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"LIFE wAS
| PIFFERENT THEN.
SIMPLER. MORE
FRAGILE."

FASTRADA!
QUICKLY,
PLEASE!*
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"EVEN THEN,
PEOFLE CAME TO
ME FOR ANSWERS.
FOR HOPE."

You musTt
HELP. HANS,
HE'S...I FEAR
HE WON'T SEE
CALM,; URSULA.
LET US STUDPY HIS
AFFLICTION
BEFORE WE
£\ FORSAKE HIM SO
EASILY.

FASTRADA

T A ..

z A PIAGNOSIS 1S

: PREMATURE. T

MUST EXAMINE HIM
FURTHER, BUT
SUCH INTIMATE
PROBING MAY

PROVE PIFFICULT
TO WITNESS.

YES...
YES, OF
COURSE. /S




I MUST
REGRETFULLY
ADPMIT THAT YOUR
WIFE 1S CORRECT.
YOU ARE STRICKEN
WITH THE BLACK

FOR YOUu,
THERE WILL
BE MANY
BLIT SHE N ome.

1S WRONG IN .
BELIEVING You i o
WILL NOT SEE 3
ANOTHER
DPAWN.

T GAVE HIM
uR’flf&f"%LR A TINCTURE OF
i ROSEMARY AND
AHgeRaiEes COLTSEOOT. HIS
R OSES WERE SIMPLE MALADY
AL EEOY WILL PASS BY
INKY SOIL OF ; N EnlLavou
THE RED HILLS. : MUST BURN ALL
NOTHING
IOTHIN BEDDING AND
5 _ CLOTHING. THEN
L™ SPEAK WITH MY
SISTER MORWYNN.
SHE WILL SEE THEM
REPLACED.

BLESS YoU,
FASTRADA.
60D BLESS

YO

NO
BLESSINGS,
NECESSARY.

LIVE WELL,
URSULA.




OH;
ORMOND! My
SMILE BETRAYS
MY LOVE FOR
You. WHAT ARE
You POING
HERE?

THE OLP
MAN WILL

iz

I HEARDP
HANS NEEPED
A HEALER. WHO
ELSE woulLp

SURVIVE, T
SE

STOP!
WE MUSTN'T
BE SEEN
BEHAVING

URSULA SUMMON
BUT You?

BUT
I STOLE
AWAY FROM
THE FIELPS
SO THAT T
MIGHT BASK
\ IN THE GLORY
] OF YOUR
BEAUTY.

HOW LONG
MUST T WAIT?
COME INSIPE.

THE HAY IS SOFT

P\ AND THE GOATS

AFIELD. WE
HAVE TIME.

OH, TO
SPEND A LIFETIME
STARING INTO YOUR
BEAUTIFUL BLACK
EYES. BUT YOU MUST
QUIET SUCH SINFUL
THOUGHTS, ORMOND.
WE WILL BE WED
SOON ENOUGH.

"I WAS SMITTEN,
THOUGH MORE WITH HIS
BEAUTY THAN ANYTHING

ELSE. BUT HE HAD
PROMISED ME A LIFE
TOGETHER, A PLACE IN
THE COMMUNITY..."




| A FAMILY."

GWYNN, WHAT
A PLEASANT
SURFRISEL HAVE
ALL YOUR
MOTHERS GONE
TO THE MILL?

SISTERS. T

FEAR WHAT

SPURS THIS
JOoYousS

"MY SISTERS. A PREAPFUL RELUNION.

UNEASE FOLLOWED THEM
EVERYWHERE AND I WAS ALL
TOO HAFPPY TO AVOID THEIR
FPRESENCE. BUT ONE CANNOT
AVOID FAMILY FOREVER."

BUT YOUR
FEARS ARE NOT
COMPLETELY
UNFOLINPED. WE
ARE HERE TO
PISCUSS YOUR
VISIT WITH
URSULA'S
HUSBAND.

NO.
THEY'RE
INSIPE,
WAITING
FOR You.

COURSE NOT,
MORWYNN.

1S IT WRONG
FOR US TO SEEK
THE ENJOYMENT
OF YOUR
COMPANY, PEAR
FASTRADA?Y




HANS
WAS ILL. I'm
A HEALER.
WHAT'S TO
PISCcUSS?

NO. BUT
SUCH SKILL
CONCERNS

us.

WAR RAVAGES THE
COLNTRYSIDE.

AGAIN FROM THE
SHADPOWS.

ILL?

HE WAS
STRICKEN
WITH THE
PLAGUE,
FASTRADA.

SHOULDP T
APOLOGIZE
FOR BEING

SKILLED AT MY
WORK? N\

You ARE THE
YOUNGEST OF THE
EIGHT, YET THE
MOST POWERFUL
AMONG US. NO
ONE HERE WouLDP
DENY THAT.

BUT YOUR
SUFERIOR
ABILITIES ARE
PROVING...
TROUBLE-
SOME.

YET YOU HAVE
SPARED ZEWEN

SOME MAY BELIEVE
IT IS GODP WHO
PROTECTS THEM,
BUT OTHERS WILL
BE MORE
SUSPICIOUS.

OTHERS?
WHAT
OTHERS?

I pouBT
URSLLA AND
HANS woulLp

AGREE.

THEY WOLILD N
IF THEY KNEW
THE SOURCE OF
YOUR HEALING
WAS ROOCTEDP /
INMAGIC. £

THE ABBOT
OF WURZBURG
SENDS FORTH
ACOLYTES IN
SEARCH OF
MORE
WITCHES FOR
HIS FIRES.




