WRITTEN & ILLUSTRATED BY

TED NAIFE

merane'’s sole purpose for joining the others on their fool’s quest was to get enough money

to buy her brother, Claude, out of debtor’s prison. Claude’s been there since he was nine
years old, because every year the price to buy him out doubles. Though the heist turned out to
be a bust, Emerane temporarily joined forces with The Furie and was rewarded handsomely
for her efforis—handsomely enough to finally buy her brother back. But Claude is no longer
at the debtor’s prison, and those who run it can't tell her where he went or why he left.

Meanwhile, Umber's parliament has come under attack from none other than the cult of

Uhlume itself!
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ALONE INTO
THE MIGHTY GALE,
ALROSS THE
ICEBOUNTD FIELD...

HE PLUNEED HIS
FISTS INTO THE EARTH
TO PETEH THE
SUMMER'S YIELD

NO LROWN WORE
HE LUIPON HIS HEAD,
MOR BLULE HIS
FELLOW WEN.

INTO DARKNESS
PIP? HE FAPE,
AND WELL NEER KNOW

HIS LIKE AGAIMN. I

EVEN £0P5 PON'T
LIVE FOREVER. ONLY 50
LOWNE AS THE SONES
REMEMBER EM.

BUT I RECKOW
SOME HERDES
ARE MERELY
ASLEEP...

THE WINTER
STRUZK THEM LIKE A FIST
AHEAD OF AUTUMN'S LIKE 1RON WAS

HARVEST... THE FROZEMN EROUNT,
B BENEATH THE HOWLING
PARKNESS.

WELLOWE,
BROTHER. ARE YOU
HUNGRY?Z THERE'S

PLENTY

WHAT BELAME
OF THEM, PO YOU
SUPPOSE?

THE
HERDES OF
oLp?




--WAITING TILL
THE WORLD NEEPS
EM AGAIN.

WHEN THE FIRE 15
AT THE POORSTER
OF LOURSE.

T GREW WEARY
OF FIGHTING. T LAID
POWN MY ARMS, TOOK

A WIRE, RAISED
A FAMILY.

T THOUEHT
50 ONCE,
LONG AGO.

WHEN WILL
THAT BE, T
WONPER...

ONE DAY,
AS T WAS OUT

HARVESTING,
PEATH'S DISCIPLES
LAME THROUGH
OUR VILLAGE.

T'D HEARD
RUMOR OF THEM,
BUT T LEFT THEM

FOR OTHERS TO

DEAL WITH.

I RETURNED HOME
TO FIND OUR STORES
PLUNDPERED MY ZHILDREN
KIPNAPPED MY VILLAGE
REPULED TO SLORLHED
EARTH.

WHEMN THE
FIRE REALHES
YOUR DOORSTER
IT'S TOO LATE.

THEN YOU
AND T MUST
RETURN TO

THE £ITY

BROTHEER.

FOR
THE FIRE
SPREADS.




T ASSUME T PIDN'T
INTERRUPT A WILD
RUT WITH A PEVOUT

ALOLYTE! TROLLOR
OPEN THE DAMNED
pPooRrR’

YOU'VE A 1:-1_:-::1{_1 51_”;
LOST 80UL ouT ]
HERE |\ SEARCH OF YOou WANT?Z
GUIPANCE!

THOSE BLACKSHEARE o
POG-SULKERS BURNED s
POWN MY HOME. :

PLEASE/
T'VE NOWHERE
ELSE TO 60.

DON'T YOU HAVE
COLLEAGUES?

MA&] AREN'T
MUZH FOR SYMPATHY,
THEY RELKON T SHOULD
HAVE BEEN SMARTER THAN
TO RUN THE LEAD-INTO-
LOLD LAME ON OLD WHAT'S THE
TOM. LEAD-INTO-
LOLD GAME,
ANYWAY?

Y A
ANCIENT
ALZHEMIST

SUPPOSE, FOR A
PRIZE, T LOULD TURN
ALL THE LEAD YOU
BRING ME INTO
GOLD?

T'? WONDER
WHY YOU NEEPED
MONEY 1N THE
FIRST PLACZE.
YOU'D BE
SURPRISED HOW
MANY EREEDY FOOLS
MEVER LONSIDER
THAT.

ALAS,
INTELLIGENCE AND
WISPOM ARE NO MATEH
FOR VIOLENCE AND

ok E CRUELTY.




IT HAS
EVER BEEN
50.

THE SORRIEST
THING 1S YOU'RE
THE ONLY FRIEND
T'VE &0T.

WE USEP TO LUT OFF
FINGERS, BUT YOU'D BE
SURPRISED HOW MANY
RELKON THEY LAN LIVE

WITHOUT A RINGER
OB TWO.

BUT EVERY TIME
YOUR LAD LOOKS AT
YOUR NOSELESS PALE,
HE'LL REMEMBER THE
COST OF RAILING

MY FAMILY,

AND T DON'T
EVEN KNOW
YOUR MAME.

T'M WIKAN.

THANK YOL,

CORENTINE.
REALLY

T MUST GET
PERMISSION FROM
MY PREFELT, BUT TRUTH
TO TELL, WE HAVE PLENTY
OF ROOM. It YOU PON'T
MINEP MIZE.




PLEASE/ IT WAS T
LEAVE HIM WHO MAPE THE

BE. BARGAIN!

BUT YOUR LOT
PON'T MIND A BIT
OF MARTYRDOM.
IT'S GUILT
MOTIVATES
You,

T'VE HEARD IT
BEFORE, FROM
THE FURIE
HIMSELE

YOU THINK
T PON'T
REMEMBER7

LOOK WHO
JOINED THE
REVELS.

THIS 1S OUR
£ITY, LA AIN'T NO
ESCAPE FROMW THE

BLACKSHEARES.




CALL THE
WARDPENS/

EVEN THEY
PON'T £ROS5 THE
BLACKSHEARE
FAMIL Y,

ST,

you
LEAVE HIW
BE, OR
TLE...

[ ZALLED POWN A milf JIFIE?u

TEMPEST OF PAIN, 7]
| SORCERER. SOER

YOLU KILLED,
WHORESON!




BRAVE LITTLE MAN. I THEY CAN'T
yOU THINK YOUR 60DS EVEN PUT A
WILL AID YOU? ROOF OVER

| YOUR HEAD

T LOUNT
ONE!

ITLL
TAKE MORE
THAMN PRAYERS
TO DEFEAT TWO
BLAZKSHEARE
MENM.

WHO 1N
SEVEN HELLS
ARE YOU?

N I'MTHE
J TEMPEST OF
PAIN/

PON'T
YOU KNOW
ME, BELOOD-
SULKERT




THE BLACK- EMERANE
SHEARES - - KILLED THEM!

SHE...SHE SAVED
S BOTH.

NO.JUST
YOU. MAKE
YOURSELR...
USERLL...

PLEASE, OYA! THERE'S NO ONE
PON'T DESERT LISTENING, 15
us. THERET NOT

PUT YOUR REALLY
TOY GOPS AWAY...
AND PETLH ME...
WATER.

T THOUGHT IF
T JUST BELIEVED
HARD ENOUGH,
BUT...

...|JF WE'RE TRULY
ALONE, WHAT POES OUR
SURPPERING MATTER? WHO
WEEPS FOR US7
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