
CHOSEN
ONES

CHOOSE



I

Entrance to Escape





I PRESENT, HUMBLY, A 
songstealer.

SING YOUR STOLEN 
VOICE, THIEF, AND SHOW THE 

SPEAKERS YOUR 
TRANSGRESSIONS.

YES. . . 
ANOTHER

SPEAK, 
SONGSTEALER.

A 
MOMENTOUS 

GIFT!

A 
LITTLE 
THIEF

WANT TO GIVE 
THIS LITTLE THIEF 

A MOMENTOUS 
SHAKE. . .

The BELLKNIGHT 
remained silent. 

As always. 

Quiet is a choice. 
Silence is a state. 



I HEAR NO 
JINGLE—NOT 
A HINT OF 

SONG.

NO 
SHAKING. 

ARBITRATION 
IS NOT OUR 

DUTY.

PERHAPS THE 
SINNER IS MUTE. 
AN AFFLICTED 
CONSEQUENCE 
OF THIEVERY.

JUST ONE 
LITTLE 

SHAKE. . .



A 
SONGSTEALER 
WHO CANNOT 

SING?

NO 
MORE 

SHAKING UNTIL 
SHE HAS 

JUDGED THIS 
THIEF. 

ONE MORE 
SHAKE AND IT 
WILL SING.

I WILL TRY. IF 
SONGLESS, DOES 
IT STILL THIEVE? 
MAYBE IT IS NICE 

PET!

WE ARE THE 
SPEAKER FOR 

HER. 
IF I WISH TO 

SHAKE, OR WISH 
FOR PET, I—

NO SHAKING. 
NO PETS. 

WE ARE 
SPEAKERS. WE. 
DO NOT TOUCH 
THE SINNER 

AGAIN. 

IT IS NOT FOR US TO TOUCH OR 
TINKER WITH. IT IS FOR HER TO DECIDE 

WHO SHALL FEAST ON THIS SINNER’S 
STOLEN SONG. 



WE ALL 
HUNGER 
FOR OUR 

SONGS TO 
RETURN

A TASTY 
TRAITOR. 

’TIS A PITY 
WHEN THE 

LITTLE ONES 
SUBMIT TO 

STARVATION.

DEATH IS 
EVOLUTION’S 
DISCIPLINE. 

SONGBIRDS 
MADDEN 

WITHOUT THEIR 
NAMESAKE.

THIS 
BELLKNIGHT 

THIEF AND ITS 
PECULIARITIES 

SHALL BE BROUGHT 
TO HER. 

SHE 
SHALL GIVE 
US ANSWER 

TO THE 
MATTER AT 

HAND. 

WHAT TO DO 
WITH A THIEVING 
BELL WITHOUT A 

JINGLE. . .
PERHAPS A HARDER 

SHAKE. 

TAKE IT TO THE 
ONE IN THE 

WATER!





These feathered 
heathens hungered 
for bell-songs?

He need not be quiet. 

Let them fight. 

What a 
quiet 
little 
bell.





The BellKnight could 
not be torn apart, here. 
Could not die, here. 
Could not fail, here. 

His quest would not end 
at the beaks of these 
birds. 

He would 
endure. 

LEAVE the thief.
Now. 

A clever trick,
For a bell which 
doesn’t ring. 

Shall be a 
treat to break 

its spirit



Or. . . perhaps it 
hides its ring. 

It has been so 
long since a bell 

came to us. 

No One 
would know 

if we 
checked. 

Let us split the 
bell like a 

seedpod. Let us 
taste its song. 

But the 
greedies watch—

will tell the 
MASTER.

I have an idea. . . 
none see, none tell.  

This is our bell.  

The Bellknight,
Pointedly 
sentenced to die 
decided this was 
unwelcome.



This could not be the end. 
If the BellKnight were to be swallowed,

He’d not be eaten. 
He’d dig his way through the monster’s stomach to 

see his chance renewed.

The Bell was not rang. 
The world had not woken. 
His boy was not saved. 
He would not die. 

Not yet. 





our 
apologies. 

You will die. 
Though not so 

undignified as by 
their beaks. 

The 
gatekeepers 

will not bother 
you again. 

It has been so long 
since they’ve seen 
a fresh morsel. 

Go songstealer. 
Into the gate.
Into the dark. 

To the waters which 
tempt a wish. 

Face your 
judgement. 

Face the one in 
the water. 

A Bellknight welcomed 
fear, for without there 
could be no courage. 



The dark brought forth memories.

He woke in the hand of his boy.  



His boy would not 
wake.  

A Bellknight lie 
there, waiting for 
the morning bell 

to ring. 

He waited for 
those eyes to 
open.

When the BELL did not 
ring, when those eyes 

did not open, one dream 
compelled our 

Bellknight forth:

RIN
G 

THE 

BELL



Who lie at the end of 
this tunnel?

He stepped into the light. 
All the unknown faded. 
A familiar call. 

The ringing, the carol,
A CHOIR.



Rapids roared. 

The bellow of 
BELLS.

Allow me to 
break your 

dream.

This 
sanctuary 
is a well 

for 
desires.

I am no 
well to 

store and 
to wait.

I A
M A 

STOMACH. 

I A
M TO

 

FEED. 

TO FEED ON 
SINNERS AND 

THIEVES, THOSE WHO 
STOLE FROM THOSE I 

NOW PROTECT.

I WOKE FROM MY DREAM 
LONG AGO. THE WATER 

CLEANSED ME AS THEY FED 
OTHERS LIES. 

WHAT DID YOU SEE, 
BELLKNIGHT, A TOWER 

OR A BELL? DID YOU HEAR IT?
THE CAROL OF your kin?



Ah. You are 
sonGless? 

Silent?

You think 
yourself brave? 
You think yourself 
the only one of 

your kind?

You believe 
yourself chosen? A 

chosen one? Special? 
A hero? A 

bellringer?

YOU 

ARE
 

NOTHING
. 





Martilla

gustus

heronima

Tavio

Porcella
Vinci

when I devour you, and 
your skull hangs 

from my skin, will you 
even have a name to 

taste?

What is a bell who 
cannot ring?

These falls 
bring dreams. I 

bring truth.

“Ring the bell, 
Awaken the 

world,” you are 
compelled. 

A songless 
song-stealer? 
Pitiful. Pathetic. 

Puny, poor 
thing.

These 
Bellknights tried. 
They were worth 

something. I could 
taste their names as 

I swallowed their 
souls.



LOOK AT ME. 

He looked upon the faces of the fallen.
they sang together.
The dead revealed an escape.

LOOK AT ME. 

LOOK AT ME 
WHEN I KILL 

YOU. 



A Bellknight,
Aspiro

would awaken the world. 
For all who fell before him. 
For the boy who loved him so. 



 

END







II

Finding Ways

















Bwub

Bwub
Bwub
Uhlub

Bwub











We 
missed 

it.

It could still 
hear us, hurry!

I see it. 
I’m trying.

Hello! 
Bell!
Here!

BELL!
BELL!

URGH,
AH, HERE!

It can’t 
hear me. . .

I’ve 
been 

sleeping so 
long. I missed 

it. I am so 
sorry.

You are 
sleeping, but 

so am I, I 
think? We 

always hear 
the bells.

I see. 
Listen, 

carefully. The 
world does not 
move. . . there 

is no music.

The bell, it 
is silent.

Have even the 
bells fallen 

asleep?

Has 
the world 

‘woken? Have we 
missed the 
morning?











I 
thought us 
all gone in 

these woods. 
Dead and 

grieved. Yet 
here you 

are.

A Bellknight wished to say, 
“Hello.”

He wished, so desperately, to say
“I am HERE.”

He’d seen 
corpses of 

his kin.

But here 
stood 

another of 
his own 

kind. 

If you wish to 
destroy me—to 

claim the quest for 
yourself—

I will not resist.
You appear more 
capable than I. 

For you march, while 
I remain.

I am still. 
I have been still 

since. . . well, you will 
face that choice, as I 

have. 



Gratitude, I extend, 
for your not 

extinguishing of me. 
Your mercy is 

uncommon. 

Perhaps not quiet. 
Silent. 

No bead in your bell, 
I would wager?

So you are 
quiet, stranger?

I heard it too. Some 
trickery, isn’t it? That 
bell blaring on those 

shoulders. 

A 
Bellknight 
wished to 

say so 
much. 

Questions. 
His name. 
His story,

so far. 

 A great bell, but 
not the grand bell. 
Nearly finished me. I 
cannot go back out 

into the field. . . 

The bell may have 
scared her off just as it 

scared me. But she and her 
many eyes watch these 

fields. 



I endured. For the 
bell. For my girl 

who slept. . . 

I survived those 
who called me 

thief. 

Those eyes in the 
long grass 

stopped me, brother 
bellknight. They will 

stop you, too.

I know you. 
You were me 

before I broke. 
I cannot follow. 

I am still.

You call me 
to arms?
I cannot 
answer. 

I wish you luck, 
brother 

Bellknight, as all 
else is a wasted wish. 
We have no will in 

this world. 
Luck is all which 

can help you, 
now. 



END







INSTAGRAM:
@bellringercomic

PATREON:
patreon.com/bellringerjjw

Only YOU can ring the bell
A futile effort 

A foolish endeavor
Yet here you are

Draw your Bellknight, join the journey  



Book Two Contains:

III
Irreplaceable 

IV
Glitz of Looming Gloom

V
Size of Prize

VI
What Else

JUNE 1ST 2024

INSTAGRAM:
@bellringercomic

PATREON:
patreon.com/bellringerjjw


