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hobody fellin'
me what




khew gou 'd

- fillen & had to...
ou heard me
there! Tw the

urdernéarts.
“ )

And you did.
It's nothing

short of a That

miracle. weren’t

no miracle.
That was
hell.




What's that smellz
T could smell it...
there.

I gave you some
opium. To relax you!
T didn't wish for you

to be scared. T needed
you to stay--

T ain't stayin’ any

longer'n T have to.

And before you get
ideas, T'm mever
qoin’ back there.

Don't leave.
Please. T need
you. My wife is

there——

You can
bring back
her soul,
Miranda.

¥ This is her.
SeeZ Heather,
my love. You
can see her
kihdness even
in this——7#at
is what gqot her
murdered. No,
hnot murdered.
Worse.

; Yours
is between
you and your
wife's killer.
Take it up
with him.

T can't.
There’s no Ay
from whom to extract
retribution. No man.
No mortal. It was
Fthe Earth that took
my Heather. The Earth
f?{‘om where you just

_ returned.

And T'm
not capable of
bringing her back.
Not whole. Lord

knows T've |




Mﬂ_ Heather would bring
sustenance to the miners.
They worked through the
nights and she couldn't bear
anyone suffering.

we think of it up here...
Everything returns to the
ground and feeds into
something else, however
the Earth decides.

Some folks go when it
ain't their time. Ain’t no point
lookin’ down for answers. Or
bci\_ckwardg r;eifher'- ﬁeveﬂ e_i)rs
slippery, but you gotta grab i

4 by ii'sl"j throat.

But the
coal those miners were
digﬁing did not belong to
them--like mosquitos
mining for the blood in our
veins——it belonged to the
Earth. And they kept
taking. For the railroad.
For the future.

Earth didn't
wish to relent
her bounty. She

was...violently
opposed.

“The Underneath understands
vehgeanhce and so it sent you back.
Your purpose here is not yet complete.
But neither was Heather’s. Her soul
is being kept by mistake and that’s
why;, if you can find it T k#ow you'll
be allowed to return it to me.”

So’s it's
clear—-if you

get inha way of
me gettin’ mine,

= 1 I
Tl kill you. wish you well,
Miranda...
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