


= T SaY U BUT IT AIN'T NATURAL, YOU SITTING |
. o YOU FOLK THERE STHL AS A STONE, A

NOT MY PLACE - 2 . T

TO BE ASSUMING ARE WINNING l COLDT COMING UP THI

AND DIED, FROZ

THE WORST OF MY 4AD T - THIS 'Ml? ABOUT HALF OF US
MEIGHBORS. s ™

% bR

My father taught me to hunt deer.
This required not only the ability
to read the forest, but also to be
still when it was time to be still.




WE LEFT A FIRE :

AND A LEAN-TO .
ABOUT FFTY YARDS =
BACK, YOU SHOULD

]
ABOUT THREE
HOURS BACK,
MAYBE FOUR.

WHAT WAS

A RDAD ON THAT GOD DAMNED 8

MAP OF HENRY KNOX'S WAS
UTTLE MORE THAN A SHEEP
TRAIL, AND AN OLD OME
AT THAT,

A LINE OF MEN
WITH A E
CLEARING THE PATH
SO THE SLEDS FIT.

SHOWLD
160 BACK
AND HELP

THEMT &

i SET WARM FIRST.
WE'LL TAKE OVER
FROM HERE.

E WOME!
THE VALLEY'S CLEAR.
TS PROBABLY THE TRLUTH,

NO HIDING US.

GNE BRITISH
SCOUT COULD RIDE TO
GLENS EALLJ AND COME

4 e atly only
December,
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“Noble Train of
v Artillery™ was still on its way
| to Boston. Leave it to Henry
Knox, the bookseller, to come
| up with a title like that.

2l ]
But I took some
consolation..




