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|| THE CLANGOR OF | : HELMETEDO HEADS, AS /E IN FINAL
N THESWORDS S\ AAN. g BACK-DRAWN IN

HAS DIED :

I
[|GoLOEN 5E4ROS |
| GomLy uPWARD,,, |
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ACROSS THE RED DRIFTS AND MAIL-CLAD FORMS, 7TWO L/GURES GLARE AT £A4ACH
OTHER. IN TH(S UTTER PESOLAT/ION, ONLY THEY MOVE,

SLOWLY THROUGH THE CORPSES THEY STRIPE, AS GHOSTS MIGHT COME 70 A4
TRYST THROUGH THE SHAMBLES OF 4 PEAD WORLD, IN THE BROODING
SILENCE, THEY STANO FACE 7O FACE,

BOTH ARE 7TALL MEN--AND BUILT LIKE TIGERS. BUT ONE OF THEM /S--

e

--S0 THAT MY
BROTHERS IN \ —
VANAHEIM MAY
KNOW WHO WAS
THE £LAS7 OF T N
4| WULFHERE'S BAND SN e
TO FALL BEFORE l
THE SWORD OF |
HYMOUL.!

STORY: ROY THOMAS ART: BARRY SMITH



SNOW-LR/IFTS...
THE COLL THAT BITES |
LIKE A BLADE.. LEAD ME INTO
9 ; A 7RA4,P--AND
NOTHING I'LL PILE THE
CAN HELP HEADS OF
¥ YOUR A/INSMEN
AT YOUR FEET/

ou
ESCAPE ME,
WANTON,

S HIOE FROM Y
ME-~-AND I'LL |
TEAR APART

THE
MOUNTAINS

TC FIND
You/

I'LL FOLLOW 2
you To 3
yOU NEED NOT | Bg./ THE 4nD IS i
MOCK LONGER 5o L2 Look WHO
s - HE SAY- !
BARBARIAN. ; FoLLows,!
: ] IT BLAZES 10 g
WITH STRANGE
TAKE HIS

NO, NOT
MUCH LONGER LIGHTS --AND
AT ALt/ | STRANGER -
. \GLEAMS. ' ] HEART-- THAT
k) il WE MAY LAY
IT SMOKING
- ON OUR
FATHER'S

-

./ \\\\\




you CANNOY, -
ESCAPE ME! &

CALL THE REST OF
| YOUR BROTHERS,
: WENCH.”

I'LL GIVE
THEIR HEARTS
TO THE
WOLVES,

Y YOUR FLESH Z BUT, I'LL

IS COLL--AS N qQead YoU,
cCOoLD AS \ WOMAN=~ A
THE SAOWS./ = <R




T THEN--WITH A HE G/RL SL/IPS
WiTH THE Flie SCREAM AND A r,mw CONAN'S
DESPERATE WRENCH -- areMS--

THE AW /7CH-
FIRES IN
THE SKY
WRITHE

EVER MORE
w/LoLy--

LIKE
LIVING
THINGS--




