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3. In Which Interrogation Becomes Terrible Seduction.



steam-judge
knows what 
badness  the  
hyper-pope
is up to . 

will she talk?

Let's find out.
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M O R B I D
S C R I P T O M A N C E R

you can't spell “script" without 
“rip", and you can't have a kieron 
comic without people just dying.

A R C H E R  O F  T H E 
R A I N B O W 

arrows of scarlet! arrows of 
green! arrows of ochre! arrows of 

aquamarine! arrows of puce! arrows 
of the finest vertigo brown! arrows!

T A M E R  O F  T H E 
U N T A M E D 

there are days when she thinks that 
she should have got into lion taming. 

at least lions are cute and  
have fluffy manes.

G R A N D 
D E S I G N

if it wasn’t for him, we’d be reduced 
to potato prints. we don’t know  
how he does it. we presume it’s  

not with potato prints.

U N U S E D
E X T R A 

professor hades’ rival,  
the pretentious perfect princess,  

was in an early draft of the first issue, 
but then removed. we remember her.

T H E  D I V I N E 
L O G O S

in the beginning was the word.  
and then there was another word. 

and then no more than twenty-three 
more words in a balloon.

F L A T S 
F A N A T I C

fernado swore an oath  
to never wear even a kitten heel. 

his shoes are sensible flats.

N O T
A  G N O L L

a low-level humanoid dog-
creature which proves that a useful 

alternatives to goblins in D&D is 
nothing to do with him.

D R A W I N G 
A  L I N E

jeff is looking at the previous 
entries, disapproving, and drawing a 

line beneath them all. he then draws 
the rest of the comic, natch. 

THE LUDOCRATS #3. JULY 2020

Published by Image Comics, Inc. Office of publication: 2701 NW Vaughn St., Ste. 780, Portland, OR 97210. 
Copyright © 2020 Kieron Gillen Limited, Big Robot Ltd., and Jeff Stokely. All rights reserved. “The Ludocrats,”  
The Ludocrats logos, and the likenesses of all characters herein or hereon are trademarks of Kieron Gillen Limited, 
Big Robot Ltd., and Jeff Stokely, unless expressly indicated. “Image” and the Image Comics logos are registered 
trademarks of Image Comics, Inc. No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by 
any means (except for short excerpts for journalistic or review purposes), without the express written permission 
of Kieron Gillen Limited, Big Robot Ltd., Jeff Stokely, or Image Comics, Inc. All names, characters, events, and 
locales herein are entirely fictional. Any resemblance to actual persons (living or dead), events, or places, without 
satiric intent, is coincidental. Digital edition. For rights inquiries, contact Law Offices of Harris M. Miller II, P.C. 
(rights.inquiries@gmail.com).

KIERON
GILLEN

TAMRA
BONVILLAIN

CHRISSY
WILLIAMS

JIM
ROSSIGNOL

CLAYTON
COWLES

SERGIO
SERRANO

JEFF 
STOKELY

FERNANDO 
ARGÜELLO

MARY 
PSEUD-DEMON

was brought to you by



LUDOBITUARIES
you r handy catalogue of the  

lately late

BOGOL  
THEEN

born: the past. died: the present.

Among the freshly departed this week was the 
beloved Gastronaut and prototypical chef, Bogol Theen. 

Famed for his descent into the Ululating Offal Vortex of 
Blunwud Gulch, from which he returned with thirty-
seven varieties of unknown meat, Bogol was a humble 

character, best evidenced by his quiet service to aristocratic 
families such as the Von Subertans and the Eebling-

Wartonburys. It was in the employment of these families 
that his passion for and knowledge of the obscure parts of 

unimaginable animals was neatly sliced into a fathomless 
resource, and seeded in kitchens and cooking emplacements 

through the realm. 

Bogol made little of his charitable work, but his meat golem 
piloted by five hundred orphans still roams the wastes of the 
Caspian Basin today, a century after its initial animation. 

Perhaps even more obscure is the poetry written by this 
good and gentle soul: a genetic verse which was grown in 

the veins and muscle tissue of the creatures he cooked. Only 
those carnivorous enough could truly appreciate his clever 

syntax, or, indeed, the deep continental irony with which he 
seasoned his verbiage. Globalt, the Glutton King of Second 
Denmark, gave the gastronaut the keys to his kingdom and 
described Bogol as “ bulgy and weird”, but later said: “He 

can cook! I like him.”

Bogol Theen’s ghost will be on display at the Spectre Centre  
at the Huberg Spook Analysis Facility at Whelyslong.  

He died horribly. He was born in France.

COUNT  
VLADRIGAL-MENISCALO

born: the past. died: the present.

The conversion of an 
active volcano into a rock 
stadium was only one footnote in 
the glittering career of musician 

and stylist Vladrigal-Meniscalo. 
Accelerated up through the classes 

to Count by virtue of his unnatural 
ability with (and faintly sexual 
interest in) instruments of all 

kinds, Meniscalo was deployed over 
Cordwalia in the war against the 

Puritanical Eel of St Fassimer, and 
his battle hymns are widely credited 
with bringing expressive dance back 
to specialist military operations. His 
disappearance earlier this year was 
initially assumed to be artistic, but 
has now been confirmed to be due to 
him being dead. He leaves behind 

his wife, Aggroxima Torshfang The 
Inscrutable, and his children,  

Mike and Susan. 

DENCILE  
QUORTIGUS

born: the past. died: the present.

The loss of Dencile 
Quortigus , a well known 
Ludocrat and high-ranking 

librarian, will be intensely and 
melodramatically mourned by the 
Ludocratic algorithmic-literary 
sorcerer communities. Quortigus’ 
ability to produce valid theories 

about cross-reality entanglements 
(the well-documented phenomenon 

of events in stories causally 
influencing those in real life) had 

made him something of a superstar 
among the fictive space cabals of 

Ludocratic academia. The ability 
to physically descend into fictional 

spaces was largely derived from 
Quortigus’ work with the widely-
loathed impresario-abjurationist, 
Carl Impostwaite, with whom he 

produced the Quortigus-Impostwaite 
equation: a mathematical 

incantation which made forced 
reality-extrusion possible, and which 
many commentators suggested would 

provide a pathway to more readily 
accessible forms of space travel than 
the standard gravity bending which 

is current taught in Ludocratic 
institutions.

Quortigus leaves behind his dog, 
K yle, who is slowly learning to talk.

ELIZABETH MIRLE  
LA FONTAYNE

born: the future. died: the present.

One of the few non-violent 
deaths this season, Mirle La 
Fontayne died stylishly in her 

home at Mount Vermillion after 
a brief retirement and a long and 
distinguished service as one of the 
central managers with the Great 
Ludocratic Bureaucracy. Having 

started out her career as an inventor, 
producing such outlandish concepts 
as The Haircut and Underwater 

Dogs, she realised that the thing that 
was really holding back raising the 
experiential intensity threshold for 

all citizens was the supply chain. 
Having entered the bureaucracy, 

she spent countless centuries making 
sure that all whims were catered for 
and that any request for resources, no 
matter how boring, could be readily 
delivered, ideally on hot air balloons 
equipped with stilt legs. Mirle La 

Fontayne, queen of logistics,  
we salute you.

All pictures  
not visible to  
mortal eyes.
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THE OBSCENITARIUM
1

2

3

4
5

6

7

1 
THE AWFUL EYE-TOWER OF 
LONDINIUM. Watching, screaming, 
and then watching again: the Awful 
Eye-Tower of Londinium sees all, 

and reacts accordingly. The nightmare 
clocktower longs to return to its home  
city but, alas, since the catastrophe it  
must remain here. 

* * *

2 
PURLO’S EDIFICE OF 
CONSTRUCTION FUNGUS. 
Fungus went out of fashion as a 
construction material during the 

14,670s, when it became clear that the tiny 
parasites living in it were in fact a culture 
of microscopic philosophers, each one 
more tedious than the last. Nevertheless, 
mycologist wrestler Flaming Purlo decided 
to install a grand testament to fungus 
during his time as arch-architect of the 
Obscenitarium.

* * *

3 
GINGERBEARD SANITARIUM. 
Gingerbread house? Think 
again. That’s orange human hair. 
Gingerbeard house. Sure, you can 

eat it and become enchanted by a witch, 
but choking down fistfuls of that stuff is 
actually worse than the curse. Instead,  
lay down on the bristling orange bed,  
and think about what you did.

* * *

4 
GERRY SMITH. Gerry Smith 
probably shouldn’t have 
volunteered for Egrod Minacious’ 
cascading flesh trials, but he really 

needed to do something with his life, and 
so he did this. Gerry is now a perpetually 
descending berg of throbbing protoplasm 
and venous material which fills large parts 
of the Obscenitarium.

* * *

5 
DOME OF THE INFINITE SERPENT. With no head and no 
tail, this one-step-beyond-ouroboros surges and slithers 
its way around the dome without rest, making things quite 
uncomfortable for visitors. Get naked and slather yourself  

in cooking oil for the best access to the classically-vaulted dome.

* * *

6 
MEDIEVAL GALLEON. Authentic sailing ship from the 
discovery of the under-continent. Why not have your photo 
taken with a sailor? You know, if there’s one around.

* * *

7 
BOOZE TOWN. We’ve all been to Booze Town, but this 
particular instance of that figurative location contains the 
original booze from which all other drink was derived. The 
UrBooze is normally distilled in the skull of a mythological 

giant, Drunky, who was said to have invented drinking by fermenting 
stolen apricots in his bed pit.

IMPORTA NT,  DA NGEROUS,  AND DEL IGHTFUL L A NDM ARKS  
TO LOOK OUT FOR ON YOUR V IS IT  TO 



On the  
Guillo-Gate

“...following 
that, any 
nominative 
determinism was 
outlawed in the 

states of the Sanctus Manipuli. But the real 
issue was how to keep the meat-ghosts, once 
we had released them, out of our Ludocratic 
institutions. Their hunger for the emanations 
of raw science meant that once they had tasted 
speculative empiricism, they perpetually 
wanted more. It was down to myself, as Hyper-
Pope, to produce a solution. That solution 
was the guillo-gate. Based on Hiraculon-
Bestwick’s meat-recognition algorithms, we 
imbued the gate with an ability to detect 
genuinely haunted meat from the meat that 
people walk around in every day. There were 
a few teething problems, naturally, and our 
bone-glue serum provided us with a number 
of critical saves during the early deployment. 
Nevertheless, these gates now do great work 
in protecting science from those yawing 
abominations who would eat it. Furthermore, 
when it came to appetites of moth people...” •

On the 
Mouthspeaker

“...when we came 
to ban the phrase 

‘did the Earth 
move for you?' due to the over-literality of 
its usage, there was a realisation that the 
average citizen should not be expected to 
rebuild their lives after the Act Of God 
that came from Ludocratic coupling. Many 
solutions were proposed, from big nets to a 

kind of foam which, on coagulation, froze 
the frenzied participants. However, it was 
the age-old semi-sentient mouthspeaker 
network that was finally used to simply 
raise the alarm that congress was imminent. 
Combined with a legacy network of bomb 
shelters throughout Ludocratic cities, these 
devices, which had spent the previous 
centuries irritably muttering to themselves, 
suddenly had new purpose and, I like to 
think, were finally happy. ” •

 

On the Unsecret Police

“...ultimately beside himself with 
indignation. Worse, though, was the realisation 
for all of us that there was no real line between 
the Ludicrous and the villainous. The Hyper-
Pope at the time, Kaidenite Aspidescrator, 
decided it was overdue the moment to formalise 
the improvisational law-enforcement of the 
previous decades with an emotionally neutral 
solution. Hence the Automated Enforcement 
Unit of The Unsecret Police was formed. I 
have made my own improvements in the years 
since, and I like to think that a liberal usage 
of logic-formatting and mind control will 
eventually provide us with a society which is 
Ludicrous, but which does not foul the papal 
mandates. My mandates are really not there to 
be fouled...” •

*  *  *  *  *

EXCERPTS from 

The  PERSONAL CYCLOPEDIA  of  LUDOCRACY , 
by  PARDIUS HAEMOGLANDULUM , 

ELDRITCH HYPER-POPE and SUPREME HIGH LUDOCRAT



LETTERS from  
LUDOCRATS

AFFAIR OF THE HEART
Dear Elaina, 

As the esteemed Agony Aunt of the 

Ludocrats I was hoping for your 

advice in a most troubling affair of 

the heart. We must be together! I say 

it once! I say it twice! I say it thrice! 

I say it... fourice? See — my mind is 

love-addled and I can't even write a 

simple letter. The only good news is 

that I know my love is reciprocated. 

The problem for this affair of the 

heart is that the organ in question 

beats inside the chest of a forty-foot 

demi-ogre who has sworn to disturb 

the integrity of my cranium with its 

trusty mallet. I know aorta move on, 

but I can't bear it. Is my love in vein?

Yours,

Sniffly McCryingson the Third

 

McCryingson,

Ah, love. That poem spoken by the 
universe. But you know what? The thing 
about love is this: it is a shapeshifter. Not 
one of those cuddly fluffy ones which can 
take on any form of cartoon pet, no. This 
is the sort of horrible vicious polymorph 
that looks like your soulmate, but is in 
fact a flesh-wolf with mouths for eyes. 
And let me tell you: flesh-wolves can be 
fun to begin with it, but sooner or later 
they're going to chase a squirrel up a tree, 
and everyone is going to be watching. 
Look: I' ll be straight with you, we're 
all just restless constructs of dirt with 
anxiety, and one day even the sun will be 
a cold ball of iron. 

I hope that helps.

Elaina x

ASPIRING TO BE LUDICROUS
Dear Professor 0-K,

I am an aspiring Ludocrat currently 

studying under Grandmouth 

Hugo Pretend at the University of 

the Unlikely in Pradenberg. I am 

writing to ask whether you have any 

internship opportunities, or advice 

for those aspiring to be ludicrous? 

I have attached my portfolio of our 

third-year work on Astonishment 

and Related Feelings of Hyperbolic 

Incongruity. 

Regards,

Eddyberg Lastwash

Dear Lastwash,

Of course! And as is traditional for 
Ludocratic interns, you' ll be fairly 
compensated for your time and efforts. I'm 
not sure why this simple and reasonable 
state of affairs is considered ludicrous, but 
apparently it is. 

Yours,
Professor Hades Zero-K

IN THIS CURSED WORLD
Dear “The Ludocrats",

I loved issue two of your resplendent 

episodic adventure, and when I 

finally put it down (no mean feat!) 

I found myself reclined upon a 

throne of fungus in a world of 

palpable darkness. I have been made 

king in this cursed world, and the 

ghost crabs which reside here fear 

me, catering to my every whim. My 

question is this: how can I get my 

mail-order copy redirected to my 

new address, when the postman has 

been consumed by the crustacean 

people of this prison dimension? PS 

my new address is “The Palace Of 

The Quadrolimb, Crabtown, Hell 

Plane Eukaryotia, Post Code 56-98-

AHGH”. 

Thanks in advance!

Yours,

David Brimble

Dear Mr Brimble,

I'm afraid this has been a growing problem 
in our subscriber base. The standard postal 
staff have, for all their commendable 
efforts, proved incapable of bringing copies 
of Ludocrats to more difficult locales, at 
least without becoming terribly dog-eared. 
Where the dog-ears come from is a mystery 
we're trying to solve. We've upgraded your 
subscription to our premier postmodern 
service, which will deconstruct your 
package and reconstruct it safely inside 
your mailbox. There is a small danger 
of some extra meta self-indulgence being 
inserted in the comic in the process, but 
when our organ is what it is, we suspect you 
won't even notice. 

We have also updated your mailing 
address.

Wulf the Slayer, Archmagus of the 
Quantum Froth, Bizarre-Czar, Seducer 
of Singularities, Chitinous Knight of the 

Fourfold Spleen, Image Comics’ “The 
Ludocrats” subscription department

To send letters to LUDOCR ATS  
please attach your words  

to the back of a friendly vole  
and instruct them to head to  

Otto's Castle, Ludoverse .






