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THERE CAN BE ONLY ONE
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I'M GLAD
TO HEAR IT,
RACHEL.




I PO KNOW
YOU. I DIDN'T
RECOGNIZE
YOU DRESSED
LIKE THAT.

TIMES ARE
CHANGING.
IT SEEMED
APFROPRIATE
TO SHED OLD
HABITS.

Y

HE'S NOT_ N
HERE, 16 HEZ I

=

A 5&"# you' VE
T SUCH

FIRM GRIP C‘N
1 YOU CAN RELAX. I
WOULD NEVER £
HURT YOu.

CAN'T FEEL HIS
PRESENCE.

IT'S BEEN ‘%
= THIRTY YEARS, {
= RACHEL. HAS HE —
AND WHAT BECOME THE =
ABOUT HIM? KIND OF MAN I
WOULD You MIGHT WANT
HURT 47417 TO HURT?
7.
OF
COURSE
or.

THEN WE CAN
RELAX. UNLESS

HELF ANYWAY,
WOULD IT?



AT THE END
OF IT ALL, THERE
CAN BE ONLY ONE.
THAT'S WHAT You
TELL EACH OTHER,
ISN'T IT?

IS COMING. HE =i
15 READYING

I IMAGINE
YOU CAN. YOu
ALWAYS KNEW
HIM BETTER
THAN HE DOES
HIMSELF,

HIf
COULD. IF A
GUN couLe
HELP.

iy '

\ HE 15 A
] GO0D MAN.
| HE ALWAYS
| #AS BEEN,

ALWAYST DON'T
FORGET, RACHEL, I'VE
KNOWN HIM RATHER
LONGER THAN
YOU HAVE.
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YOU GAVE
RACHEL QUITE A
SURPRISE,
VAZILEK




I DID NOT MEAN
TO STARTLE HER. I
HAVE BEEN IN SECLUSION
FOR 80 LONG—MY
MANNER 15 NOT ALWAYS
EASY-GOING.

I AM UNARMED,
IF CONCERN OVER
THAT_ 1S WHAT KEEPS

16 Y YOU CAME TO
CIOREINT R Ay THE GATHERING

WITHOUT A BLADPET
THAT'S NOT
CLEVER.

ICAME TO XY

MEET YOU i
WITHOUT A BLADE.
NOT THE SAME |
THING. AND NOT, I |

HOPE, 700
FOOLISH.
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WE'RE FOOLS, AGAIN, CONNOR Vo, CeTh
WE'RE FOOLS AR J MACLEOD. - :






