





Toe 7akee
ME BACK.

BUT I M
GETTING
oLp.

I USEDP TO LIE UNPER THE
CONSTELLATIONS, AS A BOY.
I'P WATCH THE LEIPANG
AND DREAM OF RAIPING
FOREIGN SHORES.

OBPINS VAGN WAS
ALwAays THERE--THE
ALL FATHER SHOWING
HIS PEOFLE THE WAY.

Now I ONLY
DREAM OF
DEATH.

AS OLDP AS
THE HILLS.




AND LOOK WHERE
FOLLOWING OPIN
GOT ME.




THE FOOLISH MAN
THINKS HE WILL LIVE
FOREVER IF HE KEEFPS
AwAY FROM FIGHTING.

BUT oLpP AGE
WON'T GRANT
HM A TRUCE,
EVEN IF THE
SPEARS PO.

WHICH 1S ALL VERY

WELL. BUT TRY AS T
MIGHT, PEATH WON'T
LET ME SURRENPER.

ANOTHER BIT OF
ODPIN'G WISPOM.

IF THE NORNS PETERMINE
THE WEIRPS OF MEN,
THEN THEY APPORTION
EXCEEDING UNEVENLY.




"TOIN UP FOR
TOTUNHEM?",
THEY SAID.
'SEE THE NINE
WORLDS!"

'THE EINHERIAR ARE
ODPIN'G CHOSEN."

'THE EMFIRE
NEEDPS YOU."

'"FACE YOUR
PEMONS" WOLLDP
BE MORE AFPT.




IT TAKES A BRAVE
MAN TO FACE HIS
DEMONS WHEN THEY
ARE 30 FEET HIGH,




YOU KNow THE PHRASE:
'THE BIGGER THEY ARE
THE HARPER THEY FALL"Z

IN THE OLD DAYS,
THIS WOULD HAVE
BEEN THOR'S JOB.

IT POESN'T APFPLY
TO JOTNAR.




FERHAFPS IT IS TOUGH
LoVE. BUT THE GoPs
ARE CONEPICHOUS BY
THEIR ABSENCE.

PERHAFPS RAGNAROK ALREADPY
HAPPENED. EITHER WAY, IT
TURNS OUT VALHALLA HASN'T
GOT MUCH USE FOR US.

MAN 1S GopP
TO MAN. MAN /S
WOLF TO MAN.

WHILE THE VALKYRIES
RAIN FIRE FRoM ABOVE.

S0 THE
EINHERTAR
JUST DIE
WHERE THEY
STAND.




THE JOTNAR AREN'T ALL
GIGANTIC. REBELLION
CoMES IN ALL SHAPES
AND SIZES.

THEY HAVE
THEIR WAR
MACHINES, WE
HAVE OURS.

THEY WERE HUMAN ONCE,
NOT S0 LONG AGO.

WHEN BEING HUMAN
MEANT SOMETHING.

THANKFULLY, THEY STILL
HAVE EARS AND, MAN, THE
GIALLARHORN 1S LOUP.




ALL THINGS BRIGHT
ANP BEAUTIFUL,
ALL CREATURES GREAT

U AL TGS Wise ﬂ

ANZ WONPERFUL,
THE ROARER MAPE
THEM ALL.

ANDP UNLESS WE STOF THE
ROARER, THEY'LL BE MORE.

HE HAS PLENTY OF
RAW MATERIAL, OUR
FATHER OF EXILES.

I'VE HEARP
THAT ONE
BEFORE. SHUT
IT UP.

JOTNAR JINGLES.
A LITTLE DOLEFLL
MAYBE, BUT THEY
STICK WITH YOU.




ANDP THE ENEMY HAS A GIFT
FOR PROFAGANDA. THE
PECLARATIONS OF JOTUNHEIM,
THE NINETY-NINE PISPUTES,
THE SHIELD MAIPEN HERE.

'KEEF, ANCIENT LANPS, YOLR
STORIEP POMFP!" CRIES SHE
WITH CcoLpP CommAND. "GIvVe
ME YOUR TIRED, YOUR THRALLS,
YOUR HUPDPLED MASSES
YEARNING TO BREATHE FREE,
SEND THESE, THE HOMELESS,
TEMPEST-TOSSED TO ME,

I LIFT My SHIELD BESIPE
GOLPEN HALLS!"

ALL A PEOPLE NEED IN
ORPER TO RISE UP
AGAINST TYRANNY IS A
LEAPER SMART ENOUGH
7O TAKE UP THE BANNER
AND STAY ON MESSAGE.




ALVISS PRESTERLEA.
GOOP SOLPIER.
HANPSOME BASTARD.
SKRAELING BLooD MIXEDP
IN THERE SOMEWHERE.

FROM THE
TIME I WAS AKIP, T
ALWAYS KNEW SOMETHING
WAS GOING TO HAPPEN TO
ME. PIPN'T KNOW EXACTLY
WHAT. WHO'P HAVE
THOUGHT IT WOULY
BE THISZ

NIALL ARMRSTINNR.
AN ENGINEER. PIRECT
LINE OF PESCENT
FROM SIGURD THE
STRONG.

IT'S OUR
NATURE TO FACE
CHALLENGES. WE'RE
REQUIREP TO PO
THESE THINGS JUST
AS SALMON SWIM
UP A STREAM.

CIGARETTEZ

CLOVES. Goor
FOR THE ALTITUPE
SICKNESS. BESIPES,
I'M OUT OfF
CIGARS.




I CAN'T GET
A CLEAN SIGNAL.
WHO KNOWS WHAT THE
SFERICS ARE LIKE HERE.

WHERE YOU KARLS
FROM?Z

WHY P17
You SIGN UP,
oLP MANZ

MISIZIIBI WAY. T WAS
TRAINING TO BE AN
ELECTRICIAN. T SUPPOSE MY
APPLICATION GOT WIREV THE
WRONG WAY SOMEWHERE
POWN THE LINE. NEEP
SOME HELPZ

BAKKA PP

G
r LIKE I SAIZ, NOT
WANT TO JOIN

THE SIGNAL MY CHOICE. OPIN CAN

GIVE, ANV OPIN CAN
CORPSZ TAKE AWAY. T MIGHT
BE HERPING SHEEP

NEXT YEAR.

WE ARE
HERPING SHEEP.
LAMBS TO THE
SLAUGHTER.

ow
FRIENPS.



THE RINGHORN--
THE IMPERIAL
FLAGSHIF, TUST IN
THE NICK OF TIME.

STALLARI HUGTON,
TRANQUILITY BASE
HERE. THE RAVEN
HAS LANPEY.

STILL, PERHAFPS BEING A
GOP-KING IS ALL ABOUT
MAKING AN ENTRANCE.
BEING IN THE RIGHT FPLACE
AT THE RIGHT TIME.

OPIN PROBABLY TAUGHT ALL HIS
PROGENY THAT. "YOU PO THE FLYING,
THE EINHERIAR POING THE PYING.”

IT'S TAKEN SIXTEEN YEARS

TO GET WHAT'S LEFT OF THE
IMPERIAL ARMY HERE, TO BRING
THE FIGHT TO THE HEART OF
TOTLNHEIM. NOW WE ARE WITHIN
SPITTING DISTANCE OF UTGARD,
THE EMPEROR AND HIS
VARANGIANS TLRN LUP TO FPARADE
FOR THE CAMERAS.

IVE SEEN MY FAR SHARE

OF KINGS. BELIEVE ME, THE
MORE THINGS CHANGE, THE
MORE THEY STAY THE SAME.




PURITY IN A
STREAM OF WATER
RENPERS IT FIT TO
PRINK. IMPURITY IN
A PIECE OF MEAT
SICKENS THOSE
WHO EAT IT.

IT STANPS
TO REASON THAT
IMPURITY MUST BE
AVOIPED, RESISTEP,
EXPELLED.

YOU--
SOLPIERS OF
THE EMPIRE--ARE
THE PISINFECTANT,
THE SCALPEL, THE
CAUTERIZING
FLAME.




HAVE YOU SEEN
THE NEWSZ THE SKALPS
WERE ALREAPY CALLING
THE BATTLE “THE BREACH
OF GASTROPNIR”. THE
EMPEROR WAS LAUPEY
FOR HIS “ULTIMATE
CURE" SPEECH.

THAT'S THE PROBLEM
WHEN THERE ARE NO
MORE WORLDS TO
CONQUER.

TRUTH IS LIKE
THE SUN. YOU CAN
SHUT IT OUT FOR A

TIME, BUT IT AIN'T
GOING AWAY.

You HEARY THE
FYLKIR. IT'S SANITIZEP.
STERILE. WE PIPN'T TRY
ANP WIN HEARTS ANP
MINPS BY SHOWERING
EVERYONE WITH BLOOV
ANP GUTS.

PEOPLE THINK
BRAVERY 1S HALF
THE VICTORY.




ENGINEERS HADP BEEN WORKING
ON A PONTOON ACROSS THE
VIMLIR FOR WEEKS. THE EMPEROR
WAS RUMORED TO BE UNHAFPFPY
WITH PROGRESS.

THE ICE
ISN'T SoLip ONLY A COWARP
ENOUGH TO RISK WAITS TO BE TAKEN
A CROSSING. LIKE A LAMB FROM THE
FOLP. WE MUST STRIKE
BEFORE THE ROARER

FLEES OFF-WORLP.

WE'VE BEEN
WORKING EVERY
HOUR OPIN
SENPS.

WHICH WOULP YOUR
MEN RATHER BE, TIREV
OR PEAVZ

I BELIEVE THAT
EVERY NORSEMAN
HAS A FINITE NUMBER
OF HEARTBEATS ANP T
PON'T INTENY TO
WASTE ANY OF MINE
TALKING TO YOW.

THE ORPER WAS GIVEN. THE EMFPEROR
WOULD BROOK NO FURTHER PELAY. HE HAD
A NICE WARM FALACE TO GET HOME TO.




ms No HARPING OF
GUNNAR, BUT IF IT HELPS
THESE YOUNGSTERS
MARCH, T M ALL FOR IT..

SMILES ARE PECEFPTIVE. MOST
SPECIES BARE THEIR TEETH AS A
THREAT DISPLAY. OF AGGRESSION,
OF LEAPERSHIF.

FACK UFP YOUR
TROUBLES IN YOUR
u’ oLP KIT-BAG,
ANP SMILE, SMILE,
SMILE.

HEY, OLP MAN.
YOU'VE SEEN
A FIGHT OR
TWo?Z

WHAT'S

THE USE OF n

u‘ WORRYINGZ

IT NEVER WAS

WOIZSZ'HNH/LE/
O..

FACK UP YOUR
TROUBLES IN YOUR
OLP KIT-BAG,
NG SMILE, SMILE,
SMILE.

ENOUGH TO
KNOW NOT TO
TARRY ON THE

ICE. MOVE.

a

IT IS5 A REMINPER
THAT THEIR JAWS
CAN OFPEN YOLR
UNYIELPING THROAT.




THE PROBLEM IS, THE
JOTNAR HAD BY FAR
THE BIGGER FANGE.

PZ?TEC T
EMFPEROR/



THE OLD SKALDPS
REALLY KNEW How TO
PESCRIBE A BATTLE:

SPEARS PLUCKED
LVES ANDP GORY
SHAFTS SFPED.

BATTLE-CRANES
SWOOFPED OVER
HEAFPS OF PEAP.

WOLND-BIRPS DIP THE WOLF GOBBLED FLESH, THE
NOT WANT FOR RAVEN DALUBED THE PROW OF
BLOOD TO GULF, IT& BEAK IN WAVES OF RED.




WEEF AESIR'S
CHILPREN, WEEF.
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