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Issue One - Cover A
John McCrea

PART I



I am 
the prieste� 
Nebetah, who 

loveth her father 
Osiris. Hail, thy 
mighty one of 

te�or! Verily, I 
have come!

I have 
made the 

o�erings. I 
have u�ered 
the co�ect 

orisons.

I am equi�ed. I 
am a Spirit-soul. Hail, 
every Spirit-soul! I 
have pa�ed through 
the gate of Re in the 

second region...

I have pa�ed 
through eleven 
gates of the 

Duat...

Now 
I stand before 
th�, the final 

portal.

I have given the 
required spe�s as 

laid out in my b�k 
of the dead. Now, 

you wi� open. 

I said 
you wi� 
open! 

Osiris, 
help me...



it 
flows! 

A��...

I...I have 
m-made the 

o�erings...I...
I have made 

the...co�ect...
orisons... 

ugh...

The proce� 
begins! Holy 
palimpsest!

Horus, the bowl of Osiris. 
No spi�ages. Every drop 

is precious.

Ugh...
ugh...

Let Anubis, 
the great 
embalmer, 

imbibe. 

Drink, 
lord. Drink 
the bl�d 
of life. 

A�it, the 
eater of souls? 

I...I do not 
understand.

I have walked 
the land of the dead 

for thirty-thr� 
years. My spe�s have 
b�n as prescribed by 
the Gods. Who can 

deny me entry to the 
ble�ed lands?

Nebetah? --?

Prieste� 
Nebetah. Beloved 

of Kharis, 
favored by the 

Gods...

You dare 
a�re� me... 
in this sacred 
land of the 

Duat?

I am Anubis, 
protector of 
tombs, guide 

of souls. 

And I 
have n�d 
of you...

�KrK...
Kr��...

K���!



it 
flows! 

A��...

I...I have 
m-made the 

o�erings...I...
I have made 

the...co�ect...
orisons... 

ugh...

The proce� 
begins! Holy 
palimpsest!

Horus, the bowl of Osiris. 
No spi�ages. Every drop 

is precious.

Ugh...
ugh...

Let Anubis, 
the great 
embalmer, 

imbibe. 

Drink, 
lord. Drink 
the bl�d 
of life. 



Ug�h...
�gh�...

�UAG�!

it doesn't 
get any 
sw�ter, 
does it?

Wh-
what it...

bestows...
is sw�t 
enough.

I 
su�ose-- 

but now 
we must turn 
our a�ention 
to our next 
isis-ve�el.

The usual 
cha�els are 
hard at work. 
The bl�d of 

the Gods flows 
within us, Horus. 

Enjoy it.

Don't you 
ever wonder...
what it's a� 

for?

 No, 
I most 

certainly 
do not.

For?

We in The 
Sect of Anubis 

owe it to ourselves 
and the world to 
continue with our 
great project.



I'm po�ing 
up to Scotland 
for a spot of 

sh�ting.

G�d 
for you, 
Mather.

Join me, 
Clarence. 

Slaughtering a 
few wild beasts 
might lift your 
damned gl�m 

a li�le. 

LONDON KENsiNGTON.



Damned 
pity.

Thirty-thr� 
years later.

She 
s�med to 
be such 

a splendid 
ve�el.  

Aye. I 
ran the 
usual 
tests.

And you 
a�ured me 

she was 
medica�y 
fit, Doctor 

Finlay.

But the 
intense pre�ure she 

was under tri�ered a 
su�en coarctation of 
the aorta. it couldn't 

be fores�n, p�r 
girl. 

P�r girl? What 
rot! We a� know that 
a swift heart a�ack 
was preferable to the 
ho�ors that lay in 

store for her.

The question is, 
what now? Our mortal 
coil is fast unwinding, 
gentlemen. And it t�k 

us years to find 
this isis.

Perhaps if 
you'd spent le� 
time ma�acring 

those wild beasts 
in Scotland, 

Mather?

I believe that 
death scares you 

as much as life bores 
you, Clarence. But rest 

easy, even now our 
agents are searching 

for the Mark of 
Kharis.

We could 
simply grab 

any fit young 
girl o� the 

str�t...

What 
if the mark is 
u�ece�ary?

Exactly. We have 
had many years to 

build up our network. 
We've agents in the 

mi�le East...

And if you're wrong? 
if by some magical agency 
the mark is required for 
palimpsest to o�ur?

“Hundreds of likely subjects 
are checked every day in those 

wretched refug� camps.

“Acro� the 
continent, the 

search continues.

“Germany, 
France, Spain...

in that case, 
we a� die in 
the foulest 
of ma�ers.
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“...Belgium.”

Come 
on, girls. 
We're here. 
A new life 
beckons.

There is 
some mistake. I 
was told there 
would be g�d 
job waiting for 
me in Bru�els. 

There is, 
sw�theart. And 
don't wo�y, it'� 

be easy work. Most 
of the time you'� 
be lying on your 

back! Hah! 

Now move 
your pre�y 

arses.  

Right, 
Mong�se. 

Check 'em 
a� out, Se�e. 
You know what 
to l�k for.

My name is 
Angelina 

Kostenko. 

I am an 
idiot.

Damn 
that so-ca�ed 
boyfriend of 
mine and his 

lousy promises. 
I swear--

--I sha� 
never trust 

anyone again.

I wi� 
not talk to 

you, pig. 

You t�, 
beautiful. 

What's your 
name?

Who's the 
one with 
a� the 

a�itude?

Th-they 
ca� her 
Angel.

Angel, eh? 
I bet you can 

be a right devil 
when you want 

to be. 

Release us 
now and I wi� 
te� the police 
to be lenient 

with you. 

The Police? 
Do me a favor. 
We've got your 

pa�ports. You're 
an i�egal. They'd 

lock you up. 

Do you know 
what ha�ens 

to pre�y 
girls like you 

in prison?
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But this is 
your lucky night. 
Mong�se gets 
to ch�se from 

the cargo. A 
bonus, like. 

Come on, I 
can make 

things easier 
for you. 

Touch 
me and I'� 
tear your 
eyes out. 

B-bastard...
I ki�…

Ugh!

You should 
have played 
nice. I told 

you, I--
Hold 
on. 

What have 
we got 
here?

“The Mark 
of Kharis...

...it's a 
real beauty, 

sir...

Thank the 
Gods! We 
have b�n 
delivered!

Fine bones. 
Bright eyes. 
G�d t�th.  

No one 
told me this 
was going to 

be fancy 
dre�.

Before 
the ma�iage 
of Osiris can 
begin, contact 
must be made.

Get 
o� me--

--you 
cr�ps! 

Ugh!

S�ms 
a splendid 
specimen.


