


FROBABLY A
BANTH OR A PACK
OF CALOTS.

WE'LL GO BLIN
OFF WHATEVER
IT IS, v

IY COR MAYBE
IT'S SOMETHING

YOU KNOW WHAT'S ™
BEEN HAFPENING, ESAM.
PLEASE LEAVE IT.

WE'LL BE
FINE, MOTHER. |

BAR THE DOOR.

SHUTTER THE WINCOWS.

YOU LET IN MO ONE
us,

STAY
CLOSE TO ME,
SIRLS.

oo You
REALLY THINK IT'S
A BANTH?
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MOMMA,
THERE WAS
SCREAMING, BUT
NOW THERE'S

HNO MORE
SCREAMING.




THE RUINS OF
ESULONDEA MAY HAVE BEEN
CHASING THE WILD GO0SE,
JOHM CARTER...

_.BUT THERE ARE TALES OF A RUINED ©  WORTH A
FALACE TO THE EAsT THAT'S LOOK AT LEAST,
JUST AS OLD, PONT YOU

THINKT

WHAT IS THAT
SMILE, JOHN
CARTER,

B

& ADMIT IT, SEARCHING FOR A T
[l YOU'RE ENJOYING | WAY TO RESENERATE
THIS, BARSOOM'S

BELEASUERED
ATMOSFHERE?
IT'S MY
PUTY TO MY
PEOPLE. TO MY

oF BUT I MEAN
COURSE, YOURE ENJOYING
PEJAH, BEING AWAY FROM
HELIUM. FROM THE

DUTIES OF THE




