OF MERKA, BEORN
OF THE FENAL
COLONY XEBEL, THE
FUTURE-TIPES
WHISFER THUS...

...A GREAT
QRUIEEN,
SHE. PROLUD
AND STRONG.
A PARTNER TO
HER KING. AN
IMFERATKIX
TO THE POMAINS
OF ATLANTIS.
A NOTHER /=
TO KINGS.

{ CLOUDS THE \
WATERS? WHAT

SILT HAS

STIRRED UFP

GUIET
NOW. THE




"IT IS XEBEL
BLOOP. THIS :
STAIN 1S XEBEL 5 N IS GFONE FROM
THE 'H'hrﬂﬁl_..[:'l II'THE: L"'k'.]:'-'lf-"h"u'
GULIEEN; IN
ﬁ;ﬁﬁgﬁﬁﬂ -
- SO ASSLUMES THE
— THRONEL BUT

— . = -
: T ———— &= HER LOSS IS
o L | 700 GREAT...
= (8
F L

THE PELUGE!
THE PELULGE
& ALL T
SEE!
——— ALL THE

A WORLEP
¥ SWEFT

| : h sl
] : THE

-~

pPELLUGE! |

=" 3

o .. THE FATAL S
] REIEEN.

YOULRSELFR,
SEER-SISTER |

"AND FROM HER LIPS
| COMES THE coiLAND,
AND THE COMMAND
BECOMES A STORM,
AND FROM THE STORM...

AT

TO SWEEF THE
WORLE AnwAay!

| l ——

L L 7] |
¥ DN [NANETT Writer. GRAAD WALKER Fenciller ANDAEW HENNEGGH Inher
NER folorist POT AROGGENY Lottoror BAROD WALKER, ONDREL HENNEGGH & GOBE FLTOEA [over
NGHIN MIDDLETON Variant Covor AMEDED TURTUARD & DIEGO LOFE? Nssistant:Fditors

it kil LA S
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THE ORACLEOF
THE WIDOWHOOD, ~
ATLANTIS.

THE
-PELUGE!
A=Al | THAT IS,
PROWNED IN
B-BLOOD!
HOW DI
A ) =X ) I SEE THAT?
NERID. THE el Gl THAT VISION
VISIONS HAVE ' A | s :

THE CORALS
OF THIS GROTTO ARE
PSYCHOSENSITIVE, LADY.
THEY sHOW US WHAT THE SEAS
KNOW...EVEN THE FLUITURE-
TIPES OF PAYS THAT HAVE
NOT YET DPAWNED.

ENOLGH WITH THE \\

- EIEBEEI&HL THE N

S e\l Ul PDELUGE IS A TERROR |
mgfﬁg ;Tél?Eﬁ L Ny =\% CELL OF ATLANTEAN ;-:}
O PAERE? Y = 0 ilees”

A

You NOW

‘.~ THE MYTH, LADY

P

MERA. THE PELUGE. THE
END OF ALL TIMES.

THE MYTH, FOR THEY
ARE NAKKOW IN
LINPERSTANPING.

THEY SEE THE PELLUGE
AS A CLEANSING FORCE THAT
WILL WASH AWAY THE KINGDPOMS
OF THE SURFACE WORLD.

WHEN IT
COMES, THE
PELUGE WILL

SFARE NONE.
IT WILL PROWN
THE PRY
LAND...

. LBUTIT
wWILL TOFPPLE
THE TOWERS
OF ATLANTIS,

TOO.

ALL
BECALISE OF
THIS...THIS "FATAL © Anp vou

QUEEN"? THINK THAT'S
ME?



PROPHECY,
REVEREND
MOTHER

INK A GIRL FROM

AS GOOP ENOUGH TO &
PON THE THRONE. WHER

WHY DO
YOu THINK Y
WE LUIRGED TO B
HAVE You .
TESTED?

»
Vs

iy THE
Y WIPOWHOOD
OFFOSES
YOUR MATCH
WITH ARTHLUR
BECALISE
WE ARE
AFRAIP.

THE KING WiILL
FALL. HIS QUEEN,
IN HER GRIEF, wiLL

BECOME THE

FATAL QUEEN.

p AND SHE
WILL ENDP THE
WORLE.

-.-H=-HEED THE
TIPES! HEED

THE HOWLS OF

THE H-HOLISE
OF LIGHT--

HOLIGHT BECALISE ¥¢
ERE CONDESCENDPING
LD CRONES WHO DIDN

IN ALL MY YEARS,
I HAVE NEVER SEEN
THE PROFPHECY AFFPEAR
SO POTENTLY.

SISTER
ELASMAR--LOOK
TO THE SEER. MAKE
HER COMFORTABLE.

CHILD, YOU ARE A %
[ EINE WOMAN. WE DO
1 NOT SCORN YOU FOR

"\ YOUR HERITAGE.

AND WE WOLILD S

W/ NOT OPPOSE YOUR ¢ :
' 2
I'M SORRY. “£

THE VISION WAS |
ALL TOO CLEAR. [

HUSH
NOW, SISTER
NERID. YOU'RE
LPSETTING
YOURSELF.

OF THE VISION;

SAYING? A THAT IS ALL.
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