rologie

In Which We Recount an Incident Taking Place
Long After the Main Events of Our Forthcoming Tale.

Ainost o nundred
years later...

THE LAST
GUARPIAN
IS PEAD,
SISTER.

AND
WE'RE STILL
VERY MUCH | it No

ALIVE. "2EMAINING
OBSTACLES
KEEPING LIS FROM
THE TREASURE
HOUISE.

ACTUALLY
ONE MORE
AT LEAST.




JONAR
FROGBARPING
POESN'T
RUN!

HE
VANQUISHES!

YOU SAIP
‘DON'T TRY
TO RUN."

ACTUALLY,

HE SAIP HE
WANTED US
TO RUN.

SETTLE POWN A
GOPS-BLESSED
SECONP.

HOLP ON
THERE!

WHY
SO VIOLENT,
COWPOKE?

DO YOou
ALWAYS GO

AROUND TRYING
TO KILL EVERY
TREASURE
TROVE YOU
MEET?

FINE! YOURE
RIGHT, MISTER
QUIBBLER.

BUT IT MAKES NO
DIFFERENCE. THE PRAGON
CLEARLY IMPLIED A THREAT
OF DEATH--PERHAPS AFTER
PLAYING WITH LS LIKE A
CAT WITHA MOUSE.



YES!
A VERY
CLOSE
FRIEND!

SO THERE IT
IS, KIPS. YOUVE MET
EVERY CRITERION AND
WON THE PRIVILEGE
OF HEARING
MY STORY.

THE ONLY
TREASURE IS
A STORY?

ANP MUCH
TOO SMALL
TO EAT!

EXACTLY
SC.

NO
GOLY AT
ALL?

THIS SUCKS MIGHTY
WANGS OF POXEP
MANTICORES!

CLEAR
YOURSELVES A
PLACE TO SIT. GET
COMFORTABLE. HEAR
MY STORY, YOUNG
ROGLES.

YOU THINK
SO NOW, BUT
YOU WON'T

LATER.

WELL, WE
CAME THIS
FAR...

I
PROMISE
YOU, IT'S A
PISSER.



You two were supposed to
catch her when she appeared
and hold her in the killing
room long enough for me
to lop off her head.

T didn't
anticipate
having to
chase her.

Ten feet out the
door before we
knew we was
in a chase.

It can't
be hard to
find her.

None \———"—"—_"" Nore of them ever

of us arrived already
running before.

Surprised
all three
of us.

P|Awd now
she's getting
farther = , Spread
away. out!




She'd been
raised in a
quiet suburban
neighborhood..

She had no involvement

With raw, untamed nature.
Not even the bits of nature
that survive within a city.

...and later
lived rough on
the streets of a
city so alien to
anything in our
world as to make
comparisons
impossible.

No body of
experience
fo call upon.
No learned
wisdom.

No choice,
right? Never
any choice.

More to the point
no one had ever
fold her attempting
to scale a cliff in
the dark was a
suicidal notion.




This isn't the
wmost efficient
way to go about
a murder.

We could've
watched safely
from above for
her to slip and
let the dogs

get her.

Inevitable,
but ro, you need
everything to
happen Fight
How.

dust
impatience,
is what
it is.

Always Fight now

with you, Kettle.

Someday, T've a
wind to-z

It's
late. She's
tired and
cold.



What's
that? What's
a dollar?

Let me
have a look
at it

T've heard
of that.

Y'know, \’—_./ Sometimes the really big amounts

of gold--too muich to carry--are
written down on paper; from

YOr even copper,
or tin, if you have
enough of it

What sort of a goat
do you take me for?
Morey isn't paper!
Money is gold,
or silver!

And even
it paper was

good trade, this
one's already all
used up.

Every bit
is already
written

rich men and banks.



Anyore else likely
to come through
that door wanting
to Kill you?

This dollar
of yours better
be worth it:

It's
already a
watter of
steel!





