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ha 
ha! sokka, 
you’re such 
a goof.

so by 
“goof,” do you 

mean “handsome 
warrior with 
formidable 
biceps”?

no. 
I mean 
goof.

{harumph} 
you mean, 

another fake 
collector.

how 
can ya 
tell?

I 
hate fake 

collectors.

{snicker 
snicker}

{snicker 
snicker}

why don’t 
you put that 
back, honey?

…

excuse 
me. is there 
a problem 

here?

wait a 
minute.

seashell-san, 
we got another 

customer!

psh. girls don’t know 
shells. they either get 

dragged in here by their 
boyfriends or they come in 
so they can pretend to  

be as cool as us!

your hands better be clean! 
that’s a special one, from the 
old earth kingdom colonies. 

it’s --

-- the shell of a
hermit marmoset. and 
from the looks of its 

axial ribs, it’s a couple 
centuries old! how much?

more than 
you can afford, 
I assure you.



not at 
all, but maybe 
you ought to 
mind your own 
business!

and maybe 
you ought 

to treat your 
customers with 
a little more 
respect!

that’s 
it! here at 
seashell-

san’s house of 
shells, we got 
a no-tolerance 

policy for 
mouthy 
broads!

get her 
outta here, 

jojan!
you 

got it, 
boss!

get your 
hands off me! 
I’m perfectly 

capable of walking 
myself out the 

door!

if I were 
you guys, I’d 

do as she 
says.

you too, 
buddy! out! 

come back after 
you’ve taught your 
girlfriend some 

manners!

ngh!

last 
Chance.

hands 
off. don’t 

say I didn’t 
warn you.

for yer own good, you best 
stop squirming, girl. if I get 
tough on ya, seashell-san 

will probably make me 
employee of the

month.






