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32,000 BC.

Huff!

Uhhk!



Hurk!

Hurr. 

Hurr.





Baduri. 



1944 AD.

It means
water.

And
a very

specific
kind.

Not the kind
which quenches

thirst, falls from
the sky, or has
anything to do

with sustenance
at all. 

It is the drowning kind.

The fabled water
from which the

Tree of Life grows.

Wewelsburg,
Germany. 



It is also the name
of those who rule

the world...

Who are
we?

You are
a monster,

Adolf.

The secret 
masters of all 
mankind: The 
immortal 

Baduri of the 
City.

They are 
why we are 
here today. 

Because of them, 
and the question 
they make us ask 

ourselves:

Our friend, 
Hirohito, is a 

monster. | am a 
monster. Look 

around, there are 
only monsters 

here in this 
room.

Which is 
fitting, for it 

will take 
monsters to 

destroy 
monsters such 

as these.



You are
mistaken,
General. |
am a god.

Japan is
half a world away,

Emperor...but
the world, it is
a very small

place.

And
my people

worship me
as such. 

It's hard to
keep secrets.
And horror, you
see, has a way

of seeping
out.

| have heard
what you did with

your Chinese
prisoners when

your armies took
the mainland.

And if you're not monster,
then you are surely the
most wicked god in all

the heavens.

| salute
your vengeful
nature. You

are an answer
to my

prayers.

Apparently,
as is this trinket

| recovered at
both of your

urging.

A trinket?
You believe
it has no
value?



| believe in 
what | can see.
| have seen the
Baduri. | know

they are
real.

Ah. Well...
it is true 

that your piece
is worthless

on its
own.

And
why is
that? 

Oh... 

Because
it has been

before.

But when
ours are

joined with it -- 
much as we are here
today -- it will be an

axis around which
the entire world

spins. 

After all...
|'ve looked

in the
box.

But am 
| skeptical of
artifacts from
mythological
stories? Of

course
| am.



The story
is told in

whispers... 
The real

history of
the world.

26,000 BC. The first age saw the carefully
cultivated and domesticated

slave culture of man build all the
wonders of the ancient world. 

Including the City itself
under the watchful

eye of their masters,
the Baduri. 



Over time, mankind evolved and
broke the chains of slavery.

But the immortal
Judge of the
Baduri, wielding
the great holy

relic -- the hammer
Sharur -- broke

the rebellion.

It was the end of the
first age of man.

The Baduri
culled humanity

to a more
manageable

number.

The strong
were removed,
and the weak
reconditioned
to love the

chain. 



17,000 BC. 

But during the second age
of man, despite the

millennia of conditioning, human
society evolved once more. 

So the Judge lifted mighty
Sharur from its resting place in
the heart of the Baduri City... 

And broke the backs
of the upright, and

humbled the few who
remained.

After, having learned that
rebellion could never be fully
bred out of man, the Baduri

accepted that a periodic
pruning was inevitable. 



8,000 BC.

And the third age
ended just as the
previous two had.

But during the
fourth age of man,
for a cause unknown,

or unremembered,
a civil war began

between the
Baduri.

Immortal
battled

immortal... 

A war of the undying. A stalemate
of shifting territories gained and lost

through their proxy human armies.



An unending, unwinnable
conflict until the great
engineers of the City

took Sharur...

And recast it as
Bah al’ Sharur.

A weapon that
could kill their

own.

The Baduri Civil War
ended with the death
of every single Baduri

rebel. 

And so it did.



Then the weapon was disassembled
and scattered to the far corners

of the Earth. Never to be
reassembled again. 

Until
now.

And why is
that? You expect
me to believe that
we are the first

to know this
story?

This world
has a long
history of
monsters. We are

not that
special.

The first
to find the

pieces?



| disagree,
General. | think

we are. The
perfect men for

a perfect
time.

For the primary
beneficiary of
the Baduri Civil

War was
mankind.

Others
before us have

tried to assemble
the weapon and
failed for one
very specific

reason.
One

Hirohito left
out of his story
-- and it’s the

most important
part.

They did all the things
one would normally do

if the goal was
engineering a perfect

species for war.

They paired
the strong with

strong. They
educated the
most clever. Instead of

culling us when
we reached
our normal

uncontrollable
levels, they

did the
opposite.

We declared
this must

never happen
again!

Their
breeding program
was too good. An

envy, really. And when
their war was over,
a more formidable
version of man
covered the

Earth.
Our numbers

had become vast.
We had become too

knowledgable... 



So then the
Baduri moved into
the arena in which

we know them
today.

Operating behind
the scenes... 

They no
longer exert
dominance,
they exert
control.

Pulling the strings
of their puppet

nations..

They
control the
Americans.

They control it all. All except our Axis.
Around which the
world will now spin... 

They
control the

British and the
Russians...



At point of
a spear, which

we will bury deep
in their Baduri

hearts.

Well, what are
we waiting for,

then?

--ble...

Hurk!

Let's
witness

the
assem--



What
have you
done?



{Sigh.}

In this room
is the most

powerful weapon
in the world...and

the fool runs
away from

it.

The idea
that someone
like him desired

to rule the
world...

Shishigi.

Such
perversion.



Yes,
father?

By now,
my soldiers will
have seized the

castle and prepared
the way for our

departure...

You collect
the boxes,

and clean the
room.

No one must know
what happened here.

Well...
that must

sound
ominious.

How
could it

not?

| go
now to finish
things with
Mussolini...



Some would say | am honor bound
to obey my father. For he is god,

and | am just his grateful
bastard.

In my heart
| am heretic. | 
worship the idea

of a life without a
monster for a

master.

Tell me, do you
hide that same

hope in your
hearts?

There
will be no

more running,
General.

There is
nowhere
left to

run.
Why have

you done this,
Hirohito? 

But can
| trust the

two of
you with a
secret?



Come
closer, and
| will tell

you.

Because
| am god to
my people...

And who
believes in
gods that
are not

immortal?

Hurk!

| plan to
live forever,

General.



And
| would 
trade

anything to
do so...



Even Bah al’ Sharur.

Bah
al'Sharur.

Bah
al'Sharur!

Bah
al'Sharur!

Bah
al'Sharur! Bah

al'Sharur!
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