





A SWORD
IS BORN OUT OF |t
MOLTEN STEEL. JSNSSEEHE
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VIOLENCE AND
FIRE NSEORM RAW
STEEL INTO A POWERFLIL

HARPENED
WITH AGE.

HIS MIND WAS




“Tha. BLOODRIK
4 N HAD HUNTED FOR BAYS
. ”‘,‘;‘fﬁfg&w AND FOLIND NOTHING.
. HE'D WANDERED FLIRTHER
FROM HIS HILL, HIS HOME,
THAN HE'D EVER BEEN

HE PIPNT
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HE HAD NO CHOICE.

HE HAP NO FOOP. THE WOOPS NEAR HIS
HOME WERE BARREN. HE HEARD NO HOWLING
AT NIGHT AND SAW NOTHING PURING THE DAY
NO SIGN OF AN ANIMAL HE COULD SINK HIS
TEETH INTO.

NO SOUNDS, NO TRACKS, NO FOOP.

IT WAS AS IF THE WORLD HAD DRIED UP ANP
PIEP. SUFFOCATED UNDPER THE SNOW.

IN THE SILENCE HIS GROWLING STOMACH WAS PEAFENING.
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HE CAME TO THE EDGE OF
- THE WOODS AND STARED OUT
ON A BARREN WASTELAND.




“n‘ HE HEARD NOTHING, SAN NOTHING.
k(\ VA

\ NOTHING BUT FALLEN SNOW. PEAD

X TREES BEHIND HIM. THE FROZEN PLAIN
IN FRONT OF HIM. THE GREY SKY 57
GROWING PARKER BY THE MINUTE. ==

HUNGER. CONFUSION. IT MADE
NO SENSE.

"NOTHING IN THE WOODPS -
IS BEYOND ME." HE THOUGHT.

'ALL ANIMALS LIVE AND PIE &Y
MY CHOOSING. THEY SERVE
ONLY ME."
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