


brasil, at the start of the 20th century...
the land owners that take advantage of the workers to the extreme 
also think that they have the right to take whatever they want for 
themselves, including flesh. their will is the law and when they don’t 
get their way, they act without a shred of mercy. sometimes, their 
victims will try and fight back, hopelessly and uselessly. but it’s 
during those bloody moments, as the bullets fly, that legends are 
born.



the day when 
everything would 
change started so 

beautifully...

hurry up, kid! 
go call your 

father!

hello, 
colonel... i have to come 

all the way here 
to see “your 

excellency”, since 
you’re never in 

the cane firelds.

b-but my boys let me 
know... it´s my back, 
see... i can’t stay up 
for too long and...

can’t 
stand, 
huh?

so go ahead 
and lie down, 
you sack of 

shit!!



i’ll deal with your 
laziness, make no 

mistake!

now 
who’s 
this 

here? 

she is small, yes? but it is 
her! and she’s all grown 

into a woman.

get inside 
now, dear!

yes, go inside. your 
dad and i need to talk 

man to man.

don’t hit our 
dad, coronel, for 
the love of god, 

don’t!

dad!!



you’re lucky i’ve been 
looking for as fine of a 
rear as that girl’s...

get her ready to leave with me, 
or pack up and hit the road!

coronel, 
i...

no need to say 
anything! i have 
everything right 

here on my noggin’.

and i’ve been asking 
myself why you 

haven’t been out to 
work...

hard to go to work 
after a night of piling 
on that sweet piece of 

ass, huh?

i’ll say it and keep saying it 
‘til the cows come home! how 
about me, the one who feeds 
you? i get nothing? kick you 

all out is what i should do!

i would 
never...

w-what? how 
can you say 

something like 
that, colonel, 

i will...



are we leaving, 
dad? how is 

that going to 
work?

leave? we’re not 
going anywhere, 

dear...

your dad has had no 
choices in his life... 
he only planted, cut, 
and set fire to sugar 
cane... the whole time...

he always thought that they 
couldn’t take anything else away 

from him... that being like a 
slave was enough... that was 
such a lie!! he would still 

have to hang his head low, and 
fell shame... lots of shame...



SO 
HOW’S 
YOUR 
DAD?

get outta there, my good man. nobody 
here wants to hurt you. we’re all 

friends. the colonel only wants to 
take what you owe him!

if you had paid the debt 
instead of running away, 

none of this would’ve been 
necessary.

every one knows i owe the colonel nothing. 
we’re running ‘cause he wants to denegrate my 

daughter and...

branco.

yes, 
sir?

i got sick and could not work... then the bastard 
came in and said that he would forgive me if i let 

him have my daughter, and...

i don’t want 
what this 

lowlife has to 
offer anymore.

i just want to get far away 
from here... but i swear to god 
that i’ll kill whoever stands in 

my way.

go put an end 
to this fool’s 

bullshit.

liar!

the next few days were 
one prettier than the 

next.
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