


the last years of the XIX century. the northeastern 
badlands, the country’s poorest region, was going 
through a long dry season. otherwise abandoned, 
the only things the sertanejos had were promises 
and processions that begged for rain.

jesus, have mercy. hear our 
prayers. our cattle is dying. our 
crops dried up. our children are 
crying out of hunger. give us 
grace, give us rain, oh lord!



on the roads, there’s the exodus 
brought by the dry season...

... but also thanks to the arrogance and Presumptuousness of colonel 
miguel furtado, owner of almost all the lands in the region!

alright, 
folks. now 

we’re gonna give 
old zé maria a 

lesson!

get 
out!
now!



oh my god! 
it’s the 

colonel’s 
henchmen!

prepare to 
die, you 

motherless 
cur!

come out 
right now, you 
spineless old 

codger!

have some 
of this, 
fool!

a short while later...



we have 
to get out. 

they are going 
to burn us 

alive!

mom, dad! i 
must go get 
my brother

pedro!

but before i 
die, i’ll send a 
couple of them 

to hell!

look! 
those old 
idiots are 
out of the 

house!

open fire! 
die, you 

bastards!

you, 
josé. set 

fire to the 
ranch!



go to hell, 
you dried up 

witch!

it’s over...

no... we still need 
to get rid of their 

children...



leave it to 
me. i’ll deal 
with her.

don’t worry, 
firmino. nobody 
will touch here. 
everybody kows 

that’s your 
specialty!

there! 
she’s trying 

to run!
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