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BEFORE THE BEGINNING
THERE WAS NOTHING —-

ONLY THE FIRE
AND THE MIST
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TO THE NORTH WAS NM/FLAHEIM, COLDER THAN COLE,
HIDPEN BY MIST AND CHILLY FO@G.

HERE ELEVEN POISONOUS RIVERS
SPRANG FROM THE SAME ROARING
MAELSTROM CALLED AVERGELMIR,

TO THE SOUTH WAS ML/SFELL.
HERE WAS NOTHING BUT SPURTING
HEAT, FIRE, AND MOLTEN LAVA.




N

AT THE EDGE

OF THE FLAME,
WHERE THE

MIST BURNS INTO
LIGHT, 5TOOD
SURTIR, WHO
EXISTED BEFORE
THE GODS,

57
-5 >

QY 4oL

HE STANDS THERE

N‘;‘C‘Q f,jﬁ‘%’fg\;ég IT 15 SAID THAT AT RAGNAROK, WHICH IS THE END OF THE WORLD
G SWORD, SURTR WILL LEAVE HIS STATION. HE WILL GO FORTH AND BLRN THE

Hfl J ;w \\/\T WORLD WITH FIRE, AND ONE BY ONE THE eos WILL FALL--BE:'?QE HIM.
A e
|

i




OVER TIME BEYOND MEASURE, THE POISONED RIVERS
SOLIDIFIED INTO HUGE GLACIERS, FROZEN IN THE NORTH,

MELTING IN THE SOLTH. cxy

P

WHERE THE ICE MELTED, THE LIKENESS OF A PERSON
APPEARED, NEITHER MALE NOR FEMALE, HUGER THAN ANY
GIANT THAT HAS EVER BEEN. IT CALLED ITSELF YM/R.

THE COW'S PINK TONGLE
LICKED PEOPLE FROM
THE BLOCKS OF ICE ...

THE MELTING ICE ALSO FORMED A HORNLESS COW. THE
MILK FROM HER FOUR UDDERS FLOWED LIKE RIVERS,
IT WAS THIS MILK THAT NOLIRISHED YMIR.

DARKHORSE.COM



... THE FIRET DAY, ... THE SECOND, HIS HEAD... ...THE THIRD DAY, THE WHOLE MAN. THIS

ONLY A MANZ HAIR. .. WAS BUR/, THE ANCESTOR OF THE GOPS.

WHILE YMIR SLEPT, IT GAVE BIRTH: A MALE AND FEMALE GIANT FROM BENEATH ITS LEFT ARM,
A EIX-HEADED GIANT FROM ITS LEGS. FROM THESE, YMIR'S CHILDREN, ALL GIANTS ARE DESCENDED,

BO
MARRIED
BESTLA,
PAUGHTER
OF A
CIANT.

®
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SONS OF
BOR GREW,
TRAPPED
FOREVER

IN THE

GINNUNCAGAR J}

AB

[

WAS THE
BEGINNING
OF ALL
TJ-HNES

DEATH
THAT
- MADE
= ALL LIFE
_ POsSBLE.

FOUNTAING OF BLOOD GUSHED OUT IN A FLOOD 0 POWERFLUL THAT |IT DROWNED ALL
THE GIANTS SAVE TWO. ALL THE GIANTS WE FEAR TODAY ARE DESCENDED FROM THEM.




ODIN AND HIS BROTHERS ... THE MOLINTAINS AND CLIFFS FROM HIS BONES,
MADE THE SOIL FROM
YMIR'G FLESH.. .

THE CLOUDS YOU SEE? THESE WERE ONCE YMIR'S BRAINS, AND WHO KNOWS WHAT
THOUGHTS THEY ARE THINKING, EVEN NOW.

o

®
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THE SEA ENCIRCLES THE WORLD. GIANTS LIVE AT THE EDGES, BESIDE THE DEEPEST SEAS.

I

TO KEEP THE GIANTS AT BAY, ODIN MADE A

WALL FROM YMIR'S EVYELASHES AND SET IT
AROLIND THE MIDDLE OF THE WORLD MIDGARD. Y S g
: e . O

MIDGARD
WAS
EMPTY.

THE BROTHERS WANDERED HIGH AND LOW,
LOOKING FOR PECPLE.

AT
LAST, AT
THE EDGE
OF THE SEA,
THEY FOUND
TWO LOES.




THE FIRST LOG WAS THE SECOND WAS OF VE CARVED
OF ASH WOOD. ITS ELM WOQD, GRACE- THE LOGS
WOOD MAKES A FUL AND HARD You
GO0D TOOL HANDLE, CAN BUILD A FINE
OR THE SHAFT HOME FROM
OF A SPEAR.

NOW THEY THE MAN THEY CALLED 45K,
COULD WANT. OR ASH TREE ; THE WOMAN
THEY CALLED EMBLA, OR ELM,

ASK AND EMBLA WERE THE FATHER AND MOTHER OF US ALL. GO FAR ENCLGH BACK, AND
THE ANCEETORS OF EACH OF LS WERE ASK AND EMBLA.




&
ﬁ‘«'? ASK AND EMBLA STAYED SAFE
IN MIDGARD, WHERE THEY
COULD RAISE THEIR CHILDREN
W IN PEACE, PROTECTED FROM
ALL THE DANGERS THAT WAIT
IN THE WASTES.

THAT 1S WHY OPIN IS CALLED THE ALL-FATHER. BECAUSE HE BREATHED LIFE INTO OUR
GRANDPARENTS’ GRANDPARENTS GRANDPARENTS. WHETHER WE ARE GODS OR MORTALS,
ODIN |15 THE FATHER OF LIS ALL.

©_g5 D




YEGDRASIL |15 A
N\ MIGHTY ASH TREE,
2 -~ : THE MOST PERFECT AND
i 4 - BEALTIFUL OF ALL.
THE ROOTS OF THE
ASH ARE IN THREE
WORLDS, FED
BY THREE
WELLS.

.

DARKHORSE.COM



THE FIRST ROOT, THE DEEPEST, GOES TO MELHEM,

THE DARK WORLD WITH ITS EVER-CHURNING SPRING, | | THE SECOND

HVERGELMIR, THE DRAGON N/DHOGG LIVES HERE, ROOT GOES TO
ALWAYS GNAWING AT THE ROOT FROM BELOW, THE REALM OF

THE FROST GIANTS,

AND THE WELL

~| THAT BELONGS

TO MIMIR.

THERE 1S AN EAGLE WHO WAITS

IN THE WORLD - TREE AND

WHO KNOWS MANY el
THINGE. THERE ARSI
18 A HAWK ... v, 2LE RIS

...PERCHED THERE IS A SQUIRREL...
BETWEEN THE RATATOSK,
EAGLES EYES,

HE TAKES GOSSIP AND MESSAGES FROM HE LIES TO BOTH OF THEM,
NIDHOGE, THE DREAD CORPSE-EATER, AND TAKES JOY IN
TO THE EAGLE AND BACK AGAIN, J PROVOKING ANGER.

£y

- \ﬂ?s.__

—_—

e




| FOUR STAGS GRAZE ON THE
HUGE BRANCHES OF THE

WORLD -TREE, DEYOURING

THE FOLIAGE AND

THE BARK. ..

(C g | ]
SR oo H ‘ 27D Qw -’\ '— 2-Al
& E 3 » = ML N
e 3 [:: K‘TI > 2 a m

IT 1€ FROM THIS THE GOPS DO NOT CLIMB THE WORLD- TREE. THEY TRAVEL BETWEEN

TREE THAT ODIN B8 THE WORLDS USING B/FROST, THE RAINBOW BRIDGE. IT WOLLD

HANGED HIMSELF W BURN THE FEET OF ANY GIANTS OR TROLLS WHO ATTEMPTED TO /
| IN SACRIFICE. B CLAMBER UP IT TO REACH ASGARD.
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THESE ARE THE NINE WORLDS : J{
8

ASCARD.
THE HOME
CF THE
AESIR,
WHERE
OPIN MAKES
HIS HOME.

NMPAVELLIR, WHERE THE
DWARFS LIVE AND MAKE
THEIR REMARKABLE
CREATIONS.

JOTUNHEIM, WHERE THE FROST GIANTS
AND THE MOLINTAIN GIANTS LIVE.

‘v_;*\ e

- -
- T’
Gar }'4'/’ =]
. e A
Y Y V257 |
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VANAHEIM, WHERE THE VANIR LIVE, | + MIFLHEM,
THE AESIR AND THE VANIR ARE GODS, | L THE DARK MIST WORLD.
UNITED BY PEACE TREATIES. —

HEL, WHERE THE THE LAST ROOT GOES TO A SPRING IN ASGARD. IT IS HERE
DEAD GO WHO DID THE GODS WILL GATHER IN THE LAST DAYS OF THE WORLD,
NOT DIE BRAVELY \ é BEFORE THE FINAL BATTLE OF RAGNAROK. 4

IN BATTLE.

IT 15 CALLED THE WELL OF LR,




THERE ARE THE THREE SISTERS, THE NORNS, THAT TEND THE WELL. THE WELL
BELONGS TO URD; SHE 1S FATE, AND PESTINY. SHE 1€ YOUR PAST. WITH HER
ARE VERPAND/--HERS IS THE PRESENT--AND SKLLD--HER DOMAIN 1S THE FUTURE.

THERE ARE OTHER NORNS ~ |
AS WELL. GIANT, ELF,
DWARF, AND VANIR NORNS,
GOOD NORNS AND BAD.

...OTHERS GIVE US HARD, SHORT, OR
TWISTED LIVES.

Q\q‘ a" } Z
m _.j} fra w‘
THEY WILL SHAPE YOUR FATE, THERE AT LIRD‘G WESR
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| 1do not know what manner
A of thing she is. None of us do.

| She killed her mother in the
oS | birthing. but that's never

enough to account for it.

| They call me wise, but 1

| am far from wise, for all
| that 1 foresaw fragments
| of it, frozen moments

| caught in pools of water.

= 0 in the cold glass
of my mir

e

1f T were wise T would not
® have tried to change what §
H 1saw. If 1 were wise 1
would have killed myself
before ever 1 encounteved
.7 her, before ever 1 caught him.

:;_
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Wise, and a witch, or so they said, and Td seen
his face in my dreams and in reflections for all
my life: sixteen years of dreaming of him before !
he reined his horse by the bridge that morning

and asked my name.

$o\nsey

| He helped me onto
g his high horse and
& | we rode together
@ tomy little cottage,
| my face buried in
4 the gold of his hair.

Sy e s mwa o Tandfhy oo
NSRS e,

Y

{te)|

2 for 1 knew nothing of kings

knew him, not as a king,
then, but as ‘

He took all he wanted I
from me, the right of

kings, but he returned I “

to me on the following |
day, and on the night
after that...

§ He asked for the '
j best of what Thad— [
ll 2 king's right, it was.

.

...his beard so red,
so gold, his eyes
. of a summer sky. [
| tanned the gentl}:
2 of ripe wheat.




NS NAS 2N
YOOI
- His daughter was only D
5 : e i A P 5 8
@ity a child: no more than C@N IS N
~ T AT i P Al » (A b5 an
!"‘?"‘n‘ five years of age when RS AN ﬂrzili".’f# S fii‘,,\‘;“ 3
portrait of her dead
| mother hung in the
i princess’s tower room:
{ a tall woman, hair the
| color of dark wood,  §
| eyes nut-brown.

AL

LN DS diffevent
- o Secel|

23S NN __’“I_-?lv’f-‘&m "ﬁﬁgﬁ & &/ blood to her

AR

Iprs

RS

s

N

o\
§ The qirl
W would
| | not eat
\ N with us.

! T do not know
| where in the
| palace she ate.
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1 had my own
chambers. My |
husband the
king, he had his
own rooms also.

AT s A e

kY go to him, and

o e ". P
o %o __\.
’?‘ . .‘ \ pleasure him, and
f

&
. -
1 ’_.ﬁ\\?ﬁ‘l:‘d\ y

AN

T R
RERN

LN

RN

]
%
—

months after T was
brought to the palace,




She was six. T was
embroidering by
lamplight. squinting |
\ my eyes against the
lamp’s smoke and
fitful illumination.

She looked up at me
and smiled. Her teeth
seemed sharp, even

: 9)

Py She said nothing. ey
-0 - 0
he7) Her eyes were

/ WHAT

/' ARE YOU

DOING AWAY

\ "FROM YOUR /
A RoomM? /|

It was winter, when fresh
food is a dream of warmth
and sunlight—bu#Thad—

and dried, hang
the beams of m




P
1 pulled an

3 apple down F
b for her. 4 Autumn is the time of = / %
# drying, of preserving a | < _
time of picking apples, of ¢ s
rendering the goose fat.
i k
5

)

Winter is the time of hunger,
of snow, and of death—and it is
5 the time of the midwinter feast,
- ; when we rub the goose-fat into
- AL | the skin of a whole pig, stuffed
N il with that autumn’s apples... i
A / i : sl %3 W F

[

1 ‘ Then we roast |
) it or spit it, and
| we prepare to |

feast upon the ~ 5
I | crackling.

s

|
N\

She took the
dried apple
from me...

..and began fo
chew it with
her sharp

yellow teeth.
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e e

| princess, but at that
‘ moment T warmed
to her and—

—with
my fingers,
gently, 1
stroked

\WP her cheek. )

| She looked
7 at me and

J of my thumb, the |
fl Mound of Uenus, |

—
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1 began to shriek,
from pain and
from surprise.

But she looked
at me and 1 fell
silent.

| The little princess |
fastened her mouth &
to my hand and Bl
& licked and sucked §

NN (0hen she was
RN finished, she left
&8 my chamber.

= -
TR Wy N 2

-
.
g

=
s [

| Beneath my gaze the

} cuf that she had mady

il began to close, to scal
and to heal.




’__’lmq i Gl

7/ e R . h

The next day it was NS \W D)\ A U

an old scar: 1 might ¥ \( /| ”\

have cut my hand y ) f \ ‘1\\ ]

with a pockethnife RS Q AN j !’};m‘\ A
¥ > 4 it

. , A

® in my childhood.

k dominated. That
scared me, more

|_f. =t vy
RAfter that night [
T locked my : 4
chamber door at RN . T had the |
dusk, barring it IR <mith forge iron
with an oaken Il # bars, which he

pole— M1 # placed across
§ my windows.

my love, my
fl king. sent for
me less and




—and when ; § 1

1 came to him it =l 7 NS 3 BE He could no longer

he was dizzy, S AT I Iy | make love as a man

listless. X i o ~— <= \' : = N2 makes love—and he

confused. 2 NN 2 ¥ would not permit me |
| g i 5= N to pleasure him with

tried, he started,
} violently, and
began to weep.

1 pulled my mouth
away and held him  [SSSS
tightly, until the sob- “
! bing had stopped, and | =

X/ ). Ak
# 1ran my fingers

g I !
\.._' ke across his skin as

\ he slept. Tt was '
covered in a multi- bo/ANETEH
ude of ancient scars. o\“"'

of our coyr
save one, [+
oy Wherea b
B gored him




Soon he was a shadow of the man
T had met and loved by the bridge.
His bones showed, blue and white,
beneath his skin.

vith him at the HR
last: his hands we
cold as stone

He died unshriven,
his skin nipped and
j pocked from head

)
J . - L
£ ot v 2

arwfransianne wett, . PR
sasenr - S P o s o

£ The ground was frozen
hard, and we could dig
no grave for him.

So we made a cairn of rocks
and stones above his body, as
{ a memorial only, for there
was little enough of him left
to protect from the hunger
of the beasts and the birds.




=

)

. ”\. i " &W “

And 1 did not
do what 1
| would do now. 4

55

Eighteen summers
had come and gone
since 1 first saw

o




.

f If it were today, @ W At -
Twould have her S —ﬁ— | !
heart cut out, frue. [N But then T would

have her head and
M arms and legs cut
B off. T would have
them disembowel \
her.

| i

=il i x . o,
And then T would ,-‘ <
watch in the town Bid
> square as the hang-

man heated the five £z
~ to white heat with §
& bellows, watch [
unblinking as he
consigned each
| part of her to
| the fire.

g AR A A

(| T would have archers
around the square,
who would shoot any g
bird or animal that
came close to the
flames, any raven or
dog or hawk or rat.

And T would not
| close my eyes until §
the princess was
ash, and a gentle |
d wind could scatter [§
her like snow. g

1 did not |~ gHieH
thing, ang
for our m -




They say T was
fooled—that it
was not her
heart. That it
was the heart
of an animal—
a stag, perhaps,
or a boar.

Lies and half-truths fall like snow,
covering the things that T remember,
the things T saw. R landscape,
unrecognizable after a snowfall—
that is what she has made of my life.

B There were scars on my love,
her father’s, thighs, and on his

|
[
[
- |

ballock-pouch, and on his male |
| member, when he died.

y that, and
> wrong.

And some say (but it is
het lie, not mine) that 1
was given the heart,
and that 1 ate it.




v B O~a\ " d
1 did not go with them. They s . Se el :
took her in the day, while she J : . _j R | < B The forest is a dark place, the
slept and was at her weakest. : _ iy ke fL border to many kingdoms—no SEEN.
e y \ S ot one would be foolish enough to S
i ; claim jurisdiction over it.

) w
LW Outlaws live in the forest. L2 8
B Robbers live in the forest, B8
and so do wolves. .

They took her
to the heart of |
the forest, and |
there they
opened her

2 blouse.

Vs’ y
You can ride {8
through the 8
forest fora |0
dozen days
and never
# see asoul...

i left her dead, ina |

g gully, for the forest % ..but there
to su:a_lio_w. are eyes

w e : :: i | upon you
) | i : the entire

They brought me her heart
T know it was—no sow’s
heart or doe's would have
continued to beat and pulse
after it had been cut out,
as that one did.

o
th

1tookit tomy §
4 chamber...T did
not eat it.




Outside the snow fell, covering
the footprints of my huntsmen,
covering her tiny body in the
forest where it lay.

Y A =% o) NN
T had the smith remove the
,-'_ iron bars from my windows,
’ ;4( and 1 would spend some time R
/ in my room each afternoon
through the short winter
| days, gazing out over the

1Y
\ {/
W

§ I hung it from the
beams above my bed,
placed it on a length
of twine that T strung
with rowan berries,
orange-red as a robin's
breast—and with
bulbs of garlic.




They would come out, some of them, for the ‘

Spring Fair: a qreedy, feral, dangerous people; |
some were stunted—dwarfs
and pyamies and hunchbacks;
others had the huge teeth
and vacant gazes of idiots;
some had fingers like
flippers or crab claws.

There were, as
1 have alveady
stated, people
in the forest.

They would
creep out of
the forest each
year for the
Spring Fair, held
when the snows
had melted.

RAs a you

nglassThad | &%= 07
worked at the Fair, and | 3153 - S
they had scared me % 1 told fortunes [
then. the forest folk. for the Fairgoers, |

| scrying ina pool | ..
| of still water... St

et e T T SRS
*] ..and, later, when 1 was older, in a disc of pcli.shed—[

| olass, its back all silvered — a gift from a merchant |~
* . whose straying horse T had seen in a pool of ink.

% :

< 0 o 0 =3
. ad e o .

. - Le," .

4 = *n .



\ '. The stallholders

Y "‘}:\_-. at the fair were
~=1 afraid of the

:‘ fovest folk.

LI 5

-—

N

TTH&:L; wuulE .nail fﬁeir @arés tu. |
v

the bare boards of their stalls—
slabs of gingerbread or leather

\"] belts were nailed with great iron !

nails to the wood.

1f their wares were not nailed,
they said, the forest folk would
S~ take them, and run away,
= chewing on the stolen ginger-
bread, flailing about them with
the belts. [

though: a coin here, another
there, sometimes stained
green by time or the earth,
the face on the coin unknown
Y to even the oldest of us.

Rlso they had things to
trade, and thus the fair
;| continued, serving the
outcasts and the dwarfs, |
=+ serving the robbers (if
% they were citcumspect)
| who preyed on the rare
| fravelers from lands

IN beyond the forest, or on
."-_. | gypsies, ov on the deer. 2

‘ This was robbery in the e
\& | the law. The deer were thlj




passed by
| slowly, and
| my people

claimed that

1 ruled them

with wisdom.

N night.

‘ The years

.-.'
et e
oL it

can

._v‘

=i

28
o

bed, pulsing
gently in the

Ul
i 2

| hung above my S22

<
<

1f there were any
who mourned the

ot

She was a thing i
back then, and they
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THE GREAT OLD ONES COME

Fresh from Their Stupendous European Tour, where they performed before several-

of the CROWNED HEADS OF EUROPE, garnering their plaudits and praise with
magnificent dramatic performances, combining both COMEDY and
TRAGEDY, the Strand Players wish to make it known that they shall be appearing
at the Royal Court Theatre, Drury Lane, for a LIMITED ENGAGEMENT in
April, at which they will present “My Look-Alike Brother Tom!” “The Littlest

Violet-Seller” and “The Great Old Ones Come,” (this last an Historical Epic of .

Pageantry and Delight); each an entire play in one act!
Tickets are available now from the Box Office.

DARKHORSE.COM



It is the immensity, I believe.
The hugeness of things below
The darkness of dreams.

L

But I am wool-gathering.
Forgive me. I am not a
literary man.




: I had been in need of

lodgings.

That was

how I met him.

—.

8 I wanted someone
f to share the cost
of rooms with me.

| W'e were introduced by

a mutual acquaintance,
in the chemical
laboratories of

St;. Bartiss

DARKHORSE.COM




YOou
o HAVE BEEN IN
AFGHANISTAN, I |

PERCEIVE. ~

I i S ——




~~ FROM THE WAY ) /YOU HAVE A DEEP TAN, YOU ALSO Y |/ --GIVEN THE NATURE OF THE
(' YOU HOLD YOUR ARM, ""m HAVE A MILITARY BEARING, AND INJURY TO YOUR SHOULDER

I SEE YOU HAVE BEEN , A PARTICULAR ) THERE ARE FEW ENOUGH PLACES AND THE TRADITIONS OF
WOLUINDED -- \\'\diy/ i\ IN THE EMPIRE THAT A MILITARY ! THE AFGHAN CAVE
MAN CAN BE BOTH TANNED FOLK--
A ;

Put like that, of course, ° The gods and men of Afghanistan

it was absurdly simple. But were savages, unwilling to be

then, it always was. ruled from Whitehall or from
— g Berlin or even from Moscow,

I had been tanned nut-brown. | and unprepared to see reason.

And I had indeed, as he had
_observed, been tortured.

hills, attached to the

-=-th Regiment. _tu-ﬂu.
As long as the fighting
remained in the hills and )
mountains, we fought on

# an equal footing.

I had been sent into thoseé%

When the
skirmishes
descended
into the
caves

and the

darknes?::)

--then we found
ourselves, as it
were, out of our
depth and in over
our heads.




I shall not forget the
mirrored surface of the
underground lake, nor
the thing that =
emerged from

the lake--

--its eyes opening
and closing and the
singing whispers
that accompanied

it .-as-it-rose--

--wreathing their
way about it like
the buzzing of
flies, bigger
than worlds.

)

! That I survived
was a miracle--

— ;

A N Y
--but survive I
did, and I returned
to England with my
nerves in shreds
and tatters.

The place that
leechlike mouth
had touched me was
" tattooced forever,
frog white, into
the skin of my now
withered shoulder.
I had once been a
crack shot. Now I
had nothing, save a
fear of the world-
beneath-the-world
akin to panic.

|
[ |



ALSO I KEEP IRREGULAR
HOURS, AND 1 OFTEN USE THE
MANTELPIECE FOR TARGET
c

I HAVE N
BEEN TOLD THAT b
I SNORE. &

I WILL NEED
THE SITTING ROOM
TO MEET CLIENTS, I AM
SELFISH, PRIVATE, AND
EASILY BORED. WILL THIS
BE A PROBLEM?

I smiled and shook my
head and extended my
hand. We shook on it.




The rooms he had found for
in Baker Street, were more
adequate for two bachelors.

--and I forbore from
asking what it was he
did for a living.

I Still, there was
much to pique my
curiosity.

Visitors would arrive at
all hours, and when they
did I would leave the
sitting room and repair
to my bedroom, pondering
what they had in common
with my friend:

The pale woman with one

eye bone white, the small
e man who looked like a

commercial traveler,

the portly dandy

in his velvet

Jacket, and

g i E}
the rest. 1% T
e ] b @2

|8 X
3K
‘/



e were partaking of one of our !

P2 landlady’s magnificent breakfasts |
Y one morning when my friend rang
4 the bell to summon tha

t good lady. §

— — =

THERE WILL
BE A GENTLEMAN
JOINING Us IN ABOU
FOUR MINUTES,

WE WILL > VERY GOOD.
|( NEED ANOTHER - TLL PUT MORE
[\ PLACE AT THE : SAUSAGES LINDER
TABLE. - THE GRILL.

IDON'T
UNDERSTAND,

DARKHORSE.COM



HOW COULD YOU KNOW i YOU DID NOT HEAR THE CLATTER
THAT IN FOUR MINUTES WE T T OF THE BROUGHAM SEVERAL
WOULD BE RECEIVING A 4 TS MINUTES AGO?

L sy " 6 ) IT SLOWED AS IT PASSED
S KN, : | & Us--OBVIOUSLY AS THE DRIVER
e -- IDENTIFIED OUR DOOR--THEN IT SPED
TR L. = UP AND WENT PAST, UP INTO THE
W& \ & | _ MARYLEBONE ROAD. '-

FHSERUEHIE LSS

|8E &%

THERE |15 A CRUSH OF
CARRIAGES AND TAXICABS LETTING
OFF PASSENGERS AT THE RAILWAY
STATION AND AT THE WAXWORKS, AND
IT 18 IN THAT CRUSH THAT ANYONE
WISHING TO ALIGHT WITHOUT BEING
OBSERVED WILL GO, THE WALK FROM
THERE TO HERE |5 BUT FOUR MINUTES.

DARKHORSE.COM




>  --AND YOUR
SAUSAGES ARE JUST |28
COMING OUT FROM
THE GRILL. :

BUT TRUTH TO TELL,
I HAVE NOT HAD A CHANCE
TO BREAK MY FAST THIS MORNING,
/\ AND I COULD CERTAINLY DO JUSTICE
TO A FEW OF THOSE SAUSAGES.

{ 0BVIOUSLY, I TAKE IT THIS IS |
A MATTER OF NATIONAL &
IMPORTANCE.

s

DARKHORSE.COM




SURELY THE

WORD CANNOT BE

% EEN]
I KNOW THE SQUEAK -
OF YOUR BROUGHAM WHEELS,
THOUGH, AFTER ALL THIS TIME:
AN OSCILLATING G-SHARP
ABOVE HIGH C.

AND IF INSPECTOR
LESTRADE OF SCOTLAND YARD
CANNOT PUBLICLY BE SEEN TO

COME INTO THE PARLOR OF

LONDON’'S ONLY CONSULTING
PETECTIVE--

OUT ALREADY.

7 Erco, ITINVOLVES N I8
THOSE ABOVE US AND IS
A MATTER OF NATIONAL
IMPORTANCE.

--YET COMES i
ANYWAY, AND WITHOUT N
HAVING HAD HIS BREAKFAST, |8
THEN I KNOW THAT THIS &
16 NOT A ROUTINE
CASE.







HERE YOU ARE, MAKING
SPORT OF ME, WHEN YOU
KNOW ALL ABOUT THE
MATTER!

YOU SHOUWLD BE
ASHAMEDP--

WHEN A POLICE
INSPECTOR WALKS INTO MY
ROOM WITH FRESH SPLASHES

--OF THAT
PECULIAR YELLOW
HUE ON HIS BOOTS
ANDP TROUSER
LEGS--

NO ONE
HAS TOLD ME
ANYTHING OF THE
MATTER,

NOW YOu
PUT IT LIKE THAT..
IT SEEMS 8O
OBvVIous,

--1 CAN SURELY
BE FORGIVEN FOR
PRESUMING THAT HE HAS
RECENTLY WALKED PAST THE
DIGEGINGS AT HOBBS LANE
IN SHOREDITCH--

--WHICH |15
THE ONLY PLACE IN
LONDON THAT PARTICULAR
MUSTARD-COLORED CLAY
SEEMS TO BE FOUND.

POES,




e rode to the East '

End in a cab, Inspector @

Lestrade had walked up /

to the Marylebone Road

to find his brougham, ! - i NT:E ONP}; N
d left us alone ¥ - ONEE IN LONDON,

21 = : e OR PERHAPS THE

—

LI

S0 YOu
ARE TRULY A
CONSULTING

DETECTIVE? /

100
NOT TAKE
CASES,
INSTEAD, I
CONSULT,

\
) \ ) > OTHERS BRING
\ /" ME THEIR INSOLUBLE K
. PROBLEMS, THEY DESCRIBE THEN THOSE

THEM AND, SOMETIMES, 4 " PEOPLE WHO COME
I SOLVE THEM. TO YOU--

o (N
; ~—
&4 A/ :

st
—

-

L |

"r?'

OR ARE PETECTI
THEMSELVES, YE



It was a fine morning, but we were now jolting about
the edges of the Rookery of St Giles, that warren of
thieves and cutthroats which sits on London like a
cancer on the face of a pretty flower seller, and
the only light to enter the cab was dim and faint.

ARE YOU
SURE THAT YOu
WISH ME ALONG
WITH YOU?

I HAVE A
FEELING THAT WE
WERE MEANT TO BE
TOGETHER.

THAT WE HAVE
FOUGHT THE GOOPD FIGHT,
SIDE BY SIDE, IN THE PAST
OR IN THE FUTURE, I DO
NOT KNOW.

IAMA
RATIONAL MAN, BUT
1 HAVE LEARNED THE VALUE
OF A GOOD COMPANION, AND
FROM THE MOMENT I CLAPPED
EYES ON YOU, I KNEW 1
TRUSTED YOU AS WELL AS
I DO MYSELF.

For the first time since
Afghanistan, I felt that
I had worth in the world.
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1 | $HADOW HAD DONE THREE YEARS IN PRISON,
HE WAS BIG ENOLGH AND LOOKED DON'T-

FUCK- WITH - ME ENOUGH THAT HiS
BIGGEST PROBLEM WAS KILLING TIME,

50 HE KEPT HiM-
EELF IN SHAFE. ..

.l

ﬁ'"""ill"l :

X




THE BEST THING --IN SHADOW'S OPINION, PERHAPS THE ONLY GOOD THING -- ABOUT BEING IN PRISON WAS A
FEELING OF RELIEF. THE FEELING THAT HE HAD PLUNGED A5 LOW AS HE COULD PLUNGE AND HE'© HITBGTTOM
HE DION'T WORRY THAT THE MAN WAS GOING TO GET HIM, BECAUSE THE MAN HAC éoT HIM.

HE DID NOT AWAKE IN PRISON WITH A FEELING

OF DREAD; HE WAS NO LONGER SCARED OF WHAT

TOMORROW MI(GHT BRING BECAUSE YESTERDAY
HAD BROUGHT [T.

SHADOW TRIED NOT 10 TALK TOO MUCH. SOME-
WHERE AROUND THE MIDOLE OF YEAR TINO HE
MENTIONED HIS THEORY 10 LOW KEY LYESMITH,

\/ DAMN RIGHT. GALOWS HLIMOR,
BEST KIND THERE IS--BANG, THE

WORST HAS HAPPENED, YOU GET A
FEW DAYS FOR ITTO SINK IN, THEN

YOURE RIDING THE CART ONYOUR
WAY TO 0O THE CANCE .
ON NOTHING.

HIS CELLMATE

IT COESN'T MATTER ¥

WHAT YOU'VE UONE,
WHAT YOU'VE BEEN
CONVICTED OF

THAT'S TRUE.
IT'S EVEN BETTER
WHEN YOU'VE BEEN
SENTENCED TO

- DEATH.

[ WHATS IMPORTANT
[\ 1S THAT THeY've
t GOy You.

THAT'S WHEN
YOU REMEMBER
THE JOKES

ABOUT THE
GUYS WHO
KICKED THEIR
BOOTS OFF AS
THE NOOSE
FLIPPED AROUIND
THEI\R NECKS
BECAUSE THEIR
FRIENDS
ALWAYS TOLD
THEM THEY'®?
DIE WITH THEIR

WHEN DID THEY
LAST HANG A
MAN [N THIS

STATE?Z

TeLL
L-&(?Oﬂ WHAT,
HOW " THOUGH.
THE HELL
SHOULD I

KNOW ?

DEA

COUNTRY STARTED N\
GOING TO HEWL WHEN
THEY STOPPED HANGING
<\ FOLKS. NO GALLOWS
PIRT. MO GALLOWS

LS.




THERE 'S NOTHING ROMANTIC
IN A DEATH SENTENCE. IF YOUDON'T
HAVE A OEATH SENTENCE, THEN
PRISON [5 ONLY ATEMPORARY
REPRIEVE FROM LIFE.

LIFE CREEPS
BACK INTO PRISON . THERE
ARE ALWAYS PLACES TO GO
FURTHER DOWN. LIFE GOES
ON, EVEN IF ITS LIFE (INPER
A MICROSCOPE OR LIFE
IN A CAGE.

AND SECOND,
IF You JUSTHANG
IN THERE, SOMEDAY
THEY'RE GOING TO
Have TO LET
YOou OUT.

INTHE BEGINNING IT WAS TOO FAR AWAY FOR SHADOW TO FOCUS ON. ONE 50 WE MARKED OFF
THEN IT BECAME A DISTANT BEAM OF HOPE ANC HE LEARNED TO DAY THE pPavs...
TELL HIMSELF WHEN THE PRISON SHIT WENT DOWN.,,, THE
T MAGIC |
| * p— THIS DOOR
— . ) - “Too wouLe ~ -
(L | SHALL 1 oreN
— s pAssS, AND HE [
i - WouLe
=4 ™~ o) WALK
| ‘ THROUGH
— ———— | ] .

-..AND THE SUN WENT
POWN AND HE PIDN'T
SEE IT AND THE SUN

CAME UPAND HE

¢ . DION'TSEEIT.

i ... AND HE MADE LISTS IN HIS HEAD OF WHAT
HE PRACTICED .. AND HE WORKED OUT..c | hadlieag s Db s s

HIS COIN TRICKS...




FIRST, HE WAS
GOING TO TAKE A
BATH,
SERIOUS SOAK INA
TuB WITH BUBBLES

INIT,

THE PAPER, MAYEE
NOT.

SECOND, HE WAS
GOING TOTOWEL
HIMSELF OFF, PUT
ONAROBE, MAYBE
SLIPPERS. HE LIKED
THE 1DEA OF

A REAL LONG

MAYBE READ

SLIPPERS.

| HE WOULD PICK UP HIS WIFE

] IN H(S ARMS AND SHE WouLD
SQRUEAL IN MOCK HORROR
ANC REAL PELIGHT...

AND THEN ] HERODOTUS,

You'lL BE HEY, YOURE

LEARNING,

WHO THE
FUCK IS
HEROgOTM

HE WOULD cARRY || THEY'D cALL

HER INTO THE BEP- | | OUT FOR PIZZAS
ROOM AND CLOSE | | IF THEY GoT

THE DOCR, HUNGRY.

THIRD, AFTER HE AND LAURA HAD
COME OUT OF THE BEDROOM, HE
WAS GOING TO KEEFP HIS HEAD |
DOWN AND $TAY oUT OF

TROUBLE FOR THE Resr

OF HISLIFE. _,

MY LAST GIRLFRIENG \WAS 6REEK
AND IT AIN'T TRUE WHAT THEY
SAY ABOUT THEM. 1 TRIEDGIVING
IT 10 MY EIRL IN THE ASS AND
SHE ALMOST CLAWED w
E?‘eé our -



LYESMITH HAD : IT'$ NOT SHACOW STARTEC
LOANED sHADOW _ BORING. ITS TO REAC AND

A BATTEREDCOPY - . ° 3 i cooL. FOUND HIMSELF
OF HERODOTLIS'S i . A | HOPKEP AGAINST
HISTORIES : - : . = || His WiLL.

SEVERAL
MONTHS
EARLIER.

LYESMITH WAS TRANSFERRED ONE COINS WERE CONTRABAND : YOU CAN SHARPEN THEM INTO A
PAY WITHOUT WARNING. HE LEFT WEAPON. SHADOW PION'T WANT A WEAFON.
SHADOW HIS COPY OF HERODOTUS
WITH SEVERAL ACTUAL COINS - SHADOW JUST WANTED SOMETHING TO DO WITH HIS HANDS.
HIPDEN IN THE PAGES.

SHADOW DID NOT O z
BELIEVE (N ANYTHING 5T‘LL, HE cOULD FEEL DISASTER HOVER-
HE COULD NOT sgE. ING ABOVE THE PRISON IN THOSE FINAL
- g WEEKS, JUST AS HE HAD FELT IT INTHE

I.'?AY5 BEFG‘RE THE ROBBERY.

HE WAS MORE PARANOID THAN
USUAL, AND IN PRISON, UsSUAL
16 VERY AND 15 A SURVIVAL
SKILL. SHADOW BECAME MORE
QUIET, MORE SHADOWY THAN
EVER. HE FOUND HIMSELF
WATCHING THE BODY LANGUAGE
OF THE GUARPS, OF THE OTHER
INMATES, SEARCHING FOR A
CLUE TO THE BAP THING THAT
WAS GOING TO HAPPEN.




A MONTH BEFORE HE WAS DUE TO BE RELEASED, SHADOW AT IN A CHILLY OFFICE.

DiD you?

FURNACES DON'T 6C ON
UNTIL PECEMBER THE
FIRST. Z DON'T MAKE
THE RULES,

YOU'RE

THIRTY-TWe

YEARS OLD? A

SAYS HERE YOU'VE GOT A
WIFE. HOW'S EVERYTHING
THERE 7

PRETTY
GOOp. SHE
GOT KIND OF
MAD ATME WHEN
I WASARRESTED.
BUT SHE'S COME
DOWN 10 see ME
AS MUCH A SHE
\ COULD T cALL
HER WHEN
I CAN,

WHAT DOES
YOUR W;FE

WAS MY

[ BUDDYS WIFE'S

BEST FRIEND.
ITWASABLIND
DATE. WE HIT
|'T OFF,

YOU LOOK
YOUNGER,

LIVING.
Ay-s HERE

= YOU'VEBEEN A
|\ MODEL INMATE .

vIe You

CLEAN REAWY?

T LEARNED
MY LESSON,
SIR.

AND YOU'VE 6OT
A JOB WAITING
FORYOU?

o 1y P B

YESSIR, MY BUDDY, ROBBIE,
THE ONE I JUST TOLD YO
ABOUT, HE OWNS THE MUSLLE
FARM, THE PLACE T (I5€0 TO
TRAIN. HE sAYS AAY OLD J0B
1S WAITING FOR ME.




HOW'RE YOU GETTING HOME
FROM HERE? GREYHOUNDZ

DION'T NEED TO. JUST SENTME A CON-
FIRMATION NUMBER. ALL T HAVE TO O
IS TURN UP AT THE AIRPORT IN A MONTH

FLYING
HOME. (T's
@000 10 HAVE
0\ AWIFEWHO'S [+
ATRAVEL

4 fyYou MAN 017
T e oEMRZZ | in some wars THE LAST week was worse THAN THE
BACK TO, YoU GOT A 708 ToSHAKE | WHOLE THREE YEARS PUT TOGETHER. SHADOW HAD THE

WAITING. You GOT A sHapow's | JITTERS AND THE HEEBIE-JEEBIES, A FEELING DEEP
SECOND CHANCE. | ianc acHg | IN HIS STOMACH THAT SOMETHING WAS ENTIRELY
MAKE \ Y | RoseTO WRONG. e
THE MO5T LEAVE, NOR | Nggs
OF IT. Lt DIDSHADOW
EXPECTHIMTD.

HE CALLED HIS WIFE COLLECT.

SOMETHING 75
FEELS WEIRD MAYBE NICE HERE.
TS THE WEATHER . Y 1He LASTOF
LIKE A STORM Y 1HE LEAVES
IS COMING. W Haventoute
FALLEN. (F WE
DON'T GET A : ONE
STORM, YOU'LL HUNORED
gt ; AND TWENTY
SEE THEAN HOURe,
WHEN YOU : b’
GET HOME.




EVERYTHING S FINE.

HUSBAND,

1M SEEING ROBBIE TONGHT. | i e
WE'RE PLANNING YOUR SURPRISE /- e _
; WELCOME -HOME PARTY. <
" N A THATS My

OF COURSE,
YOU DON'TKNOW
ANYTHING AGOUT
iT,Povou® /&£

SHACOW REALVZED
HE WAS SMILING. HE
HAD BEEN INSIDE FOR
THREE YEARS, BUT SHE
COULD STILL MAKE
HIM SMILE.

NOT THAT KIND OF STORM. BIGGER STORMS
THAN THAT COMING. T TELL YoU, 8oy, YOU'RE
BETTER OFF (N HERE THAN OUT ONTHE
STREET WHEN THE BIG STORM COMES.,

FeeLe
LIKEIT. ¥}
MAYBE IT'LL |
\SNOW SOON. /=

DARKHORSE.COM




DONE MY TIME. e 1 e R LIKE T sAID, WHAT DO THEY

palmymsoue | ticIem CALL THOSE THING S

—_— : ‘g CONTINENTS RIDE
EAGLE POINT, AROUNP ON?

INDIANA. KE

THATS [T TECTONIC PLATES.
IT5 LIKE, WHEN THEY GO RIDING,
WHEN NORTH AMERICA GOES

SKIDDING (NTO SOUTH AMERICA, /.
YOU DON'T WANT TOBE IN &5
THE MIDOLE.

HELL, PON'T
sAY T DION'T

you
DiG
ME?

gveNA L
LA LITTLE. _.

SHADOW SPENT
THE NIGHT HALF-
AWAKE ,DRIFT(NG
INAND OUT OF
SLEEF LETTING
THE EMPTY
MINUTES WASH
OVER HIM,
LONELY AND
SLOW.

TWO DAYS To GO, STARTING WITH
PRISON COFFEE AND A GUARP
THAT HE WAS NOT IM

NAMED W/LSON.,.
'1 «{ A DEEP SHIT.

% © (sHaDow.
. : THIS WAY,

—1

SHACOW CHECKED HIS CONSCIENCE, (T
WAS QUIET, WHICH PID NOT, HE HAD
osseaueo, IN A PRISON, MEAN

TECTONIC
PLATES 7

THE BAD
THING 1S
HAPPEN-
ING.




7/ I DON'TGET yOU, SHADOW.
YOU'RE TOO FUCKING QUIET,

LIKE ONE OF THE OLP GUYS,

AND YOU'RE WHAT, TWENTY-

THIRTY-

TWO, $IR.

SIR.MAYBE.

| maAvyse you ot
/| NIGGER BLOOO IN
Yyou. You cOT
NIGGER BLOOD (N /
YOU, SHAVOW 7

YEAH? WELL, ALL T KNOW
1S YOU FUCKING SPOOK ME.
You LEAVING Us SOON 7

SHADOW SAIP NOTHING.

IF I HAD
MY WAY, WED
DROPYOU IN A

HOLE AND
FORGET YoU.

G.PATTERSON
WARCEMN

SHApoW |
LOOKED
STRAIGHT

3 :f e
SPEAK WHEN YOU'RE SPOKEN TO,
0o YOUR OWN TIME. GET OUT.




-

5

PLEACE,
= 2T POWN,

A —r

SHADOW-- YoU'LL
BE GETTING oUT
A COUPLE OF
DAYS EARLY.

THIS CAME
wh. FROM THE JOHNSON
MEMORIAL

HOSPITAL IN

IT SAYS HERE YOU
WERE SENTENCED TO il
SIX YEARS FOR AGGRAVATED =l :
ASSAULT AND BATTERY, _ Lo
YoU'veE SERVECTHREE ~ Youl

: WERE DUE TO

BE RELEASED
N FRIDAY,

SHE DIED INTHE

EARLY HOURS oF

THIS MORNING. I T
WAS AN
AUTOMOBILE
ACCIPDENT.




(T'S LIKE ONE OF
THOSE GOOD-NEWS,
BAD-NEWS JOKES,

[GN'T (T 7

GOO0 NEWS,
WE'RE LETTING
YOu OUT EARLY.

=
ol

...YOUR
WiFE
IS PEAD.




SHAPOW SAT ON THE
BUS AND SH|VERED
UNTIL THE HEATERS
STARTED WORKING,
WONDOERING WHAT HE
WAS DOING, WHERE

SHAPOW sWALLOWEPD, IT
OCCURED TO HIM THAT HE

HAC NOT CRIED YET-- HAD IN
FACT FELT NOTHING AT ALL.

NO TEARS...




THEN SHADOW WAS STUMBLING THROUGH THE
BRIGHTLY LIT AIRPORT TERMINAL, WORRIED
ABOUTTHE WHOLE E-TICKET BUSINESS. HE
LIKED THINGS HE COULD HOLD AND TOUCH.

BUS
STATION.
EVERYBODY

ouT,

AND HE HAZ THE CERTAINTY THAT ONCE HEGOT HOME, EVERY-
THING WOULD BE RIGHT ONCcE MORE. [ AURA WOULD BE FINE
AGAIN, PERHAPS IT WAS A SIMPLE MIX-UP: SOME OTHER LAURA
MOON'S BODY HAP BEEN PRAGGED FROM THE HIGHWAY WRECKAGE.

I1'vE GOT ANE-TICKET
NUMBER FOR FRIDAY, BUT I
HAVE TO GO TODAY. THERE WAS
A DEATH IN THE FAMILY,

PROBLEM, T'VE
FuT YOU ON THE THREE
THIRTY, (T MAY BE DE-
LAYED BECAUSE OF
THE STORM.

S——_ T3 Y - . \

ITWaS

NOT A BIG AIRFORT, BUT THE NUMBER OF PEOPLE JUST WANDERING AMAZED HIM. HE
WATCHEP PEOPLE PUT DOWN BAGS CASUALLY, OBSERVED WALLETS STUFFED INTO BACK POCKETS,
PURSES PUT DOWN, UNWATCHED, UNDER CHAIRS. THAT WAS WHEN HE REALIZED,.. IOAS !EIO
LONGER
IN

PRISON.




THIRTY MINUTES TOWAIT UNTIL BOARDING.
HE CALLEC ROBBIE AT THE MUSCLE FARM,
BUT THE MACHINE ANSWERET.

HEY, ROBBIE. ;gg:usa
THAT LAURA'S o
ANSTAKES

HE HELD HIS
BAG SO TIGHT
HE HURT HIS
HAND. HE WAS
THINKING
ABOUT THE
FIRST TWE HE
HAD EVER seeN
LAURA,

HE HAD BEEN SITTING (N A BOOTH
AT CHI-CHI'S WHEN SHE HAD WALKEP
IN BEHIND ALDREY BURTON.

SHADOW.
HAD FOUND

HIMSELF
STARING.
SHE HAD
EYES SO
BLUE HE
AISTAKENLY
THOUGHT
SHE Was
WEARING
TINTES
CONTACT
LENSES. sHE :
HAUORDERED
ASTRAWBERRY
DAIQUIR] AND
INsIeTED
THAT SHACOW
TASTE IT.

7. TANOT HERE, OR
T CAN'T COME TO THE PHONE.

LHECQALLED || LEAVE A MESSAGE AND
HOME AND I'lLGETBACKTC YOU.
LISTENED AND HAVE A GOOD DAY,
TO LAURA'S .
VOICE,

HE HAD KISSED HER Goop NIGHT
THAT NIGHT, AND SHE HAD TASTED
OF STRAWBERRY DAIQUIRIS, AND
HE HAP NEVER WANTEP TO KISS
ANYONE ELSE AGAIN.

A WOMAN
ANNOUNCEP

HIS PLANE
was
BOARUING,

)

S
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IN THE EARTH AND
COMING, THERE ARE UNDER THE EARTH.

CERTAIN DECISIONS

YOU ARE WHERE THE \gfli = TN
s e FORGOTIEN WAIT ) l lﬂ"

IF YOU ARE
TO SURVIVE, You

MUST BELIEVE,

BELIEVE WHAT? :
WHAT sHouLp I B
BELIEVE 2 .

e

SOMEONE
HAS PUT OUT
A CONTRACT ON

YOUR LIFE.

BUT SHADOW COULP NOT FIND OUT WHO OR WHY, AND
WHEN HE WOKE UP THEY WERE COMING IN FOR A LANDING.

-



—

A
Pl

HE STUMBLED OFF THE PLANE, BLINKING
AND WAKING. ALL AIRPORTS, HE HAD
DECIDED, LOOKVERY AMLUCH THE SAME.
THIS AIRPORT LOOKED LIKE AN AIRPORT.
THE TROUBLE IS, THIS WASN'T THE
AIRPORT HE WAS GOING TO, THIS WAS
A BIG AIRPORT WITH WAY TOO MANY

EXCUSE ME
MAAM. WHAT
AIRPORT I&
THIS?

P
THOUGHT
THIS was
THE PLANE
TOEAGLE
POINT.

ITWAS, THEY
RECIRECTED (T
HERE BECAUSE
OF THE STORM.

DIDN'T THEY

MAKE AN

ANNOliﬁCGMENT

GATE 47--1T'5 ON

THE FAR SIDE OF THE

TERMINAL. YOU
NEED TO RUN.

RUNS

THE DOORS WERE ALREADY
CLOSEC WHEN HE GOT To
THE GATE, HE WATCHEP
THE PLANE PULL AWAY
FROM THE GATE. HE
EXPLAINED HIS PROBLEM
TOTHE GATE ATTENDANT.

SHE SENT
HIMTO THE
PASSENGER
ASSISTANCE
PDESK.

PASSENGER
ASSISTANCE
CONSULTED
WITH ANOTHER
WOMAN.

WA/7. HERE
WE GO. THIS
WILL GET 70U
THERE. WE'LL
CALL AHEAD
To THE GATE.
Go”

SHAUOW
FELT
LIKE A
PEA
BEING
FLICKEP

DARKHORS

E.COM



NO, IM AFRAID I cAN'T. THIS
LADY 15 SITT(NG IN IT.

HUH. LOOKS
LIKE THIZ 1S
YOUR LUCKY DAY.
WE HAVE AN
EMPTY SEAT IN
FIRSTcLASS,

YOU TAKE
PLEASE 7

YOUR SEAT,

CAN T BRING YoU SOMETHIN®
TO PRINK 7 WE'LL JLISTHAVE TIME
BEFORE WE TAKE OFF

)

;

DARKHORSE.COM



THE PLANE
BACKED AWAY
FROM THE

GATE.

TAKE OFF 1'LL WORRY. HE JUOI(;E P
NEED TO TAKE T HOD e Juoge of
THIS. 4 ON TO TH'S
' TIGHTLY,

S0RRY
IF I OF THE ESSENCE, BUT
HELDYOU | NO, T wAs MeRELY
UP ARE | coNcerNED THAT
You WOULD NOT
MAKE THE
PLANE,

THE PLANE SAT JOB FOR YOU...

RESTLESSLY ON THE
GROUND, ENGINES

THROBBING, ACHING
10 BE OFF

ARENIT YoU GOING
TO ASK ME WHAT
KIND OF JoB?

A ROAR OF ENGINES. THE LITTLE PLANE
JERKED FORWARD, PUSHING SHADOW BACK
INTO HIS SEAT, THEN THE AIRPORT LIGHTS
d WERE FALLING AWAY BELOW THEM.

b
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HoW
ooyou
KNOW

MY
NA_:;AE

OM, IT's THE EASIEST
THING INTHE WORLD
T0 KNOW WHAT PEDPLE
CALL THEMSELVES.

ASK ME WHATKIND

g OF JOB.

... RELUCTANTLY
SLIPPED IT INTC

THE POCKET ON
THe WALL ...

| You DON'THAVE A 08

WAITING FOR YOU AT HOME.
YOU HAVE NOTHING WAITING
FOR YoU THERE.
7 MEANWHILE, T AA
[ OFFERINGYOU A PERFECT-
| LY LEGAL J0B-- GOODMONEY,
N\ REMARKABLE FRINGE /
. BENEFITS, + O

WHOEVER YOU ARE, yYOU
COULON'T HAVE KNOWN I WAs
GOING ON THIS PLANE. MY,

GUESS 15 YOU'RE HUSTLING
SOMETHING. BUT I THINK
WE'LL HAVE ABETTER
TIME IF WE END TH(S
CONVERSATION HERE,

SHADOW PICKED LIP THE IN-FLIGHT MAGAZINE . THE LITTLE PLANE

JERKED AND BUMPED THROUGH THE SKY, MAKING (T HARDER TO

CONCENTRATE. THE WORDS FLOATEC THROUGH HIS MIND LIKE SOAP

BUBBLES, THERE AS HE READ THEM, GONE COMPLETELY A
MOMENT LATER.

HE FINISHED READING
THE MAGAZINE,..

ONE OF THEM
WAS DARKER
GRAY THAN THE
OTHER, SHAPOW
THOUGHT,

BY THE
wAY T WAS
SORRY TOHEAR
ABOUT YOUR WIFE,
SHADOW, A
GREAT LOSS.




SHADOW TOOK A DEGP |
BREATH. COUNTED
10 FIV

SHADOW, IT'S NOT A JOKE. IT'S

NOT A TRICK. T CANPAY YOU BETTER

THAN ANY OTHER JOB YOU WILL FIND
WILL PAY YOLU. YOU'RE AN EX-CON .

THERE 1§ NOT A LONG LINE OF
PEOPLE ELBOWING EACHOTHER
OUT OF THE WAY TO HIRE YOU,

SHE DIED IN ﬁ c;gr

FIT (v} CRASH. ITSAF

H:U\tﬁ é:oe%{;\l 23; WAY T0 GO \TCOULD
OTHER WAY, HAVE BEEN WORSE.,

MISTER WHOEVER-THE -FLICK
YOoU ARE, THERE (6N'T ENOUGH
MONEY IN THE WORLD.

-

SURE, THERE'S MONEY ENOUGH.
THERE MAYBE A UTTLERISK, OF
COURSE, BUT (F YOU SURVIVE,
You CAN HAVE WHATEVER YOUR
HEART DESIRES.

you
couLb e
THE NEXT ANG
OF AMERICA.

AH, YES. THE AGE OF INFORMATION.

WHY CON'T YOU CALL ME WEDNESDAY 7

MISTER WEDNESDPAY. ALTHOUGH

GIVEN THE WEATHER ,IT MIGHT AS
WELL BE 7#L/RsCAY, EH?

WHAT’S YOUR
REAL NAME Z

DARKHORSE.COM



WORK FOR ME LONG N0 1 DON'T [ LIKE T SAY,
ENOUGH AND T MAY K | THINK 50. CON'T RUSH
EVEN TELL YOU THAT. Q| T ooNT INTO IT.

W~ THERE. J08 OFFER.NO N | LIKE You. T
B ONE EXPECTS YOUTO SAY S| OON'T WANT
To WORK
WITH
you,

THE PLANE LANDED WITH A BUMP
AND A FEW PASSENGERS GOT OFF
ITWAS A LITTLE AIRPORT IN THE AMID-
PLE OF NOWHERE AND THERE WERE
STILL TWO LITTLE AIRPORTS TO GO
BEFORE EAGLE POINT.

MISTER
WEDNESPAY.




— | EAGLE POINT WAS TWO HUNORED AND FIFTY MILES
all —
— ;

- ___,_—l-""'

WHERE 'S THE BEST

BAR IN THE AREA %

SOMEWHERE I CAN .

GET SOMETHING JACK'S cCROCOPILE
TO EAT. BAR. JACK'S A CHARACTER ...
GOT A COUPLE OF CROCS, A
SNAKE... ONE A THEM BIG
LIZARD THINGS.

wesy
ON COUNTY

WHATLL
ITBE?
HOUSE BEER ANDP
A HAMBURGER WITH
ALL THE TRIMMINGS.

BOWL OF
CHILI TOSTART 7
BBST CHILI IN
THE STATE. SOUNDS 60T,
WHERE'S THE
ReESTROOM 7

DARKHORSE.COM




IT WAS A

A : REMEMBER, SHADOW,
W 1 You CAN'T FIGHT BACK
e oM. g | | ‘wreN you'Re PissinG,
SHADOW

LOOKED
AROUND
THE Room
FIRST;
FORCE OF
HABIT.

|

HE UNZIPPED HIS FLYAND .l
" PISSED FOR AN AGE, _
. RELAXING, FEELING RELIEFE

% 50, YOU'YE

o
.

HAD TIME TO
THINK,
SHADOW.
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