


wANE FOUNE HIM (N
THE BLRAL CHAMBERS
OF His FIRST QUEEN.




| SN W OLIREEL E, o,
W CoS--BEFORE T SPLIT
YO FROM NECK SIRE! T'5 MES
TO HIFBONE! FREAMHE S THE
SCENEES
COUNCILOR
PUELILS SUMMONEDR
ME T3 THE PALACE, THAT
WE AMISHT FLETHER OUR
WORK Ol THE
CHREONICLES!

DAMMIT, BOY. PAPDMNG THROUSH W
THE SHADOWS LIKE A CLUBFOOTED
BLURGLAR] "'I"'.ﬂ-.‘:l_lll‘: rn:-"‘rl._-ﬂ'\" iEﬂ'.?":- .

I wWAS LOATH TO
NI'RH’P‘E UPCH YOUR SOLITURE,

I'.'-'H THE ;m,m'..sj BEEORE
CUT FOR THE WEST.

Sdh HAVE
Yo NGT YET WEARIER
OF SCHIBBLING AND
SERATCHIMG AT THESE
FAMNER HISTORIES
HE"S COMMISSIONEDR
FROM youT

FAR FRGW T, MY
KimME, I'M A SCHOL AR,
A MAN MUST DO WHAT HE
WAS MHEAAT 70 PO, PUBLILS
SUSGESTER IT WAS TIVME FOR ME
TO MNGURE ABOUT HOW ol
MET YOUR GUEEN.




AT LAST, A
RUMOR WITH SOME
TRLTE TO [T, AYE, A
BEALTY ZENOBLA WAS--
AS FAIR WHEN SHE
DIED AS SHE WAS THE
DAY I FIRST CAST
EYES ON HER.

WELL, &IT;
SCRIBE

THEN, 8¢ :
POUR LS SOME
WINE...

IVE BEPCER

MANY WOMEN, FRAMIS. BUT

THERE WERE OMLY FHE WITH

WHOM T’ HAVE CHOSEN TO
SPEND MY LASE, ONE WAS SELIT,
THE FIERY GUEEN OF THE BLACK

COAST. SENTLE ZENOBLA
WAS THE STHER.

F WHO COULD HAVE
FATHOMED THAT A ROGLE
BUCH A6 T WoOULE QUTLIVE
- THEM, FOTHT

CAME TS ST BESIFE
ME OH MY THREONE,
d WOLLDP HET THE CLP
HOUND SHOULD KNOW.
HE HITWESSES

A STORY WHICH HAD
BEGUN, AS HE HAD |}
SINCE [EARNED,

ON A COLD NighT
YEARS BEFORE..,




ol A REMOTE, MOONLIT HIDEAWAY IN
NEMEDNA, AMIDST FUCKERING TAFERS
AND BLACK, WAVERING SHADOWS...
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y&t‘k OF THE 1
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P

SoLS!
I PP NOT

— AWAKEN, T
AL TOTUN!
\ o HAREN

CRASTEST WE
ARE Fi ”

:
y

YOUR WITCHE

. CRUMBLE AT
M A TOHCHT




' THE G005,
ORASTES! WHAT
HEYE Y&

STAY, VALERLIS!

SN YOLIR LIFE, AAN,
PO NOT 50 TO THE
POOR! YOU MUST NOT
EREAK THE CHAIN OF
CUR RITLAL!
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IT I Xl FedFeahs ™,
HE LAEsS viou !
DOUBTED ME--BLIT I
HAVE HOT FAILEDR! THE
GEEAT MaSICLaN
LVES AS4NY







