(©DR

createp 8y SIMON SPURRIER & MATIAS BERGARA

werrren sy SIMON SPURRIER
wisreareo sv MATIAS BERGARA
witH coLor assists By MICHAEL DOIG
cerreren sy JIM CAMPBELL

covers By MATIAS BERGARA

MICHAEL ALLRED
WITH COLORS BY LAURA ALLRED

vARIANT cover By JAY SHAW

DESIGNER MARIE KRUPINA
ASSISTANT EDITOR GAVIN GRONENTHAL
EDITOR ERIC HARBURN

.- ; \.\.\\

. N .], -2
S—sa // =

"‘-—_-1

™  CODA No. 4, Augusl 2018. Published by BOOM! Studios, a division of Boom Entertainment, Inc., 5670 Wilshire Boulevard, Suite 400, Los Angeles, CA
90036-5679. Codais ™ & & 2018 Simon Spurrier Ltd. and Matias Bergara. All rights reserved. BOOM! Stuulos and the BOOM! Studios logo are trademarks
of Boom Entertainment, Inc., registered in various countries and ies. All , BVEnts, and insiF depicted herein are fictional. Any similarity

between any of the names, characters, persons, events. and/or instituti in this rto actual names, . and persons. whether fving or

dead, events, and/or institutions is unintended and purely coincidental. BOOM! Studios does not read or accept unsolicited submissions of ideas, stories,
STl DO s or artwork. For information regarding the CPSIA on this printed material, call: (203) 595-2&36 and provide reference #RICH — 202924, PRINTED IN USA.



ed with singular

"Murder the world, gain eternal reward!”
Arose thus the Urken--

o

presented as gifts sa
the Wihtlords who made them, and tended their souls,
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Long, alas, their apocalypse langui
- L anguished,
Time upon time th, dptihatii
vanquished-.. €ir masters were

Tyrants, bloody dukes and vampisi is
il _ ) and vampiric nests:
sundered by heroes ‘pon .f'mprogabf-_‘—’ quests

But the Urken endured: th;ey marched, unschismic, ]

Patient for their paradise, post-cataclysmic,
—yI::‘i-:::'—,__,ﬁ

| 'Til at Jast fate relented, made dark stars align:




And oh, the Last War spread worldwide unbounded, |
4 (No pluck-fueled fellowship stood to confound it),

started the
Quench.
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How bitter their waking, that next, dire dawn?
Eves streaming, hearts shattered, to a future forlorn.

The Wihtlords had lied. No paradise awaited,
But a world without magic, without joy; decimated.

And yes: the pogroms, the lynchings, and worse.
Survival mutated by guilt into curse,

Yet the Urken did little to
defend nor entreat,

In sinew and fibre, consumed
by deceit.

The Wihtlords! Those liars! The hatred took sway.
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And yet the sun, every morn, its sneer still paraded, e
4| And from living their lives no beasts seemed dissuaded.

In famine or feast the world kept turning;
With nary a care what grudges lay burning.

To live.
Without masters.
And nothing to lose.



But some were among them,
of dark disposition,

For whom such a future
forced painful transition:

§ The vanguard berserkers!
N Bloodboilers! Untamed!

Those whose reason the
Red Rage had maimed.
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Noble their attempts to conform, and persistent,
But the demons they carried proved fearful resistant.

\ (Never we'll know the particular hell:
\ Of one who laments they've been made too well.)

A soul of rare beauty; she sought compromise,

Pledging a half-life to brighter tomorrows
In atonement, she said, for yesterday’s sorrows.

LSuch an Urken I Know, with light in her eves. }
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But a high price is rendered, for goodness unshielded,
To the demon of rage must her spare half be yielded. |
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g0\ When her mind runs with blood, and no music may right it, VA o
| To the desert she's drawn, where with others thus blighted, i 2 (1)
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she roars and riots in fury untold,
'Til the heat of the demon js spent,
and runs cold.

But do not condemn such
savage proclivity--




For the
curse, in
truth, is--

THAT'S
BARPING, IS ITZ POPGY
SOUNPALIKES AN
RHYTHMS THAT KEEP
CHANGING?Z

I MEAN, IT'S A
LOT OF TROUBLE
JUST TO AOIP
APMITTING YOUR
MISSIUS HAS A
TEMPER.

IT'S NOT A
TEMFER. IT'S--AN
EVIL PESIGN. IT'S HOW
THE BERSERKERS
WERE MAPE. SHE CAN'T
HELFP IT--IT JUST
TAKES OVER.

'ERE, Youl EVER
SEEN HER LIKE THATZ
OUT IN THE PESERT,
I MEAN, WHEN SHE'S
OFF THROWIN' A

YO MIAST'VE

WOBBLER.

WONPEREP WHAT
THEY GET UP TO
OWT THERE...

HEH. Yol
KNOW YOurR
PROBLEMZ

FOUL-SMELLING
BRAT WITH A BIG

IT'S THAT YOW'RE
ALLERGIC TO
A\ COMFLICATIONS.
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