
 

New Atkinos: Terra Incognita, Part 2 
 

Things were grim. As the sun rose over the wreckage, survivors were stunned at the scale of 

destruction. Seven large ships were reduced to splinters; hulls smashed and spread over a long 

debris field. Schulminions back home have no idea that there are survivors; but there areé 

some. Those who managed to avoid the jagged rocks quickly questioned the value of their 

salvation. Those who perished at sea had already perished. These doomed souls were beached on 

a slim crescent of land, surrounded on all sides by treacherous rocks, totally without provisions. 

Stranded, helpless, at the edge of the world, the survivors almost envied those who did not make 

it. For, it seems, those who were still alive were now doomed to death from exposure or from 

hunger on their resourceless spit of land. Truly, fate had played a cruel joke on the hapless, star-

crossed colonists. 

 

Could this be the end of the Schulmericho expedition? It may, indeed. For dead men tell no tales 

ï and the prospects of survival on this mélange of outcrops are truly, truly low. 

 

  



 

  
 

 
 



 
  

 
 



 
 

 
 



 
 

 
  



 
 

 
 


