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¥y We THOUGHT
YOU WERE NEVER
GOING TO 5TOP
RUNNING, Our
BELOVED
LADY.

A

" 1
YouU CAN ALL
LEAVE. THE
JUNGLE WILL
FOF?&L‘.I’E You

Y L) i 5
The Jungle also smeHs of fear.

HAS NO ONE
TOLD YOU THAT IT
19 NOT GOOP TO
UPSET THE EXECUTOR
OF YOUR PEATHZ We
CAN BE GENTLE AND
FAST OR WE CAN TAKE
OUR TIME... WHAT WILL
You PECIPE, YOUR
MAJESTY?




Po You
SERIOUSLY BELIEVE
THAT THE JUNGLE WIiLL
SEND A SPIRIT OR ONE OF
THOSE CRAZY THINGS TO DEFEND
YOU? I KNEW THAT THE

% INHABITANTS OF THESE LANDS WERE

¥ FOOLS... BUT I NEVER IMAGINED HOW
Y FOOLISH YOU WOULP TRULY BE.

A5 YOU CAN SEg, MAIPEN, YOUR
BELOVED JUNGLE HAS SENT
ONLY A BATTALION OF

MOS@UITOES TO PEFEND
YOU. AND NOW... :
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