
®

DELILAH S. DAWSON 

SUHEB ZAKO



Seasons
As the Feast of Winter Veil draws near, loved ones around Azeroth gather close in 
celebration. The fabled Sons of Lothar are no exception, but amid their long-awaited 
reunion feast, something weighs on Alleria Windrunner: Xal’atath remains at large 
and could strike at any moment. Even against the festive trappings of Winter Veil, 
the paragon of the void elves can’t help but wonder if their peaceful days are indeed 
numbered . . . 

WRITTEN BY DELILAH S. DAWSON ART BY SUHEB ZAKO  
LETTERS BY ANDWORLD DESIGN COVER BY NESSKAIN

BLIZZARD ENTERTAINMENT 
Senior Director, Story & Franchise Development Venecia Duran  
Senior Manager, Writing & Books Matthew Cohan Editorial Supervisor Chloe Fraboni  
Senior Brand Artist Corey Peterschmidt  
Production Brianne Messina, Anastasiia Nalyvaiko, Amber Proue-Thibodeau, 
Carlos Renta, Takayuki Shimbo 
Game Team Consultation Chris Metzen, Stacey Phillips, Korey Regan  
Lore Consultation Sean Copeland

	 Blizzard.com
© 2024 Blizzard Entertainment, Inc. Blizzard and the Blizzard Entertainment logo are trademarks or registered trademarks of Blizzard Entertainment, 
Inc. in the U.S. or other countries.  
Published by Blizzard Entertainment.  
This comic is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either products of the author’s or artist’s imagination or are used fictitiously, 
and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.   
Blizzard Entertainment does not have any control over and does not assume any responsibility for author or third-party websites or their content.  



Ha�y Winter Veil, 
traveler! You l�k 
like you could use 

some ch�r.

Thank you. it 
has ind�d b�n a 

long journey.

Do I l�k so ha�ard 
and careworn? I su�ose 

I have g�d reason. 
Xal’atath is sti� 
out there. These 
people are so 
vulnerable, and 
they don’t even 

know it…

Even now, as we 
celebrate, our 
enemy is poised 

to strike.

I must put my 
wo�ies aside 

for now. 



Pardon me, 
old timers--I’m 
l�king for 
the Sons of 

Lothar?

it is 
g�d to 
s� you.

it is be�er 
to s� you, 
khadgar.

A�eria, 
it has b�n 
t� long!

danath! how 
are things in 
Stromgarde?

A fiasco, 
thanks to my 
niece, Ma an. 

Eitri� and I have 
b�n working to 
calm tensions in 
the Highlands.

Leading an 
army against 
this one in the 
Fourth War? 

ind�d. 

He makes
a be�er 

diplomat than 
o�onent.

Hey!

Gr�tings, 
my love.

I’ve mi�ed 
you. Arator 
sends his 
regards.

Come home 
with me tonight. 

Your hunt can wait 
until the holiday 

is done.

Perhaps…
just one 
night.

Wait, 
Eitri�? 
Weren’t 
you--

You 
remember 
Eitri�, I 
hope?

I have b�n waiting a long time 
for this feast. this chance to join 
with my dearest friends, in our 
secret place, beyond her reach...

Pardon me, 
old timers--I’m 
l�king for 
the Sons of 

Lothar?

it is 
g�d to 
s� you.

it is be�er 
to s� you, 
khadgar.

A�eria, 
it has b�n 
t� long!

danath! how 
are things in 
Stromgarde?

A fiasco, 
thanks to my 
niece, Ma an. 

Eitri� and I have 
b�n working to 
calm tensions in 
the Highlands.

Leading an 
army against 
this one in the 
Fourth War? 

ind�d. 

He makes
a be�er 

diplomat than 
o�onent.

Hey!

Gr�tings, 
my love.

I’ve mi�ed 
you. Arator 
sends his 
regards.

Come home 
with me tonight. 

Your hunt can wait 
until the holiday 

is done.

Perhaps…
just one 
night.

Wait, 
Eitri�? 
Weren’t 
you--

You 
remember 
Eitri�, I 
hope?

I have b�n waiting a long time 
for this feast. this chance to join 
with my dearest friends, in our 
secret place, beyond her reach...

Pardon me, 
old timers--I’m 
l�king for 
the Sons of 

Lothar?

it is 
g�d to 
s� you.

it is be�er 
to s� you, 
khadgar.

A�eria, 
it has b�n 
t� long!

danath! how 
are things in 
Stromgarde?

A fiasco, 
thanks to my 
niece, Ma an. 

Eitri� and I have 
b�n working to 
calm tensions in 
the Highlands.

Leading an 
army against 
this one in the 
Fourth War? 

ind�d. 

He makes
a be�er 

diplomat than 
o�onent.

Hey!

Gr�tings, 
my love.

I’ve mi�ed 
you. Arator 
sends his 
regards.

Come home 
with me tonight. 

Your hunt can wait 
until the holiday 

is done.

Perhaps…
just one 
night.

Wait, 
Eitri�? 
Weren’t 
you--

You 
remember 
Eitri�, I 
hope?

I have b�n waiting a long time 
for this feast. this chance to join 
with my dearest friends, in our 
secret place, beyond her reach...



it s�ms so 
long ago that 
we promised to 
feast together, 
and here we 
fina�y are!

A� except 
Kurdran. Wi� 

he be joining us? 
Should we wait 

for him?

I’m certain he 
wi� turn up s�n, 
but he would not 
begrudge us this 
time together.

ind�d. Time has 
never felt so rare 
and precious to me, 
for a� that I have 
never had much to 

squander. 

We’ve 
a� dedicated 

ourselves to the 
defense of 
Azeroth.

it ma�ers li�le. 
We are here now, on 
the other side of the 
Dark Portal, and more 

recently, the Dark 
Heart, and neither 

has beaten us.

To our 
long-awaited 

feast, and to the 
Sons of Lothar, 

reunited!

I can hardly 
remember the 

last time I marked 
the Feast of 
Winter Veil.

it s�ms so 
long ago that 
we promised to 
feast together, 
and here we 
fina�y are!

A� except 
Kurdran. Wi� 

he be joining us? 
Should we wait 

for him?

I’m certain he 
wi� turn up s�n, 
but he would not 
begrudge us this 
time together.

ind�d. Time has 
never felt so rare 
and precious to me, 
for a� that I have 
never had much to 

squander. 

We’ve 
a� dedicated 

ourselves to the 
defense of 
Azeroth.

it ma�ers li�le. 
We are here now, on 
the other side of the 
Dark Portal, and more 

recently, the Dark 
Heart, and neither 

has beaten us.

To our 
long-awaited 

feast, and to the 
Sons of Lothar, 

reunited!

I can hardly 
remember the 

last time I marked 
the Feast of 
Winter Veil.



How many 
Winter Veils have 

pa�ed since 
we were a	 
together?

Do we count
the years A	eria and 
I were in the Twisting 
Nether? Because that 
would a� several 

centuries.

T� 
many, Danath. 
The answer to 
your ri�le is 
t� many.

countle� 
years spent in the 

field of ba­le, away 
from our friends 
and loved ones. 
So much lost.

a�. I have 
mi�ed plenty of 

feasts--and would 
mi� plenty more!--if 
it meant k�ping my 

son safe. 

I hope he 
and the Blackrock 

feasted without me. I 
hope they never know 
how close we came 

to catastrophe.

And it wasn’t a	 
bad, was it? Fighting 

side by side in the depths, 
finding our rhythm again, 
rea�irming our bonds to 
one another. it was as if 

no time had pa�ed 
at a	!

And I 
told no one of 

that incident in the 
Salien Gu­ers, 

promise.

A toast to 
that! And to 
our g�d 
friends! And a toast 

to those for 
whom we 

fight!
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My love, 
you are 
troubled.

Because my 
work is not done. 
The enemy has b�n 
sto�ed but not 

defeated.

Xal’atath 
evaded me and 
for that the 
world is sti� 
in danger…

I mourn 
Dalaran and the 

disbanding of the 
Kirin Tor. A legacy, 

broken. What is gone 
ca­ot be so easily 

restored.

and We also have ma�ers 
to confront. Old hatreds, 

sti�ing betw�n orcs 
and humans in the 

highlands.

Despite this 
pleasant respite, no 

one promised us peace. 
We traveled through 

the Dark Portal, raised 
axe and sword and 

bow to defend 
our home. 

This is who 
we are. And there 
are ba�les sti� to 

face, darkne� waiting 
beyond this hearth, 

that d�r.

BUT, 
SO LONG 
AS WE ARE 

fighting, we 
are alive.

I, t�, am 
unse�led. 

I ca­ot 
fathom my niece 
and her values. 
nothing must 
endanger the 

armistice.



Yes! 
Alive we 

are! 

Friends, we 
have fought 
t	 long to 

let our joy be 
dampened during 
this hard-won 

reunion!

Agr�d!

if a� we 
have is this 
moment…

I am glad 
to spend it 
with you.

So many are born into a life of 
pain and toil, to learn they must 
find their own joy and beauty.

Peace is not permanent. There 
wi� be ba­les and tragedies. 

That much is a�ured.

And so, when the 
fight is over, in that 
window of quiet, we 
must seize ha�ine�.

Sear memories 
into our minds and 

hearts like bu­erflies 
in amber, knowing they 
may never come again.
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Dro�ed an 
ornament, did 

you? Don’t fret, 
li�le one.

I broke my 
aunt’s favorite 

mi�or once and 
lived through 

it…barely.

I’m not 
big enough yet, 
but I want to 

surprise Mother 
by helping.

Perhaps you’� be 
as strong as me one 
day, but for now, we 
can a� use a li�le 

help sometimes, 
can’t we?

Mother says 
you’re heroes. 
Does that mean 

you know 
Greatfather 

Winter? We must 
decorate the 

tr­ before he 
a�ives.

h�?
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We�, now. 
What ba�les 

has Greatfather 
Winter fought, 

I wonder? The ba�le 
of eating 
t� many 
c�kies?

I might 
lose that 
ba�le 

tonight!

And 
sti� you 
wo�y. 

if I could 
lay them down, 
they would not 

be burdens.

A�eria, 
hear me. 

Although 
there wi� always 
be another enemy 
to fight, sometimes 

the greatest ba�le is 
taking the time to 

relish peace.

Perhaps you are 
right. it is easier to 
take up my weapons 
and chase an enemy 
than to listen to 

the silence.

There are 
many te�ible 

po�ibilities which
fi� that quiet, but 
perhaps not a� of 

them wi� come 
to pa�.

But 
speaking of 

silence, or lack 
thereof, where is 

Kurdran?

Can you 
not lay down 

your burdens for 
just a few hours? 

Even I can do 
that.



Ho, ho!

But 
Greatfather 
Winter, isn’t 
your beard 
su�osed to 
be white?

We�, an’ 
who are you 

to question the 
man ca�ying 
the bag o’ 
g�dies? 

Can’t believe you 
started without me. 
We wait decades for 
this feast, and you 
lot can’t even wait 

ten minutes?

S�ing 
you in that 
get-up was 
we� worth 
the wait.
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