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I sometimes feel there is 
no freedom in this world.

I know of only one place 
where I am my own master...

but, it is not 
of this world.
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I hate waking up.
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sometimes it’s a relief, 
a reprieve from a nightmare.

but that is the exception,
rather than the rule.

The norm of my morning is a stark grey reality check.
It’s my daily reminder that i am stuck in this mundane life.

I always have colorful dreams,
and I always remember them.

but I live in black and white.

I’ve heard that most people 
dream in black and white.
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waking up means going 
back to this dull world...

and falling back into 
this mundane routine.

only occasionally do i catch 
a precious glimpse of color.
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it’s a life that’s 
barely livable.

but there are a few 
rays of hope in this city...
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but i only see color when it has a 
specific purpose, when it leaps 
from a powerful imagination.

art lets one focus their imagination, 
and the magic of color is born.

most people see in full color, 
taking their sight for granted.

this college has color within its 
halls, and it’s largly because of 

the art department.

This color is the magic of the world. 
it is only seen by people like myself. 

We are called imaginatives, magicians, 
Lucid dreamers, and hundreds of other names.
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there was a time when 
i wandered without aim, 
wishing only to sleep 

my days away.

but here, there are people 
who understand me.

these colors are placed 
by people like me. 

it’s our art, and our power.
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I need 
some help.

i had 
a nightmare, i was attacked 

by a strange being. it stole the 
color from my dream.

 i don’t 
like having my sanctuary 

of color desecrated by grey 
monsters. 

it 
almost overpowered 

me, in my own dream. I need 
some kind of protection from it. a 

way to defeat or destroy it if 
it comes for me 

again.

that 
is never a good 
omen, the lack of 

color in one of our 
dreams could foresee 

disaster...

prematurely, 
thanks to my alarm clock. 

still, this dream was 
one of the worst i had in 

many years,
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people who will listen,
and not think me crazy.

but 
how did it end?

go ahead, 
morgan



If 
your dream didn’t 

finish, then go back to 
sleep. Search your mind

 for this... thing, and see what 
message  it might hold. don’t fight 

it. Your ignorance can be much 
more dangerous than 

your fear.

I don’t 
think that you need 

protection. if the thing 
that attacked you was truly a 

monster, it would have taken more 
than your clock to wake you up. it 

could be anything, from another lucid 
dreamer’s avatar, to one of your 

inner demons. the lack of color is a 
definite concern, but i’ll bet 

that it was a message, 
     not a monster.

Titania is one of the 
wisest people i know.

her advise has never taken 
me down the wrong path...

so tonight, i dream as normal.

and wander for hours on end...

until i find what i am searching for.20 21
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it was stupid of me to keep my alarm on. 
yet, i still got a fair amount of clues.

Such as where to start searching.

The colors and location in my dream 
point to another like myself. But why, then, 

was the person enveloped in grey?
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This map, It has a glyph...
I’ve seen that glyph before. 

it’s the mark of another 
imaginative mind. a powerful 

woman named Onyx.
She couldn’t be the the one 
from by dream, could she?

It’s placed over a room, 
just around the corner.
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it’s the photography lab...

the darkroom is flushed with color from 
all the work that takes place there.

there was so much red behind 
the man from my dream.
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I wonder if he could be inside.

I wonder...



eye color is what we use 
to identify ourselves.

We can pick up many little 
tricks using our power.

Finding another imaginative 
is a very simple little trick.once I’ve seen

his eye color.

I can find this man
 anywhere...
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glints of red shine 
from his irises.

He is another 
imaginative.

Onyx’s glyph is 
what scares me.

if that’s him?



It’s a trick that I 
need to use now.

So that I can find 
Onyx...

The most powerful 
person I’ve ever met.
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Hello, Morgan. 
I’ve been expecting you.
I see that you found my 

glyph.

Tell me,
did you also find the 
wayward imaginative
I’ve been watching?

the 
wayward, Michael, 

is tainted by the Mundane. 
The grey spirit that 
pollutes the land.

That’s 
why I’m here. but 

why are you watching him? 
why haven’t you introduced 

him to the test of us?

Hello, Morgan. 
I’ve been expecting you.
I see that you found my 

glyph.

He is 
dangerous, his mind has 

been poisoned by the drug of the 
mundane. He is going to become a great 
threat to those of us who remain lucid.

You can stop him before he 
hurts us.

the 
wayward, Michael, 

is tainted by the Mundane. 
The grey spirit that 
pollutes the land.

What!?
But why is he in 

my dreams?

She is going to have me do something, 
whether I wish it or not.



It feels heavy.
...I feel so tired.
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You are 
keyed to him. He calls 

out to you subconsciously in his 
sleep. You can make him Lucid. you 

can make him healthy.

this 
coin will take you 

to him, in the
 dreaming.

You are 
keyed to him. He calls 

out to you subconsciously in 
his sleep. You can make him Lucid. 

Only you can make him 
healthy.

Sleep well, 
Morgan.

This thing she gave me is 
pulling me into a dream.

She is the first 
imaginative I’ve ever 

known.

She always has me 
do things like this.

I sometimes feel there is 
no freedom in this world.
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Not even in my dreams.

To be continued...


