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WHAT
IS IT ABOUT
A NI(‘.E FIRE

THE
WARM GLOW
FPLLINGN{HE

SOMETHING
ABOUT IT JUST
BRINGS OUT THE
STORYTELLER IN

ALL OF Us.
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ANY TIME THERE'S MORE THAN ONE
] PERSON AROLIND A FIRE, STORIES
/4 ARE NEVER FAR BEHIND.
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. - — | WE TAKE A SEAT AROLIND THE FLAMES AND |!
NN AU OLIR TONGLIES LOOSEN, OLIR IMAGINATIONS
. ' | | a* RELAX, AND THE WORDS "ONCE LIPON A TIME" l

OR "YOUW'LL NEVER BELIEVE WHAT HAPPENED" H
b ‘ ’ JUST SPILL FROM OLIR LIPS. x |
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A YOLI'LL HEAR THEM ALL i
A AROLIND A ROARING FIRE. >
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| HAVE
A STORY
FOR YOU.

IF YOU'D
BE AT ALL
INTERESTED
IN H?_?RiNG

A STORY
ABOUT STORIES,
ACTUALLY.

OR AT LEAST NS
ABOLT A MAN WHO
LOVED TO TELL
STORIES.

HE WAS
A SAILOR BY
PROFESSION, A |
TELLER OF TALES &
BY PASSION.

BUT IT WAS
A PASSION THAT
SERVED HIM WELL
ON THE LONG
NIGHTS AT
SEA.

EVERY NIGHT,
HIS FELLOWS WOLILD
SET HIM DOWN ON A

BARREL AND LISTEN
TO HIS STORIES
LINTIL THE WEE

PASSING
THE TIME

/ WHICH IS
HOW HE CAME
TO BE ON DECK
THE NIGHT THEY
|\ STRUCK A REEF
\ OFF THE COAST
OF CORK.




WHEN HE HIT THE ICY WATERS, OLR
YOUING FRIEND THOLIGHT HIS STORY
WwaAS OVER, BUT THAT'S NOT HOW THE
TALE WAS MEANT TO END.

TN‘.‘.‘:TEAD OF WAKING LIP AT THE PEARLY GATES.
HIMSELF BEACH, WASHED LI
L‘!KE 60 MI.-IC.H DIZIFTWOOD

A BEACH ON AN ISLAND WHERE
NO ISLAND SHOLILD BE.

BETTER THAT THAN TO

FACE SAINT PETER.

‘E:VERYONE KNOWS THAT A WELL-
SEASONING TO THE DULLEST OF
EVENTS..

LACED EXAGBERATION CAN ADD

HEAVEN TAKES A DIM VIEW
OF STRETCHING THE TRLITH.

OWS THAT EVERY TALE
BENEFIT'S; FROM A TOUCH

AND THE GREAT STORYTELLERS
HAVE ONLY A PASSING RELATION-
SHIP WITH HONEGTY

O MATTER HOW EXTRA-
Oﬁ'D}NARY THE TRUTH
MIGHT BE.
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AND SO IT IS A GREAT IRONY THAT
SLUCH A FINE STORYTELLER..

WITH HIS QLICKNESS TO
EXAGGERATE AND EMBELLISH...

e ——

SHOLILD FIND HMSELF IN THE
—====t ONE PLACE ON ALL THE EARTH
THAT TRULY NEEDED NEITHER

TO DESCRIBE IT.




