


BELGRADE, REPUBLIC OF SERBIA: ﬁl}ﬂf )

STILL, MY LITTLE
BEA

T ‘

S WON'
HUET A BIT...ANY

FROFESSOR ZAGORACT

THE TAXI IS HERE. IF YOU

PON'T LEAVE NOW,

YOULL MisS YOUR
TRAIN.

MY DEAR!

YES! THANK YOU,

This is Professor Janko Zagorac,
a leading etymologist at the
University af Belgrade. How he
managed to survive first Tito, then
Milosevic, when many aof his fellow
academics had not is simple: the only
thirg he truly cares about is bugs.

| &3 1
Arnd not just any insect~he specializes
in Lepidoptera: butterflies and moths
What was the waxing and warting of
political power when compared to such
transcendert beauty and variety?

The good professor
has scheduled a small
8 busman’s ﬁa!ld:u Sfor
H himself. He is
traveling ttl the small,
remote village of
Livada in search of
& anm ;_’tr_r'zmr_’b rare

In fact, it is so rare that many
in his field have gone .scr_,ﬂ:r as
to deny its very existence..




, According to folklore, the Graveyard
f% Motk makes its home in Serbia’s
medieval cemeteries, nesting in
urnttended tombs during the day, only
coming out to feed after dark.

f OF course, give
' the superstitio
nature of peasanis,
the moth was said
to be the spirit of a
dead witch, come
back to haunt the
Iiving. That it
seemed te be a
variant of Calyptra,
better known as the
Blood-drinking
“vampire moth, " no
doubt a great deal
to do with its evil
reputation.

This is why Zagorac
has r&rﬁm to this
tirry village in the
mi'-tiljﬂe of nowhere:
because it the
nearest settlement
to a medieval
rnecropolis dating
back to the
Nemarniic Dynasty
of the (2th
century. If there
iz, indeed, a
Graveyard Moth to
be fournd, he will
Jind it here.

WELCOME TO LIVADA, PROFESSOR ZASORAC!
YOUR SECEETARY CALLED AHEAD TO MAKE
SURE YOU WERE PECFERLY SEEETED! —

ALLOW
ME TO SEE
TS YOUR BASS,
I'LL MAKE SURE
THE IMM-KEEFER
EETS THEM.

TELL ME, FREOFESSOR-
WHAT BRINSS A LEARMED
MAN SUCH AS YOU TO
OUR VILLAGE?

1 AM SEEKING THE
ELUSIVE GRAVEYARD
MOTH.

IS THAT WHAT you
CALL IT? A "SHE-BLUTTERFLYZ"
HOW QUAINT. INACCURATE, OF
COURSE, BUT STILL INTERESTING...

TOU DON'T MEAN
THE LEPTIRICAZ

’ S0 FIVE MILES, AND
COULD YOU FOINT WHEN YOU COME TO A
ME IN THE DIRECTION OF| poRk IN THE ROAD, BEAR
THE NECROPOLIST LEFT. THE OLD GRAVEYARD
IS NEAR THE END OF THE
VALLEY, AT THE EDGE
OF THE WoODs.

— BUT
WHATEVER YoU
DO, MAKE SURE
YoU ARE OUT OF
| THERE BEFORE DUSK,
1, MYSELF, DO NOT

BELIEVE THE STORIES
OF IT BEING HAUNTED,
BUT IT IS NOWHERE
YOU WANT TO BE
AFTER DARK.




There were ai-rnes when ?ym Ec_;rcttcd never
marrying an irtg a fFami ut ot on ]
like ll"_'?m m&@ :22 to makefie‘ﬁy
. trips without having to worry about a nagoing
wife and mundane familial obligations...

hunt always put a little
irtg int his step and
stirred his blood...

Two hours later, .F:_:r a.rrﬁ-esf.; the
necropolis of the Memanjic kings.
Thousands qf huge stone momumeants
cover the lan . at the center of
which looms a huge stone altar.

There is no knowing who the altar
stone was created for, as the language

that marks it is as long-dead as the
ruler sealed underneath...

All that matters to the
good essor are the
W o specimens that might be
\» fiding in the overgrowth
between the toppled

maornaments.

Indeed, Zaiam iz 50
preoceupied his hurst, ]
he loses crcgﬂ: of the 3
time, as qfternoon slides 1 r
into twilight, and
lengthens into dusk... : .

But just as he is about
!1.- te give up his search and

it a day... h ..ﬁ..' .
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YOU CAN
FLUTTER ALL
YOU LIKE, MY
BEALTY=-
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