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The undead walk the lands of Azeroth as rotting nightmares, vicious 
and unyielding in their brutality. They are broken into two factions: the 
Forsaken, led by the Dark Lady, Sylvanas Windrunner; and the Scourge, 
commanded by the dark lord of the dead, the Lich King. For the living 
of Azeroth, to become undead is to be damned for all eternity.

Trag Highmountain, the courageous tauren who sacrifi ced his life 
in Warcraft: The Sunwell Trilogy – Shadows of Ice, found himself 
reanimated as one of the undead. However, Trag’s condition was unique: 
his mind rebelled against the carnal bloodlust typical of other undead. 
Nevertheless, his thoughts were clouded with visions of a foreboding 
kingdom of ice and snow, and his ears were fi lled with the Lich King’s 
rancid whispers urging him to kill… 

In Trag’s desperate search for answers, he sought help from the tauren 
shaman Sulamm. However, unbeknownst to Trag, Sulamm was conspir-
ing with his kinsmen to kill the undead tauren, and Trag barely escaped 
the fl ames in which he was thrown. Betrayed and alone, Trag could no 
longer control the Lich King’s incitement to mindless mayhem…until 
Thrall, warchief of the Horde, sensed Trag’s suffering and shared his 
own story of triumph in the face of the dark urge to kill. Thrall’s words 
and noble intentions helped Trag regain control of his mind, and with 
renewed resolve Trag journeyed to the frozen tundra of Northrend. 
He befriended a taunka named Akiak, who agreed to lead Trag to the 
Dragon Wastes. It was there that Trag found a bone fragment from the 
ancient proto-dragon Galakrond. Trag hoped to harness the fragment’s 
mysterious power as a weapon against the Lich King.

Yet Trag’s victory was short lived, because the anub’ar--fi erce undead 
minions of the Lich King--attacked Akiak’s village. During the ensuing 
battle, Trag fell into the anub’ar’s underground tunnels and managed 
to stop the fi ends from sinking the taunka village. Although separated 
from his allies by the resulting cave-in, Trag pressed on through the 
tunnels beneath the tundra, fi nally emerging aboveground outside the 
gates of his fi nal destination: Icecrown.

His long journey at an end, Trag must now confront the Scourge’s ma-
lefi cent ruler…or risk losing his soul forever.
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His foes fell 
before him, one 

after the other…

Though undead himself, 
Trag fought with the 
determination of one 

seeking to live.

Yet, despite each 
victory…the tauren 
knew that, in the 

end, he would lose…

…and that these 
foul adversaries 

were merely a test 
by their master…

…to see if Trag was 
worthy of serving him…
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...worthy of serving 
the Lich King.



Welcome…
savage 

champion…

The words struck Trag both 
audibly and in his head, but 
that was not what caused 

him to hesitate…

Rather, it was the 
sensation that, 

more than ever… 

The Lich King 
chuckled…

It is the orb 
that binds us so 

much…the dark magic 
that more than merely 
animates you came 

from it…

Just as part 
of what I am 

comes from what 
was the spirit of 
its creator…

A name came 
unbidden to Trag’s 

lips…a name that he 
had cursed since his 

resurrection…

Ner’zhul…

...he and the Lich King 
shared some inner link 

that went beyond 
Trag’s undead state.



Raaargh!!

Ner’zhul is no 
more. He is consumed…

there is only Arthas 
now…Arthas, whom you 

shall serve for 
all eternity.

Your quest 
to reach me 

has proven your 
worthiness…

You will make a 
unique champion for 

me, a commander 
for my eager 

warriors…

Already they 
await your 
command.

I come not to 
serve you…but to 
destroy you!!

No…you come to 
serve…and serve 

willingly.

Unnngh!!



It was over. What Trag 
had known would happen 

had, despite his faint hopes 
otherwise, come to pass.

Rise, my loyal 
warrior.

The tauren resigned 
himself to his fate. He 
was a creation of the 
orb…and the Lich King 
was the orb’s master.

You are now 
ready for your 

command. 

Observe well… 
You will aid the 
very Anub’ar you 
fought…and who 

worked to fulfill 
my commands…

They will resume 
undermining the 

village’s foundations…
and when it is no more, 
move on to the taunka 

capital, Icemist.

The glorious 
beginning to 

scouring the living 
from not merely 
Northrend…but 

all Azeroth.

Aah! But we 
have other 

visitors in our 
midst…would 

you care to see 
them, too?

Your 
warriors 

await your 
leadership for 

this task…



A band of brave 
little taunka…led 
by your friend…

We shall 
greet them 
properly.

Be wary…they 
must know of our 

presence.

Certainly, 
their master 

must.

There’s still a 
slight chance for 
any who want to 

turn back…
We are as 

set as you, Akiak.  
We cannot avoid the 
dark one…not after 

what he has done.

And, like you, 
we do this as much 

for the life debt we 
owe to Trag as we do 

for ourselves…



  Hiss!!

He sacrificed 
himself for our 
village…I can’t 
forget that…

Nor will we. We 
will follow you to 
Icecrown itse--

Anub’ar!!

KLAK!! 

They’re 
everywhere!!

Such a jest. You 
have new orders, my 

tauren champion.

Take your 
warriors and 
lead them to 
this battle. 

especially 
your friend, 

Akiak…

I shall let 
the Anub’ar play with 

them for awhile, 
until you arrive…

…Where 
you may have 
the honor of 

finishing them 
yourself.

KLAK!! 



Their bodies 
will be brought 
back to me, to add 
to my legions of 
the undead.

You and your 
taunka comrade 
will soon fight 
side-by-side 
again…for me.

Let there be 
much blood, my 
champion…

Raising his ax, Trag 
pointed the way to 

his monstrous force.

Once through, their added 
might would quickly end 
the battle, leaving only 

the gathering of the 
taunka’s remains…

Remains used 
to build new, 

fearsome warriors 
for the Scourge…



No!!

Trag prayed for just one 
swing…one clear swing 
at the undead’s master…

…had somehow 
stirred the tauren’s 
will enough to break 
the Lich King’s hold.

Trag did not expect 
that break to last…but 
if it held for just a few 

moments more…

I…am very 
impressed…
tauren…

Yes…you 
will serve 
very well 
indeed…

…once you 
truly understand 
your place in 
my domain.

The sacrifice Akiak and 
the others were willing 

to make for him…



The desire to bow, to kneel to the 
Lich King overwhelmed him again…

yet, at the same time, he heard 
the words of the orc, Thrall…

“He cannot make 
you what you are 
not meant to be…”

So near, Trag yet 
faltered, dropping 
down to one knee…

…where he once 
more raised his ax 
to the icy lord…

…and suddenly found 
the renewed will to 
throw himself at the 
monstrous figure!

!!





Raaargh!

Graaar!

Unngh!!



You dare 
strike me?

But Trag was distracted 
from the Lich King’s ire 
as something jabbed 
against his side…

The bone fragment 
from Galakrond…



The tauren clutched 
it, not certain if the 

fragment offered him 
any hope, but unwilling 

to forego the slight 
chance that it might…

…for it was clear that 
the Lich King sought to 
grant Trag a terrible, 
final punishment for 
his audacious attack.

The agony that filled 
the tauren was the most 

stunning sensation that he 
had felt since his death.

Aaaargh!!!

Yet, oblivion did not 
claim Trag, though it 

was clear the Scourge’s 
master desired that…

And though he was not certain 
if his new attempt was anything 

more than folly, Trag readied 
the fragment like a missile…

 dare
strike ?



…drawing upon all 
his strength so that 
it might pierce what 
the ax could not.

But this time, 
the chance was 
not to be his…

What is 
that?!



Trag knew that he 
had failed again…

and this time 
there would be no 
further reprieves…

The Anub’ar…they 
retreat!!

No…they rush 
to meet whatever 
is falling…to 
attack it!!

Their eagerness to 
serve their icy master 
proved the undoing of 

the Anub’ar…

…and those not 
crushed quickly fell 
to the more cautious, 
but resolute taunka.

Remember, they 
must be cut to 

pieces or else they 
will still fight!!

Yes, 
Akiak!



Trag…it’s 
Trag…

He made it 
to Icecrown 
after all…

This time he 
has truly lost his 
fight against the 
tundra, Akiak.



Trag saw the shock 
in the normally-

staid taunka’s faces.

They no doubt now 
saw him for the 

monster that he was.

But then…

Lean on me if 
you need to…

I-I am…
recovered 
enough…

The essence of the orb 
had reconstructed him…a 
reconstruction that made 
the tauren realize that he 

was more than even the 
Lich King had assumed.

Indeed, that misapprehension on the 
Lich King’s part was also perhaps 
why Trag had come as close as 
he had in striking--if not truly 
harming--the lord of Icecrown.



Thought of the Lich King 
made his gaze turn toward 
Icecrown…and ponder the 

silence of its master.

Silence not only in regard to 
any further assault against 

Trag and the taunka…but 
also silence in regard to the 

tauren’s own mind…

He could only surmise that his will, 
coupled with the orb’s unique essence 

and purpose, had proven enough to 
enable Trag to free himself from the 

dread voice’s influence…forever.

And in that was a victory 
neither the tauren--nor 
the Lich King--could ever 

have imagined gaining.

But even still, it 
was not wise to 
press matters…

Take your 
people home, Akiak. 
They must keep 
guard over their 

village.
I thank you 
all for your 
aid…and trust.

You speak 
of leaving…but we 
offer you a place…
our home is your 

home.

He speaks 
truth.

Trag stared again at 
them…these taunka would 

have risked attacking 
Icecrown for his sake…

Thank you…
friends.

Tears were not possible for an undead…
so the tauren knew that the moisture 

had to come from the ice on him…



The tauren and his new 
comrades headed off for 
the village. Here, among 

the taunka, he could carve 
out a place for himself. A place he could never have in the 

Horde or the Alliance, for there 
would always be suspicion from 
many that he would prove to be 

one of the Lich King’s fiends…

…especially if 
they learned 

of the orb, the 
reason for his 
rise as one of 
the accursed 

undead.

Besides, Akiak’s 
people were 
not safe…

the Lich King 
would not leave 

them be, even should 
Trag depart…

And should the 
master of Icecrown 
or any other seek 

to deny the tauren 
his hard-fought new 
home…or dare try 

to harm his new 
family…

…they will very 
quickly much regret 

their mistake.

END
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I’ve always loved 
the ocean…

What harm 
could come 
of that?

Jimmy…!

Jimmy!

Jimmy 
Blackridge!!

Get your 
narrow 

backside out 
of bed right 

now!

Aaah!!

I only wanted 
to see it again.



I-I’m up…! 
I’m up!!

What time is 
it, I’m up, I’ll be 

right down!!

Jimmy.

I didn’t meant to 
oversleep I’ll be in 
the garden in two 

minutes I--
Son! Calm 

down!

I’m giving 
you the day 
off.

The…day 
off…?

Spend 
time with your 

friends. 

Get off 
the farm for 

a while.

All right!

YES!!

Thank 
you, sir!

Go into 
Stormwind.



Got the day…
off…got the day…

off…ba dum bum 
bum bum…

Good 
morning, 

Jimmy.

Morning!

Gonna have 
fun…today…
 {munch munch 

shlurp}

Jimmy…

…did you see 
that rock over 

there on the 
stool?

Uh…yeah. 
I guess. What 

about it?

Sigh…

Mom? You 
all right?

Do you know 
where that rock 
came from, son?

Uh, well…
no.

Gonna have 
fun…today…
 {munch munch 

shlurp}

Huh?



ed
It came 

from the 
garden.

The garden you 
promised your father 
that you’d clear the 
rocks out of.

Son, I love you 
dearly, but…I should 
tell you…your father 
isn’t giving you the 
day off just so you 

can have fun.

He’s giving you the 
day off so he can finish 

that job right…
without you getting 

in the way.

Oh.

You promised 
you’d get the new supply 

of chicken feed. I had 
to go and get that when 

you forgot.

You promised 
you’d fix this loose 
floorboard here. 

And it still isn’t 
fixed.

You’ve got a 
problem with 

responsibility, Jimmy. I 
want you to work on 

it. I want you to swear 
to me you will.

I’m sorry, 
Mom. I really am. 
I’ll do better.

I swear.

And I’ll get 
started…right 

after my day off!

Don’t worry, 
Mom! I’ll make you 

proud!



I picked up 
Liam first.

Liam’s a lot 
smarter than I am.

He wants to study 
magic…‘course he’s a 
farm boy, like me, so 
it’s hard to find time.

The farm’s kept him 
away from Stormwind, 
where he could’ve been 

studying. I think he sort 
of hates being here.

Liam?

Ha ha ha! Holy 
cats…! What’re 

you doing?

Jimmy. Hey, 
funny story.

My dad said I 
could go to Stormwind 
today, spend some time 

in the library…

…just as 
soon as I get all 

the good potatoes 
separated from the 
rotten potatoes.

I’ve been 
up since…what 
time is it? Is it 

morning?

Heh…yeah, 
it’s morning. 

Hee hee hee…

I fail to see 
the humor in 
this, myself.

It’s just…
heh heh…my dad gave 

me the day off…ha ha 
ha…so I was going to 
see if you wanted to 

do something…



You get 
the day off? 
Seriously?

…Huh.

It suddenly 
occurs to me how 
I could make this 
job easier.

Hee 

hee hee…oh 
yeah? How?

Well…

I don’t 
think…

…there 
are any…

…good…

…potatoes…

…left!!

Just 
let me get 
cleaned up.

Be with you 
in a minute.



Our friend Bram 
might be as 
smart as Liam.

He definitely 
thinks he is.

Good 
morning, Mr. 
Woodring!

Something 
special happening 

today?

We’ve got the 
day off, sir. Is 
Bram here?

He’s in the 
barn.

Whatever it is 
you’ve got in mind, 
take him with you, 

would you?

Before he 
burns the place 

down.

Jimmy.

Liam.



Bram…? You 
all right?

Still in one 
piece…?

Morning, fellas!!

You’d better 
stay back--my latest 
experiment is about 

to go off!!

It’s gonna be a 
big one!!

How many 
experiments have 

gone off today 
already?

What?!

Speak up, 
would you?! This is 

the fourth one this 
morning!!

Hey…it didn’t 
go off already, 

did it?!

Uh…Bram?



Eventually Bram’s 
ears quit ringing 
and he stops 
shouting at us.

So we’re going 
into Stormwind?

Well, that’s 
where Dad told me 

to go, so I figured 
we’d better--

Oh…hey, 
it’s Kira!

Morning, 
boys.

Hi, Jimmy.

H-hi, Kira.

“H-hi, Kira. 
I’m in looove 
with you, Kira.”

“Hi Kira, 
you’ve known me 

since I was six, and I 
don’t stand a chance with 

you, but…could I hold 
your hand…?”

You can 
both shut up 
anytime now…

That’s the 
plan?



Maybe it’s the whole 
“promise to be more 
responsible” thing…or 
maybe it’s the Kira thing…

…but either way, all 
of a sudden I’m not 
too interested in 
following my dad’s 
suggestions.

Hey…

Hey, 
listen…!

Look, if we 
go into Stormwind, 

we’re just gonna end 
up looking at a bunch 

of stuff we don’t have 
the money to buy. What’re you 

talking about, 
Jimmy?

Let’s go to 
the shore! Grab 

our fishing rods, 
go have some fun!

But…there’s no 
library at the shore…

besides, didn’t your 
dad tell you to go 

into town?

Hey, I don’t 
always have to 
do what my dad 

says. C’mon, fellas, 
whaddaya say?

Well…
it might be 

fun…

And I haven’t 
had the chance to 
show the two of 
you up in a while…

All right! 
Count me in!

Why not?

Yes! 
Let’s go!



It’s a walk, to be 
sure, but it’s not bad.

Of course we have to 
avoid the wildlife…and the 
gnolls…and the murlocs…
and the Defias bandits…

…but that’s 
nothing unusual.

What is unusual is how 
little the fish are biting.

Starting 
to regret giving 
up a day at the 
library…

Want to 
try a different 

spot?

Can we find a 
spot that isn’t 
crawling with 
murlocs?

The 
lighthouse!!



Think anybody’s 
there? I don’t 
want to get in 

trouble…

Nah, I’ve heard 
there’s never 
anybody here.

Except ghosts. 
And I bet they won’t 
mind if we do a little 

fishing. This is the 
perfect--

…spot…

Uh…
fellas?

I think 
we’re looking at 
someone else’s 
business here…

Later…



Yeah…yeah, 
definitely someone 

else’s.

I’d l-like 
to go mind my own 
business now.

Good idea…

Let’s get out 
of here!

We should report 
this…maybe go over 
to Sentinel Hill, 

let them kn--

Y’see, 
Buccaneers? 
What’d I tell 

you?



The fates 
have smiled 
upon us. Just as the 

cursed Defias 
claimed part of 
our crew…

…so these 
strapping young 
lads have been 
dropped in our 

laps.



Bloodsail Buccaneers. 
As vicious a bunch of 
pirates as you can find.

I’ve heard about 
them, but they’re 
not supposed to 
be around here!

They’re down 
around the cape--
near Booty Bay!

You’re all…
dead…all of 
you…dead!

VanCleef will…
kill you all…

Four 
won’t fit in 
the boat.

Mr. Severance, 
you may dispose of 
our mask-wearing 

baggage now.

Snap his neck 
and feed him and 
the other one 

to the fish.
Aye, 

Cap’n.

No…no, 
don’t

What’s your 
name, pup?

Juh-Jimmy 
Blackridge sir 

I’m nobody I’m just 
a farmboy I live on 

a farm outside 
Goldshire and--

Sst. I didn’t 
ask for your 
life story.

All of
 you…get in 

the boat.



Take a good 
look, pups. ‘Tis the 
Garrote…finest 
vessel ever to sail 

the Great Sea.

You three 
can call it 
home.

Up you go, pups! 
And get a move on, 
or you’ll feel my 

blade!

Not 
scared 
are you?

Ha! I think 
this one’s wet 

his pants!

Ha ha ha 
ha!!



Mission 
accomplished, lads 

and lasses! We 
know where our 
quarry is!

Now we 
simply wait for 

the right time to 
strike!

Mr. Malvus and 
Mr. Worsel fell as 

we made our escape--
but these three have 
volunteered to serve 

in their places!

They’re at your 
disposal! So any work 
you want done, just 
grab one…! And if 
he’s slow to move…

…you’ve 
got my leave to 

gut ‘im.



I can’t believe I 
thought chores back 
home were hard.

The Bloodsails work us 
from before dawn to nearly 

midnight, every day, and 
barely give us any food.

They make it very clear, 
too--the second one of 
us tries to get away, all 
three of us get skewered.

I don’t know what 
their issue is with 

the Defias. I’d 
always thought the 

Defias were just 
local bandits.

But I’ll never forget 
the sound that bandit’s 
neck made when the 

Bloodsail broke it at 
the lighthouse.

I know Mom and Dad must be 
worried sick. They probably 

think I’m dead. I wonder if I’ll 
ever see them again.

I hope I will…
I pray I will…

I have a lot to 
make up for.



At first I think 
we’re doomed to 
a life of slavery.

Turns out it’s 
worse than that.

Off the 
starboard 

bow!!

All hands 
on deck!!

Over there, 
Captain!

Step quick, 
Buccaneers!! Time 

to earn your 
keep!!

You heard 
the Captain!

Wh-what do 
we do with 

these?

Don’t make jokes, 
pup…! We’re takin’ that 
ship--and you three’ll 

do your part!

Huh? But we’re not 
fighters! You can’t 

expect us t--

Here!



It’s a simple 
choice, pups.

Fight…or 
we’ll kill 
you.

It’s horrible to watch. 
The Bloodsails have 

done this so many times 
it’s second nature.

They’re like ants 
swarming over a 
dead rabbit.

My friends and I 
don’t want to die…

…but Liam wasn’t 
lying. We’re not 

fighters.

Besides…these are honest 
sailors, attacked by a bunch 
of pirates! How can we even 
think about hurting them?



Sacking the ship 
doesn’t take that 
long…And soon I 
even get a little 
tiny piece of hope 
about our Captain…

…when I realize that 
his crew wasn’t fighting 
to kill, but to subdue.

All right, you 
long-eared freaks…
listen closely. 
Shouldn’t be hard 

for you…
I don’t intend 

to kill you. The more 
sailors and merchants 
I let live, the more 
cargo there’ll be 
for me to take…

…and the faster word 
will spread about Captain 
Jerias Bloodvein of the 

Bloodsail Buccaneers.

But believe me 
when I tell you this--

any of you…any of 
you…give me even 

the slightest bit 
of trouble…

…I’ll make an 
example of you…
and smile while I’m 

doin’ it.



This shouldn’t 
concern my crew, Captain 
Bloodvein! Let us settle 

this with honor, 
man to man!

Release me, and 
face me in hand-to-
hand combat, one on 

one…may the better 
man win!

“Honor.”

Any question 
as to who the 
“better” man is 

now?
Hmm? 

Anyone?

No?

Good.

Buccaneers!! 
Start looting!!



It makes me sick to 
my stomach to be part 
of this…but we have 
no choice. It’s this…

…or go 
overboard.

We’d go with the 
pirates, but not 

actually hit anyone.

That doesn’t work out 
as well as I’d hoped.

You trolls should 
be thankful you’re just 
on your knees, and not 
on your backs. Your 
cargo is now mine.

And you three…! You 
think you can freeload?! 
Just stand there holding 
those boards like giant 

pacifiers?!

N-n-no sir, 
w-w-we--

Shut up!!

Soon as we’re 
done here, you’re 
going to learn to 

fight…

At first I think maybe 
we can get by with 
just not fighting.

…or you can 
swim back to 

Westfall!!



Captain Bloodvein is as 
good as his word. Liam’s 
the first one to get his 
“education” started.

Keep your feet 
under you. Keep your 

balance.

I am, 
I am…!

Come on…
cut me!

Hunh!
Pitiful.

Listen to me, pup…
if you don’t get a lot 

less pathetic, and fast, 
I’m the one getting 

forty lashes. 

Y-yessir! 
Yessir!

You think so? 
Come at me.

So pay 
attention!



It’s just getting worse. I’ve 
actually met the next ship’s 
captain--Kor’winn Raitherun.

Fight! Fight!!

I’ll not lose 
my vessel to a 
bunch of mangy 
pirates!!

With my father, once, 
on a trip to Stormwind…
He and his crew bought 

some vegetables from us.

And now I’m a part 
of his death.

If I hadn’t talked 
my friends into 
going fishing…

I’ve got to 
make this 
right…!

If I hadn’t had 
been shooed 

off the farm…



Next it’s Bram’s 
turn to get 
put through 
the wringer…

This ain’t play-
fighting, boy. I’m 
not aiming for your 
sword. I’m aiming 
for your head.

Whah!

There--
good.

But
 not good 
enough.

Urk!

Attack 
and defend, slash 

and block…they have 
to be parts of the 
same movement.

Do you 
understand?

I-I think 
so…



At this point, with 
actual blades in 

our hands…

…I think Captain 
Bloodvein thinks we’d be 
more dangerous to him 

than to anyone else.

Maybe that’s why 
he put Bram on 
artillery duty.

Hrgh…!!

The problem 
is…the thing I’m 

scared of most…

…is that I think 
it’s getting easier. 

For all of us.



Little by little, Liam 
and Bram pick up the 
use of the dagger 
and the sword.

But I’m bigger than 
either of them…and 

Bloodvein has something 
special in mind for me.

Hnh!!

Hurk…

Hraah!!

Gnnh!

E-easy…
easy now…



You’ve come 
a long way, boy…You 

and your friends.

Think you’re 
ready to see how a 
Bloodsail Buccaneer 
really lives?

Uh…excuse 
me, sir?

It’s time for 
some rest and 
relaxation…

…there.

Plunder 
Isle, home 
of Bloodsail 

Hold.

In years to come 
you’ll learn to love 

the sight of it…

…assuming 
you live that 

long.

We’ve been at 
sea long enough. 

Supplies are as low as 
the crew’s morale.



Move it!! 
Double-time, 
Buccaneers!!

The 
sooner you’re 

done, the sooner 
the rum starts 
a-pourin’!!

You. 
Liam, is it?

Y-yes 
sir…?

You’re good 
with numbers and 
words, are ye not? 

The bookish type, if I 
read you correctly…

Well, I, uh, 
I suppose so, sir. 

{ahem} Why do 
you, uh, ask?

Given that 
our last clerk wound up 

with a cannonball through 
his brisket…you’re 
going to catalogue 

our treasure.
And if I find 

out anything turns 
up missing…and 
believe me, pup, I 
will find out…

…I’ll string 
you up from the top 
of the mainsail and 
let the buzzards 

have you.



I pass on the rum, and 
just sit and listen. Try and 

absorb as much as possible 
about these pirates.

I hear talk about the 
Defias…and about how their 
leader, Edwin VanCleef, had 

cheated Bloodvein…

…not just taking 
his money, but also a 

woman Bloodvein had his 
eye on…and then killing 
him for good measure.

I think about Kira…about 
how many years I’ve had a 

crush on her, and been too 
afraid to say anything.

What am I doing out 
here? Is this where 

I’m going to die?

String 
me up from 

the mainsail…
let buzzards 

have me…

I’m not a 
banker! I want 
to study magic, 

not math!

What if 
I miscount?! 
What if I--

What 
if I…

Oh.



Well we hate to see her go,
    But we love to watch her leave!
  She’ll do her best for William

       And Wes and Mike and Steve!

Her name is spread both far and wide!
    Her legend is renowned!

 They call her Broadside Betty,
She’s the roundest game in town!

     So if you’ve mind to travel south,
    Be sure to stop and play!
        ‘Cause she’s the real reason

      That they call it Booty Bay!

Well we hate to see her go,
    But we love to watch her leave!
  She’ll do her best for William

       And Wes and Mike and Steve!

Her name is spread both far and wide!
    Her legend is renowned!

 They call her Broadside Betty,
She’s the roundest game in town!

     So if you’ve mind to travel south,
    Be sure to stop and play!
        ‘Cause she’s the real reason

      That they call it Booty Bay!



Not drinking, 
Jimmy?

It 
is Jimmy, 

yes?

I mean, my name’s 
Jimmy, yeah, but I’m 

not drinking.

No? 
What kind of 
pirate are 

you?

We’re not. 
We’re not pirates. Captain 
Bloodvein kidnapped us 
from the Westfall shore, 

uh…I’ve lost track of
 how long ago…

Ah, I 
see…

So you haven’t 
been on the Garrote 
with the rest of the 

crew? You haven’t been 
sacking ships?

You haven’t 
been seen by any 

survivors, who might 
have reported your 
involvement with 

the Bloodsails?

Well, 
we…I m-mean, 
we haven’t…

uh…

Oh, boys, boys…
I hate to break this 

to you…but like 
it or not…

…you are 
pirates now. The 
both of you.

Buccaneers!!

Listen to 
me!!

Oh…nuh, 
no.



You’ve all 
served me 

well…

…and it’s time 
you got some real 
reward for it.

You’re well 
aware of the 
feud between 

us and the Defias 
Brotherhood.

A few of you 
even know of the 
personal animosity 

between me and 
that ponce, Edwin 

VanCleef.

Well, we’re 
ready now. It’s 

time to show Azeroth 
what happens when you 
cross the Bloodsail 

Buccaneers.

We’re going to 
Westfall.

We’re going to 
chew our way into 

his “hideout.”

And we’re going 
to cut down every 

last Defias cretin 
we find--VanCleef 
included.



A few hours later…



For crying out 
loud, Jimmy, do you 

know what they’ll do 
to us if they catch us 

off like this?!

Yeah. Believe me. 
But we have to do 

something! We’re in way 
over our heads and we’ve 
got to figure a way 

out of this!

Well…but…
that’s sort 

of the thing, 
Jimmy…

We don’t 
really want 
to get out 

of this.

What?

Look, my parents 
were never going to 

let me study magic. You 
know it and I know it.

And I never 
would’ve gotten 
to learn about 

artillery and stuff 
on the farm!

We…well, we 
like it here, Jimmy. The 
Bloodsails have been 
good to us. We…we 

want to stay.

I can’t believe it! I 
grew up with these 
two! We’ve been best 
friends forever!

How can they do 
this?! How can they 
just abandon their 
whole lives?! How can 
they…abandon me?



We stay on the island 
for two more days 
before setting out 

again. I spend the whole 
time in a kind of haze.

I don’t see 
how things 
could get 

much worse…

…but then 
Captain 
Bloodvein 
shows me.

Jimmy, my 
boy…

Let me 
bend your ear 

a moment.

Captain?

You may recall, 
we recently sacked 
a night elf ship, 

yes? Well…it seems 
someone among that 

crew recognized you.

Word got back 
to the Defias, and…as 

I’m sure you’re aware, the 
Defias loom large in your 

neck of the woods.

The Defias 
have taken a couple 

of hostages, 
pup…your dear Mum 

and Dad.

Got ’em in the 
bowels of VanCleef’s 
ship, no doubt. Tryin’ 

to persuade 
them to talk…

…about how 
their pride and joy 

wound up among 
my crew.

Just a 
bit of personal 

motivation, there, 
son. We make 

landfall soon.



The Defias…have 
my parents?

For a second all 
I can feel is hate.

This is 
Bloodvein’s 

fault.

My parents 
are in danger 
because of him.

But then it hits 
me. It’s not 

Bloodvein’s fault.

It’s my fault. Mom and Dad 
are in danger--maybe even 
dead--because of me.

Ready or not, 
VanCleef…

…here we 
come.



Right before we 
leave the ship, 

Captain Bloodvein 
finally tells us what 

we’re going to do.

I don’t want to listen…
but right now, focusing 
on something besides 
my parents is the only 
thing keeping me sane.

YAAAAAAAAH!!

RAAAAAAAAH!!

The Defias Brotherhood 
are bandits and outlaws. 
I’ve always known that.

VanCleef, their leader, used 
to be an artisan. I knew 
that, too. He did a lot of 
work for Stormwind…

…until they 
cheated him.

…Or at least, 
that’s the story. 



But that’s all I 
knew. My knowledge 

stopped there.

Now Bloodvein 
tells us they have a 
secret lair, down in 
the bottom of a mine 

in Moonbrook…

…and that VanCleef’s in 
league with a bunch of 
goblins, building some 
sort of pirate fleet.

It’s like a bad dream…It 
really is. I can’t believe 
these creatures, these 
things are down here…



…or that all the 
training the Bloodsails 
forced us through is 
paying off so well.

Liam and Bram and 
I are actually 

holding our own.

When the whole raiding 
party stops to make use of 
some gunpowder to open a 
big set of locked doors…

…I see Bram’s 
face light up.



Can’t pass 
this up. This is 
high-yield--the 
good stuff!

Never 
know when it 
might come in 

handy…!

Of course, 
considering what 
we see next…

…it’s a wonder we 
don’t forget what 
we were just doing.

There it is, 
Buccaneers! VanCleef’s 
steam-powered 
monstrosity, just 

where I was told 
it’d be!

He thinks he 
can rule the Great 
Sea with that 

thing…

Let’s show him 
different!

It can’t be!

Wait a second…
Is that…?



It’s…

…Mom and 
Dad! Bloodvein 
wasn’t lying!

Gotta get 
them out 
of here!!

And with Liam 
and Bram on 
Bloodvein’s 
side now…

…I guess I’ll 
be doing it 
by myself…!



Can you 
tell what’s 
going on up 
there?

Ship’s gettin’ 
attacked.

I know 
that, you 
numbskull.

I meant, 
can you tell 

by--

--who?!

I wouldn’t 
worry about 
the ship…!



What’s 
going on…

…up 
there…

…is the 
least of your 
troubles!!

I hear the screams and 
gunshots from outside 
the ship. Bloodvein’s 
nearing the top.

Gotta hurry.



Wh-Who is 
that?! Who’s out 
th-there?

What do 
you want?!

Mom.

Juh…

Jimmy?
Just hold 

still, Mom. I’ll 
have you free in 

a second.

Jimmy…we…
they told us 

you’d become a 
pirate…!

Yeah, 
well…

…I 
almost 
did.

Dad.



Oh, my baby! 
My baby boy!

You, ah…you 
handle that axe 
well, son.

Thanks, 
Dad.

Can the 
two of you walk? 

Are you hurt 
too badly?

We’ll crawl 
if we have to! 
Let’s just get 
going--

That sounded 
pretty final…

Come on!!

If we’re lucky, 
we can slip back out a 

porthole before Captain 
Bloodvein even notices 

I’m gone!!



I’m afraid 
your luck’s 
gone bad.

Drop 
the axe.

Tsk, tsk…
disappointing, pup. 
Very disappointing.



I’m taking 
my parents 
home.

Not 
without my 
leave, you’re 

not.

And I’m giving 
no leave.

Your parents 
made good 

hostages for 
the Defias…

No reason 
they can’t serve 
the same 

purpose for the 
Bloodsails.



So, Mr. 
Blackridge…

…you can either 
fall back in line…and 
maybe I’ll take it easy 
on you for abandoning 

our assault…

…or I can 
kill you for 
mutiny. What’ll it 

be, pup?

There is no 
choice here. Not 
in my mind, anyway. 
I made this mess.

Time to 
clean it up.



Fight me, 
Bloodvein. One 

on one.

I win, my 
parents and I 

walk out of here. 
Unharmed.

You win…I 
surrender to 

whatever punishment 
you deem fit.

Please.

You don’t make 
the rules here, pup. 
If we fight, we fight 

on my terms.

You’re not…
scared, are 

you?

No.

I just hate 
to waste a good 

crew member.



Huh!

GHLK!!

Now now 
now! RAAAAAAH!!!



Part of me--a big 
part--knows how 

stupid this is.

This is 
pointless, boy! 
Chopping at my hide 
will at worst ruin 
a fine coat! 

…FOR 
YOU!! 

HNGH!!

I’m a farm boy. Closest 
thing to a weapon I 

ever picked up used to 
be a pitchfork.

Captain Bloodvein, on 
the other hand, has 
been a fighter for…

…well, who 
knows how 

long.

Maybe longer 
than I’ve been 

alive.

I can’t feel 
pain…though 
I can’t say the 

same…



There shouldn’t 
be any way for 
me to win.

He’s stronger.

Faster.

More 
experienced.



But I’ve got 
to believe…

…that what it 
really comes 
down to…

…what truly makes 
the difference…

HA HA HA HA HA!!!

…is who wants 
it more.

And if that’s 
true…



…then I know 
the answer.

Jimmy Blackridge. Me.

And nobody 
better forget it.



He killed 
the Captain!!

Get 
’im!!

I see the Buccaneers 
coming toward me, and I 
get ready to say my last 
goodbyes to Mom and Dad…

Now!!

What the 
hell--?!

Gah! Move, 
move!!

Work, work, 
c’mon, work, this 
has to work!!

But then I hear Liam 
reading in a language I 
don’t recognize…and I 
realize what’s happened.



Looks like my two 
idiot friends have 

come to their senses.

Mr. and Mrs. 
Blackridge good to 

see you again this won’t 
last very long so we 
should go now like 
right now!!

What made you 
decide to leave the 

Bloodsails?

Hey, that could’ve 
been our parents, 

locked up and beaten 
half to death…!

Call it an 
impulse career 
change…!



Do you see 
them? 

Nope! 
Nothing…!

We’re 
alone out 

here!

If they’re not 
after us now, they 

won’t be.
Especially 

with the captain dead, 
they won’t come this 

far inland…!

I’ve got to say, 
Jimmy…becoming a 
pirate’s done you 

pretty well!

Could we save the 
congratulations until we’re no 

longer in danger of getting 
horribly killed?!

Take a 
look…

I think 
we’re safe! 

And 
please…from 

now on?
It’s 

James.

Are they 
following?! 

Do you 
see them?!



END

So…

Things are a 
little different 
around here, after 

all that.

What, with Liam 
apprenticed to an 
archmage…

…and Bram studying 
engineering up in 
Ironforge.

I’m the only one 
who hasn’t left. Turns 

out I like running a farm, 
once I apply myself. Never 

saw that coming.

And so here I 
am. With you.

That’s 
quite a story, 

James.
Well. It’s…

not an experience I 
would recommend…but 

I don’t regret it.

Really? And…
would I appear in 

your book?

You’ll 
have to wait 

and see. Hmm… 
Perhaps I can 

join you in another 
drink…and we can 

talk about it?

I’d like 
that. 

The farm 
won’t run 
itself.

I’m actually 
thinking of writing 

a book.

But I can’t 
stay for too 

long.
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Greetings, fair 
traveler, and welcome 
to the world famous 
Darkmoon Faire!

Join us for our 
first visit to the beautiful 

beachside village of Southshore, 
and be entertained by some of 

the most mysterious, magical and 
extraordinary individuals 

in all of Azeroth!

You are in 
for a treat of 
mind, body and 

spirit…!

We travel 
around Azeroth, never 
staying long before 

moving on to the 
next show.

We like it better 
that way. We of the Faire 
may be of different races 

and walks of life…

…but we 
share a love 
of freedom, 

adventure… as 
well as good 

drink!

Our wayward ways 
allow us to entertain 

people all across 
Azeroth--and even Outland. 

Horde or Alliance, we 
do not care…

…And sometimes 
that entertainment 
also enlightens 

them.



Some may say 
that we’re oddities 
and outcasts…but 

together we’re our own 
little unique family.

But I’ve talked 
enough! It appears that 

one of our newer members, 
Kerri Hicks, is giving her 

afternoon performance--
and hers is one you 

cannot miss!

This rock, provided 
by the gentleman in the 

front here, is solid enough 
to give even the mighty 

dwarves of Ironforge a 
moment’s pause…!

Good thing 
I’m not a dwarf of 

Ironforge!

I warn you all to
 keep your distance…

but do not for a 
second turn your 

eyes away!

Any bloke 
could do it if 

they had a mace 
like that!

Come on…
show us what you can 
do bare-handed, if 

you’re so strong!

So you 
shattered the 

stone…



Fairly spoken 
and fair enough! We 

here at the Darkmoon 
Faire love to live up 

to our name…!

Would that 
name be Freak 

Show?

Sounds 
about right to me, 

brother! HA HA 
HA HA!!

Freak Show, 
you say? Well, just 

for you, for my final act 
of strength, I’ll show 
you something really 
impressive! Something 
fit for a freak…

Men use 
hammers, chisels 

and saws to break 
them open.

They’re tasty, 
though!

Ced, is she 
going to teach us 
how to cook? Is 
that what this is?

Maybe she 
finally learned a 
woman’s place 
is in the kitchen!

And I 
wouldn’t want 

you to miss a second 
of the “meal” I’m 

cooking up…

Since I am a 
woman…and since 

I’m placed on Azeroth 
to serve strong men 

such as yourselves…
then perhaps I should 

serve you…

…A DRINK!!

Okay. 
Anyone 
unlucky 

enough to be 
standing beneath a 
coconut tree when 
one of these falls 
can attest to how 

hard they are.

That’s 
right, boys!



Didn’t anyone 
tell you that 

freak shows can 
get messy?

Nicely 
done!

Impressive!

I have 
performances every 
day at the Faire…!

The nerve of her, 
making us look like 
asses in front of 

everyone!

Maybe see 
how strong she 
really is!

Now that’s 
a fine idea, 

Brother.

Strength or 
not, that tart needs 

to learn what happens 
in these parts when 
you disrespect a 

Fallrook.

Thanks 
so much! Come 
see me again!

If you ask me, 
someone should 

teach her a lesson 
in respect!

Take 
this.



…and then I once 
uprooted an entire oak 
stump because it was 

blocking my view…

Does the 
Fallrook name 

mean anything to 
you, wench?!

No…but judging 
by your speech and 

breath, I’d imagine our 
world famous bartender, 

Sylannia, might be 
familiar with it.

WATCH YOUR 
TONGUE!!

You’re lucky 
we even let you 

come here!! 

Truly? And yet 
he can’t afford 
to buy you some 

manners?

Someone 
should speak 

to him at once.

You need 
to learn your 
place, freak!!

And that’s all 
you’ll ever be 

worth!!

That’s 
ENOUGH!!

“Wench”?

My father 
could buy this rickety 

old caravan three times 
over with what he 
earns in a day!!

You and your 
friends are worth 

less than the dung I 
scrape off my boot!! 



Look 
here!!

A Faire member 
has assaulted a 

patron!!

No…
no! That’s 
not what 
happened! 

I--

Liar!! My 
brother was 
unarmed! 

What?!

On second 
thought, forget 

the marshal! I have 
a better idea!!

She assaulted 
a Fallrook?!

How dare 
she!!

Would you allow 
these freaks to just 

waltz in and act like 
they can do whatever 

they want?!
Are we to 

allow this 
disrespect to 
our town and 

kingdom?!

He’s right!  
I’ve always thought there 
was something strange 

about these Darkmoon 
types!

It’s true! 
That one’s had an 

attitude…I told you 
they’d be trouble!

BURN IT 
DOOOOWN!!

Gasp…!

Someone call 
the marshal!! 
Having them here 
was a mistake!!



That’ll be quite 
enough from you, 

young man.

There will be 
no mob justice 

at the Faire!

Contrary to what 
you might have just 

heard, we don’t operate 
outside the law…and 
we ask that you don’t 

either…!

Now, enough 
of this…We’re all 

here to have a good 
time…so please, enjoy 

yourselves!
Play with 

the tonks. Let 
us settle this 
peacefully.
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GRRAAAR!!!

Aaaah!!

You son of 
a--!!

Burth, Kerri--let 
him go!! I will not 
stand for violence 

in the Faire!!

No!!



The Alliance 
doesn’t want 

you…

the Horde 
doesn’t want 

you…

the world would 
be better off without 

the lot of you!!

This isn’t over, 
gnome! Not by a long 

shot!!

Move aside, 
please! Please accept 

my apologies 
and come visit 
us again…!

We should 
summon Marshal 
Redpath! He 

should hear of 
this at once!

No, Kerri. 
If he hears of 
it…it won’t be 

from us.

He’s a good 
enough man--much 
better than his 
heirs-- but he’s 
powerful.

Terrence Fallrook 
provides jobs for many of 
Southshore’s residents, 
and he holds a monopoly 

on wine in the region.

He has friends 
in high places. He truly 

loves his misguided 
boys…and he’s not 
someone we want as 

an enemy.

Enough 
talking now, 
Silas. Drink 

this.

The Faire will be 
closing for the 
rest of the day!

Those rather 
unpleasant lads 

were Erik and Cedrick 
Fallrook. Their father is 

Terrence Fallrook.



When I 
joined up with you, 

you said I’d never be 
alone again, that this 
family would stick up 

for and defend 
each other.

Well, I’m 
sticking up for 
you--so stick up 

for me! 

Calm down, Kerri. 
Do you want the marshal 
to shut us down? This 

is our first time 
here…ouch.

But those 
boys were going 

to assault me with 
a pole, he beat you 
senseless…

You said you were 
like a father to us 
all, but what father 
would just let them 
walk in and mock and 
beat us in his own 

home?!

And you’re all just 
going to let that happen?! 
What if it had been Maxima 

getting pummeled?! 
Or Flik?!

My dear…he is right. 
our success depends much 
on our ability to keep our 
heads down…even if said 

head ends up black 
and blue.

In this land of 
Horde or Alliance, we travel 

that thorny path between. But 
as long as we keep our heads 

cool and place smiles on 
faces, they leave us be.

Oh, I see what it is! 
You’re all too afraid for 

your own skins and your 
precious Faire to stand 
up for each other!!

Some “family” 
this is, Silas! Maybe 

I was better off on 
my own after all!!

Kerri, 
please…you don’t 

understand…

Oh, I understand 
all too well! You’re 

just like my real family 
was! I didn’t need 
them either!

They can’t 
get away with 

this!!

The fact is 
people don’t quite 
know what to make 

of us.



That night…

You…you know what 
my biggest mistake 

was, Sylannia?!

Believing Silas. 
Believing in this 
Faire. Believing I 

had a home!

No family takes 
care of its own! 
It’s all a bunch 

of bull…!!

You haven’t known 
Silas as long as I have. 
He knows it’s important 

that we don’t create 
trouble in the places 

we set up camp.

But Silas 
looks after his 
family. I’ve seen 
this with my own 

eyes.

Maybe it was a 
mistake for me to join 

you…at least when I was 
on my own I knew not 

to trust anyone. It was 
easier that way…!

Easier is 
not always 
better.

You are 
well aware 

that your temper 
often clouds your 

judgment, Kerri. 
Sleep this one 

off.

Yeah, I’ve got a temper! 
And you know what?! “Family” 

is supposed to accept each 
other’s faults--not remind 

them of it!

A temper can be helpful 
sometimes…Silas has got you 
all kissing arses so often 
that you can’t see what’s right 

in front of you!

Kerri, 
please…! 

You’re drunk!

So what if I am?! 
I’m the only one thinking 

clearly here! Sometimes the 
freaks need to stand up 

for themselves--otherwise 
we’re always just the 
laughingstock!!

Kerri, wait…! 
Where are you 

going?!

To be alone--
just like I’ve been my 

whole life!

They can be 
victims if they 
want…but not 

me!

That is not 
true, Kerri. You’re 

new here…

Well, I 
haven’t!
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The next day…

Attention! 
Where is Silas 
Darkmoon?!

I’m here, 
Marshal.

What 
seems to be 
the problem?

Morning, 
Silas. Where is 

Kerri Hicks?

I’d imagine 
she’s in her tent. Has 
she done something 

wrong, Marshal?

Has she done 
anything wrong?! 
That ox you call a 
woman is a filthy 
murderer!!

That’s 
enough! Terrence, 

control your 
boy…!

Erik Fallrook 
was found dead this 
morning. His head…it 

was crushed.

It looks 
just like one of 

those coconuts 
from yesterday’s 

show!



What…? 
What’s going 

on?

Arrest 
her.

This is 
contested territory, 

it’s dangerous out 
there…Why one of 
my people?!

Of course 
she’s responsible! 

She was ready to beat 
my brother into the 
ground yesterday!

I’m sorry, Silas, 
but half the town saw 

the confrontation between 
Kerri and the Fallrooks 

yesterday. From what I heard 
it got pretty ugly…

They were leery 
about having the Faire 
come here in the first 
place…but this…this 

is bad. My hands 
are tied.

The manner of 
death implicates 

Kerri.

We’ve all 
seen what you 

can do, but you’re 
outnumbered 

here…

But I didn’t do 
anything! I was with 

Sylannia last night! 
Tell them, Sylannia!

It’s…uh…
true. She 

was.

You can’t trust 
the word of her friend. 
I know their kind…these 

carneys would say anything 
to help each other. I can’t 

fault them for it…

…but you 
can’t trust 
them.

Marshal, you 
can’t possibly 

think that Kerri is 
responsible!

Easy now, 
Ms. Hicks.
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You don’t 
have any real 
evidence…

Come on, Silas. 
You know how this 

looks. The Fallrooks 
are respected in town. 
For the people to even 
suspect that a member 

of the Faire--

Marshal 
Redpath, sir! 

These bloody 
clothes were 

in her tent!

Blood! My 
brother’s blood, 

I’ll wager!!

What?! 
Impossible!! I’m 
being framed!!

Don’t tell 
me you believe 

that!!

No…no 
I don’t. I’m 

sorry, Silas.

If you allow 
us to take her 

without altercation…
I’ll allow the Faire 

to stay open.

No! Silas, don’t 
let them do this! I 

didn’t do it!!

Hrrrah!!

Stay, Burth! 
I will not have 

violence in the Faire! 
You know that!

Take her, 
Marshal…but grant 

me one favor. Allow 
me to see Erik’s 

body.

Fair enough, 
Silas. It’s in town. 

Come see it before 
nightfall.

What reason could 
he have for wanting 
that?! Marshal, he 

wishes to put a hex 
on my brother!!

Last I 
checked, Silas 

Darkmoon is not 
the Lich King. I hardly 
think your brother 

has anything to 
fear from him.

SILAS!! Silas 
you can’t let them 

do this!!

Silas!! You 
promised me we 
were family!!



Later, in Southshore…

I’ve seen some 
things in my life…
but never anything 

like this.
What do 

you think, 
professor?

No mace or 
club would 

produce a wound 
like this. I’m sorry to say this…

but it does seem like it 
could have been done by 

Kerri. She’s one of the only 
humans with this sort of 

arm strength.

You’re certain 
this wasn’t done 
by a troll? Or an 

ogre?

Neither has been 
sighted around town 
for months…except 
for the ones in your 

Faire, of course.

It’s as if he 
suffered a blunt 
assault to both 
sides of the skull 
concurrently.



That moment at 
Darkmoon Faire…

This…
this can’t be 
happening…

I didn’t 
do this…

This is a 
setup.

RAAAAR!! I DIDN’T 
DO THIS!! LET ME 
OUUUUUUUUUT!!

Well, it truly 
isn’t much to work 
with…but touching 
the little bit of 

blood that’s on this 
cloth should allow 
me some glimpse…

Emotional 
trauma usually 

leaves a 
resonance…so 
we shall see.

If  this works…
and that’s a big 

if…I should get a 
glimpse at Erik’s 

last thoughts.

There’s no “if” 
about it, Sayge. It has 

to work. You’re our 
clairvoyant and one of 

the best I’ve seen. I have 
all the faith in the world 

in your abilities.

To be honest, Silas, 
you may not like what you 
see. Kerri’s temper is one 

for the record books…and 
last eve she was a burning 

cauldron of it.

Don’t even 
suggest that 

until you have some 
real facts…!!

Forgive me, 
Silas…Let’s 

begin, shall we?



Hrrrmmm…

I feel…I 
feel pain…
jealousy…
tragedy…

I can 
feel that 
night…I…

Hunh…!

The winery… 
Fallrook Winery…in 
the northern hills…

is where it happened! 
It wasn’t Kerri…

SAYGE!

Sayge, are 
you okay?!

A…winepress…
Someone saw…

Someone saw it!



Later at the 
Fallrook winery…

Well, well…
looks like someone 

needs to replace 
the traps because it 

appears we have a rat 
in our midst.

What business 
have you here, 

gnome?

I wish to 
speak to your 

father.

My beloved 
brother is not even 

two hours in the 
ground and already 

you wish to disturb my 
father’s grieving?!

Whatever you 
would say to him, 

you can say to 
me!

Very well. I wish to 
offer my condolences, 

as well as those of the 
Faire over the death of 

your brother.

It’s a tragic 
thing to lose a 
member of one’s 

family

Yes yes, I’m 
sure my father 
will be happy 

to--

Agh! Hold 
on…!

Blast it all! 
It’s full! Pull 

the lever!!
Yes, 
sir!

I didn’t 
realize that the 

same guards who serve 
Southshore’s militia 
also cater to your 

winery, Cedrick.

The Fallrook 
family is important to 

Southshore’s economy, 
so I’ve been assigned to 

aid in the winery from 
time to time.

Make sure none 
of those Forsaken get 

any fancy ideas…like 
trying a little economic 

terrorism.



What 
business is it 

of yours anyway, 
Carney?

Are the 
workers here 

late?

Sometimes…
What are you 
getting at?

I’m sorry, sir. 
It won’t happen 

again…!

My, my…some of 
these vats are so old, 
the wood is starting 
to rot. In fact…hold 

on a minute…

Ah!
It seems this vat 

is in need of mending! 
I can have one of the 

men from my camp fix it. 
They’re quite handy!

Th-there’s no 
need for that… 
Leave it!

It’s really no 
problem! I can have 
him here in a jiff--

LEAVE IT!!



okay, okay…!
no need to get 
your feathers 

ruffled…

Foreman, 
where’s that old 

gimp handyman?! Have 
him fix it!

You mean Peter 
Hamelspot? Well, 

he didn’t show up for 
work yesterday.

What? When 
was his last 

shift?

If you 
mean the last 

one he actually 
worked…it 

was the night 
before last.

Th-the night…
the night before 
last you say…?

I see…um…
find him for me! 

This must be fixed 
at once!

You hoping 
for a guided tour 

or something, 
gnome?!

I’ll be departing 
now. Remember, 

give your father my 
condolences.

Fine, fine…
now begone!

No, Mr. 
Fallrook.



Ms. Hicks?

You come 
to release me, 

Marshal?

You’ve 
been sentenced 
to death. Your 
execution will be 

held tomorrow.

My…my 
what…?

You will 
be hanged for 

the crime of 
murder.

Executed…no! 
EXECUTED?!

Let me guess-- 
Cedrick’s father’s 

on this tribunal?

I cannot 
speak to 

that.

But what about…
This is wrong… 

Where’s Silas?! Does 
he know?!

I couldn’t 
tell you. Good 
night, m’lady.

I’m afraid not, 
Ms. Hicks. I’m…the 

Southshore tribunal 
has come to a 

decision. 



Kerri Hicks 
didn’t kill Erik 
Fallrook!!

I believe Cedrick Fallrook 
murdered his brother in 
a manner that he knew would 
implicate Kerri--and I think 

that guard of his helped 
plant evidence!

But why would 
Cedrick kill his own 

brother? Silas, I know 
it’s horrible to admit…
but we all know Kerri’s 

temper.

Enough with her 
temper! We all have 

faults…but family looks 
past them! Besides, 

temper’s one thing, killing 
a man’s another!

Who knows why he did it? 
it could be for a dozen other 

reasons foolish men do 
foolish things! Regardless, 

that’s not our problem.

What is our 
problem is that I 

just found out that 
tomorrow morning the 

rubes are going to 
hang her for a crime 

she didn’t commit… …and right 
now, I don’t have 
a blasted way to 
prove it!

Yebb, I need you 
to hunt down a man named 

Peter Hamelspot. He lives in 
Southshore, but he’s left 

town. He couldn’t have gotten 
far. He’s the man that I believe 

Sayge saw in his vision!

You know I’ll 
find him, Silas! I’ll 
leave right away!

But Silas, 
why send Yebb 

alone?

Yes! If this 
man can free Kerri, 
we should all be 
hunting for him!

Believe me, I’d 
send you all if I thought 

we had much chance of 
finding him.

No, the truth is 
that I expect Yebb to fail. 
But I made a promise to that 

woman when she joined up--and 
I’m not about to break it 

and let her hang. She’s more 
important than business 

at Southshore.

We’re going 
to rescue 
her.

Later…



Now, we don’t have a lot of 
time to prepare, but I think I 
have a plan that will work…

Tom, give us 
a nip from that fancy 

flask of yours…
What say you?

I say it’s 
your hide if 
the marshal 
sees you.

Look at her…
poor little lost 
songbird, sittin’ in 

a cage…

You hoping your 
stubby boss is gonna 
ride up and save you, 

ain’t ‘cha?

‘Cuz your friends 
up and left the ‘Shore 

today. I reckon crushing 
coconuts with your mitts 

is a talent that’s easily 
replaceable, aye?

Well, I got 
news for ya…ain’t 
gonna happen. 
Wanna know why?
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What the 
blazes is 
that?!

Dunno, don’t care. 
I’m finally winning here, 
so get your nose back 

in the game.

Raargh!!
We burn 

this wretched 
village to the 
ground!!

Captain, we’re 
under attack!!

They’ve cast 
some sort of 
fire spell!!

Should 
we get the 
marshal?!

No! We can handle 
this! Tell those fools 
guarding the prisoner 

to stay put!

Jale, Tomas, 
you stay here! This 
won’t take long!



Professor, 
heal both the guards, 
but make sure they 
remain out. And stay 
ready, Stamp!

What on 
Azeroth…?



This round 
goes to me…but don’t 

worry, I won’t let it 
go to my head.

Can’t say 
the same about the 
wine, though! Haw 

haw haw!!

Huh?

Look, 
Dirk--it’s your 

wife!

Wanna tell ‘er 
how you just lost 
the month’s rent 

playin’ dice?

HA HA HA HA HA!!

 Gahh!! 
There’re toadies 

everywhere!!



Aaaagh!!

Where are 
they coming 
from?!

There’s too 
many of ‘em!!

Hee hee 
hee!

Looks like 
Flik’s mission 

was success--

Aaah!

I was 
wondering when 

that guard would 
notice us…

To cover, 
now!

BURTH!!! A 
little help, if 
you will?!!



rAaaaah!!

Oof!

GRAAAAAAAH!!

Tower 
go boom.

Yes, 
my friend…
it certainly 
did.



Heh heh…
Whoever would have 

thought the Southshore 
guards would be falling 

for Burth?

Maxima, looks 
like we’re a go 
for launch!

Got it!
Let’s get 

our girl out of 
there…

Ha ha!!

Perfect!



Halt and 
surrender or forfeit 

your lives!

Agh! He 
wishes us to 
surrender? 

Us?!

Well, why 
didn’t you say 
so, mon?

But surrender? 
For what?

Gentlemen, 
surely you wouldn’t 
deny us our little 
fireworks show…

Green fireworks 
are the best for 

advertising!

They’re 
members of the 
Darkmoon Faire, 

sir…!

Dammit all! 
The prison!

Gasp!

Aah!!



Go on! Grab 
hold of it! I’ll 

pull you up!

Well, 
come on…! You 
didn’t think we’d 
just leave you, 

did you?

Well, 
actually…

It’s good 
to see you, 

Gelvas.

I didn’t think I 
would see you 

again…!

Oof!
We must hurry, 

though! The guards 
will be back any 

minute!

Over the 
side! Burth’s 

down there to 
catch you!

Thanks, 
big guy!

Kerri! Are 
you okay?!

I th-
thought…

I thought 
you had abandoned 

me. The guards 
said you--

Abandon 
you? Don’t be silly! 

Whether you choose to 
believe it or not--we’re 
family, just like I told 

you. And family always 
watches out for 

each other. 

Thank 
you, Silas.



Quickly! We 
must escape 
to the woods!

Right! 
Let’s go!

HALT RIGHT 
THERE!!

I have to 
admit that I’m 

impressed at your 
sheer audacity, 

Silas. 

Perhaps…but what 
is the Darkmoon Faire if 

not outrageous? I had 
to try, Marshal.

I should 
execute the whole 

lot of you! Never in my 
life have I witnessed 

such an affront!

It was foolish, 
dangerous and 

doomed to fail from 
the start!

Yebb, where 
the devil are 

you?!

I’m here, 
Your Honor.

Yebb…? Go get 
Cedrick and Terrence 

Fallrook. 

Yes, 
sir!

Did you really 
think that you could 
pull this off?! The 
thought alone is 

outrageous!

Hurry!



Yebb Neblegear 
came to see me at 

my home. 
Is this 

true, Yebb?!

Yes, Sylannia, 
it’s true…but only 

because your attempt 
was unnecessary!

This is Peter 
Hamelspot.

You 
found 

him?!

Not quite. He 
got word that I was 
looking for him…and 

he found me.

Yebb claims 
this man witnessed 

Erik Fallrook’s 
murder.

It’s true, 
sir. I-I didn’t want 

to say anything 
at first.

After twenty-eight 
years of working for the 

Fallrooks, I know what can 
happen if you cross them… 

especially Cedrick.

Cedrick and Erik 
left work early that 

day to have some pints 
at the inn…though that’s 

not unusual. 

What was unusual 
was what I 

witnessed next…

All right, Ced…! 
Wha’s so important that 

you coul’n’t tell me about 
it at the pub?

Quiet, you 
fool! I’ll tell 

you inside…

A sight so terrible 
that I’ll be reliving it 
in nightmares for 

years to come…

Hgk!!

He was the one 
who told me of your 
plan. He’d hoped we’d 

arrive here early enough 
to prevent it.

What?! 
Never!

Nor was it unusual 
that I found myself 

working long past dark 
that evening.

A sight made all 
the more wretched 

by the realization that 
what I witnessed…



…was being done 
by one brother to 

another.

The woman you’ve 
been holding is innocent, 
Marshal. Erik Fallrook was 
murdered by his brother…

Cedrick.

The realization 
that we outsiders need 

to stick together…
or we’ll always be 

persecuted.

Cedrick Fallrook, 
this man accuses you 

of murder!

That 
mongrel? 

He lies!!

Peter Hamelspot 
is a worthless 

custodian who’s bitter 
that after a lifetime of 
work, he has nothing to 

show for it!

He’s jealous of my 
family’s good fortune, so 

he’s schemed with his fellow 
freaks in an attempt to 

bring me down!! 

It gets even worse. 
That guard that’s been 
visiting the winery? He 
helped him move the 

body.  I saw it.

Why, this is 
outrageous!

That same 
guard found 

the blood on Kerri’s 
clothing. He must have 

planted it.

You said you 
were afraid to come 

forward at first. What 
changed your mind?

And all of this 
within hours of my own 

brother’s death!



Marshal, all of this 
is impossible. Cedrick 
could not have killed 
Erik…for he was with 

me that night.

You’re 
sure of this, 

Terrence?

Yes…
Yes, Marshal, 

I am.

Sigh…

So we’re 
back at square 

one, then.

No, we’re not, 
Marshal! You now have a 

purported witness to the 
murder who accuses a man 
with a far more compelling 

motive than Kerri! 

Silence, you 
carney Trash!

BOO!!
Arrest 

the Fallrook 
whelp!!

That 
guard should be 

imprisoned!!

ENOUGH!!

Silas, you and your 
group are free to go. 
This testimony may be 
enough to let your 

friend out…

…but it’s not 
enough for me to call 

one of our town’s most 
outstanding citizens a 

liar. I need more than this 
statement…and I 

will get it!

Cedrick, I will 
stop by tomorrow 

morning and see this 
vat of yours. 

Let’s 
go.

Wait a minute! 
You’re not going to arrest 
him now?! You’re giving him 

time to erase whatever 
evidence might--

That’s enough, 
Kerri! Control 
your temper!

Let’s hope this 
tragedy doesn’t keep 

you from visiting the Faire 
the next time we’re in town. 

We hope to see you 
again…really soon.

Huh…?

Let’s go, 
Cedrick.

As for you…
you are relieved of 

your duties pending this 
investigation. Now go.

With Erik dead, 
Cedrick’s sizable 

inheritance is 
doubled!

And let me 
assure you, your 

brother’s murderer 
will be brought to 

justice, make 
no mistake…!



Whole stupid town’s 
gone to hell! Those 
freaks of nature have 
turned our neighbors 

against us!

No matter! 
The marshal 

won’t--

You have 
turned our neighbors 

against us, Son.

You…you 
believe that 

cripple’s story?!

That “cripple” has 
worked for me for nearly 

thirty years! I hired him when he 
was a mere boy and he’s been a 
trustworthy part of my staff 

every day since!

He speaks the 
truth…and makes 
a liar out of me 
in front of the 

marshal!

You did 
kill Erik, 

didn’t you?!

I’m disgusted 
with you. Yet…I 
cannot allow my 

one remaining son 
to hang.

I know this was 
about the estate. 
You never could 

share…Go.

That’s enough 
money to buy 

yourself passage 
out of here. 

Family may take 
care of each other…
but that doesn’t mean 
I must stomach the 

sight of you!

I want you out of my 
house before I wake 

tomorrow! And wherever 
you go, make sure it’s 
somewhere they will 
never find you!

Hmph. Old 
fool.

!!

Don’t worry, 
Cedrick…they never 
will find you…

I will handle the 
marshal when he comes. 
If he sees you’ve left, 

that should be the 
end of it.

that night at the 
Fallrook Estate…



Huh! 
Wh-where…?! I realize 

that you don’t like 
us, Cedrick…and I 
even realize why 

that is.

You’re 
scared of 

us.

That’s why 
we make people 

uncomfortable. They 
fear what they don’t 

understand.
Well, let 

me help you to 
understand us, 

Cedrick.

We may dress 
differently…or seem odd…
but we’re really just like 

everyone else. We value the 
same things you do…money, 

happiness, family…

Yes, we’re a family. 
We’re a family that, like 

every other rube family out 
there, takes care of our 

own. We just do it in 
our own way.

Isn’t that 
right…Erik?



AAAAAH!!!

B-but you s-said 
you wouldn’t stand 
for violence in 
your Faire!!

My dear boy…we 
aren’t at the Faire, 
now are we?

AIIIIIEEE!!!

END
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Many years ago, the world of 
Draenor was not as it is today. It 

was a beautiful world, healthy and 
thriving. It was home to many exotic, 
beautiful and dangerous animals…
and home as well to the shamanistic 

orcs and the peaceful draenei.

The orcs, too, were not as they are today. They 
were still fierce, proud warriors, but they lived 
in harmony with their world. They prayed to the 
spirits of their ancestors. They celebrated the 

turn of the seasons and honored rites of passages 
such as initiation ceremonies, unions, deaths…



AARRRGGHHHH!!

Waaaaah!!

…and births.



This is my daughter, 
Draka, daughter of 
Kelkar, granddaughter 

of Rhakish! 

I, Garad, chieftain 
of the Frostwolves, do 

now declare that Draka is 
under my protection. 

{cough}

I present 
her to her clan, the 
Frostwolves, for 

their blessings!

May she bring 
honor and glory 
to the Frostwolf 

clan!



She’s...kinda 
scrawny, isn’t 

she?

Durotan!

Give her 
a blessing, 

son.

Uh...I hope that you 
grow up strong and 
healthy. And fight 

really well!

{cough 
cough}

But young Durotan 
was not alone in 
his observation...

...so fragile...
too fragile...

Did you see 
how pale she is? Her 

skin is fawn-colored, 
not a good, solid, healthy 

brown like the 
rest of us...

Poor 
little thing... 

It’s going to be 
hard on her...

That constant 
cough...it doesn’t 
bode well at all...

Good thing 
she wasn’t born a 

Bonechewer...they’d 
have drowned 
her at birth...

But one among 
them was not so 
quick to judge...

Perhaps you 
are too frail, child. Or 

maybe the ancestors and 
the elemental spirits 
have some special 
plan for you, eh?

I ask the blessing 
of the Spirits of Earth, Air, 

Fire, Water and the Wilds upon 
this child. May ancestors 

watch over her!



The seasons turned. Draka surprised 
many by surviving. Even so, she was 

thought of as “the sick one,” unable to 
participate fully in clan life...

...although 
she did try.

FIRE!! 
FIRE!!

Uunh...!

You’re not 
strong enough 

to help!

{cough}  
I can l-lift it...
{cough}

Get out 
of our way, sick 
little rabbit!!



{COUGH} 

What is 
that horrible 

noise?!

Was that you, 
you runt?!

Blackhand...
do not mind her, 
she is only--

Pagh!! What a 
sickly, wretched 

thing you are! I always 
said the Frostwolves 

were soft.

If you had 
been born to the 

Blackrock clan, runt, I’d 
have drowned you at 

birth myself!!

...but such are not 
our ways, Blackhand. 
Come...let us get this 
fire under control!

{gasp} 

{COUGH}



Get out of 
my sight!! Your 
weakness 

disgusts me!!

{COUGH} 

{COUGH} 

{COUGH} 

{COUGH}  

{COUGH}  



Draka! You 
should not stand in 

the doorway like that!  
You’ve made yourself 
sick again…listen to 

that cough!

Come 
to bed and 

rest…

Mother, it’s 
just the smoke…
I’m fine! I haven’t 

had coughing fits 
for years! Of course, 

little one.

I hate how 
they look at me--all of 
them.  I don’t want their 
pity. I want them to be 
proud of me! I want you 

and Father to be 
proud of--



Zuura! I 
would speak 
with you!

Chieftain 
Garad! I 
come!

Rest, my 
child…

I will be back 
soon with some 
broth for you.

Is the 
fire put 

out?

Yes. No one 
was injured, no 

thanks to…

Zuura, 
I have come to 

tell you…

…that your 
family must move. 

You will relocate to 
the outskirts of the 
encampment, near 

the pond.



What? 
Move? 

You know why. 
The closer to the 

center of camp, the higher 
the honor for our 

warriors. And with Draka being 
so frail…well, she got in 
the way today--hindered 

our efforts to put 
out the fire.

It was particularly 
unfortunate that we 

were hosting a rare 
visitor. Blackhand was 
here to discuss hunting 
rights. She…did not make 

a good impression.

I see…
Her weakness 
reflects on our 

family…and on 
the Frostwolf 

clan.

  Perhaps the 
ancestors will smile 
on her and make her 
stronger one day.

Yes, Chieftain, 
perhaps. One 

day.

Why?

Yes, Zuura.  
It does.



And so Draka’s family, an 
embarrassment to the 

Frostwolf clan, left the 
center area of the village 
to dwell on the outskirts.

Draka knew it was all 
because of her. She sat by 
the pond, alone, thinking, 

praying to the ancestors…

…until one day, she 
reached a decision.



I seek an 
audience 
with you!

Heh heh…
Come in, Draka, come 
in! I think I know why 
you have come…

You 
do?

It is not 
difficult to 
figure out.

I…I have 
come to ask 
for your aid.

To beg for it, 
if necessary…!

Mother 
Kashur!



My family is 
punished because of 

this…this frail body of 
mine. A few years ago, they 
were forced to move 

because my weakness 
dishonored the clan.

And now, 
Chieftain Garad 

has told them we 
cannot attend 
the Kosh’harg 

festival!  

Draka…you and your 
family have prayed before 

for such a blessing. What 
makes you think the sprits 
will grant it now, after 

so long?

Because…this 
latest shame to my family…
I can endure being the 
cause of such shame 
no longer! I will do 

whatever they 
ask of me!

Please, Mother 
Kashur--you are a wise and 
powerful shaman.  Please 
tell me there is a potion, an 
elixir, a spell, a prayer…

something, anything, to cast 
off this pain from my 

parents’ hearts!

Very well, child. 
I will ask the spirits 

if they can help 
you…but I make no 

promises.

Surely the spirits, 
powerful as they are, 

can do something to make 
me strong and fit…

something to make me a 
proper Frostwolf 

warrior!



Wait 
outside until I 
call for you.

Hmmmph! 
Too fragile. Should 
have been drowned 

at birth.

You know you 
don’t believe that, 

Grandfather 
Tal’kraa.

Hrrmmm…
well, perhaps 

not.

So, she wishes to 
become strong…become 

a true Frostwolf, 
eh? There could be a 

way…listen well…

Moments later…

Yes, Draka. There 
is a way for you to 

get what you have asked 
for. But you must do it 
alone. And it will not 

be easy. In fact…

…it could 
mean your 

death!



Gasp!

I-I…

So be it. 
I would rather die 

trying to become something 
proud and worthy, trying 
to reclaim my family’s 

honor…

…than to simply 
exist as I am now…
of no help to 
anyone!

A brave and 
noble answer, 
young one!

Now…let me 
tell you what you 
must gather 
for the spell!



Gasp!

A warrior needs 
speed and grace! Bring 
me the wing feather of a 
windroc you have slain with 

your own hands, and the Spirit 
of the windroc will gift you 

with these qualities!

A warrior needs 
the support of her 

clan, for not all challenges 
can be met by oneself. Bring me 
the horn of a talbuk, those 
beautiful herd creatures who 

are so devoted to 
one another.

Then you will 
know, as the talbuk 
does, that you are 
never alone.



And finally…the 
last item! A warrior 
needs strength and 
determination.

Bring me the 
fur of the mighty 

clefthoof, whose spirit 
shall bless you with his 

fearlessness!

Face and slay 
these creatures, Draka.  

Bring me the three items 
I ask of you. From these 

ingredients, I will make the 
potion I promised…

…and you will 
become a famed 
warrior of the 
Frostwolves!

Are you 
certain, Draka?  

Such beasts are 
dangerous quarry even 

for experienced 
hunters, and 

you are…

…not. I 
know. But 
I have to 
try.

I have to win back 
the honor I have 
cost you…you 
don’t deserve to 
be punished so 
because of me!



And so Draka embarked on 
her quest. Her parents did 
not expect her to return.

And neither, 
truly, did Draka.

Ungh!

She had never been 
allowed to hunt…

…had seldom 
built a fire…



Gasp!

Pant…

Gasp…

Aaaaah!

…and had never had to build 
shelter. It was as if nature 

itself was against her.

If she could not do these 
simple, basic things…

…how could she complete 
so daunting a task as the 

one she had been set?



But though her body 
was weak, her mind 
and wits were not.

Draka would learn 
how to do what she 
needed to…somehow.



!!





It had taken the turn of more than 
one moon, but finally Draka had 
mastered the basics of survival in 
the wilderness. Now, she was ready 
to take on her first challenge...

...the windroc.

They hunt out here in the open...
on the plains. But every night they 
go back toward Terokkar Forest...

They must roost there.

I hope they 
sleep very 
soundly...

...and I hope 
everything else 
in here does too!



I’m probably only going 
to get one clear shot...
better make it count!  
Ancestors, guide my aim!

Kraaaaaaa!!

Aaaaaahhhh!!

Nnngguuhhhh!!

Skreeeeeee!!



I...did I...?

Spirit of the 
windroc...

...I thank you for 
your sacrifice.  
Because of you...

...I am one 
step closer...

To becoming a 
true Frostwolf 

warrior!
CONCLUDED IN NEXT VOLUME
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If I said it once to the voice in my head, I’ll say it again--
creating manga art ain’t like making a hamburger (though 
really bad art can give you indigestion). It is a complex 
process, in which the promise made by a script is brought 
kicking and screaming into the world. And even though 
developing the page can prove to be a daunting task, with 
proper nourishment and guidance it can grow into some-
thing quite beautiful.

The following is one such example of this…page 36 from 
“Blood Runs Thicker” was what I call “ninja art”--in that it 
was a seemingly easy page in the script, but quickly mor-
phed into a stealthy schedule assassin, in that the dense 
text, limited space and shot selection all required several 
revisions to get just right. But it is also an example of how 
teamwork between the artist and editor can conquer any 
sequential mountain, no matter how steep.



The thumbnail stage is the artist’s fi rst crack at the page. We’re con-
cerned less with actual character design at this point, and more 
with the actual page fl ow in terms of staging the scene and choos-
ing the best angles. The key thing here is deciding in each panel 
what the focus should be, and why. 



In this fi rst version of the pencil, you can see a dramatic improvement from the thumbs. Ob-
viously the designs are clearer and more fl eshed out, but beyond that some of the shots have 
changed. But there are still problems with this page: in panel 1 and 2 the décor is too modern 
(do they even have tea cups in Azeroth?), in panel 2 Cedrick only has one line of dialogue yet 
he is the focal point of the panel, in panel 3 we need to see where that money bag actually came 
from (instead of magically fl ying in from seemingly nowhere) and in panel 5 while the angle 
is great, we need to lower the bag to see Cedrick’s sneer (as well as make him look a bit more 

villainous). Which leads us to… 



…the fi nal version of the pencil! All the issues have clearly been addressed, in 
that each panel is focused and conveys the right dramatic beat.



And now that the car has passed inspection, it’s time to give it a bit of 
“detail”…in the form of inks…



…and tones. Presto! A shiny new manga page, ready for print. Mr. 
Kawakami, take a bow, sir!



i

But what would a page be without great looking characters to 
populate it? The process of creating the right character is often 
just as complex, if not more, than creating a single page of se-
quential art. Character is everything, since it’s why you care about 
the story in the fi rst place. The following is an example of how 
heroes can grow into men (literally in this case).  

First up is Fernando’s fi rst pass at Jimmy, Liam and Bram. The 
script didn’t specify an exact age, and only indicated that they 
were young adolescents. In this sketch Jimmy and co. are much, 
much younger than as they appear in the story…a bit too young, 
actually. Additionally, Jimmy’s boots are too modern and not 
“Warcraft” enough. 



Fernando tweaked the age of the boys here, but now they are 
a bit too old for the story. It was a tricky thing, as we 

needed to convey their gradual transition into men, but it 
had to be a bit more subtle, as they were with the Bloodsails 
for only a few months at best. On to the next draft…



Here’s the fi nal version, which is what appears in the story now (give 
or take a few muscles). It was decided that their body type should 
fall somewhere between the fi rst and second drafts, and that their 
“growth” would be depicted via the muscle tone that hard labor and 
training would naturally give them. Nothing like “pirate pilates” to 
work off that baby fat!



And just so you know, not all character designs actually need 
revising. Fernando hit this one outta the park on his fi rst try! 
Amazing work, brutha!





The exciting Warcraft: Legends adventure continues with this 
latest installment of stories set in the Warcraft  universe. 

murder mystery in which they must fight to prove 
the innocence of one of their own.
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