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First, 
there was 
blackness.

Then...

...There was 
metal.







But they
don’t even 
look the
same. it’s

like totally
weird.

“Did you hear 
about the 
new kids?”

“The evil
twins, yeah.”



I heard this 
is their fifth 

school in 
four years.

At their last 
school they 

put a kid in the 
hospital.

Crushed
him just for 
looking at

them wrong.

I heard
they killed 

him.



Bullcrap,
if they 

killed him 
they’d be 
in jail.

That’s 
just what 
I heard.

We should 
avoid them 

like a Nebulan 
trog beast.

indeed.

That’s 
just what 
I heard.

Haat’s 
juss what 
I heard.



Class--
Your

attention, 
please.

I’d like you 
to meet our 
new transfer 

students--

--Shawn
and Sam 

Stronghand.

Let’s each
of us try and
make them feel 

welcome here at
Ronald Reagan

jr. high.



So, boys, is 
there anything 
you’d like to 
tell us about 
yourselves?

We’d
prefer to

let our 
actions 
define us.

Oh, I’m sure 
there must be 
something you 

can tell us.
We’re

all friends
here. Come on,
let’s break

some ice.



Well, if
you insist 

on prying.

Our
father was 
struck dead 

by lightning 
before we
were born.

We killed 
our own 

mother in 
childbirth.

All we have 
ever known 
is pain and 
suffering.

And our
only solace has

been in the sweet,
grim sounds of
Black Metal.



Whoa...

And
we don’t 
like being 
stared

at!

fair
enough.

Class, any 
questions?

You’re
twins, right--

So which is 
the evil

one?

We
both
are.



Different 
school, same 

story. it’s
the usual 

assortment of 
preps, jocks, 
freaks, and 

geeks.

And
it seems

our rep is 
intact and 
rampant.

They’re
a weak and 

superstitious 
lot.



Locker
666. How 
fitting.

Heads up. 
We’ve got 
incoming.

Choose
your words 
carefully, 

as they may be 
your last!

Mom--
Mom says
I’m just 

excitable.

Yo, Ho,
ho!

{GahK}



They
give me

pills but
I stopped
taking ‘em.

What’s
he talking 

about?

Dunno, but 
he’s turning 

blue--

Didn’t mean
to bum rush 

ya, but it’s not 
everyday we
get fresh

meat.

And I had
to get to

you before the
pod people

all sucked
you up.

{GHah}



‘Cause if
you hadn’t 

noticed, this 
school’s a 
vanilla

Hell.

And you kids 
look kinda cool, 
so you know-- I 
thought I’d give 
you the tour.

A little 
welcome
wagon to 

Raygun Jr.
if you will.

Name’s 
Travis, my 

card--



So--
This is the

hall.

That’s
the gym and 
there’s the 

cafe.

Now, if you’d 
just follow 

me, we’ll hit the 
back door.

He wasn’t 
kidding when 

he said 
excitable.

Come on!  
Demon days 

a-wasting--



The grassy 
knoll. it’s 

where all the 
Grits,  Hessians, 
and various metal 

heads hang.

Along
with other 

assorted scum 
and villainy. it’s 

our very own 
Mos Eisley.

What up,
Eric? My

condolences.Meet
Shawn and 
Sam, new 

transfers.



But wait--  
What is
this?

Who’s
this grim 

beauty that 
thins my blood 
and lights my 

head?

Hold, was
that a smile--
or a toothy 

grin?



Look, it’s 
those new 
boys, the 

twins.

Yeah--
I see.

We’re
dissecting

a baby pig in Bio
and I’m not
gonna miss

that.

Awesome,
later.

They 
look kinda 
intense.

I
gotta
jam.



Oh, that’s 
Becca.

Who was 
that?

She
bites.

Cool--

Did you see 
her shirt-- 

Frost Axe. I heard
they were a 

serious outfit.
The blackest 

of metal.

We must 
investigate 
this, then.

indeed.



The
hunger, it
overtakes

me!

yes,
The time of 

the feast is 
upon us!

What is
this vile 
gruel?

I call it 
Ramburger.
The faster

you eat it the 
better it
tastes.

Gah, This
patty is more 
bone and soy 

than meat.



How
about 
over 

there?

Well,
well, well,
if it isn’t
the turd 

twins.

Now,
where to 

sit?



What’s
with the 

eye make-up, 
ladies?

it’s not 
make-up.

They’re 
burns.

No, I
think it’s

make-up and I 
think you two 
are really twin 

SiSTERS.

Step
back now, 
or I will 
end you.

Take your 
best shot, 

Puss--





I don’t 
understand it, 

boys. Expelled 
after just
one day.

--Half
a day.

You
know what 

I mean.

He
called me
a girl so
I tried to 
make him 

one.

He teased
you, why-- just 
because you’re 

different? Kids 
today can be

so mean.
You

have no 
idea.



But you
know how I 
feel about 

fighting. You
need to leaRn 
to use your 
words, not
your fists.

Lunch 
trays--

Whatever--
You’re just 
lucky you 
weren’t 

arrested
again.

Well,
let’s hope

our luck holds 
through this 
dark winter 

dubbed junior 
high.



Whoa!
What’s that 
stench?

it’s
a fate 

worse than 
death!

Hel-wo.

Gah! it’s 
the filth 

boy.



Me not 
filthy.

Eeeeeeee--

You 
wretched 

gob 
goblin!

You
don’t

dare--

Hummm--
Ahhhh--



He tempts
me, Sam. He
begs to be 

extinguished.

But all in 
good time, 
brother.

Geeee!



Wait?
Shawn, this 
isn’t the 
way home.

The
woman--

She’s 
tricked

us!

Tell me,
dear brother, 

what crime have 
we committed, 
what mortal

sin...

...that
we deserve
the cruel 

punishment
of this horror 

they call
“mall”?



Explain 
this 

detour, 
woman.

You three 
need new 

clothes for 
Easter.

Ah Yes, that 
celebration 

of the 
crucifixion 
of Christ.

We don’t
go in for 

the trendy 
new deities.

We 
worship 
the old 
Gods.

Do your 
“old gods” 
come with 
chocolate 

bunnies?

Chocwhit 
Bummies!

Alas,
no.

Damn
your sweet 

confectionery 
bribes.



Choc-
whit! 
Choc-
whit!

Whoa, 
check out 
the freak 

family.

We
share no 
blood-- --With the 

woman or 
the toad.

it’s true,
I may only be a 

foster parent,
but I love my 

little angels
like any mommy 

would love
her sons.



Mommy!?

Oh my god, 
where’s 

my camera 
phone?

How 
humiliating.

Ah Yes, 
embarrassment,

it is the 
unexplored 

emotion.



This
is nice. 

What do 
you think, 

Sam?

We
prefer 
black.

Ooooh, 
look!  

Argyle!

What
a bland 

monument to 
mediocrity 

this is.

This
store is so 
ripe for the 
apocalypse.



How long
must we suffer 
this vile den of 
consumption? The woman 

will tire 
soon.

Pretty 
tubular, 

huh?

it’s so
much worse 
when she’s 

nice.

Hey, those 
cargo pants 
you boys like 

so much.

And 
looooook...
They come in 

black.



Mission 
accomplished.

Now, who 
wants ice 
cream?

ice-
scream!

ice-
scream!

Could
the ferret 

o.D. on 
sugar?

We
can only 
hope.

By
Odin’s 

eye, Sam, 
look!





YES!

No,
Sam--

This is 
too much 
metal

for one 
hand.



See
Anything 
true?

Nothing
that doesn’t 
make me want 
to let my own 

blood!

But wait--
What’s 
this?

it calls
to me.

Whoa--



Frost
Axe!

Should
we ask the 
woman to 

buy it?

Just
leave it
to me.

Necro!



Alright 
boys, let’s 
step back 
into the 
store.

Freeze!



You
think you 
can make 

us?

Yeah,
I think so. 
What are 
you, like 

twelve?

Yes, but it 
feels like 
millennia.

Did you 
silly boys 
forget to 
pay again?



Make
haste, my 
brother.

Meatloaf
for

dinner!

Power
it up,
Sam.

To the
lair!

Why
does the

woman insist on
such culinary
atrocities?



it’s
alive!

Gah!



The true 
black metal 
of Frost 

Axe.

We
bring an 

offering.



You
ready,
Sam?

As
always, 

brother.

Here
we go--

All
systems

are black.



By the 
Gods!

it’s a 
frostbitten 

onslaught of 
brutality!



Whoa--

SHAWN,
what is
this?

This is 
AWESOME!

Listen now 
to this tale 

unfold...

...That of the 
sword they 
call Atoll.

Skulls!



Long, long 
ago, in the 

land of 
the seven 
rivers...

...there lived a 
master blacksmith 

of the name
Gorn Atoll.

He was
the finest 

sword maker 
of the age.



The legend of 
Gorn steel 
traveled far 

and wide...

...and deep.

All the
way...

...to the
   Pit.







in the Pit, two
Hell Barons,
the Roth and
Von Char, had
been at odds
for eternity...

The
Roth.



Von
Char.



...Doomed to 
battle over 
the scraps

of Hell.

But the Roth 
learned of the 

blacksmith, 
Gorn.



and with 
bleeding

coins
of gold, 

commissioned
a sword
from the 
master.

For the Roth, 
Gorn crafted
a sword with 

no equal.

Then the Roth bade 
his witches infuse 

the steel with
dark magic...

...Creating a 
weapon above 

all others--the 
mighty sword

of Atoll.



One swing of 
this sword 
could clear

a forest.

One
chop erase 

generations.

it was sheer 
destruction 
with a handle.

Grim--



The god 
traveled 

to Earth to 
stop the Roth 
from taking 
possession 

of this steel, 
too great for 
any demon of 

the Pit.

But the great Odin 
stayed his son’s

hand and convinced 
Tyr they should let 
the demon take this 
blade to Hell and
hope he swings it 

mightily and often.

if the sword 
deals death to 
their own kind,

so be it.

Tyr, the 
mighty god 
of swords 

and warfare, 
saw this 

and became 
jealous of 
the weapon.



Shawn,
this is 

the best 
record 
ever!

Side B! 
  Side B!



With the sword 
in hand, the 

Roth returned 
to the pit...

...and sought 
a battle with 
Von Char.

it was a 
thunderous 

clash of 
the demonic 

titans...

...But with the 
sword of Atoll 

the roth had the 
upper hand.



However,
Von Char

had struck 
a deal with 
The Roth’s 
lieutenant, 

Blood
Rose.

And at the 
crucial 

moment...

...The Rose 
turned on
The Roth...

...Handing
Von Char 
a bloody 
victory.



He’d rather
see it 

destroyed.

And With his last breath, 
the Roth cast the sword 
out into the lava fires...

...Of the lake 
of Ga-Doon.

even in defeat 
the Roth would
not relinquish
the sword to

Von Char.



The sword, 
destroyed.

The Roth, 
defeated.

And thus, 
Baron Von 
Char sealed 
his position 
as the most 

powerful
Hell Baron
of the Pit.

Second
in Hell only

to one.



Whoa...

Let’s play
it back-
wards!

Hell
yeah!

it’s 
working.

Whoa is 
right!



What
the--

WHO
CALLS US 
FROM THE 
DARK AND 
THE DEEP?

FORGED
IN THE DANK, 
THEY CALL WE 

THE CREEP.

The
brothers 

Stronghand 
are we.

AH, COME 
CLOSER, 

SEEKERS OF 
THE SWORD.

COME 
CLOSER 

AND HEAR 
THESE SICK 

WORDS.



THE PRIZE 
YOU SEEK, 

THE SWORD 
OF LEGEND 

TOLD..,

...GRANTS
GREAT POWER 
TO THE TRUE 

THAT CAN 
HOLD.

BUT BE 
WARNED, YOU 

CHANCE AT THE 
PERIL OF YOUR

SOUL.

FOR THAT 
IS THE 

STILL ONE’S 
FEAST...

...HIS
TAX FOR A 

TRY...

...AT THE 
SWORD OF 

ATOLL.



Are you 
sure, 

Shawn?

What we
have begun 

this day, it may 
all end badly, 
but this much 

I know...

...We are
not lesser 
men, Sam. So 

when destiny 
offers you a 

sword--



--You 
take 
it!



it was 
real! Brutal!

YAAAAH!



The
Sword

of Atoll
is found! The

Roth has 
returned!

impossible!

What is the 
meaning of this
blasphemy, 
Soothslayer?

it is true,
my Lord, the

Roth lives, but 
different I see. 

Changed, the dark 
one is--Split 

entwine.

Speak 
sense, 
fool!

What was 
once one,

is now two,
sire. Two?



Twins,
my lord.

Unclear, 
Baron.

Explain 
yourself,

Bolt. it was 
you I sent, 

yes?

it was you
I entrusted

to destroy the 
reincarnation

in utero.

Twins...

Useless 
cur.

is this 
change an 

evolution, 
or does 
the split 
diminish?

I did as 
you asked, 

Baron.

Apparently 
not so.

Grant me
a second 

chance, sire. I 
shall not fail 

you again.



A second 
chance?

Still, I shall 
grant you your 

chance.  But hear 
me, whelp, there 

will be not
a third.

Now get 
from my 
sight!

As you 
command, 

sire.

Second 
chances in 
Hell are as 
rare as ice 

water,
fiend.



Listen
lady, your boys 
are demons!

Not for all the 
money in the 

world!

it’s so
hard to find

a good baby-
sitter these 

days.

We’re old 
enough to 
look after 

ourselves.

OkAY, I
only need

to run to the
grocery store
and I’ll have my

cell on.

We’ll
even keep 
the toad 
alive.

yeah--
if only 
just.



You 
boys are 

growing up 
so fast.

I’ll be 
right back.
Be good!

You grab 
the snot.
I’ll get a 
rope.



...And off 
with its 
head.

Speak words 
to your god 
and tell him 

to expect you 
soon in the 

hereafter!

Yeee,
chop! 
Chop!

I thought
he’d pee his 

pants or 
something, but 
he’s not even 

crying.

I don’t
even think 

he’s scared, 
Shawn. I think 

he’s loving
it--



Was it 
supposed 
to rain 
today?

Something’s 
amiss, brother--
Steel yourself,

be ready.

So
we meet

again, dark 
ones--

Funny, I 
remember
you being 
taller.



You 
escaped me 

once--

--But
not this 
time!

Today
is your 
death
day!



Shawn, the 
sword!

By the 
pits--

--We will 
best this 

foe!



Nicely
played, but 

you’ll have to 
do better than 

that to live 
this black

day.

Then
how 

about--

--This!

GAAA!



Uh, Shawn,
does electricity 
hurt a lightNing 

 demon or...

Ahhhh!

Suffer 
the little 
children 
to come 
unto me!

geeee!



Hang
tough, Sam.

His confidence
will undo him when 

he ventures
close.

With dark 
strength 
we burn.

Tell
me child, the 

black sword, it 
has powerful 

memories--how
did you come

of it?

We only 
know this

of the 
sword, 
demon--

That you 
will never 
forget 

it!





No--
My

boys!

I’m sorry, ma’am.
it must have been a
ruptured gas line. 
There’s nothing you 

could’ve done.

Ohhhh...

I need
some O2

over here, 
the mother’s 

fainted.



You--
You still 
alive, 
Shawn?

They
think we’re 

dead.

But me
no wanna 

die.

But
Mommy
sad.

if not, 
I’ll just 

pretend,
Sam.

if someone 
wishes to 

extinguish us, 
this works in 

our favor.

Better
her sadness 

from a false 
reason than a 

true one.



We need
to know more 

about this 
sword, Sam, 
and why that 

demon wanted 
us dead.

We
should

start by
finding this

band, Frost
Axe.

And that 
means a 

road trip, 
brother--

--For it
seems our 

destiny lies in 
that City of 

Angels.

NECRO-TATION 

RECORDS
1349 LA BREA,

LOS ANGELES

CA, 90016



OKAY, We
need some 

transportation,
a car would

do.

You know 
how to 
hotwire
a car?

Wait...

Travis

Harker

A lo
ver o

f la
dies

 and a fighter o
f m

en.

306 Roundabout W
ay

Santa Carla
, C

A 

Travis!

We could 
hotwire

one.

Uh,
no...



Whoa,
brothers 

Stronghand!
We thought

you were
dead!

Reports
of our 

deaths have 
been greatly 
exaggerated.

We saw the 
fireball, man, 

what the hell’s 
going on?

Steal
a car?

Yeah, we 
heard you 
like, blew

up!

Yes,
it would
seem for

now we still
persist.

it’s a
long demonic 

story, but help 
us steal a car, 
and we’ll tell 

the tale.

We’re 
running 

away to la 
la Land!



Oh my god,
yes! Finally, 

sweet escape 
from Santa

Carla. I thought 
this day would 

never--

Wait, did
he say 

demonic?

I’m
totally 

glad you’re 
not dead.

Cause
it would 
like, suck 

to die.

Deeemonds!

Yes, I
as well.

indeed.



Uh, I know we just
met and all... And I don’t
know if you’re, like busy

or anything, but would you,
maybe, care to accompany
us on this journey into

the great unknown?
...Uh, Maybe?

I
can’t.

I totally 
have to 

wash my hair 
tonight.

Shawn, I’m 
just kidding.

I never wash 
my hair.

Really?

Ah yes, that 
most mortal 
endeavor of 

hygiene...

Oh--



So, you 
really 

wanna go?

Out-
standing!

But wait,
how do you 

keep bugs and 
the like out of  

your hair?

So you’ve 
got bugs 
in there?

Yeah.
For sure.

I never miss 
a chance to 
run away.

My deal is 
to live and 

let live.

Probably.

Nothing--

You’re so 
awesome...

What?



I got
us rations!

Pork rinds and 
carbonated 

slurry!

Dude, call 
shotgun. Call

shotgun!

Heh,
guess that 
means we’re 
in the back 
together.

What?

Shotgun!

You
ride in the 

trunk, Chim 
Chim.



My
dad’s gonna 
freak when
he finds the 

car gone.

And he says 
I never apply 

myself. AlL right, 
next stop--

Never Never
Land.

Sorry, 
sorry,
my bad,
my bad!



I thought 
you knew 
how to 
drive?

Yeah, 
on the 

Nintendo! 

My Bad!
That was 
my bad!



Report 
on your 
failure, 
electro 
swine.

it was 
children, sire.
They had the 
sword of

Atoll.

Not
if it’s the 

prophecy.

Shut your 
fang-filled 

mouth. 
There is no 
prophecy.

Children?
With the 
sword?

impossible!

As you 
command, 

Lord
Baron.



Ah, Set. 
I trust 

you’ve come 
hungry.

Have you 
met my 

delicious 
henchman, 
Bolt?

it’sssss
a pleasssure to 
tasssste your 
acquaintansss.

You
had your

chance and
then you had

another...

I’vv ann 
appetite, 
yessss.

Baron!

...and that’s
two too many 

already, my
old fiend.



But
lord of rot, 
please, I beg 

of you...

Head, 
please, I 
beg you!

A most 
excellent 

choice, master. 
I shall see to 

it at once.

Yes, 
beg, and 

plead, and 
ultimately 
scream!

Headsss
or feethsss, 

my Baron?

Oh, feet,
feet, by all 
means start 
at the feet.
I want to 

savor this.

AHHHH!

it seems
I will now be
needing some
new henchman,

Smoke.

Let’s try 
something in a
Goat-otaur, 

shall we?



This is 
it. We’ve 

arrived.

We’ve 
come for 
Frost
Axe!



Uh, yeah,
they ain’t 

here, kid. This 
is a record 
company,
not a club 

house.

We require 
to know their 
whereabouts.

Uh, yeeeeah, 
right... Well, 
you’re in luck, 
then. They’re 
playing a set 

tonight at the 
Troubador.

Fate
smiles on 
us, Shawn.

it’s of a
most urgent 

matter where life 
and death may very 

well hang in the 
balance.

indeed.



Hey check
out the little 
goth freaks. 
What is this, 

1993?

We
are not 
goth--

And your 
grievous 
error 
offends 
greatly.

Or we
will have 

your heads 
this dark 

night!

We need to 
get to this 
Troubador.

Yeah,
go back 
to the 
valley!

Now,
get from 
our sight, 
consumers
of trite!



This must
be the place.
I can feel the 
pull of fate.

Ladies and
germs... Fresh 
from the far 

icy reaches of 
Norway... May I 

present to you, 
the grim sonic 

assault
that is...

Frost
Axe!







Hurry, we 
must have an 
audience 

before they 
depart!

Hold up
there, squirts, 

show’s over. Beat 
it, and let the 
band load out

in peace.

Stand 
aside, we 

have a
date with 
destiny.

No, Spike.
Let the young 

keepers of the 
sword pass.



impossible.
Not even Tyr himself, god 

of all sharpened steEl, can 
handle such a weapon.

May I 
just...

By the gods!
its cool metal 
burns hotter 

than a thousand 
suns at the 

mere touch!

Can
it be?

And
yet this 

child swings 
the black 

blade.

Can this
truly be 
the hell
sword

of legend 
told?

it
is said

only the 
demon 

Roth can 
wield the 
sword of 

Atoll.



I think it’s 
of the most 

importance that 
these young 
lords hear
the tape.

The demo 
tape of 
our new 
single.

You have our 
first record 
and played it 
backwards,

yes?

it seems 
the witches’ 

enchantment 
was worth the 
horrific price.

What
tape?

Entitled,
“The

Prophecy.”

Yeah.

Heh, how 
much does an 
“enchantment” 
go for these 
days, anyway?

We
used

to be a
four-
piece. Oh,

sorry--



First, formal 
introductions. I
am Kar, and this 
is Draugr and 
Berserker.

in
your Saxon 
tongue, we

are caretakers, 
caretakers
of metal.

But
wait, isn’t 
the Roth 
dead?

We were sent
to this Earth realm 

to find a demon called 
the Roth. For it is said 
only this Roth could 
retrieve the sword 

of Atoll.

Yeah, didn’t 
that Baron Von 
somedude chop 

off his head 
in your first 

record?

You must 
understand.  
Frost Axe is 

merely a cover. 
We are in truth 

Voror.
. .



Let us 
listen to 
the tape 

and it will 
enlighten.

Prepare 
for a 

mountain 
of dark.

And 
hang on
to your 
souls!



--the prophecy of the
fallen Roth’s return

unfolds under an
eclipsed moon.

A mortal
woman 

conceived
a child--

The Baron
Von Char sent 

an electro demon 
to destroy the 

unborn Roth child 
in utero.

However, the 
lightning bolt 

attack unleashed 
by the demon 

fails to kill the 
embryo--

--And succeeded 
only in cleaving 

it in two--

--possessing the 
reincarnated

soul of
the Roth.

5,000 years
after his
death--



dude,
that was...
That was...

That was 
sick! Poopy 

pants!

--into
twins.



Our 
mission 
was to 
find him.

We--
We are the 

Roth.

I know
it must be
a lot to

take in all at
once, but--

Our whole
lives we’ve been 
somehow--Out
of step with
the world.

But this--
All the pieces 
now suddenly 

fall into
place.

No, no, it 
all makes 
perfect 
sense.

So you see, 
the prophecy 
foretells of 

the Roth’s 
return. And

found him
we have.



Whoa,
what
the--

Some-
thing wicked 

this way 
comes.

The Baron
sends his 
agents of 

destruction.

if it 
bleeds,
we can
kill it.



Goat
man!

I am the
sun eater, the 

day breaker, the 
doom bringer, 

and I have come 
for you!



Weapons!

Brutal!



Nice save, 
little 
dude!

Yay,
Bunny!

{OUHFF}

Crap!

HAHH!

HAHH!

HASS!

ChaA!



The Baron
Von Char 

demands the 
Roth’s head and 
he shall have 
two for his 

trouble!

I
swear

it!

As
long as life 
blood flows 
the rivers of 

my veins!

We will 
send you 
to the 

kingdom
of cold!

You will
never have 
the Roth or 
the sword--



Berserker 
shows us 
the way--

This
Roth is 

slow and 
weak.

You are
not even a 
shadow of 

your former 
self.

Nay, and 
without the 
sword you 

are nothing!

Fast 
enough, 
it would 

seem.

Have you 
forgotten

the sting of 
our steel!

Noooo!

Attack!!



Now
witness the 

folly of 
your ways, 
Roth-born.

Paid 
forth in 
full--

GAH!

Berserker!

--with
the blood 
of your 

brethren.



Time to
call in the 

reinforce-
ments!

Master
Tyr, we

call on your 
steel!

Will
he truly 
come?

if not--
We shall 

ourselves 
be a proud 
sacrifice
to him this 

day.



Seems your
god has lost his 
ears as well as 
his hand. Now 
prepare for 
your ruin!

I bear
the gift 

of a still 
heart!

!



No, Kar.
Let this 
last one 

live--

--Let it 
return
to its 

master. And tell
the Baron

we are coming 
to make ash 

of him!

Haa!

Yaa!



We shall 
meet again, 
old friend.

Now we must 
hasten. we have 

much ground
to cover.

is he
okay up 
there? He’s

a god.

Right, 
right.



Yes,
we are 
getting 
close.

Your
foolish

army tested 
their nuclear 
bombs here.

But in their 
Promethean
race for the 

flames of 
divinity--

--They
tested too 

much and they 
blasted too 

deep.



They
trespassed 

into the dark 
subterranea--

--And 
opened

up a crack 
into hell!

I have shown
you the way, but I 
must now take my 
leave. My presence 

in the Pit would be 
detected at once
and foil any desire

of stealth.

But your 
destinies lie 
within, Roth-

born, and 
remember--

--To fight
as one is to 
be twice as 

strong.



May I
gaze upon 
the black 
blade one 
final time?

Gorn steel--
hard to believe 
the maker was 

mortal.

As you
approach the 
walls of Von 
Char’s keep, 

whisper words 
to me.

And I will 
steel the 

iron of your 
blood.

Hard to 
believe, 
indeed.



This
place is 
familiar, 
Shawn.

Yes, Sam,
like a 

fever 
dream.

it’s
getting

hotter and
the air--

it tastes 
like--

--Like 
someone’s 
burning a 

steak.

That’s
not steak 

meat.



Whoa...

A SIXTH
OF DRACHMA
FOR PASSAGE

IF YOU
PLEASE-ITH--

--TO ENTER
THAT HADES 
WHERE NONE

BUT ONE 
FREEZES.



Dracula?

Drachma.

A silver 
coin.

Under the 
tongue.

Iee
don’nn av’ 

uun.
{Blaach}



On the 
contrary, 
my dear.

You’re so
black 

wizardS!

Whoa...

Fishiees 
hungee.



You really don’t
mess around when

it comes to a first 
date, do ya?

This--
This is a 
date?

Oh, come on,
We saw a concert.
now a little cruise. 
seriously, it’s like,
totally romantic.

Jeez, dude,
how much of

an invitation 
does a girl 

gotta give?

Kizz
her!



She--
She bit

me!

I
warned 

you.

The great
fire gates

of hell.
Umm... I

don’t suppose 
anyone’s got 

the key?

A key is
not required. 
Only balls!

Heeee--



Hot! Hot! 
Hot!

Ah, and now
The burnt

forest. The 
Baron’s castle 

lies beyond.

We must
tread lightly. 
The forest is 

filled with things 
better left 

undisturbed.

Run!

Drop and 
roll!



We used
to play here 
as a child in a 

past life.

Yes, the 
memories 
are strong 

here.

The
smoking
tombs, We

mustn’t
linger--

Too
late, they’ve 
detected

us.

--or
these decayed 
wretches will

seek to steal our
fresh flesh to 

stretch over their 
old bones.

We must 
run now!

UHHH--UHHH--



Still
think this 

is all
fun?

Even
better than
baby pig 

dissection!

Goblins!
take 

cover!



Can
it be 

true?

it has
been so long, 

but no expanse 
of time could 
make Skrul’s 
nose forget 
your scent, 
Master.

Finally,
from across the 
grim millennia, the 

Roth has returned 
to us. Praise the 
first fallen!

Praise
the first 
fallen!

{sniff}
  {Sniff}



We
goblins,
loyal to

the Roth, were 
banished here 

to the burnt 
forest by
Von Char.

And here we
have waited in exile 

for your return. Now,
finally, our black 
prayers have been 
answered and that

day has come.

We’ve 
returned

to drag the 
Baron from 
his keep--

--and
drain him of 
blood and 

brains!



indeed.
But for that 
I’m afraid you 
will need an 

army.

Good
for you,
an army

is what we 
have!

HO--
RAuUUR!

Gaaah!

to--
WAR!





Sire,
they are 

coming, the 
goblins!

I sense--
The Roth is

with them, Baron, 
and the sword, 

The sword
of Atoll.

Calm
yourselves 
and let them 

come. Tonight 
we feast on 

goblin
meat.

And the 
Roth...?

And the
Roth will give 
me the sweet 
pleasure of
killing it a 
second time.



Took 
you long 
enough...

Berserker!
You were 

always one 
for short-

cuts.

And I 
see you 
brought 

some
back-up.

ATTACK!!
We 

brought 
more than 

that.



BathE
in the dirty 

goblin blood
and breathe
deep their 

dulcet death 
rattles!

For those that 
die tomorrow

will be fast 
forgotten--

Hold your 
positions, 

demons! Repel 
the invaders!

Storm the 
walls! Dull 
their blades 

with your very 
lives!

--But
those that fall 
today will be 

remembered for 
eternity!

Forward,
you dogs!



Poop!

Wait
for meee!

Hold your 
wickedness,
skull tank,

for that runt is 
my brother! 



{--Reports
coming in of major 

earthquakes from 
across the globe 

as we experience an 
unprecedented amount

of heavy seismic 
activity--}

Gah!



These
walls must

be made from 
the ribs of

Ymir. They seem 
bewitched
not to fall.

Then we 
lay siege, 
starve

them out.

if we
can’t get in

then we must 
coax the 
Baron out.

And
how do you 
propose to 

do that?

Let me
show you 

boys a little 
thing called 
finesse.

The Baron
will feed 

on his own, 
cannibalize

for centuries.



Um... 
Are you 

sure this 
is a good 

idea?
Just 

follow my 
lead--

Hey, Baron--
you chicken face, 

butt-munching,
dirt neck, dill 

hole!

Yeah you--
You--You friggin’ 
fat head, fist- 
sucking, jack 

hole, crap sack, 
dork!

Nanny nanny 
boo boo, 

you stupid 
pooh pooh 

head!

Fart 
knocker!

Get out
here, you

butt-sniffing 
butthole!



A Butt-
sniffing butt-

hole? How 
is that even 
possible? You

must ignore
their taunts, Baron.
Just let them flow 

over you as if water. 
Follow the old 
adage, stick and 

stones...

Prepare my 
armaments!

But, Sire, 
it’s too 

dangerous-- 
The prophecy,

my Lord!

What!?
You fear 

these--These 
children?!

By the
flames of 
damnation,
I decree
a new

prophecy!
So let it

be written. 
So let it be 
done. Now 
open the 
gates!That

tonight we
will toast

 our victory with 
sweet child’s
blood drunk
warm from
the heart!



You
want me, you

got me. A grim
mistake that
will be your
undoing.

So, you 
ridiculous little 
flesh things

are supposed to 
be the glorious 
Roth returned?

So they 
say.



Are you sure
you want to walk 
with the Gods, 
children? Sure 
you have the

metal it takes--
The scrotal 
requirements?

We’re 
gonna

pig-stick 
you!

The Roth, 
indeed, welcome 
back. A pity this
will be such a
short-lived 
reunion tour.

Gah!

Yah!

Highh!

RAAh!



Your
time is at

an end, Von 
Char, this 
very day!

And who 
names you 

destroyer, 
child?

--not these
twin suckling
babes before

me.

Yes, let’s
let the actions 
speak the truth 
as I claim first

blood!

Aaaaagh!

Verily, but
you’ve forgotten 

that was in contest 
with a grown Roth, 

cut from whole
cloth--

You always
had to resort 
to deception, 

betrayal,
some cheap 
trickery!

Do you 
ever shut 

up?

You could
never beat
us in a fair

fight.



Sam!

Yeaaaaah!

impressive--
Most

impressive--

Don’t
worry about 
me, just kill 

him, Shawn!



But
victory will
not be yours, 
I’m afraid. Not 

today-- --Not
in this
life.

Arrrrgh!

You see,
you’re not 

much even with 
your metal, 
but without

 it--



--Without 
it you’re 
extinct!

And this
time it will be 
permanent!

This is
not over 

yet!

As you say, 
and with such 
conviction--

--But yet,
we find 

ourselves 
here at the 

end of
things.



Now
let’s see, 

how best to
murder

you?

I think
I’ll start

with chopping
off your heads 
yet again, as it
so stiffened
my manhood

the first
time.

Yes, and next I’ll
roast you both on the
bone over the sulfur

suffer pits. Then feast
on your tender, baby-like 

flesh, tough organ meat, and 
salty cartilage. I will even
eat your bones. Yes, there 

will be no waste as
I consume you

utterly!

--and leave it
to the vultures
to pick what’s left
of your essence

from my fecal 
excrement!

Furthermore,
just to be a

pisser, I’ll rid my 
bowels of you

on this very
spot--



Lord Odin,
I know I don’t 

pray to you near 
often enough. it 
seems I seldom 
have the words 

for it.

But
hear me now,
my master, and 

let me live just 
one moment

more!

This is all
I humbly ask, 

then my soul is 
yours for the 

taking!

ARGGGGGGH!



A foolish
sacrifice that 

will matter for 
not. Now come 

seek your death, 
whelp!

it’s
not me you 
should be 

worried about, 
Baron!

Yaaah!

That 
won’t kill 
me, little 

boy!

I’m
not trying 

to kill you--
Just hold
you still!

Now, 
Shawn!





Bear
witness now

to a new era 
begun, brought 
forth through 

victory!

We did it, 
Shawn!

Yes, Sam,
and We did it

as one!

We have
returned to

this hell pit to 
claim what was

rightfully
ours!

The Roth 
returned!  
All hail!

ALL
HAiL THE 
ROTH!

ALL
HAiL THE 
ROTH!



This
one’s For 
All Those 
Who Died!



So you’ve 
conquered
Hell, but

what’s next, my
champion?

Well-- 
there’s 
always 

heaven!
Looks

like we’re 
just getting 

warmed
up.

Hell
yeah!

Yes,
brother,

what will we
do with 

ourselves 
now?



The
agent has

been defeated.
We are free of

suspicion. 
Everything moves 
according to
plan, my lord.

Meanwhile:
in the deep 

frozen core 
of Hell--



The time
of coming

is upon us, as 
foretold in the 

Apocrypha.

Set the
fires, begin 

the thaw and 
rejoice in the 
return of the 
Leviathan!

Rejoice--
Rejoice and hail

the accuser,
the adversary,
the slanderer,

the one true 
deceiver--



Hail
Satan!



First, there was
blackness.

Then...

...There was
light.







The angel
Lucifer.

The light 
bearer...

The morning 
star...

The fallen.



Evil has always 
existed.

Misery, Pain, suffering,
death... all as eternal

as eternity itself.

Personified, it takes 
many names...

Abaddon, Ahriman, 
Azazil, Baal

Davar, Deofol,
Diabolus, Meririm,
Mastema, Sar ha 
Olam, Al-Shaitaan,

Ha-Satan...

Satan.



THAT WHICH HAS TRANSPIRED

A demon
reincarnate.

A sword of
legend found.

A quest
undertaken.

A kingdom won.



Castle Von Char. Baron Von Char.

Victory... it
is a dirty
thing, Sam.

indeed,
Shawn.

And what
are we to do 
with all this 
foul death?

Ah, it
seems the 

answer rides 
on the wind, 

brother.



Hark and
behold the

advent of the
high Cherubim, 
the pride of the
Detritivorez, the 

lord of the
fliez!

Hark and
bear witnez

to the coming
of his majezty,
the  infamouz, the
wicked and sick,

Beelzebub!

Whoa--

Excuze me,
but I can’t 

rezizt...

The sweet
rotten
meatz!

NOM NOM 
NOM!

So 
gross!

So
cool!



Bleeeckk! Mmmmmmmm...

Let me be
the firzt to 

congratulate
you on your 
defeat of
the Baron.

Thank you, 
demon.

But, we only
reclaimed that 

which by right
was ours.

Ah, untrue, 
young 
lordz.

Von Char had
conzolidated many of 
the outlying fiefdomz 
amazzing quite a sum

of power.

Well as 
they say--

To the
victor go 
the spoils.



indeed.
However... That a minor

player such az the
Baron held so large 
a stake in perdition 
waz a thorn in the 

side of many.

Now even more
precariouz thiz 

power layz in the 
handz of two young

questionz.

Of whom
it remainz to

be seen--
Can they

wield true 
power?

Sounds like 
the insect 

issues a
challenge, 

Sam.

Then let us 
swat this 

Lord of the 
Flies!



if it were
only that eazy, 

child.

GAHH!

is this
how you treat

a gracious
host?

A field of
festering dead is

not enough for your
evil appetite?

Swarm,
my loveliez!

My true
hunger is for 
power, half-

Roth.

SWARM!



Damnation!

Ahhh-{} Thputtth!

Protect your 
orifices!

Can’t...
breathe!

The
sword is

no use against
these little

pests.



Choke off 
their hot 
blooded
arrogance!

Suffocate 
their smug

mammalian
superiority!

Crush them,
my fliez! Crush them

against their ludicrous
endoskeletonz and 

milk them of their
vulgar lactationz!

Show them
the veraciouz

nature of
thingz!

Show them who 
through astounding

diverzity and
staggering populaionz 

truly rulez both 
above and below!

Yez!

The time of
the insecta iz 

at hand!

GAHHH!



GUUUH

Buzz off
Beelze-bum!

Go back to
buzzing butts or
whatever stink is 

your kink.

Vile
wench!

Do you really 
believe I would 
ever explain 

myself to you,
maggot?

GUUUH

You know we 
dwell in deeper 

pits then you 
would dare

to sink.

What businezZ 
of yourz iz 

thiz?!



Undone by
a couple
a toads. You’re such 

a joke.

GUUUH

She’s a
tempest! Did it just 

get hotter
in here?

Now, are you
really gonna force 
me to blacken all 
those beady, bug 

eyes of yours?

Do your
worzt, devil 

whore!

So be it,
irritant 
plague!

GAHHH!



Deuz
damno!

Sound the
 Retreat!

Fall
back!

Retreat!

Retreat!

You haven’t
seen the lazt 

of me!
Mark my

wordz, you will
all rue the day 

you ventured into
the abyzz!

Any time, any 
place, swill 

sucker.



You were
amazing.

I know.

Names
Heradoxa.

The big
guy’s Coal.

A pleasure
to meet you.

Charmed,
I’m sure.

This is
the gang...

Brother Sam,
Nathrakha, Travis,
Becca, and the little 

runt is Leland.



Nice to meet
yeahhhhhhhh!

Uncool, 
bro...

Beelzebub will
return soon and with

reinforcements.

I suggest
we depart for 

some place more
hospitable, like 

say, to your
forest.

We have a 
forest!



Knock that
off, grommet.

Whoa, what
do have we 

here?

Did you hear
that, brother? We
have a woodland 

of our own.

indeed, so
what are we
doing here?

To our
timber!

Hey, dudes!

Why travel
on foot--



--When we can 
travel in style!

Skull tank, 
grim!

Do you know 
how to drive 
this thing?

How hard 
can it be?



Ye-haaa!

My bad, that
was my bad.

Woot!

Stop
Showing off!



Meanwhile...



Hail
Satan!

You’ve played 
your part well,

Beelzebub, and
you shall be

rewarded.

The witch 
didn’t have to 

gouge out
my eyes.

She had to
sell it for

her part.
Make it real 

for them.

I don’t
see why we

can’t just kill 
them now?

you dare to
question the
great satan!



I’m sure the 
creature meant 

no insult,
my pets.

Never, my
master, my Satan, 

my dark king.

A thousand 
pardons...

A million!

You must have 
patience, dear

Beelzebub.

Find solace in
the fact that the 
knife of a friend 

cuts thrice
as deep.



Ah--

Dinner is 
served.

Judas,
Cassius, and 

Brutus...

Tonight we
feast on
traitors.

Soon the
river Cocytus 

shall flow
once more and

so too--

My wrath!





Yes... I remember 
that which was
forgotten.



Sing for
the gates
Seraphim.

Dig deep
through the

fog of false
mortality and sing 

now as only
angels dare!





Step from my
path, Principatus, 

or you will come
to know the true

height of my ever-
lasting joy!

Welcome
home archangel,

Materna Gonxha,
and glad tidings.

Metatron!
What is

the meaning
of my path
impeded? You have been 

long below, 
Gonxha.

Even now
you reek of the

terrestrial.



All the more
reason that I be

permitted to bathe 
in the glory of the
heavenly father and 

sing his praises.

Yes, my child,
such will come to
pass, but first,

a report, a
debriefing.

The Host must 
know that which 
has transpired 

below.

Take my
hand and let 
us ascend.

We shall
wash those 

feet that have
come to know 

the dust.

And seek
your reunion 

with the
divine.



As we feared,
the twins’s original
identity has become 

known.

Revealed in a
message hidden 

within vibrating 
wax.

indeed, music
is one of

his favorite
devices.

My disguise
was too true,
too long was

I walking in
human skin.

I had forgotten 
many things, many

warnings.



Do they
know of the 
young one?

I believe
 not and yet 
they keep him

in their
presence.

A curious
kinship...

Now please, 
good Metatron, 
I ache for his 
giving warmth.

Have mercy
on me and grant 

an audience.

Yes, dear
Gonxha, your time

of reunification 
has come.

My God...



My Lord,
thine is the
wisdom and

the kingdom.

I beg
your divine

forgiveness of 
my inadequacies

in this task.

I am but a frail 
vessel in your
humble service.

No child,
worry not.

This was 
prophecy.

Your
failure was

preordained.

Praise
be to God.



I’ve never seen 
the inside of a
skull tank.



Fire giants.
Sorry, I forget 

you’ve been
reincarnated.

it tends
to fog the 

memory.

Trust the ancient 
knowledge trapped

in the ichor of 
your veins.

it will
guide you.

For you
are Demon
kind. You are
Roth born.

Angels quake
at the sounding of

your name.

Eldjotnar?
. .

it still
stinks of the

Eldjotnar’s
grey matter.

. .



Shawn and
Sam Stronghand, 
you are twins, 

right?

Equal 
halves, yes?

Yeah.
--Yes.

Then why does 
Shawn always 
get the sword

of Atoll?

He lets me 
use it...

Sometimes.

But you
don’t have

your own? No, but
it’s cool.

is it?
I don’t

know, it doesn’t 
seem just
somehow.



Are you not
great enough, 

strong enough?
Does he not
trust you?

Does he think 
himself your 

better?

He is my
brother.

Yes, of
course. I’m

sure he is true
and unselfish.

it’s just, I don’t 
know. it doesn’t

seem right.

I’d say you
deserve a sword, 
a sword of your 

very own. My own
sword...

it’s only 
fair.

But what
do I know? I’m just a

simple daughter of
Baphomet. I could 

be wrong.



I don’t
like her.

That 
girl.

I want
to eat

her face. Uh, dudes, there’s 
something weird

up ahead...

What the
hell is
that?



Whoa...

Pit agents,
harvesting the

urine of a three-
headed Naga.

Pee!
pee!

What do they 
want with giant 

snake pee?

it’s allowed
to sour, then dried,

and from the remainder 
they harvest salt-
peter crystals.



You add saltpeter 
to brimstone and
charcoal to make 
black powder.

To blast
the pit
deeper.

Grow
Hell.

Hell’s
growing?



it’s getting
free!

Flee!

Evasive
maneuvers!

Go! Go!
Go!

The venom
is toxic!

don’t let it
touch you!

Everyone 
out!

Abandon 
ship!



YAAA!

Come on!

Hurry!

The venom 
swells!



NOOO!

Whoa...

Bo, bo’s?

We have to move
before the Naga

recoils.
if they survive,

Heradoxa will see
to them.

Come, female. 
Your tears
cannot stay 

their destiny.

What will 
be will be!

Shawn...

Shawn!
--Sam!



GAAH!

AAGH!



Yes, get out as
much of the venom
as you can before
the neurotoxic
properties take

hold!

I’ll have
to suck out

the rest.





Come, we
must reach the 

forest by
night fall.

Coal knows 
the way. He 
will lead

the others.

Come on!



The Angelic Embassy to Hell.

Make way or
find your pain on 

the barb of my 
spear, demon!

There will be
no taste of heaven

for you, beast!

We’ve been 
summoned.

indeed, the
ambassador 

awaits your foul
audience.



Here we sit
in the midst of the
very pit itself. Do
you think us blind,

counselor? do we angels 
strike you as 
too afraid to 
gaze into the 

abyss?

Cutting 
straight to 
the bone as

always...

Pray tell
what troubles 

you so,
ambassador.

I brought
 you allegations of 

Hell seeking expansion 
in flagrant violation 
of its charter and you

laughed in
my face.

Would you
prefer I laugh at
your backside?

Well, we now
have confirmation.

Hell is indeed
being expanded. Explosive

excavation
continues in

the western sink 
as we speak.



And you
came by this 
confirmation

how?

it’s not
safe for

such a
pretty
creature
to walk
the burn.

Our sources 
are beyond
reproach.

Let us say
that he works
in mysterious 

ways.

You are growing 
hell. This is fact

and it will not
be tolerated. We must insist

you confine
yourselves to
the purview of

the deal.

Then perhaps
it’s time to

renegotiate
the deal.

Ah, so
be it...



What is
this?!

You dare break 
the treaty?!

Come now, 
fiend.

What is
damnation--

Without a little 
suffering!



Be calm. Blend
in. Be one with the 

demon skin.

The bile and
blood will mask 

our scent.

And be mindful
that in Hell

diplomacy is a 
hands-on affair.

Come now.

There is much
of heaven’s 

work to
be done.



There it is, the 
Black Forest.

Your
forest.

Frost...

in hell?

The freeze can 
burn worse than 

the flame.

We’re close
to Hell’s frozen 

core here.

True damnation is 
the constraint of

freedom.

The deeper you
go the colder it

gets until finally your 
blood coagulates.

And you 
literally 
freeze

motionless.

imprisoned 
in simple 

stillness.

Can you feel
 it, Sam? Here, in 

the rot and
the rank--

I remember!



The 
flare! Yes, it’s all 

rushing back 
now.

I don’t
remember...

Come on!

Come on!

Whuuuu!



Whoa...

Where
are we?

Welcome
to the void.

This is 
where we 
lived as 

the Roth.

A nothingness 
filled only with
blackness and 

metal.

Finally, we 
are home, 

Sam.

Home, 
right...

I don’t
remember 

any of this, 
Shawn...

They’re the
records of

the damned. The 
Devil’s own label 

for musicians 
who’ve sold 
their souls.

Can’t you
remember, 

Sam?
How could you 

forget Niccolo
Paganini!

or Robert
Johnson’s

Return to the
Crossroads?

What about
Giuseppe
Tartini?

The Devil’s Trill 
Sonata was our

favorite.

I remember 
nothing.

it’s all
a blank.

Sam, look!
Our old

Victrola
and our

records!



What is this?
A Frost Axe
album called,

“The Fall”.

They haven’t 
made this

record yet.

Ah, but 
it seems 

they will.

At some point this 
Frost Axe will sell 
their souls to the 
devil and make him

a record.

Some point, 
like in the 
future?

Damnation is 
eternal, both 
forwards and

backwards
in time.

We have
to play it.

indeed!



AAAARGHHH!

So thunderous
it hurts.

I can feel
my eardrums
relent and

burst.

This
composition
is based in
subaudible

frequencies.
Give up your

ears and release
yourself
unto it.

if you resist, 
the song will 
crush you.

it’s so
much stronger 

than their
earlier work.

So grim...
so pure...
so true!

Shawwwwwwn!

AAAARGHHH!



Long ago
a chorus

gathered to
sing the

praises of
the first

man.

Adam.

The angel Metatron, the mouthpiece
of God, the voice of the infinite,

commanded God’s angels to bow and
give reverence to this latest and

most noble of God’s work.

The angels all bowed.

All but 
one.

Lucifer the
red, the color of
love and blood, 
the dawning sun 
and the end of
days, refused.



Lucifer contested
that he, an angel

made of fire, would 
never bow to a

man made of clay.

He reserved that
reverence and love

for the one true God.

Metatron
accused Lucifer 
of only seeing
the exterior
of things, of
being unable

to perceive the 
Divine in man

and he ordered 
Lucifer to

bow by holy
mandate.

But Lucifer would
not be shouted down 
and demanded council 

with God himself.

Cries of madness
consumed the council.

For none
may have

open council
with God.

Pure Divine
concentration 
must be main-
tained to hold 
the very fabric
of the universe 

together.



Lucifer challenged that God
 did not speak to any angel,

not even Metatron.

He accused
Metatron of

issuing orders
with the voice
of God that

were his alone.

Lucifer proposed
there were indeed

two powers
in heaven. The
one true God,
all-knowing,

all-consumed.

And serving
behind the 

throne was
the angelic 
mouthpiece,
Metatron,
self-loving,

all-important, 
King in

absentia.

Blasphemy!

Blasphemy!

Metatron reminded
Lucifer that he was
to be the accuser
of man and had no

providence to
prosecute an angel

of the chorus. But a challenge so
pointed could

not go un-blunted.



To quell the fears
of the frightened,
Metatron bared

his back.

He took sixty lashes of the fiery
rod to demonstrate he was not an

indestructible God, or some lesser YHVH,
but an angel who could be punished.

The flock of Angels were easily 
fooled but Lucifer saw this

for the theater it was.

He remained unsatisfied,
leaving but one path...



The creation of treason.

Angelic revolt,
Satanic rebellion.

His brother in arms,
the Archangel Mikail,
refused to join him.

But of the Angels numbered ten
thousand times ten thousand, a

third stood at Lucifer’s side.



Angel battled angel.



And heaven was nearly torn asunder.



Lucifer could taste
victory, smell its glory.

But the scent
quickly soured.

And the reek of
brimstone burned

his nostrils.

Pure numbers prevailed and 
an angel was made demon at 

the hands of a false God.

But Lucifer still
refused to kneel.

He’d rather fall.



Side B!

Side B!

it’s blank?

What?

Look, there 
are no groves or

anything. Only a 
center label.

it’s titled
“The Ascension.”

it seems this
side has yet to

be written.

Something is 
etched in the 
runoff margin.

“Do what
thou wilt. So
mote it be.”

it’s magic.

it means you
must follow 
your own will,
find your true 

path...
And write
the record
yourself.



So Nathraka, 
you and

Sam, huh? I like the
way he smells, 
like delicious 

meat.

it’s hard 
not to
eat him.

I hope he’s
not bloody and
dismembered.

I know
the feeling.

I’ve never
really told Shawn 

how I feel
about him.

Now I’m
afraid I might
never get
the chance.

No trees,
no bumble

bees!

Yeah man,
I don’t see
any forest.

Hey, Coal
dude. Are we

getting close?
Very...



Whoa...

What is 
this place?

Your
graves!



Still no
sign of

the gang.

They must
be close.

A chill falls, 
brother. Something 

comes, some-
thing big.

Shawn, I’m
weaponless.

Run! I will
meet this foe.





He’d rather
have you run 
like a woman 
than at his 

side?

Have at
thee!

Hey!

Where are
you going?!

Aaaaagh!



What the 
hell!?

Shawn!

Hold strong, 
brother!



The end of 
Achilles is 

too good for
you, giant!

YAHH!

This is
crap!

I was as
helpless as

a baby.

Shawn, he
tried to

smoke me!



Why do you
always get the 

sword?

Come now
Sam, you know
we share it.

in battle
I am less for
this sharing.

Speak
your mind
then, Sam.

I want a 
sword of 

my own.

I must
demand it.

You
demand--

Strong
words, 

brother.

it is
only fair.



Yes, you 
are right, 
brother. A sword you 

must have and
a sword you
shall have!

We must quest
to find the great

sword-smith Gorn
and seek from him a

second sword.

And with
two swords 
we shall be
twice as 
strong!

Will that 
please you, 

brother, and
unfurrow 
your temple?

Very
much so.



it is
settled 

then.

A quest
is begun!

But what
of the others? 
They will expect

us here.

I can
put word in

the wind.

Coal will
lead them to 

follow.

Make it so, 
woman, time

is wasting. My brother
must have his 

steel.

See, my 
brother
is true. So it

would seem.



But can
you keep a
secret?

Yes.

Even from
your brother?

if I
had to.

inside your
mother, in utero,
in the doing of
the halves--

The cut
was not 

equal. One
is greater.

You are
the major. He is

the minor.



You shouldn’t 
have had to 

ask him for
anything.

Wait up...



Brawww!

Aaaaagh!

Yaaa!

GUUUH



Leave her--

Alone!

Yaaaaa!

None of
you matter.



it is the moppet 
that is my prize!

Gaaaaaa!

GUKK!



it had a good
run, saw many 

sets and tasted 
the rumble.

it will be
missed but met
a fitting end.

You are 
charred bad 
but I can see
to it in the 
Goblin way.

Ow--Ow--

We caught
your scent
and have been
tracking you.

Your
timing was
impeccable.

Where are 
the brothers 
Stronghand?

We were
trying to find 
them when this 

Coal guy turned 
traitor.



if Coal is 
bad then 

Heradoxa is
worse.

They’re in
the clutches

of a dark witch 
and they don’t 

know it.

We must find 
them, save them,
before it’s too 
late, before she
poisons their 

soul.

But where 
be Snawn 
and Slam?

I don’t 
know, kiddo.

Only Coal 
knew the way.



SKREEEEKKK!

A message
bat meant for 

the Coal.

Let us 
see...





We call
on the 

Sword-smith 
Gorn.

We seek 
the skill he 
alone does

possess.

By the gods, 
how long has

it been, my son 
of steel?

You’ve made
me weep tears 

of iron.



How did
you come by
this sword
of Atoll?

I made it
for the Demon 
Roth and such 
that only he 

could wield it.

We are he.
But as you 

see we need a 
second sword, 

a pair. We’ve come
to task you to 

once again ply your 
trade, oh master

of metal.

To make...
another...

You tempt me 
greatly but I...

I must
refuse.



Now I’m just
a humble black-

smith in the
service of the

Valkyrie.

I shoe the 
horses, I know

my place. I dare not 
overreach 

again.

What is this 
frailty?

Where is 
the Gorn of 
legend?

Who has
neutered

you so?

They
called it a
“Blood
Eagle.”



I’d spent my life making 
swords but never learned

to properly use one.

They cut my ribs
from my spine.

Pulled them until they broke, bent 
back like bloody bone wings.

They tore out my lungs, 
salted my entrails, and
left me for carrion.



This was my 
punishment 
for making so 

black a
blade.

And I
swore I’d 
never make 

another.

But who do 
you now fear 
in this land of 

the dead?

is there
truly no

courage
here?

Your work is
unfinished, 

brave Gorn. See 
it through.

We are
incomplete and
only you can make

us whole.

Make us a 
sister to 
this devil
slayer. A sword

to make
the gods
tremble.



You remind
me of my true 
nature, one I 

have long wished 
to deny.

in my heart
I am a sword-

smith.

it is all I am, 
was, or ever 

will be.

I will make
you the match 

of this
devil blade.

I will make 
you a God 

slayer.

And if you
meet Odin him-

self on the
road--

He will
be cut by
its edge.

Now leave
me this night 
to prepare
that which

I must. in the
morning I

will begin.



it comes 
so easy

to him.

He craves 
their cheap 
attention.

And they are 
eager to fall 
all over him.



Do you
fancy him? my 

brother?
I fancy
power.

And Shawn
is very

powerful.

I am
stronger 

than he.

And yet
you sit here 
pouting.

I do
not--

Then what truly 
vexes you so on
the eve of your

own sword?

My own 
sword...



But his is
the sword of
Atoll, sword
of legend.

Mine will
be virgin steel 

that hasn’t 
tasted flesh or 

seen battle.

it is
still not

right.
Not fair.

No...

But with your
own sword, none,

not even Shawn, will 
be able to stand

in your path.

There’s
something

in you,
Heradoxa. Something

dark and sweet, 
sticky and

poisonous.

Come, Sam.

Let us 
away into the 

darkness, just
you and me, 

alone.



Come to
me, Sam.

Do you
fear me?

No.

Hisssss--

Does the 
blood excite 

you?

Do you find 
it a rush?

Kinda, yeah--



Your very
blood is a

poison. it can
be quite...

intoxicating.

Can it...can my 
blood kill?

it can
and it has.



Would you like 
to taste your
venom’s sweet 

embrace?

Just
let go.

Slip
into it...

There is
a great

darkness in
you, sam.

Let it
loose.

More! 
More!

Are you 
sure?



Yes,
damn it!

There is
no going
back.

Give it to me, 
you abominable 

tease!

Give me what 
I want!

No... never
what you want, 

only what
you need.



Forged in fire stolen
from the sun--

Using an alloy of
iron, uru and gold--





What is
this?

This can’t be 
happening!

Gorn was 
never to make 

a second
sword.

This deviates 
from the

prophecy!



My God...

Destiny
is undone.

We are
adrift in
chaos!

The Eschaton 
has begun...



Metatron
blows the Horn 

of Time.

What is
the meaning 

of this?

The meaning
is clear and
our actions
attested.

Grab the
Eucharist!

LELAND!



Gorn smiths 
once more, 

Odin.

is it
as before?

No, my
son.

The first 
sword was
for slaying
demons.

This one is
for us all.



Finally, the
prophecy does 

unravel and reveal 
itself as my
greatest lie.

Let the rats 
shiver, scurry, 

and know--

I’m coming.



Awake, my
prince. it is

the dawn of the
black hearts.

Time to claim 
your sword.

Where are my 
clothes?

I buried 
them.

To give them 
that grave 

scent.



Brother, you 
look ill.

Excuse all
the blood.

The sword
of Ndall, it is 

my finest
creation, Sam 
Stronghand.

its edge
is so sharp
it will cut

fate itself.

Magnificent.
You’ve outdone

yourself,
master Gorn.

I will
carve stars in

your honor.



Careful, Sam.

We are 
guests 

here.

Don’t order 
me about, 
brother.

Respect the
fact that I am 
first born.

By seconds.

Seniority 
all the same.



Temptress!

Sam, I fear
 you’ve been
poisoned
with lies.

No, he
fears your 
potential.

You could be
the harbinger.

The herald.

Your brother
holds you back. He is 
but your afterbirth. 
Walking viscera to be 

aborted and
discarded.

if my words 
anger him it’s 
only because 
he fears their 

truth.

The witch is 
crazy, Sam.

She
betrays us.

So it’s a
mistake, some 
vile plot that a 

girl likes me over 
you for once?



You are the
brother of the 

lefthand path. You 
are the black

brother.

That is clear 
from here to 

the kingdom of 
Blashyrkh.

Shawn is
weakness. He but 

poses to greatness 
while you... You are
the walking end
of everything.

it’s for you
to rule alone.

To wear a crown 
instead of

sharing one.

So you’d
choose her

over me,
Sam?

What true 
companion can so 
easily rescind

their friendship?

Companion, 
friend? You

insult me for I
am neither.

We are brother. 
Hating you is as if
I hate myself.



But when a
limb goes rancid,

cancerous, turns false,
it must be excised for the 

health of the whole.

You doubt
my heart?

I don’t know if 
you ever even 

had one.

Shall I
show it
to you?!

My blood
is ancient,
wrathful
and evil.

Taste it if you 
doubt me!



You are 
false metal. What did

you say?

You
heard me.

Say it again. 
I dare you.

I’ll sheath
my sword in 
your chest!

You are
false!



Come then, 
brother!

You will
find more fire 
than blood!

Yaaaaaaaah! Yaaaaaaaah!





We have 
to stop 

this!

No, it is for
us only to bear

witness.

And record 
their strife in 
the lowest

fidelity
possible.

No structure,
no rhythm, no

contrivances, just
pure clashing

metal--

it is the
most perfect 
music these

ears have ever 
heard.



As brother fought brother, small 
saplings grew into great forests--

Mountains rose and fell--

Rivers cut canyons
and canyons were
filled with dust--

All as each perfectly 
countered the
other’s strike.



They fought for ages--

They fought for eons--

They fought till the end of
time and back again.

They fought forever--



They fought, never one 
gaining the upper hand.



They fought,
until finally--

it... it is
useless.

Neither
can win.

We are...
too perfectly 

matched--

We are
too equal.



in two
halves or a

million pieces--

We are
forever one. We 

are Roth.

I should
have never 

doubted you.

I should
have never

let you.



The Brothers 
united!



Not so
fast, cow.

Blood Rose!

Aaaagh!



Come,
stupid girl.

Your pathetic 
“brothers” are too
weak to save you 

this time. I don’t
need boys for

a cat fight!

GAAAA!



You’re
too late!

The time is 
upon us! His plan

has worked to
perfection!

The brothers
are weakened!

Their steel
is ripe for
the taking!

Aaaagh!





HAiL SATAN!

HAiL SATAN!

HAiL

SATA--



Becca!

No, save
the boys...

Can you 
stand?

if we
lean...

...On each
other.

We fight
to the last man 
and welcome the

honor of death 
this day!



NO!

GAH!



The
Gorn steel

is finally 
mine.

So elegant.
So simple.

I have been 
patient but 
now is the 

time.
With this

steel, God 
will come
to know
my name.

--To
shout it!

Give us our 
swords.

Or we will
pry them from 

your dead
damn hands.



Come
children--

The end
begins here!



Hail
Satan!



First, there was
blackness.

And to blackness
all things return.







Should
we eat
them?

it is
our way to
respect
the dead.

Let
them live
on inside

us.

We
bury our

dead.

Wake up,
Shawn.

Please,
wake up.



it’s
time.

I
can’t let
them go,
Travis.

We
must.

Last
chance, my

sw�t.
Last

chance. Please,
come back

to me...



Do it.

We must
live on.

Be
strong
in their
image.

it’s on
us to save

Leland
now. And

remember
them--

Our dear
departed
brothers.



Ashes
to ashes.

Dust
to--

D���ST!



Ga�!

W��e!

Quit
squirming.

we are nearly
there.



Be sti�,
wretch.

it would
be pure joy
to drop

you--

But
that is

not God’s
wi�.



Where is
Metatron?

We’ve
brought him
his pawn.

Go with God,
Amba�ador.

And
find him in

the chamber
hence.

Come,
runt.

Your
destiny is

at hand.

Peace
be with you,

Amba�ador.



Lord
Metatron, we
come bearing

gifts.
So

this is it
then...

it
s�ms a

bit f�ble-
minded.

You think
I would prop

up a true
advisory?

gu
!
GA	!



Li�le
devil.

Mean ol’
d�-d�

head.

You have
served me

we
 but your
part is not yet

finished.

Return
to He
 and

deliver a
me�age to
the di�ers
of the pit.

As you
co�and, Lord

Metatron.
Ble�ed be

to God.

As for
you, li�le one,

you must be
washed and

adorned.

it is time
for your holy

debut.



Metatron
comes!

Metatron!

A�uredly--

You must
answer
for this!

The great
prophesy
has proven

false.

Fate is
broken!

Metatron,
the voice
of God!



Calm
yourselves,
brothers.

Remember
this is

the holy
chorus--

We are
betrayed! Darkne�

fa�s!

Please,
brother
Angels...

You blew
the horn
of time!

The horn
can not be
unblown!

SiLENCE!

Now,
if you

would kindly
permit me
to speak.

The Chorus
recognizes the

angel Metatron,
the mouthpiece of
God, the voice of

the infinite.

please...



Yes--
The great

prophesy
has proven

false.

The
Eschaton
has begun.

The
present is

at an end but
the future

is ours.

We
must not

panic. For
what may be
unknown to
us is clear

to God.

But Satan
now has the

twin swords
of d
m!

ind�d,
Uriel. Many
things have

come to
pa�.

Our plans
wi� have to be 
embe�ished and
adjusted but a�
this is the wi�

of God.

You
must have

faith.



The Prince
of Lies has

overplayed
his hand.

And we hold
the key to his

undoing.

Now--

if you wi�
permit me to make an

introduction...

Behold
the key to the
serpent’s final

fa�.
Behold

the key to
the divine

plan.

Behold our
salvation!

Behold--



The
Antichrist!







Asmodeus
s�ks an audience,

my liege.

Let him
come.



Hail
Satan.

Speak,
Asmodeus.

We should be
close enough to

breach within
the interval.

A� the
preparations

proc�d toward
Armage�on.

Have
B�lzebub

prepare te�estrial
siege works.

Our
rebirth wi�

not be without
resistance.

Excavation
continues as

ordered, sire.
He� grows near

the edge of
te�a firma.



As you
co�and,
Dark Lord.

Ah,
my Pit
Pigs.

Stay a
moment,

Asmodeus,
and bear
witne�.

The
mythical

swords of
Ato� and
Nda�--

The devil
slayer and the

god slayer both
sharpened at a
wh�l hardened

by diamond
and hate.

But are
they sharp

enough for 
our dark

work?

These are
the largest
beasts in

the pit.

More
than sixty

tons of meat,
scale, t�th

and bone.

A
single
swing, a
true
test.



impre�ive.
you easily

cleaved both
beasts.

Spilt
their guts
acro� the

burn.

No--

it’s not
enough.



The swords
must be

sharper.
So sharp

that they pa

through the beasts

u�oticed.

Do not
underestimate

our divine prey,
Asmodeus.

We s�k
to ki� an

a�-knowing,
a�-s�ing

God.

The swords
must be sharp

enough to pierce
the sky.

Sharp
enough to

pu� down the
heavens.

Sharp enough
to halve  the 
Godhead before
it even knows 
we’ve struck.



Here lie the bodies
of Shawn and

Sam Stronghand.

Lifeless and
left to rot.

Their skins
darken purple

and black.

Livor mortis.
The Blue Death.

Their
muscle tissue

goes rigid.

Rigor mortis.
The Stiffness

of death.

All heat escapes
their flesh.

Algor mortis.
The Cold death.



Their dead cells
rupture, releasing

enzymes that
cannibalize the

surrounding tissue.

So begins
Autolysis, the
self-digestion.

in their guts,
internal microbes

proliferate, yielding
acids and vapors.

And the brothers,
once so strong,

so loved, surrender
to putrefaction.

The accumulation
of gases cause

their sealed
areas to swell.

Organs and
cavities that
escaped the

fatal bisection
bloat.

Pressure forces
Shawn’s intestines

to push out.

The same pressures
force fluids to

escape from Sam’s
nose, mouth and...



The escaping fluids
and vapors have
an unmistakably
putrid odor.

This aroma of
decay summons
carrion insects.

The Coffin fly
will burrow over six
feet deep in search

of a buried carcass.

The flies feed on our
dear, dead brothers

and seek suitable
oviposition sites.

Soon maggots
hatch and begin
to feast on the

twins’ tissue.

Their skin
ruptures. Their
hair detaches.



Worms come
and aid the
ma�ots in

active decay.

Eating, eating,
Eating, eating.

When finally nothing remains to
consume, the maggots move away to
pupate and the worms off to mate.

The last
bits of dry
skin and
cartilage
rot away,
leaving

only bones.

And our boys
lay silent, alone,

skeletonized.

Subsoil acids
reduce the

skeletons to
unrecognizable

components.

And in time...
there is

nothing left
but dirt.



Even the
eaters die and

are eaten
themselves.

Death, endless
and infinite.

The inescapable
cycle.

Everything ends.
Everything decays.

Even suns.

Even orbits.







The exploding star
collapses under its own

gravitational weight.

into a
singularity.

Where all matter
is crushed to

infinite density.

Where nothing
escapes, not

even light.

Where space and
time cease to exist
and there is only...

Blackness.



The Event Horizon.
The edge of the abyss.

The abyss is a
place beyond
perspective.

Beyond right
and wrong.

Beyond
hope or fear.

it will destroy most
who dare look into it.

Drive others mad from just
contemplating it exists.



the Magister
Templi, who
has utterly
destroyed
themself...

Let go of
all ego, id,
and self.

if they have
truly followed
the way of the 
left hand path...

And given
up all that
they are...

Then that
rarest of
individuals

may become...

Something
new.

But the
rare one...



Where
are we
going? To get

Leland.

I
know, but
where?

I don’t
know.

I don’t
know where

he is!

Be�a...

I can’t
stop, Travis.

I can’t...

if we
stop it wi�

be over.

if we
stop--



I know
you want

to help your
friend, but this

is a death
march.

So
be it.

Sam is
dead. There
is nothing
here for
me now.

G�d
luck, man
Travis.

You t�,
Nathraka.
G�d bye.

I must
go back to
my Goblin
people.

No, Never
g�d bye...

Ti�
we m�t
again.



I can’t
stop,
Travis.

Leland is
a� we have

left.

I
know.

I’�
never
stop.

I won't
leave
you.

You’re
a g�d
friend.



No--

I’m
so�y. it’s

Ok.

Angels
t�k him. Come

on...
We’�

find him.

We’�
find him.

So we n�d
to l�k for

angels.

I...



What is
that?

Some kind
of storm, and

it’s moving
fast.

A��!

Run!

Can’t
s�...

find an
angel?

What?

How do
we find an
angel?

Find an
Angel...

so How
do we...

I
du�o...



Maybe
we have

to...

Yea, though I
walk through
the va�ey of
the shadow
of death.

I wi�
fear no

evil!

?

Pray!

What?Pray?



This
wi� do.

Here.

Norway.



We
ca� to
Satan!



But the
true,

ancient,
pagan,

darkne�.

Not
Lucifer,
not the

Christian
devil.

We ca

to abstract
evil itself.

And we
o�er our

souls to the
shadow.

A
deal--

So that
the brothers
may return.

Hear us,
oblivion!

HEAR
US!



G��A!

R�AGH!









Sam?

Brother.

Do
we yet
live?

I remember
the cut.

Sti� f�l
its sting.

Our own
swords held
in the devil’s

hand.

I want
to eat the
dragon’s

heart, Shawn.

By Odin’s
eye I swear,
brother--

We sha�
have our
satanic

revenge.

Shawn?



WHAT IS
THIS?

A FEELING
I HAVEN’T FELT
SINCE...

NOT FOR
LONG!

NO
ONE DEFIES

DEATH!



Where
is he?

Where is
Leland?

I sme�
him on your

flesh!

Where
is my
child?

We
s�k him

t�.

Why do
you s�k the
li
le one?

He...

He is our
friend.

Friends.



Angels...

Angels
t�k

him.

Metatron.

We must
hu�y!
There is

no time to
waste!

Take my
head.

Hold it
so I can

s�.
Whoa!



h!



����H!

Hold me
steady!

My bad!
That was
my bad!



They were
warned to

stop growing
He�.

Now they
sha� pay for
their brazen
insolence.

The
stink of

these demon
skins makes

me sick.

Praise
be to
God!



S�ms
we have a

saboteur
in our
midsts.



That scent,
of incense,
a�ogance,
and bl
d...

Metatron
has s	n fit
to send us a
sacrifice.

There!

Bring
me their
spines!

Lucifer!

Angels!



Fly!

He’s
bi�er than
I remember.

After
them!

We wi�
baptize our

e�orts--

With their
bl�d!



There
we wi� be

safe.

Back,
devils!

Demons are
not a�owed
within these
holy wa�s.

Not even
Satan himself
without divine

invitation.

You forget,
Amba�ador--

This
“holy” emba�y
was built on the
ashes of a much
older demonic

church.

To the
emba�y!



Set it to
fire to build this
monstrosity.

So
you know
a
 t�
we
--

Everything
burns!

You don’t dare
burn this
church!

You angels
razed that

temple.





We are
lost.

Evacuate the
emba�y.

God
save
us!

To
heaven!

Burn--

And
fa�!



My God,
My God...

Why
have you

forsaken
me?

Si
y
creature--

That’s
what he does

best.



These
remnants r�k

of bravery and
sacrifice. I fear we

owe Frost Axe
more than we wi�

ever know. I f�l
strange,

Shawn.

Like I’m
exploding
a� the time.

We are
no longer

human.

Not even
demon.

Something...
new.

Like a
dawning
m�n.

Fierce and
fr�.

A familiar
foe half-

forgo�en...

A
chi�
fa�s,
Sam.



We did
not cheat

you.

We’ve
won fair and

square.

WHAT
IS THIS
UNLAWFUL

LIFE?

A SECOND
RESURRECTION

WAS NOT
SANCTIONED!

ROTH!

YOU ARE MY
PROPERTY NOW

AND NONE ESCAPE
MY GRASP.

YOU
CAN’T CHEAT
DEATH!



Hear
our hearts
unbeating.

Our lungs
unbreathing.

No.

Can death
itself be

slain, Sam?

We are
pantheon.

There is
only one way

to know,
brother.

ABOMINATION!



���GH!

KN�L!

Then we
sha� make

you--

FOOLISH
CHILD!

YOU
CAN’T KILL

DEATH!



NEVER!

You hold
no sway

here!

NO--

YOUR POWER
HAS ALWAYS

STEMMED FROM
THE SWORDS.

WITHOUT
THEM--

YOU ARE
JUST LOUD
CHILDREN.

NOW, HELL
BARON, LET US
EMBRACE.

FOR
YOUR DEATH

IS LONG
OVERDUE!

YOU
CALL OPEN
THE VOID--

IMPOSSIBLE!

���H!

���H!



Odin!

There is
a shift.



The great
wolf Fenrir

stru�les against
Gleipnir, his

magical fe�ers.

Do
the bonds

hold?

Does the
beast break

fr�?

is the
d�m of

the gods once
again upon

us?

Thus we
stand at the
edge of our

twilight.

The bonds
strain but hold

at the very
precipice of

breaking.

Hugi�
and Muni�,
s�k and

s�!

is this the
Ragnarok?

. .



Whoa...

is
that what

I think
it is?

Heaven.

Holy
Sh--



This
way.

Quietly...



Metatron is
t� powerful.

We n
d to
s
k higher

counsel.

God.

Higher
counsel?

Halt! RUN!

God...?

We’re
going to
talk to
God.

Damn!intruders!



I wi�
build Lucifer’s
tomb in the

ashes of our
emba	y.

How
dare

he!

Mikail,
prepare the
angels for

ba�le.

This fight
has b�n long
coming. it is
time we had

it out.
As you

co�and.

Lord
Metatron,
we have an
intruder.

inconceivable!



Run!

More
guards!

This
way!

Don’t
stop!

����!

Go,
run!



God?
GAH!

Praise
be to--

Heaven
help us.

God is
dead...



�
AG

H!

�AGH!

�AGH!

�AGH!



RORWK!

Why
have you

brought us
here to
He�?

Te� us then,
Death, if you

po	e	 knowledge
so su�ulent

and arcane.

ME?

IT WAS
YOU, THE

LIVING VOID,
WHO DID

THIS.

YOU
REALLY HAVE

NO IDEA WHAT
YOU ARE--

WHAT YOU
HERALD?

RORWK!



Speak
plain, Death

Dealer.

YOU
ARE ANCIENT
DARKNESS

PERSONIFIED.

BABES
OF THE ABYSS.
RAW POTENTIAL
YET UNSEALED.

YOU ARE
THE RARE MYTH

UNFOLDING.

AND YOUR
ACTIONS ARE

TRIGGERING SHIFTS
AND FISSURES,

RIPPLING THROUGH
ALL OF TIME AND

SPACE...

YOU
SHOULDN’T
EVEN EXIST!

AND YET
HERE YOU
STAND.

YOU MUST BE
BROUGHT INTO
UNDERSTANDING.

YOU
CANNOT

BE BETTER
TOLD.



IT HAS
MANY NAMES.

ARMAGEDDON,
APOCALYPSE...

YOU
ARE ALL THAT

STANDS BETWEEN
THE BRINK AND

THE END.

KNOW THAT
YOUR FIGHT IS

NOT YOURS
ALONE. MANY FATES

ARE AT STAKE
WITH THE
OUTCOME.

They
must be

prepared--

Prepared...
For

what?

RORWK!



You
have much to
learn, young

ones.

Death, 
do what you
do best--

Draw
flies!

COME,
BEELZEBUB!

sni�, sni�,
sni�--

RORWK!

yu��!



You
ca� the

ma�ot to 
fight your
ba�les
for you?

��Z!

Ah!
And what
is thiz?

Sw	t
Roth-born

meat yet livez
to eat!

NO,
YOU ARE
BEYOND
ME NOW.

BUT
FAIL--

AND IT
WILL BE

AS IF YOU
NEVER EVEN
EXISTED.



I
remember!

Did we
not already
best this
bug, Sam?

Yez, but
when lazt we
met my handz
were tied,

ma�al! I waz under
orderz to let
you live. Held
back my true

power.

The beast
spits acid,

Shawn!

Not
thiz
time!

Thiz
fight I
wi� not
throw!

Gah!



We
n�d our
swords,
brother!

Give
us the

Scythe!

YOU NEED
NOTHING YOU
DON’T ALREADY

HAVE INSIDE
YOU!

WHY DO
YOU PERSIST
IN THINKING
LIKE BEASTS?

FIGHT
LIKE WHAT

YOU WOULD
BE!

�AGH!

YOU
MUST SHED

YOUR MORTAL
MIND!



HA! HA!
HA! I can

taste you
already!

My He�
mouth

waters!

Be
fearle�,

Sam!

Y��H!

Get
o� me!



We’ve b�n
eaten by

flies once
before.

You
merely delay
the inevitable

fea�t!

not
again.

Not
today!

DiE!



GOOD.

YOU HAVE
SLAIN ONE OF

SATAN’S GENERALS
WITH LITTLE MORE

THAN THE WILL
TO DO SO.

DO YOU
SEE?

NOT
IF YOU

STILL NEED
TO ASK.

RORWK!

Are we
a god?



Let us
go!

A� is
lost...

if you
are going to 
pray, Materna
Gonxha, you
might want

to pray
to me.

Traitor!

Survivor.

Liar!

Would you
have me speak
the truth?

That God
is dead and

has b�n for a
long time?

That it’s a�
pointle�?

A great cosmic
joke?



You
are no

God.

No.

But
I’m a�

there is.

What is
it you want

with the
child?

Oh, sw�t
Gonxha,
you must
believe--

--Trust
in the holy

alchemy that
spins fear into
faith and faith
into power.

Once Lucifer
is dead, the child,
his simulacrum,
wi� become the

new Satan.

A pu et.
My pawn.

And the war
betw�n Heaven
and He� wi� go

on unending
forever.

The perfect
distraction.

While I rule
supreme.



Step-
Mu�y!

Mi�ed
you!

My dear,
sw�t boy.

I’m so
so�y--

What
do we
do? What

can we
do?

There are
no moves
left. No
moves...

save
one--



I’�
ki� the

child!
What?

NO!

I’m
so
y, my
Leland... I wish I

were stronger
or smarter so I 
could think of
any other way.

Tickles!

But this
is bi�er
than just
one boy.

it’s
the only

way to foil
this vile

plan!

No,
Mikail,

leave her
be.

Go
ahead.

What?



Go ahead,
ki� the

child.

is this
some kind
of trick?

No trick.
Draw the blade

acro� his
throat.

What
are you

waiting
for?

You could
rule Heaven.
You can have

it a�.

A� you
have to do
is ki� one

child.

I...

You can’t
because you
are weak.

And that
is why you wi�

always lose and
I wi� always

win.



P�r
thing.

You
came so
close.

You
just don’t

fu�y a�reciate
the meaning of

sacrifice.

But I do,
Metatron.

A� t�
we�.

Take my
wings and

soar!

Self-
sacrifice.

No!

I love
you!

I’m a
bird!

FLY!



Go!

Go!

Go
where?

Jump!

Come
on!

��AGH!



How many
times must I

ki� you?

After them!
We must have

the child!

Open
the heavens!
Unleash the

chorus!

it has
fina�y come,

this day.

The war
of wars is

upon us.



Y��A!

The
wings!

Pu�...
up...

Y��A!

Y��A! Y��A!



Y��-
H�A!

Y��A!



We have laid
plans barbed

with secrets
and lies.

with these
twin swords
won through
deceit and
bl�d--

Honed
to cut both
halo and
bone--

We have
waited. We
have toiled.

We have
dug.

We sha�
break open

the pit!

And the
flames of

he� sha� lick
the world!

it is
time!

To
ASCEND!





Whoa...



Holy
crap!

Demons
dare escape
their unholy

prison! Angels!

Damn
them back
to He�!





You wi�
be busy
this day,
Death.

The Roth
comes!

The
Shadow!

Ah,
Asmodeus,
first Duke

of He�.

Roth...

G�d,
I s� you’ve

brought
Death with

you.

THEY’VE
BROKEN

THROUGH.

SATAN’S
DONE IT.



We s�k the
vengeance in

your veins--

You
must first
draw it!

My
hair!

Come,
Prince of
Revenge!

Son
of a...

You
want my
bl�d?

Saves me
the trouble

of fetching
him.



Welcome
to the fight,
Archangel!

Back
to back,
brother!

Repent,
DEMON!

The breach
works both

ways!

we
face heaven

and he�!

into he�,
Angels!

What
is this?



�A�!

I sha�
spi� your

guts!

HA! HA!

F�l the
bite of my
venomous
viscera!

�A�!

Come,
Asmoday!

Come,
Modo!



GA�!

R���!

--Now
Sam, the
Angel!

With A
fork?

You
think you are

any match
for us?



Taste
the black
bl�d of
revenge!

Now--

For the
Dragon.

N�O!

A

!



The grim
darkne�... The living

emptine�...



Come on,
we go�a

get out of
here!

There!

There you
are, li�le
bastard.

Run!

I WAS
RIGHT!

I WAS
RIGHT!



and the 
demonic
rite ca�s

for virgin
bl�d!

Hey--

I’� ki�
you--

No, child.
it is I who
have ki�ed

you.

��AGH!

W�e!

Come,
Antichrist,
your time of

enthronement
is at hand!



You’re
alive?

You’re
aliveYou’re
aliveYou’re

alive!

go�a ki�
a dude...

Be�a...
honey...ha�y

t�...



On
this altar
of cloven
beast-- 

Ouch!
Hey!

With
this pure

unspoiled
bl�d.

Dude...

I anoint
this creature
born a fa�en

feather.

Part angel,
part demon,

a� evil!

�A		!

it is with
the fu� voice
of the one true
God that there

be named--

you don’t
n�d to

put such a
fine point

on it.

--a new
Satan.



Metatron...

With this
knife and this
bl�d let the
new covenant
be sealed!

YU�MY!
What is this
cheap magic,

angel?

Evil
has always
existed,
but you--

You can be
replaced!

Face true
evil!

F�l!

Dare
face me,

Metatron!



You think
this li�le child

can breathe
the breath of
the unholy?!

Son...?

Lucifer
Morning
Star--

NOW!

Do
you truly

not know
your own

son?

SANTA!



We
learned
from the
best!

So these
are them then,
the swords...

So
much talk

of simple
st�l.

Y��A!

DiE!

DiE!

Traitors!



GACK!
What’s

ha�ening?!

K�p
back!

���AGH!

Take my
hand--

Wings!

He�
yeah!

���AGH!



impo�ible!

is the
“simple st�l”
t� hot for
you to handle,

Metatron?

These
blades can
cut the
world.

Ki� a�
the fucking

gods!

Ki� the
one true

God!

HA!
HA! HA!

HA!



Let the
heavens quake

for they wi� break
and rain down

this day.

Over-
confidence was

always your
weakne�.

I kicked
you out of

heaven once
and I’� do it

again!

No,
Metatron.

You
have always

played a g�d
game, but in

the end--



I’m
just plain
meaner.

A�a�h!

How dare
you?!

Do you
not s� the
Divine hand
at work?

I s�
nothing here
but you and
your hand. G�AH!

But if God
wi�s it then

let him whisper
words to
save you.

I
yield!

as ever,
God fa�s

silent like
a cancer.

Show
mercy.I

yield!

Ah,
yes--

I beg
you...



There is
no mercy

here!

No--
Please...
stop!

GA�!
K��--

�--
ch
t--



The
Fa�en Star

Arises!

Everything
burns!



Your
time has come,

Jehovah!

What
is this?



You
lie!

He’s
dead,
genius!

Surprise!

So God
takes the
coward’s

way--

Leaving
only a son
who would
dare usurp
a father.

You’re
the prince
of lies.

Te�
me I’m
lying.



Stay
back!

Y�a!

Brave
li�le
man.

Brave
f�l.



Get away
from our
friends!

Your
friend...

NO!

rea�y.



Dead
Roth--

in a day of
exceptions
this was most
unexpected.

I have
your st�l

and your bl�d
on my hands.

Dare
and take

it!
I can sme�

the stench of
your want for

revenge.



Bring the
he�fire!

WOWzy!

Come
ancient serpent,

fire-breathing
dragon!

Finish
it!

Give
us your
best!



���O!

Y��!

Y��!



is that
the best
you can

do?

if these
be your

swords--

--Then
have

them!

Swing
your stolen

st
l--

bEAST!



We
are pure
unending--

Y�drasil
shu�ers!

We no
longer n�d

swords!

darkne�!





T� long a
Christian

angel--

Has held
a pagan

post!

Y��A!



What
is this?



The angelic
parasite must be

eradicated.

The infinite
must be set

to right.

We
are to

witne�.

Witne�
what?

Destiny.
There

is no such
thing as
destiny.

I
make my
fate!

Then you
have nothing

to fear.



You know
not true

darkne�! False
Demon!

Satanic
imposter!

Angel
of fire!

Angel
of light!



Morning
star!

Light
bearer!

What
have you
done?



You
can’t ki�

me!

Death...

N�O!

THE
SHADOW

TURNS ON ITS
MAKER.

THE
GRIM WILL

OF DARKNESS
WINS OUT.

impo�ible!



The beast
calms.

We
live to die

another
day.

RORWK!

Not
a� of

us.

I would
s
 the
shards

safe.

The edge
recedes.

RORWK!





High
chair, my

chair!

Hula
hat!

W���!



Never
leave me

again.

Never,
my qu�n.



I can
breathe
fire!

THE
SATAN IS
DEAD!

I can
breathe
fire?



LONG LIVE
THE NEW
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!

LONG LIVE
THE NEW
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!



LONG LIVE
THE NEW
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!

LONG LIVE
THE NEW
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!

HAIL
SATAN!



HAIL
SATAN! HAIL

SATAN!



The End



H  
nclosed are works of brutal

artwork most arcane from the
collection of Chuck BB

erein lies buried treasures and
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FROST AXE LOGO DESIGNED BY
CHRISTOPHE SZPAJDEL

















E  
nclosed are works of brutal

glory by creators most true
nclosed are works of brvtal



BRIAN CHURILLA • BRIANCHURILLA.com • @BRIANCHURILLA



JAMES CALLAHAN • BARFCOMICS.com • @BARFCOMICS



ROB G



STEVEN PERKINS • STEVEPERKINSART.com • @SPerkinsArtist



MIKE HAWTHORNE • MIKEHAWTHORNEART.com • @MIKEHAWTHORNE



WILL TOWLES • willtowlessartandlifestylerant.blogspot.com • @willtowles



WOOK-JIN CLARK • wOOKJINCLARK.com • @wOOKJINCLARK



DAN PANOSIAN • DANPANOSIAN.com • @URBANBARBARIAN



CHRISTOPHER MITTEN • CHRISTOPHERMITTEN.com • @CHRIS_MITTEN



writer of Teenagers From Mars, Dead West, 
Filler, Repo, The Pirates of coney Island, 
and the auteur is survived by his wife, 

son, and Schnauzer.

rickspears.com . @rickspears

CHUCKBB.com . @CHUCKBB

SPECIAL THANKS TO BUNKY AND

THE FUZZ FAM FOR ALL THEIR SUPPORT!

CHUCK BB is the Los Angeles based Eisner 
Award-winning artist/co-creator of the 

Black Metal series and creator of
Stone Cold Lazy (published monthly in 
Decibel Magazine). His love of metal 

knows no bounds, and is honored to see 
this epic tale to the finish with his

bloodied brother in metal.

All Hail Rick!



MEGAGOGO
VOL. 1

WOOK-JIN CLARK
176 pages . SOFTCOVER

BLACK AND WHITE

ISBN 978-1-62010-117-9

OTHER BOOKS FROM ONI PRESS…

For more information on these and other fine Oni Press
comic books and graphic novels visit www.onipress.com.

To find a comic specialty store in
your area visit www.comicshops.us.

BAD MACHINERY
VOL. 1

THE case of the team spirit
john allison

136 pages . SOFTCOVER
FULL COLOR

ISBN 978-1-62010-084-4

BUZZ!
ANANTH PANAGARIYA & TESSA STONE

176 pages . SOFTCOVER
TWO COLOR

ISBN 978-1-62010-088-2

HELHEIM
VOL. 1

THE WITCH WAR
CULLEN BUNN, JOELLE JONES, & NICK FILARDI

160 pages . SOFTCOVER
FULL COLOR

ISBN 978-1-62010-014-1







BLACK METAL: OMNIBVS collects the complete trilogy of epic tomes
by critically-acclaimed writer Rick Spears (The Auteur, Teenagers From Mars)

and Eisner Award-winning artist Chuck BB (Stone Cold Lazy).

Shawn and Sam Stronghand are misunderstood twins with a mysterious 
lineage and a penchant for the darkest of metal. When they acquire 

the latest Frost Axe album and play it backwards, their grim destiny is 
revealed. Empowered by the legendary sword of Atoll, the brothers set 
out for Hell on a quest to fulfill ancient prophecy and crush any that 

stand in their way, even Satan himself.

OMNIBVS

“Rick Spears and Chuck BB are two of my favorite creators, and Black Metal

is both of them at their very best. It is a rare treat to see two master

craftsmen deliver something with so much imagination, while maintaining

the unbridled originality of children at play. You’re guaranteed to love it.”

–Rick Remender, (Black Science, Deadly Class)

“Read this book or have your metal cred revoked. If you’re not at all metal,

sorry you like sh***y music, but you’ll probably love this book too.”

–Brian Posehn (Mr. Show)


