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His name is Ichabod
and he was a killer. That Later on, of course, he

much cannot be denied. would be known as Ichabod
Azrael. An unusual moniker.

Y

Some say that was his birth
name. Others say that history
passed that mantle upon him on
account of his actions and the
legend that grew thereof.

Lrpele o F

These things should not
concern you, however.
T

All that matters at Lhisgunclure
is that his name was Ichabod...

... and he was a killer.

I wish I could tell you that Ichabod’s father
was taken to drink or discipline by belt and
fist. That life immediately treated the boy
as it would a loathed enemy.

il=i=m

But, the way I heard it, his upbringing
was a hard but normal one for the age.

[ 18] 1T ; n | g
I guess some people are just born mean. 2

The next dawn Ichabod
owned twenty new horses...

Stories vary over when Ichabod
first drew the blood of another.

| ... or so the song went. |

I even heard a song one night

by a campfire that told how his
‘babtism” saw him facing down
- twenty rifle-packing men on horse-
back armed with only one pistol.




re days of heavy dark-
ness. Loss was a kinsman to all.

e -7 ] n.l

He ran with a notorious group of
bushwhackers in the virgin days
of the War Between the States.

A great deal of mayhem and mis-
hap occurred at their hands. Many
pro-Union men visited kingdom.

Eventually, Ichabod chose to set out alone. His
Missouri companions, unnerved by the severity of his
continued presence, did not argue ‘with his choice.

Ina landsmpc of chaos, the clarity of
a cause can often become obscured.

Some just seized the ()pp()rtumt\
to kill with impunity.

God-fearing families gathered their
vere dangerous possessions and fled the region so they
s to be abroad. —| might find some se Hlbldn(,(, of safety.
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Ichabod’s notoriety grew. And that
is not a good thing for an outlaw.

Eventually, the city of Corinth held one funeral
too many at his hands, the loss of an idealistic
new lawman being the final capacious wound.

1 And so Bloody Bill Sterling
| and his boys were hired.

Killed more men than marriage,
so Bloody Bill’s legend went.

His was an unerring aim, almost super-
natural in nature and available for hire to
any cause, regardless of its moral merit.

A reckoning was coming for Ichabod.

Yet the ghost of luck rode with him
a while longer, for it was then that
he disappeared. No word was heard
of him fgr a full four months.

One man I spoke to claimed he
knew the real truth of Ichabod’s
invisibility — that he had a secret
love who would take him in for
long periods and offer him solace.
\l 1T s s .
L That she, a rare natural beauty
of angelic grace, was the only
thing on this Earth that could
tame his clawing rage and give
him something akin to peace.

Of course this was nonsense.

Some posited that he was killed.
Finally defeated in a knife fight by
a monstrous strong Injun, T heard.

Others said that the devil himself
took him in that winter to finalise
the minutiae of a previously
agreed legal contract.




The snows eventually passed, however. [l
r Y ) o

Sure enough, Ichabod returned to
Corinth, as a })r«‘(lmor always will to
bountiful lands filled with amenable prey.

PLACE THAT
ACCUSING STARE
SOMEWHERE ELSE,
BOY.
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Theirs was the patience of a poor
young beauty who weds a wealthy
and ebullient septuagenarian.

R ead

was not
kill set.

is steed had perished and Ichabod was wounded
us, his life-blood easing away to memory.

Even in considerable agonies
his shot was fearsome.

Yet somehow, through an
impure determination,
he avoided Bloody Bill
and exited Corinth.







B no doubt, have been mightily unnerved
by this most unexpected of occurren

Many, I'm sure, would have bade
farewell to their sanity and seen their
consciousness drift to' dust as a result.

But if fear had ever visited Ichabod Azrael
he did not comment upon its tenancy.

He had enjoyed no miraculous
escape. The fulsome ventilation of
his mortal wounds testified to that.

Yet the awful pain of his recent disagreement
with ‘Bloody’ Bill and his boys had vanished
like his conscience many years hence.

Ichabod was many things but a
fool was not among their number. 7

[ Z2NINRAY | ™S /
He was dead and his path to Kingdom
had long been unattainable.

So, he decided, this must be the other place.

LA 4
Which meant that unrealised agony

currently rode in his direction. -

Reckoning was coming, but
Ichabod still had his revolvers.

The chambers, however, lay as
empty as his store of mercy.

And now the killing time had arrived. |
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WE'VE COME FOR
YOu, IcHABOD .

YOUR GUNS
ARE EMPTY NOW.
YOU GOT NO
POWER HERE.

TS TIME
TO FINALLY PAY
YOUR DUES,
SON.

Ichabod considered those words.
They had an effect on him.

His crimes were many — and even those freed

by iniquity never truly escape the knowledge

that theirs is but a temporary pass from justice.
Y

He found at that moment, to his surprise,
that he could leave behind a blackened
life of bubbling blood, smashed bone and
fractured teeth with relative ease.

1 \
But there was one thing he
could not leave behind.




The grace,
attack took his assailants by surprise.

A/
It seemed that, despite

1evous,
“die’ in this new world.

speed and impossibility of Ichabod’s

already suffering murder most
grievous, you did not want to

As ever, where there was life
there was also something to fear.

[ 2/
The unknown to be
sucked down into.

1

The other Horsemen had no desire to follow their

compatriot on the road to antediluvian agonies.
1

With numbers as their advantage,
they still felt confident of their
chances of success.

Their conviction was misplaced, however. |

And being recently killed had not
exactly improved Ichabod’s mood.




IS THAT WHAT
WHERE You THREAT IS A
WERE GOING ROPE TO Mg, BOY?
TO TAKE ;AE, I AM ALREADY

FRIEND MURDPERED .

KINGD OM
WEPT, ITWAS A
METAPHOR. YOU AIN'T
THE SHARPEST SPUR
ON THE BOOT,
ARE Youz

[

THAT...
THATS NOT
MY DECISION
TO MAKE...
-

PULLING THAT
TRIGGER WILL AVAIL
YOU NAUGHT. THE NOOSE
STILL HANGS FROM A TREE
THAT YOU GREW WITH YOUR
LIFE'S NEFARIOUS ACTIONS.

A
STRANGE
TIME TO
CHOOSE TO
INSULT ME.

THERE'S RULES
HERE. SON. RULES
THAT HAVE TO
BE OBEYED.
=
NOW, I PON'T

KNOW HOW YOU TOOK
ME AND MY BOYS DOWN.
I PON'T KNOW HOW THERE'S
WORKING BULLETS IN THEM
GUNS WHEN NONE ¢AN
EXIST HERE.
—

THERE'S SOMETHING

REGARDLESS.

METAPHORS YOU 6OT TO GO TO
HAVE POWER HERE, Y THE RIVER. ALL SOULS
BOY. IPEAS SHINE HAVE TO. THEN YOU'LL
FINP OUT THE TRUE

SUMMATION OF
YOUR LIVING

ACTIONS.

CURRENCY ALL
OF ITS OWN.

-
YOU SENP ME
POWN TO THE PARK
PLACE NOW, OTHERS WILL
COME AFTER. AN ARMY WILL
RISE AGAINST YOU IF NEED
BE AN PRAG YOU TO
THE WATER'S EPGE.

THIS RIVER.
WHERE IS
1Tz

THAT WAY.
OVER YONPER.
ITS A TERRIBLE
DIFFICULT ROUTE
THOUGH.

Icoup...
IcOULp LEAD
YOU THERE IF

You...




WILL YOU CARRY
ME, STEEDZ
o

SHHHHHH...
KNOW
IKILLEP

PEACE NOW. YOUR MASTERS,
TRUE, BUT PON'T
HOLD THAT
AGAINST ME
NOW.

KNOW

RIVERZ T HAVE A
NEED THAT ACHES
AT ME, YOU SEE.
A NEED TO FIND
MY WAY BACK...

TO MY
LOVE.

WILL
YOU TAKE ME
TO THE RIVER,

STEED?




To Ichabod, the blurred steed seemed
to be following a definite, recalled
path in its journey to The River.

He was happy to bow to its knowledge of a
landscape that, while greatly resembling the
one he had walked upon in living days,
perpetually shifted, pulsed and denied him case.

The place, like his recent
assailants and steed, seemed
to him perpetually distorted.

P ]

Time was similarly strange. He

N felt the conviction that they had
travelled for many days but hunger,

thirst and sleep visited him not.

He was, it seemed,
beyond such concerns.

He was being watched, however. A
wanted man had an instinct for
surveillance. It was how he stayed alive.

He would oft forget that this
definition of his status could
no longer be claimed.

_ 1
The boy, he recalled. The Boy

With Dead Eyes. His had been
the shot that took Ichabod’s life. |

-

That took him away from her.

His aim had been the
navigator of the dull,
wet ﬁlump that forced
the failing breath from

Ichabod’s lips.

On what may have been the twelfth
day he finally spied the odd lone figure,
stumbling across the landscape, all

beings called toward the same point.

T
e —— 2UONGTa g |
S - — .

When Ichabod finally caught sight
of his destination, he understood the
dark dismay of that vehicle’s cargo.

Two days later he was amazed to
spy a train. The carriages filled with

light, overflowing with people, human
sounds following it across the vista.

Screams were not within his
vocabulary and empathy lay
dead in his chest, but here...




... he understood that emotion strong and true. |

Countless millions
of dead souls.

Y,
e
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Forced toward judgement.




They waited in neverending line to be -

ey ed in N cendmng e (o he He had immoral ways to
taken on to their next destination. Ichabod convince individuals that his
planned to commandeer their transport ) - R
t ; Y y . chosen path was their own.
and alter its course, returning him home.

THERE'S
A QUEUE
HERE!

HE AIN'T A BLURRED ONE. I BEEN HERE
FOREVER AND HE JUST RIPES ON PASTZ
LIKE MY SISTER ALWAYS SAIP, THE
RABBIT HOPS RANPOM WHILE
THE COYOTE —

/. WERE I TO SEVER MY
OWN PEAP EARS T WOULD
STILL HEAR HER TALES OF

HOPPING, TWITCHY-NOSED
MORALITY, T FEAR.

JESUS WEPT, NOT
ANOTHER RABBIT ANECPOTE,
SOMEONE GET ME AWAY FROM
THE LEPORIPAE-OBSESSED HARPY,

I BEG OF YOU. I AIN'T BEEN
SENT TO HELL YET BUT IT
SURELY FEELS LIKE IT.

HA!
HAHAHA!
ITS You!

ITS REALLY You!
I PON'T BELIEVE IT/

YOU HONESTLY THINK T'M
MISTAKEN ABOUT THE EVIL
SON OF A BITCH WHO
FORCED THIS HOLE

IN Mez

OH —
SNIFF! — T GUESS
YOU cOULD SAY THAT,

YES. T 5EORTAINL‘/

YOu ARE
MISTAKEN. MANY
SOULS STAND WHO TOOK

HERE... MY PRECIOUS

LIFEZ WHO RIPPED

AWAY MY FUTURE

AGAINST MY
WiLL?Z

FINALLY PUT A
BULLET IN YOU' PRAISE
BE/ ANP NOW T GET TO

WATCH YOU GET DRAGGED

POWN TO —

THE FAT
DEPUTY IN
CORINTH,

AIN'T NEVER
KILLED A MAN FIRST TIME
TWICE BEFORE, FOR EVERY-

ZEBULON. THING...




c YOURE OUT OF
, LINE, FRIENDS. /

WELL NOW, T COULD TELL YOU THATT N/ _ KILLED FOUR
FOUND HIti WANDERING OUT ON THE BLURRED HORSE-
PLANS THERE, BUT W BOTH KNOW THAT A MEN, TOOK ONE's

NAME'S GLEASON.
LOWER THAT
HAMMER AND, WHILE
YOURE AT IT, WHY
PON'T YOU TELL ME
HOW YOU cOME
TO BE RIPING
THAT HORSEZ

<

YOU BEING
MORTAL, AND
ALL.

WOULD BE A MISTRUTH. AN T ABHOR
COMPROMISE.

I..TLLJust =
GO BACK TO THE LINE. ICHABOD .
MY FRIEND AND I HAVE NICE TALKING
OUR MUTUAL LOVE OF TO YOU, GREAT
RABBITS TO PISCUSS... TO CATCH UP...

HoLe Y DONTYou éeT V. YOURE CATILE. YOU WEEP, YOU SCREAM, YOU

THERE. ITZ YOU'RE A BEG TO GO RETURN TO THE
MORTAL SOUL. Yﬁg ng‘/ w";OEEE WAANR AWJVHE fsu‘éauARNl'}O’é/'Eci ?lgﬁs
YOU'RE PEAD.
¥ WLAIIJE',N POWN TO PIRT AND PRAG
YOU SCREAMING TO

JUPGEMENT.

YOU PON'T
KILL HORSEMEN.
You €AN'T KiLL
HORSEMEN.

FIGUR
YOU'RE WRONG
ABOUT THAT.




\ AR

NOW LOOK

YOU'VE GONE
AND MADE ME
LOOK BAD.

‘TURN AROUND AND
WAIT FOR TUDGEMENT!'




MY APOLOGIES FOR MOUNTING YOU
IN THIS MANNER, SIR. REST ASSURED
THAT SEXUAL CONGRESS IS THE
FURTHEST THING FROM THE MIND
OF GENERAL NATHANIEL M.
BEAUREGARD AT

THIS POINT.

P
YOU WISH mY
PROCLIVITY WERE
OTHERWISEZ YOU ARE A
GOOP-LOOKING BOY,
IF SLIGHTLY OVERWEIGHT,
AND IT'S BEEN PECAPES
SINCE MY LAST EROTIC
APVENTURE, BUT —

L1

A rare and terrible speed of thought And 5o captivity and cternal
and of deed had always been Ichabod’s doom loomed o’er him.
to call upon in risk-filled moments.

But, dazed as he was by the dpmcn’s
blow; he had no way of avoiding the
Blurred Horsemen’s net.

A T V] 1 A

And then, for the first time in his w
history, alive or otherwise, some-

thing truly extraordinary happened:

X, e &




AN UNANTICIPATED

STRATEGY, TRUE, TO HEAD

FOR THE PLACE OF FINAL
JUPGEMENT.

OR
RUN PIRECTLY
TOWARPS

COME. WE
ST ESCAPE AND PLACE

mu
APVENTURE, GREAT PISTANCE BETWEEN
SIR! AFTER ALL THESE us aNp gggJﬁEFIBLE

TOOD IN LINE, I SH
A

&Y

AGREED . AS I
MY MEN BEFORE OUR
ENTIREL\/ WEAPONLESS CHARGE
UPON THE MASSED INJUNS OF
SCALPER'S GORGE, ALWAYS
UNLEASH THE UNEXPECTED
UPON THE ENEMY.

HE HAS GUNS.
I SUGGEST WE
FOLLOW.

YEARS S IN LIl
CRAZED BY INFINITE RABBIT-
RELATEP METAPHORS, IT
STIRS MY BLOOD!

-
Companionship, or the fate of others,

had never been Ichabod’s concern, and
in this instance, naught had changed

His desire here, regardless of
the weight of numbers against
him, was pure and absolute.

And no obstacle would
tarry him long from the
weight of that need.

He believed that the putrefying vessel crossing
the Great River had the ablhty to return him
to the world of warmth and colour.

That its oarsman could be violently
persuaded to take him back.




AW, DI THAT
HURT SOME? I PO
HOPE SO.

TS ONLY
FAIR T RETURN
THE COMPLIMENT,
AFTER ALL.

AND PAIN IS SOME-
THING A PEMON
KNOWS.

AS PER THE
GREAT AGREEMENT, I HAVE
COMMANDED HORSEMEN AND?
HERPED SOULS HERE FOR
COUNTLESS LIFETIMES.

BUT I CANNOT
RECALL A MORTAL EVER
FIGHTING FOR FREEPOM LIKE
YOU, NOR ONE HAVING THE
ABILITY TO SO HARM
MY BLURRED KIN.

SWEET THAT YOU SHOULD ATTEMPT TO

THEM RIGHT NOW, JUST SO YOU AN
WATCH. JUST SO I AN SEE HOW
YOU REACT.

Y'SEE, I'M ALL KINDS

OF CURIOUS WHEN IT COMES
TO WHAT MAKES YOU TICK,
WHAT GETS YOU FIGHTIN' AND
KILLIN' LIKE THIS.

SO HOW'S &
ABOUT T TAKE
A LOOK?

PROTECT THEM. MAYBE T WILL EVISCERATE

WE CAUGHT HIS
TWO ACCOMPLICES,
GLEASON.




SHE 16 AWFUL
PRETTY, T'LL GRANT
YOU THAT. ALTHOUGH HER
INTEREST IN ONE AS POLLUTEDP
AS YOURSELF POES SEEM
SOMEWHAT UNLIKELY.

I PON'T OFTEN
GO FOR MORTALS BUT
MAYBE T'LL HEAP POWN TO

THE COLOUR WORLDP AND VISIT

THAT LITTLE LADY MYSELF.

‘PROCURE THE MIND
OF A LOCAL BOY .

‘POP ON OVER WHILE
SHE SLEEPS. JUST TO
CHECK UP ON HER,
YOU UNPERSTAND .

‘WITH YoU AWAY, WHAT WILL THAT
POOR HELPLESS GIRL PO FOR
WARMTH AND COMPANIONSHIPZ

The vision and threat was real and
occurring now. It was not a fantasy.
Ichabod knew not how the demon
could be in two places at once.

‘L TELL YOU, SOME OF THE
PIRE OCCURRENCES THAT
BEFALL THE INNOCENT IN

THESE TROUBLED TIMES...

IT'S A CRYING SHAME.'

T MUST GET AWFUL LONELY
OUT IN THOSE FIELPS, WITHOUT
A MAN TO KEEP HER SAFE.

What he did know for certain,
though, was that this new world had
an incisive way of causing you agony.




BEGONE,
GLEASON.

Ichabod was freed from his appalling  jess
grasp, although not from the torture

of the demon’s ferocious violation. ... who the old man
x in question was...
He did not fully understand what had - —
just occurred, whether his love was safe... ... or what his continuing
o connection to Ichabod may be.

... And that was rage.



vad

Legends are written far
too easily in modern days,
oft without merit.

But, even if his own tale had
ended right there, Ichabod’s
longevity would have been assured.

Tor in that moment of egregious
fury he did something no mortal
had achieved since long before the
days of the Great Agreement:
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| That would not be allowed to pass. |




.

A grave frozen fear fell upon all, the sort
that none could even explain. As if their
soul knew something secret and awful
that their conscious mind did not.

4 —

The desire for flight and panic
was overwhelming and all K7,
accepted it without query.

Nearly all...

WELL NOW.
A PEMON'S
TUSKS.

You wouLp
LOOK INTO MY
HEART?

THIS
IS MY HEART,
DEMON!

TELL ME
HOW T GET BACK
OR I TAKE THE
OTHER TUSK!

'y

7 =

|

IES\‘-/

WE HAVE TO GO NOW!' |




TELL ME. THE BOAT ON
THE RIVER. CAN THAT
TAKE ME BACK?Z

IT CAN'T BE PONE. A
MORTAL CANNOT —*

ITS PART

OF THE RIVER. IT
HAS ONE PURPOSE
ONLY.

ICHABOD!

R-ROGUE PEMONS
AND ANGELS! PARIAH SPIRITS
OUT ON THE WASTELANDS! SOME
OF THEM TRAVEL BACK AND FORTH
BETWEEN THIS AND? THE COLOUR

WORLDP. BUT THEY ARE
AWFUL RARE!

TELL ME

SN, PONDEE HOW
B /' €XACTLY, A GIRL LIKe
THAT COULD FALL IN

g MIGHT

f{ JUST WANT TO

ASK YOURSELF
THAT.
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With no horse left to carry him, and no other route (""" |
available, Ichabod set off on foot and headed as far
from the Great River as he felt possible.

The wastelands, Gleason had said, contained rogue
demons and angels. Pariah spirits, some of whom
occasionally travelled across to the living world.

hanes .

Finding one of these anomalies became Ichabod’s zealous
aim, although capturing anything in this apathetic expanse
soon struck him as being far beyond difficult.

The nights came without
timescale or sense of reason, a
random, ambiguous occurrence.

During these hours strange,
unrecognised lights shimmered
and danced across the sky’s
plateau. Some moved with an
alacrity akin to shooting stars.

Ichabod briefly wondered §
if these were freshly killed
\| souls, newly arriving,

And the old man? Twice now, he had appeared
before Ichabod: once in Corinth, and then again
to protect Ichabod’s love from the demon.

Black and white jarring
against blood-fuelled colour.

Like an uninvited visitor
from beyond the living,

i Mysteries scratched and

clawed at Ichabod’s repose.

He pondered the subject
of his weapons, also.

No bullets were held in either, yet
endless ammunition was his to
deliver as he saw fit, it seemed.

And the cannon-like blasts that he
dispensed during the encounter
with the demon... whither them?




HO, FRIEND . BLESSED
MERCIES, WHAT A
RARE cOINCIPENcE

ICHABOD . WHAT
STRANGE, STRANGE,
PECULIAR FATE THAT WE

SHOULP MEET You
ONCE AGAIN.

I WAS JU
SAYING TO ZEBHLON
| / HERE ‘ZEBULON,' T SAID,

ALONE SOMEONI
WE KNEW..."

ITOLD YOU HE

WOULDN'T BELIEVE
us.
HMP T WAS
UNZONUI
OVE?WEIGHT PE?FO?MANCE
N THAT CALISEV HIM TO SEE
THROUGH OUR CUNNIN

DECEPTION.

GOING TO
HAVE TO TELL
Him.

MY CLANDESTINE
KNOWLEPGE OF THE
GREAT CONSPIRACLY 1S
TOO TERRIBLE TO SPEAK
ALOUD, SIR. I BEG YOU TO
NOT HAVE ME AIR IT IN
COMPANY.

L\

IF YOU HOLD
INFORMATION,
AND IT INVOLVES
ME, YOU WOULD
BE ADVISED TO
REVEAL IT.

VERY WELL SIR IF
YOU IN.

I HAVE BEEN AWARE FOR

ME OF A COVERT MOVEMENT

WITH MOST TE?R‘IBLE INTENTIONS — AND

OUR ARRIVAL AT THE RIVER AND THE
FOLLOWING VIOLENCE GREATLY
ONFIRMED THIS.

THEY WISH uS
SILENCEP AND T

KNOW WHO EXACTLY,
THEY A




I SWEAR... I PIP NOT
KNOW HE WAS GOING
TO SAY THAT.

™™ 5O
SORRY. HE TOLD
ME HE KNEW WHO!
BEHIND [T, THAT'S ALL,
AND WE TUST WANTED '
TO STAY WITH YOU

OUT HERE FOR
PROTECTION...

PO NOTpOouBT
ME, FRIENDS, T OFFER
ONLY THE TRUTH.

M
DEMISE AT SCALPER'S
GORGE WAS NOT ENOUGH
FOR THEM! NO! THEY HAVE
FOLLO
NEXT RE

Y BLOODY

WED ME INTO THE
ALM, SEEKING MY
ETERNAL END —

SANPSTORM!

YOu SEE'' T AM
PROVED CORRECT! THEY
ARE IN CONTROL OF THE

VERY ELEMENTS!

SIGH...
AGAIN, T REALLY
CAN'T APOLOGISE
ENOUGH...




Visibility quickly disappeared like
the money of an inebrnated and
blind gambler in a dishonest casino.

Ichabod’s irritation towards General
M. Beauregard was instantly forgotten,
replaced by a dizzying discombobulation.

It felt for all the world as though the very
nature of this environment was attempting
to keep Ichabod from reaching his goal.

He cared little for nature,
however, and defied it thus...

Place one foot in front of another and
repeat, he thought. That was ever enough.

N Eventually, he would find something,

o
it
W




SO IT IS DECIVED. WHATEVER LIES
BEHIND THE COWBOY'S POWER,

HE HAS FELLED ONE OF MINE
AND REBELLION S
UNNATURAL HERE.

THE HORSE-

MEN ARE SENT
AND WILL RIPE HIM
POWN. BUTTI PO

NOT HOLD ouT
HOPE FOR THEIR
SUCCESS.

P~ |

HOPE HAS NE'ER
BEEN WELCOME
HERE, LANEGAN.
ONLY A FOOL

THINKS
OTHERWISE.

KNOW YOUR PLACE
CHARON. YOU ARE A SERVANT,
A COG OF FUNCTIONALITY,

YOUR ORPERS.
NOTHING MORE.

RELEASE HIM
FROM HIS PRISON.

I... AM RELEASED?

THERE
IS A SOUL FOR
YOU TO FIND ANP

... ITWILL BE
GOOP TO KILL
AGAIN,

15558 DEMONIC INTERVENTION!
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