
the 
enigma force is 
not a tool to be 
manipulated by 

mortals.

the enigma 
force comes to 

those it deems worthy. 
what temerity, what 
arrogance, makes 
you think you are 

worthy?

have 
you not all 

made mistakes? 
unforgivable 

ones?

I…
it’s right. 
uncle bhim…

I’m so 
sorry…

so many 
I should have 

saved and 
didn’t…

no, 
y’know 

what? maybe 
we’re not 
worthy. 

none 
of us.

but 
who is? 

what does 
that even 

mean?

we’re trying to 
save the damn multiverse! 
from a bunch of monsters 

that killed a version of you 
in another universe!

if that’s 
not good 

enough for you, 
go away! let us 

do what we can to 
deal with the actual 
problem while you 

wait for some 
perfect ideal 
that’s never 

coming!

ah, 
miles… …perhaps 

you should not 
have antagonized 

the cosmic 
force.

if 
only 
I’d… 



I can’t 
believe you 

did this, 
otto…

silence, 
they’ll hear 

you.

you 
followed 

us here?! you 
have no 
idea--

you’re 
questioning 

me?!

you gave 
scarlet spider to 

the inheritors!

you 
betrayed 

us all!

be 
gone, false 

spider.
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you 
young 
fool--
uff!

what? 
I should trust 

you? bow to your 
experience and wisdom 

while you throw 
us all under 

the bus?

what you did 
to this world’s 

pete…stealing his 
body…his life! you’re 
worse than my otto 

ever dreamed 
of being!

oh no…
ben…

you were 
starting to sound 

like my world’s otto. 
so I asked miles 

about you. 

he told me 
everything.



nnhhh…

ah, good. 
it’s so much 

more satisfying when 
the spider-totem is 
aware it’s being 

consumed.

stop 
trying to 

make us jealous, 
jennix, and eat 

him already. 

as you 
wish, brother 

daemos.

my, such a life 
you’ve had. so 

flavorful…

aghh…

ah, yes. now I understand 
your machinery. so simple…
and there’s so much more.

that’s “lives,” 
pal. I’ve had 

a few.

started out 
as a clone of 
peter parker. 
memories that 

weren’t my own. 
a puppet on 

a string.

eventually I made 
a life for myself. 

not perfect, 
but it was mine.

and when 
it ended--
saving my 
“brother,” 
peter--I 
thought 
it was 

enough.



no…
no…

my creator, 
miles warren, 
the jackal, 

had other ideas.

he brought me back…
then killed me again. 
twenty-seven deaths 

in all, each more 
horrible than the last.

I emerged damaged. and 
damaged people damage others.

so pathologically afraid of 
death, I decided to conquer
 it--become the jackal myself. 

but all I did was hurt the 
people I tried to help…

…and after all that, 
here I am, dying 

again. but this time 
it’s my choice. 

and this 
twenty-

eighth death…
this is a 

good one.

because 
I’m not the 

only one with a 
pathological 
fear of death…


