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Ware the

outer row,

.

roc. To me! |
Surface!

I'm sorry,
Father. |
thought...

Enough.
Give me those
before he
destroys the
entire plot.




There is honour in what
we do, Eloric. That you
are blind to it is why
you've not yet earned
your steel.

It is not
that | lack the
desire to teach
you. It is YOU
who refuse to

Learn
what? To make
burrowwryms
dance with these
ridiculous
sticks?

To grub
for rootnips in
excrement while
children earh renown
for their family in
the Sandgrieve? Our lives

may be long here,

but that doesn’t

require that they
lack meaning.

Just because
YOL traded glory
for gardening
doesn’t mean |
should have to do
the same.

| see.
Make sure you

put the wyrms to
sleep before you
come in. | don't
need them
running amok oh
the farm.

| am more
than old enough,
Father. It is my
right.

Becoming a
Bladeslinger is
not a matter of |
time, Eloric...it is

a matter of

worth.

Our stead
doesn’t need a
warrior...it
needs a
farmer.

When you can
find the glory in
that service, you
will be worthy of

taking up m

blades. Unti
then--
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! IF YOU'RE
IN A HOLDING |
NEIL CUTTER PATTERN, S7TAY NO ONE FIRES
SPEA-- THERE. UNLESS THERE'S AN
; 4 IMMEDIATE

THREAT.

YES, I'M STEPPING
QUT MY FRONT DOOR
NOW. I'LL BE THERE IN
HALF AN--




YOU'RE MY
ZOOLOGIST,
RIGHT? I'M SORRY. I
THINK IT'S A *T"
NAME, BUT--

TREVOR,

TELL ME
WHAT I'M
LOOKING AT, ONE OF OUR
TREVOR. TROLLS FOUND A
WEAKNESS IN OUR
FENCING. EXPLOITED
IT. AND NOW...
THIS.

BUT IT DOESN'T

MAKE SENSE. THIS IS ABBY.

SHE'S-- SHE'S NEVER

AGGRESSIVE. ONE OF

OUR BEST. A MODEL

PRISONER.
AND LOOK. ALL THIS
PROPERTY DAMAGE, BUT--
SHE’S NOT HARMING
ANYONE. NOT TRYING
TO LEAVE.

WHY ESCAPE,
AND THEN JUST...

STOP?




OKAY, HERE'S
WHAT’S GONNA
HAPPEN. I WANT

EVERY ROAD WITHIN
HALF A MILE OF HERE
BLOCKED OFF,

I WANT THAT
CREATURES FILE IN
MY HANDS NOW.
AND I WANT--

TREVOR,
WHAT ARE YOU

HEY! ABBY!
WHAT’S GOING ON,?
WE BOTH KNOW
THIS ISN'T LIKE
YOU.
WHAT ARE
YOU TRYING
TO DO?




