your mask! 

Hurry!

What’s the 
hurry? I don’t 
have seminary 

today.

This Harlequin is a 
bad omen. Something 

else is going to 
happen. I can feel it. 

Haven’t you heard 
the Heralds? Do as 
your mother tells 

you!



The Heralds…

Usually they announced one of three 
things: a proclamation of war, the death 
of an Eldest, or a festivity.

The next festivity was still far away and the Eldest 
was speaking right in front of us.

Devout members of 
the Black Nation! 

Today we received a 
message we had been 

long expecting!

The Red Chromes 
have declared war 

against us. Against 
the Gods’ chosen!

They have declared war 
first but we shall strike 

first! Our blow will be so 
powerful that we shall 

destroy them once and for 
all!

Now burn their 
flag! And let the 

flames purify 
us!

Death to 
the Red! Death to 

the Red!



Andahar was my best friend but sometimes 
his words baffled me.

Why was his father 
different from mine?

You’re in the 
first army! 

You’ll be the 
first to attack 

the Reds!

Remember son. 
In war, there 

are no Chrome 
winners. Only 

losers.

Your father is lucky. 
He gets to go to 

war. My father has 
to stay here instead.

By the way, 
are you preparing 
for the Rite? My 
father says our 

time will 
come soon.

Yes, I run 
along the 
walls of 
the city.

The last one 
to finish 
is a Red 
Chrome!

He is the only winner. 
Jaries, the God of War 

and Vengeance. The 
more blood is spilled, 
the more his thirst is 

quenched.



I won! 

I’ll get you 
next time!

Let’s go back 
now! The 

ceremony is 
about to begin!

When our time will 
come to fight, I 

wouldn’t want anyone 
beside me but you.

Mighty Jaries, 
we call upon you!

Let the blood of the 
Reds be the wine of 

your feasts.

Asheva wait!



Go now! 
Victory 

awaits you!

Let’s go down to 
the gates. I want 
to see my father 
before he leaves!

Father! 
Faather!

Hurry!



CHAPTER 3

Days came and went. I eagerly awaited news 
from my father. But those never arrived.

I was wrong.

Are you 
with us, 
Asheva?

Er, yes 
Master!

Good! Because 
today’s lesson 

has to do 
with the Rite.

Remember, only 
those that pass 
the Rite can be 

considered true 
sons of the Black 

Nation.

Now, bare your 
arm and place it 
inside the hole, 

Asheva

Borio ants. 
Tiny, yet painful. Get 
used to the pain  for 

that will be part 
of the Rite.

Do you think 
we’ll pass 
the Rite?

Every Black has 
done it before us. 
We’ll pass it too.



Night-time was when I came alive again. That was when 
stories were told about the war and  how it was faring.

During those representations, Black deaths and defeat were never 
mentioned. Those things, I learned, were discussed behind closed doors.

Brothers and 
Sisters of the 
Black Nation!

Our brave Legionaries, 
disguised as trees, 

made their way inside 
the Eastern Forest...

Tonight I bring 
you stories of 

heroism!

Examples of 
audacity!

And tales of 
sacrifice!

First, I shall tell 
you about 

the Legion of 
the Hawks!

That’s my father’s 
legion!

Once close to 
the Reds, they stopped 
and remained so still that 
no one, not even the Gods, 
could distinguish them 
from real trees.

Then, Noxa, the 
Goddess of Darkness, 
made the entire Red 
Army fall asleep.

It was then that the 
trees became alive! And 

they were merciless 
with the Reds!



Forty days had passed since the proclamation of war. Forty days and 
many deaths, including my father’s.

You have been 
summoned to 

the Palace.

Surely it has to do 
with your Rite. Maybe 
they want to have 
it away from the 
forests. Then why are 

we the only 
ones summoned?

Don’t be silly. 
What else could 

it be?



CHAPTER 4

Spring finally arrived. In other times, this would have 
marked a beginning. But for me, it marked an end.

The Orator 
is gone!

What are you 
talking about?

The Orator… the 
stage… no one 

showed up today. 
Everybody’s going 

to the Palace.

We want to 
speak with the 

Eldest!

Elders, 
come out!

We’re here, 
brothers and 
sisters, 
we’re here!

Tonight is a sad 
night for us. 

The war is lost.



The Reds have 
annihilated our 

entire First Army. 
The Second and 
Third Armies are 

retreating.

What 
happens 

now?

Each family 
must give ten 

ounces of gold 
to the Red.

But we have 
no such 
amount!

Then find it! Or 
do you want to 
see the Reds at 
your doorstep 

tomorrow?

What about 
our husbands? 

Who will 
compensate us 

for such 
loss?

She’s 
right!

Your husband, 
like all our 

soldiers, will be 
compensated by 

the Gods.

Our Gods have left us! 
And you brought this defeat 

upon us!

My patience is 
running thin, 

female Chrome! 

Do not provoke 
any further.



If your father 
were still alive, 

the Eldest would 
not have been so 

arrogant!

Maybe he was angry 
too because of the 
Reds. After all, it’s 
the Elders’ duty to 
protect our nation.

And who will 
protect us 

from 
the Elders?

It’s about 
time you 
opened!



Greetings 
Eldest!

I see you’re 
growing 

strong like 
your father.

What is it 
you want?

You should 
quell your 

temper. Especially 
in public.

These are 
difficult times. 
And we must 
be careful in 
separating 

friends from 
foes.

Very careful.



I’m sorry 
about what 
happened at 
the Palace.

I’m afraid 
that’s not 
enough.

Leave us now. 
Your mother 
and I need to 

talk.

Go to the 
market.

It’ll open 
soon. Go on. 

I’ll be all 
right.

But it’s still 
early…

I don’t know what 
happened that morning...

Maybe it was the Gods or maybe it was 
the spirit of my father…

But 
something 
made me 
stop and 
retrace 
not only my 
footsteps...

But my 
entire life 
up until 
then.



CHAPTER 5

Come here!

No!

Your 
mourning is 
over Valia!

An ancient 
Black 
proverb says: 
“Blessed are 
the sons 
of departed 
warriors...

For their 
swords will 
become their 
fathers’ 
revenge.”



I stabbed him over and over 
again. It felt soft. 
It felt good.

He’s dead.

And soon 
they’ll 

come looking 
for him.

Come! 
We don’t have 

much time!



You must leave 
Axyum before 

anyone finds out.

Listen to me! When 
the Elders find 
out about this, 

they will have you 
killed, regardless 
of what we tell 

them.

But why?

Why? We 
can explain 
everything.

He was just the 
tallest of the 

lot.

Because they are all 
the same, Asheva. 

Bad weeds grow in 
bunches.

Then we can 
leave 

together!

No, Asheva. 
My place is 

here. I’m not 
afraid 
of the 

consequences.

I’m not leaving 
without you, 

Mother!

And take this as 
well, so that I will 
always be close to 

you.

But you, you 
still need to 
live your life.

If you love me, 
you will do 

as I say. Here, 
take your 

father’s knife.



But
where will 

I go?

Far away. 
So far that 
they’ll never 

find you.

This is all I have. 
Now run to the 
Eastern Gates! 
And never look 

back!

Asheva! 
Practicing for 
the Rite early, 

are you?

I’m... 
just going to 
the seminary.

The seminary? 
But it’s the 
other way!

Hey! Are you 
listening to 
me? What’s 

wrong?

Leave me 
alone!

Asheva 
wait!

Good-bye, my friend. 
Perhaps one day, you would 
understand.



The Eastern Gates opened every morning on the 
first vigil of the sun...

As I waited, I tried to keep calm and not think 
about the world that was crumbling all around 
me. 

Open the 
gates!

Hold on!

Where are you 
going? You should 
be heading to the 
seminary, not to 

the fields.

The Eldest 
is dead! The 

Eldest is 
dead!

They found 
his body in 
an alley!



It wouldn’t take long for them to find out what 
had happened. And Andahar had seen me running.

Part of me wanted to rest but my fear was 
stronger than my fatigue.

So I pressed on… Trying not to think about my 
mother. About my home. About my life.

Close the 
gates!



Running up and down hills…
Until the last flag of Axyum 
disappeared from my sight.

End of part I




