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A THOUSAND, THOUSAND. . &
YEARS AGO, ALEXANDER THE "THERE ARE MORE WORLPS
{ \.j GREAT SAT WITH A SAGE OF \ THAN THIS," SAIP THE SAGE.
- “

.

WIPE RENOWN. THERE, HE "THEIR NUMBER 1S NEAR INFINITE
LEARNED A SECRET THAT WOULP ANP THEY SPREAP ACROSS THE
SHAKE HIM TO HIS CORE. N COSMOS, BEYONPD THE REACH
OF ANY MAN’S SENSES.”

ALEXANPER LOOKEP UPON HIS
OWN EMPIRE. FROM THE RICH
MEPITERRANEAN TO THE STEPPES
a8 OF ASIA. FROM ITS HEART IN
THE CRAPLE OF CIVILIZATION
TO ITS FARTHEST BORPER.

ANP HIS
EYES FILLEP
WITH TEARS.

"GREAT ALEXANPER,
WHY PO YOU WEEP 2"
ASKEP THE SAGE. "YOU
{’s HAVE EVERY GLORY THAT A %
& MORTAL HAS EVER KNOWN."
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Y5 IT NOT WORTHY
¢ OF PESPAIR," REPLIED
ALEXANPER, "THAT THERE w
| ARE AN INFINITE NUMBER OF
4 WORLPS TO CONQUER...

“..,ANP I
CANNOT BECOME
THE MASTER OF

EVEN ONEZ"




< NATHANIEL RICHARDS. /i
——""_ A
SN T WAS BORN IN THE /I
R 2151 CENTLRY. MY WORLD WAS A
UTOPIA OF PLEASURE

S — — ; AND ENTERTAINMENT. MY

8 50_CALLED BETTERS CALLED
T | e R oeNG.
! ! L -
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\ T — e R A UTOPIA, TO BE SURE.
A WHERE TEN-YEAR-OLPS COULD
MASTER ADVANCED ROBOTICS.
vy WHERE A BOY COULD HAVE HIS
THROAT CUT BY BULLIES AND
RECOVER IN A MATTER OF
MONTHS, AS T RECENTLY HAP.

BUT IT WAS ALSO
A PLACE WHERE TIME
SEEMEP TO HAVE STOPPEP.
IT WAS THE ENP OF HISTORY.
A MEANINGLESS PROCESSION
OF TEPIP MOMENTS. A
COUNTPOWN TO NOTHING.

AND SO I
BEGAN TO SEE
MY TIME FOR WHAT
IT TRULY WAS.




ANP LIKE ANYONE WISE
ENOUGH TO SEE THE LOCKS
THAT HOLP THEIR PRISON SHUT...

I'P PEVISED AN ESCAPE.
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PROMISE, 50 T HAD
/
#° > BEGUN TO SEEK THE
> KEYS TO THE PAST.

o
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I KNEW THAT IN
THE ECHOES OF
THE ANCIENTS LAY
ANSWERS TO MY
EVERY QUESTION. |

) o

I KNEW THAT THOSE
EMBATTLEP CHAMPIONS
OF THE BRUTAL PAST HAD
FATHOMEP QUESTIONS THAT I,
IN MY COMFORT, COULP
NEVER EVEN THINK TO ASK.

IT HAD TAKEN ME
ALMOST TWO YEARS
OF SEARCHING. I
HAP THOUGHT OF
NOTHING ELSE.

I FORGEP A
LEISURE PASS. T
REROUTEP SECURITY
FROM THE EURASIAN
INPUSTRY FIELDS.

ANP I ROPE BY
SHAPOW INTO A LANP
ONCE RULED BY FISTS

OF IRON ANP PEFENPEP
BY PELIRIOUS MAGIC.

TR

I THOUGHT TO # :
FIND ANSWERS ° I WAS,
FROM THE PAST. ' H:IFLER?SJ:F




THE AIR ITSELF
WAS THICK WITH
HISTORY.

\\AA\Y

I'P NEVER SEEN

% ANYTHING OLP
WITH MY OWN
EYES BEFORE.

Te £ = ”;‘\7
~ BUT THEN

I COMMAND YOU!
YOUR MASTER |15 LONG
DEAD AND T AM HIS
A ONLY--




THE GRANPEUR i

OF HOPE, WORN

*¥'i POWN BY THE AGES. ;!‘@ 5
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;‘(“ LIKE ROCKS IN
»

THE PESERT &

IT WAS
BEAUTIFUL.

AND I WAS
A FOOL.




pooM N
MAY BE AN
IMBECILE... 4

...BUT GOOP
ENGINEERING IS
ETERNAL. _

TO THE 20T “—— TELL YOUR CREATOR
CENTURY WITH S WHO PISPOSED OF
YOU, ROBOT. / o 2S5, YOu.

ONE WHO KNOWS THAT'S NOT AN
INFINITELY MORE THAN | ANSWER. HOW THE
YOU CAN IMAGINE, HELL PO YOU KNOW
NATHANIEL. MY NAME?

/ _ ANOTHER \
PETTY, OBVIOUS
QUESTION. I'D =
HOPEP FOR b))
BETTER. SORRY--

BETTER?




