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protecting and guiding the dead. And your name will be Azrael, the
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Soul Search

Black Angel
Egypt

Egypt, in the twilight of Ramesses II’s reign, was a living massive altar to the
many gods that ruled their realms in the name of the god king Amun-Ra. Never
again would there be so many buildings and monuments erected in unison to
worship the gods. Never had the people prayed and sacriﬁced more to their
spirits, seeking to be once again in their graces and for their children not be
forgotten. Every night they kneeled with their faces touching ground as they
implored forgiveness for whatever transgression that may have angered the
deities. They pleaded to be allowed the mercy to harvest and eat. Their prayers
were answered only with cold dead silence.
Eshe and Aziza went to bed without supper for yet another night. There was
nothing to eat or drink in all of the empire ever since the waters of the river
Nile became blood red, and a swarm of locusts made waste of the crops. If
eight year old Eshe could talk, she would have suggested to her parents catching
and cooking some of the frogs that plagued their country. After all, an old blind
beggar she met told her that frogs tasted like chicken. Then again, if her parents
knew she’d consorted with a Jewish slave, she’d be punished for a lifetime.
Esher’s father had ordered the sisters not to go anywhere near the Jews. He said
they were dangerous people, and the God they worshipped was even more so,
seeing how their prophet’s promise of plagues unleashed upon Egypt became a
reality.
The sisters lived a charmed life as daughters of the Pharaoh’s personal physician.
Before the plague, they got to run and play within the marbled lined walls and
ﬂoors of the Pharaoh’s palace, ate fresh food, dressed in the most delicate
garments, and played with more dolls than they ever wanted.
Eshe was interested in learning. She enjoyed spending time with the court scribe.
He taught her the history of her people and the pantheon of deities that watched
over the Egyptian empire. Her favorite was Anubis, the jackal headed sentry of
the afterlife, because she liked dogs. Sometimes the scribe would whisper to her
tales from Jewish myths and the one God that favored and protected His people.
The scribe said the Jewish believed that the one God would one day free His
people from slavery. That made the young girl sad, because this revelation made
her realize that the Jews did not like to serve the Egyptians. Eshe was devoted to
attend her older sister Aziza. She liked combing her hair and dressing her up. She
let her eat from her food and even let her keep the prettiest dolls. She thought of
herself as a server to her sister and saw nothing wrong with that.
Things changed after Moses visited the court of Ramesses the Great. The one
God tortured Egypt with starvation and illness and for some reason the Egyptian
gods did not answer the people’s prayers. The citizens had now resorted to

violence. Those who ventured outside their houses would risk being hurt by people
rebelling against the Pharaoh for his decision not to free the Jews.
Eshe had not seen her father for days after he went out looking for their missing
mother. The sisters were locked inside the house for their safety, but there was
nothing to eat. The girls checked the lower storage space under their ﬂoor only to
ﬁnd rotted food infected with rats and insects. Eshe tucked Aziza in emerald silk
sheets and put out the ﬁre next to her. The scary sounds of rioting from outside
kept the older sister awake, but she had to try to get some rest. Aziza became ill
that night. She coughed blood and had a little trouble breathing. Eshe felt her
sister’s forehead burning up and wiped the sweat from her face.
“I should be tucking you in” said Aziza between coughs.
The younger sister smiled and shook her head. She pointed with her ﬁnger at her
own eyes and then at Aziza.
“I know you watch over me, little sister.” Aziza smiled. “I am ﬁne. I-I wouldn’t
mind some water…”
Concerned for her sister’s fever, Eshe decided to go look for water outside the
house. Maybe she could ﬁnd her father, too. The girl put on her sandals and tried
to open the front door, but something jammed it from the other side. She pushed
the table under a small crevice high on the wall and climbed her way through it.
Once outside her home, the little girl saw soldiers trying to ﬁght off a mob of
Egyptian citizens. She had expected to see the Jews taking up arms, but none of
them had left their dwellings. She wondered if her father was part of the mob, but
she could not risk trying to ﬁnd out.
The girl kept herself apart from the riot as much as she could by staying close
to the walls of the houses. These were solid rock and dried mud brick walled
households owned by Egyptian citizens, much like her family’s place. She heard
cries from inside a few of these houses.
When Eshe reached the poor hay roofed huts where Jewish slaves lived, a stench
of dead animal caught her nose. Standing in front of a row of huts, she noted
that all the doors of these houses were painted red. She touched one of the wet
doors with her index ﬁnger and smelled blood. The girl struggled to conceal her
terror and tried to focus on the task at hand. She ran through an alley towards a
public well behind the houses. As she reached the well, she stopped at the sight of
dead sheep corpses piled on each other. There were too many carcasses blocking
her way to the well and the stench was unbearable. The Egyptian girl vomited and
almost fainted, but she managed to gather the strength to walk fast away from the
place. Eshe thought her father was right about the Jews. They were dangerous
people, and they were dealing with some sort of evil witchery.
The dark haired child ran back towards her house to check on her sister. She
noticed a red clay basket as tall as her height blocking the door. She shoved it a
few times until it fell in front of her, allowing a bit of space for her to open and
squeeze through the door. Eshe did not hear her sister coughing and thought
something was wrong. When she reached Aziza’s bed, she saw a ghost of a pale

looking young man with long black hair reaching his waist and strange markings
tattooed on his see-through ﬂesh. He was a frightening winged man with six arms.
The six-armed ghost caressed Eshe’s sister’s long black curls with his lengthy
boney ﬁngers. Eshe was paralyzed to see the dark spirit that had revealed himself
to her.
“Come see.” The ghost whispered to Eshe in a weak raspy voice.
Aziza trembled and tears rolled over her cheeks. She could not see the winged
man next to her, but she dreaded a malevolent presence reaching into her soul.
“Eshe, I am scared” Aziza whispered.
Eshe stooped, facing the six-armed man to plead on behalf of her sister’s life.
She cried as she tried hard to enunciate words that she knew she could not speak.
The pale visitor ignored the eight year old and with a delicate touch of his ﬁnger,
stopped Aziza’s heart. Her eyes opened wide and became lifeless. Her skin became
colorless. Frantic, Eshe quickly picked up a heavy clay vase from the table next to
her and threw it at the man. The vase went right through the tattooed spirit and
broke upon impacting the wall. He turned his attention towards the young girl.
The six armed apparition grabbed the girl tightly by her neck and lifted her closer
to his eye level, to inspect her. Then, he threw her against the wall, where she
bounced and fell to the ﬂoor.
“The reckoning, it is not enough,” the visitor whispered. “All of you must pay,
not just every ﬁrst born. The time of the walking leeches is over. I will kill you all,
I think. I begin tonight in this land of Egypt. Then, I will move on from land to
land, from empire to empire, until the unbecoming and lurid imploring of your
voices is silenced forever.”
The girl stood up and wiped her tears. She knew that if she tried throwing
something at the phantom again, it would cross right through its intangible body.
However, when the winged spirit caught her by the neck it felt very solid to her.
She had a plan, she quickly picked up a shard of the broken vase on the ﬂoor and
ran towards the six armed killer with her ﬁst raised. As he swung his back hand
to slap her, the girl managed to make a small cut in the back of his wrist with the
vase shard. The tattooed ghost was amused.
“You are a brave little thing.” He spoke softly to the girl, “I will not forget you.”
With unnatural speed, the winged apparition approached Eshe and penetrated
her chest with one of his right hands. The tip of his ﬁngers breached all the way
through the girl’s back. She bled through her fatal wound as she took her last gasp.
The Egyptian girl closed her eyes and the man quickly pulled away his hand from
her.
Eshe collapsed and everything around her turned dark and silent.
………….
“She is awake, She is alive.” Eshe heard a strange young male’s voice in the
darkness. She asked herself: was this Anubis?
“She is dead, but she can hear us.” Another voice responded. It sounded delicate
and melodic. The girl guessed it may have come from Bast, the cat headed

goddess.
“I do not think you want to bring her back.” The male voice uttered.
“I do, but I do not feel the need for another angel of death. We can stop Abaddon
ourselves”
“No, we cannot.”
“Very well, Metatron. Lift her up. Let me talk to her... Eshe. Eshe, my name is
Gabriel… I am the white angel of life. I speak for God-”
“No. I speak for God. I do.” the other voice interrupted.
“Please let me do this… I – We speak on behalf of Him you call the one God.
Your Pharaoh has not heeded the word of our Lord, and he keeps the chosen
people of Israel captive. The one God has ordered Abaddon, the angel of death,
to take the lives of all Egyptian ﬁrst-borns. They cannot be saved. Your sister
cannot be saved. For that, I am deeply sorry. However, Abaddon has become
mad and blood thirsty. He is going to commit genocide in Egypt. Every single
human, both Egyptian and Jewish, will die if we do not stop him.”
The voice paused momentarily. Eshe’s soul kept focused, trying to hear the voice
again.
“God has found favor in you.” The voice went on, “You have been called upon
to join us, but we cannot force you to do so. A choice stands before you. Keep
your eyes closed and you will be free to join your sister and love her forever at the
side of the Lord. You will know eternal bliss. Nothing will be held against you.
Another will be chosen instead.”
The melodic voice paused brieﬂy before continuing.
“Open your eyes and forever see darkness, never to see His face. You will bring
death to the world, but only through the merciful will of God. You will be
burdened with protecting the dead. You will guide their souls through the dark.
And your name will be Azrael, the Black Angel.”
Eshe thought about her sister and how much she wanted to be with her. It was
always her dream for the sisters to be buried together; that their journey to the
afterlife would be a bit less scary for both if they held hands in their travel. But
what would become of Aziza without her sister to serve her?
However, if the voice spoke the truth, and the evil pale man with the strange
markings named Abaddon was about to kill everyone she ever knew, she had
to do something to save them. If the one God needed her to stop the angel of
death, there was no other choice for her. She needed to become a different kind
of servant.
And Azrael opened her eyes...
The angel’s eyes were completely black for the ﬁrst time. She could see her dead
white skin and the glowing purple halo that took form over the back of her head.
The halo was a small ﬂoating black hole that brought her understanding. She
suddenly was able to see any presence, living or dead, and open pathways through
which God intended each soul to go through.
The Black Angel saw Gabriel, the white angel of life, and Metatron, the grey

angel of emotions, both angels of God, standing in front of her. Metatron was
a young bald bronze skinned thin man. He wore a short grey shepherd robe and
sandals. He supported himself with a long wooden staff. He seemed distracted,
talking to himself in low whispers. The white angel looked divinely radiant, her
glow almost blinding Azrael and forcing her to squint her eyes, but she appeared
to be irritated and avoided looking directly at the Black Angel.
“It is done, Metatron, another angel of death.” Gabriel uttered with disdain.
“God’s will, Gabriel.” The shepherd angel replied.
Gabriel turned her stare towards the Black Angel.
“Before you come with us, you need to do something about her” she said, pointing
her ﬁnger somewhere behind the Black Angel.
Azrael turned her head and saw Aziza’s spirit hovering behind her with a confused
and fearful look. As the older sister opened her mouth to speak, the Black Angel
raised her index ﬁnger close to her lips to shush her. She smiled at her for the
last time as she took her hand and opened a dark tunnel through the shadows to
escort her to her new place in Heaven.
………….
It was after midnight when Abaddon placed himself right in the middle of the
riot at the heart of the city. He used all six of his limbs to pierce through soldiers
and citizens alike. To the eyes of those present, a thick ﬂack fog descended around
them, which was very uncommon in desert surroundings. The civilians thought
of it as another sign from the one God. The Jews had to be freed. The riot turned
to a massacre. Blood ran through the streets as hundreds of bodies dropped on
both sides of the conﬂict. The crowd of people became more belligerent and
attacked each other savagely. Huts were burned and houses vandalized. Egypt
was under attack from itself. Gabriel and Metatron slowly made their way towards
the center of the rioters making sure not to reveal themselves to the humans. The
grey angel did his best to ease the people’s raging passions, but the revolt had
gone out of control.
“Are you too weak to deal with these people’s emotions, brother?” Gabriel asked
as she struggled to prolong the shortened lifespans of the gravely injured.
“I cannot handle these many angered souls at once.” He replied frustrated.
“I seem to recall witnessing you being capable of doing so much more.” Said the
angel of life.
“If you refer to the incident that befell right before the great ﬂood-” Metatron
began to respond.
“There he is!” Gabriel interrupted the shepherd angel and pointed him towards
Abaddon’s position.
She and the grey angel sneaked up to Abaddon and attacked him. As Metatron
held on to most of Abaddon’s arms, Gabriel plunged her hands through the palegreen ghost’s spectral torso. It began to solidify with living ﬂesh forming around
the angel of life’s ﬁngers.
“Live” She declared, looking at Abaddon in the eyes.

Abaddon screamed as the newly formed ﬂesh inside him rotted and
transformed into a black clot of putrefying skin. The death angel took a hard
breath and snapped free from Metatron’s grip as he pushed him away. He then
backhanded Gabriel hard which sent her to the ground.
“If you do not yield, Abaddon, Michael will make you.” The white angel
declared as she tried to stand back up.
“Let her come…” Abaddon whispered deﬁantly.
Abaddon stepped closer to Gabriel. He wrapped his long boney ﬁngers around
her neck.
“You have always been afraid of me.” The death angel said, “As you can give
life to me, I can bring death to you.”
“It… is not… God’s will” she managed to speak.
Metatron jumped on top of Abaddon’s back, pulling hard to loosen up
Abaddon’s grip that held Gabriel’s neck. The six-armed death angel let go of
the white angel of life. He used four of his arms to hold Metatron’s limbs and
lift him from the ground.
“I am… tired of you!” The pale angel shrieked.
Abaddon spread his wings and carried Metatron up in the air. He used his two
free arms to hold his head and make him face the tattooed ghost angel’ eyes.
The grey angel of emotions stared at Abaddon with sadness as he felt his body
slowly solidifying into salt. The messenger angel used his ﬁnal moments to
mumble a prayer.
“Pray if you must” Abbadon growled. “Where you are going, no one will
listen.”
As soon as Metatron changed completely into a salt sculpture of his former
self, the angel of death let go of the stiff corpse.
“Metatron!” Gabriel screamed as she watched him impact the ground and
crumble into millions of salt grains.
Gabriel was still lying on the ground when Abaddon swiftly landed on top
of her, with his legs arching over her body. He grabbed her by her robe and
pulled her closer to him.
“You tell me, angel of life, if what I did to Metatron was not God’s will.” He
said with a raspy voice.
Just as Gabriel opened her mouth in shock for what she’d witnessed, Abaddon
retreated and let go of her. He was in pain. He felt something pushing out
from his dead chest meat. The death angel held his rotten lump of skin tight
with his six arms. He wailed in agony, no longer able to hold the throb.
As he opened his arms, the Azrael, the Black Angel, pushed her way out of
Abaddon’s rotten skin. She had opened a tunnel through his chest. The pale
ghost grabbed Azrael by the back of her neck and slammed her against the
dirt. The Black Angel struggled to get up, but Abaddon’s rusty metallic boot

pressed on her back, pushing her to the ground.
“You little… shit.” Abaddon howled, weakened. “They chose you to replace
me... I will make your time as angel of death a short one, I think”
“No” a strong female voice enounced.
A blade cut Abaddon’s putrid chest from side to side. Abaddon wailed
and stepped off the Black Angel as he fell to the ground. He felt his chest
bleeding black blood. The angel of death looked up behind him and saw
Michael, the scarlet angel of freedom, holding her sword. The red metallic
plates on her armor protected her from Abaddon’s touch. She approached
the six-armed angel and pushed him with her boot to turn him around and
have him face her.
“You cannot…kill me” The wounded angel said with a low voice.
“I am not doing badly so far.” Michael’s commanding voice declared as she
pointed her steel at Abaddon’s eyes. “Your lust for death has blinded you.
You are no longer an angel of death but its shadow. I curse you Abaddon, in
the name of God, to remain the rest of your existence in oblivion.”
The warrior angel stepped back as ghostly green rusted chains rose from the
earth and stabbed the death angel’s body repeatedly; encrusting each link in
his skin. Abaddon screamed as he was slowly pulled into the ground until he
became part of the earth.
Black Angel managed to stand up, but she was still in pain. However, any
aching she felt faded as she looked up and was astonished by Scarlet’s strong
presence. Everything about her new sister commanded attention from Azrael;
Michael’s chromium red armor, her long sword, her deep resolute blue eyes,
her tough physique, the conﬁdent way she moved. At that moment, only one
word crossed her mind as she stared at the scarlet angel: Amazing! This was
the angel that Azrael would forever strive to emulate.
The warrior angel bent over and looked at the new little death angel’s black
eyes with curiosity.
“You are rather short for an angel of death.” Michael stated, “Nice move
with the dark tunnel, though.”
The red angel saw Gabriel on the ground and rushed to her aid. She held the
angel’s arm and pulled her up.
“Sister, I-” Michael said.
Gabriel shoved Michael to the side and ran towards Metatron’s crumbled salt
corpse. The angel of life sobbed for her brother as the distorted silhouette
of him dissolved into millions of particles.
The red angel stared at Gabriel for a moment; then, she felt a tug on her
boot. Azrael stood next to her and pointed with concern at the Egyptian
rioters. Both angels could see the crowds were possessed by demons as they
viciously revolted. Michael tightened the grip on her steel.
“Right.” She said in a low tone.

The warrior angel took her sword out of her scabbard and ran towards the
rioters. The demons that controlled them seemed attached to the humans
like leeches. Michael cut through them, one by one, stabbing through the
demons’ chests, severing limbs, or decapitating them. As soon as a demon
perished, the human that it was attached to came to his or her senses. One
at a time, the exorcised rioters became free from their inner demons.
After the scarlet angel quickly took care of the last remaining demons and
the crowds dispersed, Black Angel assisted as much as she could; she led
the spirits of those that died to their ﬁnal destination. Shortly after, the sun
rose, and Ramesses II ordered the release of the Jewish people.
Michael returned to Gabriel’s side. She still stared as her dead brother’s salt
remains.
“He did nothing to stop it…” The angel of life uttered with a numb tone.
“To stare at Abaddon is to stare at death” Michael responded, “What could
Metatron have done?”
“I am not talking about Metatron…” Gabriel interjected. “We must ﬁnd
another angel to take his ministry.”
“Emotions” The scarlet warrior assented. “But being God’s emissary while
carrying the burden of this ministry is too much for the inexperienced…”
“I will be the voice of God, then” The white angel replied, “until a time
when this angel proves capable of doing both tasks.”
“Agreed.” Michael responded.
Gabriel and Michael said a prayer for Metatron. The new angel of death
shyly stood beside them in reverence to the fallen angel.
“He is yours now.” Gabriel said to Azrael coldly.
The angel of life wiped her tears and walked away. Michael followed, leaving
the Black Angel alone next to a lifeless pile of salt.

“This world
is no longer
yours.”

“Why did you
think you had
an obligation
to serve them?”

And now for something very cool...
The saga of the Seven Lights is just getting started! This
November, see the world of angels and demons through
eight radically different tales.
RBA Comics proudly presents a new quarterly
anthology series exploring each of the seven
archangels that guide humanity’s fate.

DANCES WITH HERESY
Art by Luis Santiago
Join the angel Scarlet as she leads the
Seven Lights against an angelic
revolt in Heaven. These
events will forever alter the
hierarchy of angels.

TRANSIENT OF THE STARS
Art by Rangely Garcia
Angels in spaaace! With the
existence of angels, there
is no way aliens could live
among us... or could they?
That’s what Zadkiel, the blue
angel, needs to ﬁnd out.

RUN TO THE WATER
Art by Josue Oquendo
Evergreen has always
watched over our living
Earth. But who will
watch over the world’s
ﬂora and fauna when
Lucifer comes calling
for her soul?

NECROMANTIC
Art by Wilfredo Lopez
In the span of one day
all the babies of the
world are born dead,
and their souls are
nowhere to be found
by the Black Angel.
There is a dark hand
behind
this
tragic
mystery and secrets
that date back to the
birth of witches and
black magic.

DAWN OF THE LEVIATHANS
Art by AC Osorio
Bad ass Monsters vs bad ass
Angels! New Archangel Isophie
has vowed to rid the world of
leviathan monsters once and
for all! And behind it all, the
Beast is calling.
...Fear the Beast.

FINDING CUCKOOS
Art by Guillermo Martinez
“Reality is an apple and it’s getting
riddled with worms!” It’s a mad world
out there, and the demons called
cuckoos want to keep it that way...
unless Violet, the angel of emotions,
ﬁnds a way to stop them all.

OBLIVION DAYS
Art by Ivy Beth Gladstone
Imagine you are lost roaming the
ash deserts of Hell. There are no
angels to save you, nothing to hold
on to but dear life. Demons and other
creatures are out to get you. Fallen
Angel Lucifer is watching your every
move. Now imagine you’re a goat...

LISTEN TO THE TIC TOCS
Art by Ivonne Falcon
Goldie, the angel of miracles,
gets an unexpeted visitor that
will guide her in a funky journey
through many different times.
Time to explore what was, what
could have been, and what is yet
to be...

The saga of the Seven Lights starts here!
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