




dear interloper...

i know your time here
is limited. the business
you bring unpleasent.

But i still owe some 
measure of welcome 

to our small town



ever wondered how it 
feels to look out from 

the other side of a 
missing poster?

it should have
ended there.





so you’ve caught
 my smell like the beast 

you are.

overcoming every hopless 
fight i leave for you.

my armies. my pets.

like a killer in a home, 
you cull my family one by one.

and my pet.

oh.

you’ll pay for that.



feeding you legions in 
your flight.

like waves on rocks.

eroding you.

you could have been part of this.
 i can only speculate what you 

were before this.

lonely outsider? 
has society shunned 

you like it has us?

if we had met under better 
circumstances, you could have 

been a shining acolyte.



now see these 
fools.

caging that which cannot be 
caged.

they come to 
understand.

you’ll understand 
much the same.



but you are a black hole. an atom 
bomb that walks like a man.

you ravage this garden 
i have tended. this scale 

model of paradise.

but for everything you 
destroy.

we shall create.



if you had known the depth 
of the power you crusade 

against....

you would have died 
on those hooks like a 

good martyr.



but now i will have to 
drown you in blood.

like a lamb walking blind 
behind the tails of the 

future dead.

down valleys of 
steel.

come.



come.



So here you are again..

...another disaster 
in progress.



a normal man would have run.

no, not you...

you fell deeper in.

here’s your reward.

not what 
you expected?



ours is an economy of 
blood. a trust of flesh. 

The fuel to the power 
you’re witnessing.

A mouth to feed.

a stomach to fill.

i see you 
don’t understand...

whats the worth of a soul? the 
weight of flesh? it’s nothing. 

a collection of sparks sheperd 
into a vast flame.

the price of 
immortality is our final 
incoculation to death.

you still don’t 
understand, do you?



no matter,
 i have failed as an 

educator, evidently.

perhaps i shall 
have more luck as 
an executioner.

you wish to play gladiator 
for the crowd...

i shall give you your lions...





come to me on a carpet of bodies, the 
number means nothing to me.

we are unrelenting.

and we are so, so many.



if you wont be swayed by
 my miracles, prehaps i will fell 

you with my medicine.

i can not break your 
body, that is clear.

but your mind is an 
open wound.



i have given you our eyes.

do you see?

do you see?

do you see?



you see it too, don’t you?



i’ve done it.

I’ve hurt you.



you have closed your eyes 
to me for the last time.



continue on then,
 dumb and blind.

 you move in the dark.

you kill in a vaccum.
 you accomplish nothing.

i have moved so much 
against you, yet you still 

stand in my halls.

you are my test. 
our final enemy.

we are on this path 
now. nothing will 

divert our course.

i will show you hell, and then, 
you will understand...



  
who you were is insignificant...

...Who you will become 
is inconceivable.



UNTILL NEXT TIME.
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