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Hmm..

Root?

We’re doomed!
The angel of Death watches
us from the shadows of the
mountain...
I see him!

I can’t see shit.
Looks like the Angel of Death
is a wuss.
I’m not joking,
Ragge. I saw him!
He stared at me from
those trees.

More likely a Finn.
Maybe we should send out a
few scouts. Finns always have
some fine hides.
You’re crazy if you
think we can raid
before we have the
Gudbrand boy.

Well...The king won’t
notice he’s missing
half a dozen men
for a day, will he?

It’s an omen!
Soon we will be at a cross
roads where our actions will
be judged! I am sure!
The angel’s eyes looked
so familiar - so haunted.

You shut your trap
and do as you’re bloody
told, same as always,
Hulte.

Unlike the rest
of us, you’re
blessed by your
White Christ, who
watches you and
holds your hand,

right?

That was close.
I actually think
he saw me.

Best hurry and finish up out
here and warn the others.
The valley of Gudbrand is no
longer safe.

But first
things first.

Widebird.

Twinflick.

What have
you found?

There is not much to
be learned about a
minor ruckus that
took place in a forest
ten years ago.

...I’ve dealt with
monsters before.
Can we set a trap?

Twinflick has a point.
Maybe you’re not
meant to know what
happened that night.

But some wights led
us to a stallo - and
they are tough as
nails!
His stupid dog near
bit my leg off.

Face the truth boy.
The trail ends here.
You should pursue the
matter no further.
Our warnings are not
frivolous.
A stallo can crush you
with a finger.

I don’t care about
your opinion. You’re
going to find out
about my father’s
death. That was your
part of the deal. What
was it you wanted
from me?

At some point,
these wights heard
the stallo talk of
events that sound
like they could be
your father dying in
the woods.

”The matter” as you
call it, is the reason my
father was slain and I
was away from my family
for ten winters.

Well, this task will take you
a couple days. Master Vale
has...

And you’re
too afraid to
go ask him
yourselves.

That hardly
matters
if you can’t
remember them
anyway.

You bet! The Finns call the
Stallo inhuman. Real monsters!
They didn’t come by such names by
being friendly!

Unless you Enjoy
chewing with broken
teeth, I suggest you
shut your mouth,
Twinflick.

Yes.

Wait a moment,
Twinflick.
Root, do you really
want to seek out
the Stallo?

In that case, there’s
no point telling you
anything else until
after you meet it...

There you go, champ.

Is it really that bad?
How big is a stallo
anyway?

Hahaha! Now what,
mighty warrior??!
What’s your big plan
now, huh? Hit it over
the head with
a tree??!

I don’t think your joke got
through his thick skull.

Impressed yet?

The tracks
are from this
morning.

Hm...
A tree,
you say...

Just shows that
words are power
to those who
can wield it - and
that idiots will
follow.

Go lick an icicle,
would you?

We’re doomed!
The angel
of Death watches
Hmmm...
us from
shadows of the
A Finn the
is found
It’s a good thing
mountain...
murdered.
the
your memory is
I see
son ends
onhim!
intact then.
Bornholm and
What do you care
remembers
anyway?
nothing.

We’re doomed!
The angel of Death watches
us from the shadows of the
mountain...
I see him!

Something
They
are
not covered
We’re
doomed!
about it smells The angel
by self-preservation.
of Death watches
funny, right?
Those
are men from
us from
the shadows
of the
the
Westfold.
mountain...
I see him!
Better warn
the boy.

The only thing that
smells is that the boy
doesn’t have a drop of
self-preservation.

Oy, who’s that then?
What does your
self-preservation have
to say about them?
We’re doomed!
The angel ofRoot!
Death watches
us from theRooT!
shadows of the
mountain...
It’s
all gone
I wrong!
see him!

We’re doomed!
The
of Death watches
You bet
it angel
has! This
fromwon’t
the shadows of the
stupidus
trunk
mountain...
do at all. It won’t
I see him!
hold the knot.

We’re doomed!
The angel of Death watches
us from the shadows of the
mountain...
I see him!

e get to
Next tim
t,
ody poin
o
l
b
e
h
t
l!
you foo

The pulley’s
unstable. I’ll
have to go back
and get some
proper pegs.

Not that you
simpleton!
The warriors
of Westfold.
What
about
them?

Vali still needs
the boy. We
should do
sometihng.
And defy all
sense of selfpreservation?
Have you gone
mad?

So close!

My ol’ mam shoots
better than you!
If that Finn get’s away,
he’ll warn his cousins,
and we’ll return home
empty handed!

