Many 4
TALE IS BORN

NLOSS.

EMPTINESS
HAS REPLACED
CERTAINTY.

WH-WHAT
WAS T

SAYINGZ /
o %’, 4

THe LosS OF A LOVER.
OF INNOCENCE OR
LIBERTY, OF YOLUTH,
HEALTH OR HARMONY,

FORALL THEIR STRANGE SKINS,
EVERY SUCH STORY BEATS TO
THE SAME HAGGARD HEART:

OFTEN THERE'S MUCH
TO GAIN IN THE CASCADE
THAT FOLLOWS. BUT IT'S
THE VOIP ITSELF, ALWAYS,
THAT TAPS DOWN THAT
FIRST DOMINO.

EVEN

WHEN THE HERO
DOESN'T RECOGNIZE
EXACTLY WHAT HAS

BEEN LO...

2HRMZ TH-THE TRUTH
1S THAT ALL TALES GROW FROM
THE SAME CLIRIOLIS COMPOST,
HERE AT THE EDGE OF
REASON--

--AND SUCH LITTLE '
PAINS AS HEARTACHES
AND BOpPY BREAKS \ \
MATTER LITTLE BESIPE THE i g
v \\‘( NN
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There i 4
BREAKAGE
IN THE REALM
OF WONPER,

Tony, siens ‘
AND PORTENTS VEX |
THE DREAMING.

5 T acidil

Tony it carver
CURVATLRES ARE
INFECTEL MOMENTARILY, |
BY ARCHITECTURES OF |
RAZOR AND GLASS.

T Catel | 1

S OMETHING ALIEN--A
GIFTZ A CHRYGALISZ A
COPEZ--HAS GLIMMERED
FORTH TO ENTRANCE
THOSE SLISCEPTIBLE TO
INEFFABILITY.

WHERE THE WORLPD 1S
TORN, INVASIVE
EXOTICS STUMBLE FROM
-| THE FLAW: FACES BLANK,
SKIN CELLOPHANE-TALT,
WITHOUT MINPS OR WANTS.
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KING HAS LEFT
HIS CASTLE.

WHILE HIS
STEWARD--HIS
MOST TRUSTEL IS ATAET
EC oG LIBRARIAN
CONSIGLIERE-"_, ity NO IDEA WHAT
, 0 20.




SOKKY, TAL. T
KNOW IT AIN'T POLITE
TO INTERRUPT WHEN YOU

NARRATOR TYTES
GET GOIN'.

SURE, BUT
A'MON: [F AN IMMORTAL
ANTHROPOMORFHIL
ABSTRALTION TON'T
WANNA BE FOUNT, HE

AIN'T GONNA BE.

I

I

AREN'T YOU
SUPPOSEPD TO
BE SEEKING THE
MASTERZ

IT'LL BE
CHAOS IF THE
SENIOR PREAMS
PISCOVER HE'S

eUIT

YOU REFER
TO THE PERIOD WHEN
THE REALM'S PECAY
\ CAUSED VAST PSYCHIC
PAMAGE

I'M AFRAID SO.
SOMETHING SMOLPERS
BEYOND THE BORPERS,
MATTHEW. EVEN THE
MASTER'S HELM CANNOT
SEE IT CLEARLY.

I EXPECT
IT'S WAITING
TOMURPER
US ALL.

YOU ARE sUlH
A BuzzKILL. LISTEN,
WE (AN HANDLE ANY
SHIT IF WE ST KEEY
OUR HEADS IN THE
GANE!

PLANK FALE THINGS
COMIN' OUTTA THE
GAV, NO MOKE

LOOK--LUAIEN-—
TON'T BE 50 4LUM,
OKAYZ TREAM'S
4ONE AWOL BEFORE.
SEVENTY YEAKS,
ONE TINE!

™"

--PURING

V WiICH THE MASTER

WAS HELPLESS,
AND HAD NOT
CHOSEN TO

ABSCONPD.

I'M SORRY,
MATTHEW.
BUT...IN THAT,

PRESENT EMERGENCIES,
NEITHER INTERNAL NOR
EXTERNAL, WAS IN
EFFECT.




"..YOU ARE
QUITE MISTAKEN."
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OHHH THAT'S Wil 0 BUUUT, EH,
RIGHT--YOU CAN'T YOU'RE A DECENT ENOUGH
TALK, OR THINK, OR : ‘ A éUARZ gaé——aone OR

"EXACTLY WhAT T —— o
HAT I
&=

TELL YOU. Her. .
> 5 5 : ,
HONESTLY N eIz 4 4\?,]

216, IF YOU BLANKS'?  \ S\l
CRAWLED OUTTA AT B D)
CRACK WITH ANY » .
SORT OF WEPDING
TACKLE YOU'D BE
THE PERFECT
MEN.

GLAP I FOUND
| YOU BEFORE THEM
WAGE SLAVES P
THERE ROUNPED

THe CREATLRE NAMED
PORA IS ONE OF THE
FEW RESIPENTS OF THE

\ | SLEEPS (THouGH SHE
N NEVER PREAMS)-~

ONLY ONE WITHA GIFT |,
AWAITING HER WHENEVER [
SHE WAKES.



A HAIRLESS
BARBIE POLL. ABOOK
WITH THE FINAL CHAPTER
MISSING. THE FIRST BARS OF
ALULLABY N THE
WRONG KEY...

AND
ALTHOUGH SHE
HAS NO IPEA
WHO LEAVES
THEM--

...NOT THAT SHE
UNPERSTANDS WHY,
DORA, AFTER ALL, POES
NOT KNOW WHAT SHE 15,

S0 POISONOLIS IT HAS
ASPHYXIATEP ALL ELSE.

C'MON, ZIG.
WORK TO PO,
ARSEHOLES
TO SCAM.

... THOLGH IT PRIVES HER MAP
THAT SOMEONE IS ATTUNEP
TO HER opPP TASTES. .. THOLGH
SHE'S ANGRY AT HER SENTRY
FOR FAILING TO SPOT THE GIFT

BRINGER-- 1
-STILL?
Y
S

ARais S

saymi
it

OFFERINGS
PLEASE HER.

SHE KNOWS ONLY THAT

h| SHE'S PIFFERENT FROM

THE PREAM THINGS

1 AROLND HER--

FUGGAYOL
LOOKIN' AT,
DUMBO?

~=ANp THOLGH SHE GNAWS
| AT HER ABERRATION, THE THINGS
| THAT MAKE HER LNIQLE--HER
NEEPS~-~CANNOT BE PENIEC
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