
“This fate…

“…this destiny we have
woven for ourselves…

“…it will not earn
nature’s blessing.

“During the war
with the witches…

“…the land was
likewise diseased.

“Have we poisoned
the earth again?”



“—friends.”

What
are you
doing?

Didn’t
I warn you

not to follow
me?

You
stupid, stupid

hounds.

Can’t
you smell
it on the

air?

it’s
death that’s
waiting for

me.



I don’t
want you

here!

I don’t
need you
to follow

me!

Go!
Get

out of
here! Leave

me!

Just
leave
me…

…alone.




