T HeRE I5 A
PLACE WHERE

THERE 15 A PLACE
WHERE A FEW RAGGED
SOLUNDPS CAN SUGGEST
A SYMPHONY,

A PLACE WHERE PANCEMONILM

PRESENTS PAT TERNS.
WHERE IPLE FANCIES TURN TO
FORNICATIONS ANP MEMORIES
FEIGN MEANING.

| o

A PLAcE, wHERE--FOR
AS LONG AS A SLEEPER
CAN SLEEP--STORIES
ARE SPLN.

AT THE HEART OF
THE PREAMING
SITE A CASTLE.
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‘ | LU e ‘ i ' EYES CLOSED THAT \ 8
-\ L/BR;lA?/AN Y AcuraoR ‘ < HE KNOWS THERE SITS LES

I THEM ALL. JOURNEES PE FLORBELLE,
OF IMPOSSIBLE UNSPOKEN SONNET, 4
ek EVERY SPINE,  THERE LIES WOOSTER

‘ EVERY UNFINISHED EVERY LINE. --
| His PRICE TOKEEP  OPUS. EVEN THOSE i pries i el s
EVERY BOOK THAT

TITLES MARTYREL S e
WAS NEVER BY RETCON ARE h
WRITTEN/ \ HERE--ERASED BUT
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CALL ME THAT.
I'M NOT YOUR
)\ SLPERIOR.
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--S0 1 FIGURED

YOU WAS HAVIN' A QUICK--
HEHHHH!--NARRATE,

WHILE NOBOPY WAS
WATCHING.

 IDOWSH
YOU WOULDN'T

N-NOT NOW,
MERVYN. I'M
\ IN THE MIPDLE
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Il“[ \ IT'S CALLED

ALLITERATION, MERV.
IT'S ATMOSPHERIC.
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YALL RIGHT, X
BOSS?Z YOU LOOK
EVEN WEEPIER'N

HELL You
AIN'T! OLD MILKYFACE
LEFT YOL IN CHARGE--
YOU'RE THE BOSS.
THAT'S WHY IM HERE! |8
SOMETHIN' YOU GOTTA &

I MEAN, I HATE
TO INTERRLUPT 'N
ALL, BUT I COULD HEAR
YOU WAS PUTTIN' ON THAT
SWANKY VOICE--THE
ONE WITH THE WORDS
b ALL STARTING THE
\ SAME--
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LUCIEN, WUH-WE'VE PISCLISSEPD IT,
A-A-AND WHEREAS WE'RE SUH-CERTAIN YOU'RE
MUH-MORE THAN CAFABLE OF, OF, OF GETTING TO THE,
UHM, TO THE BUH-BO T TOM OF THIS, WE WONDER IF
MUH-MAYBE A PH-PHENOMENON OF THIS SEVERITY
DOESN'T WARRANT MORE, UHM, S-SENIOR
OVERSIGHT--

GET TO THE
POINT; ABEL, YoU
PUSILLANIMOUS
AMPHIBIAN!

W-WHICH
1S TO SUH-SA4Y,
UMM, THAT IS,
W-WELL--

YOU KNOW VERY WELL LORP PANIEL

1S AWAY, CAIN. A PRVATE MATTER,” HE
SAID. HE'S RARELY GONE MORE THAN A
FEW DAYS.

ITS
NOT JUST THE
RIF, LUCIEN.

INSIST THAT

YOU SUMMON

THE KING.
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THE CAVE
HASN'T CHANGED

NN
IN M/LLENNIA--EVEN

WHEN WE EVES HAVE.
TODAY IT'S A GLASS

MY
GARGOYLE'S
GONE MUH-
MUH-MISS/--

SOMETHING'S
WRONG N
THE DREAMING,
LUCIEN.

LORD DANIEL--
PREAM OF THE
ENDLESS--I
STAND IN YOUR
GALLERY.

I HOLP YOUR

SIGIL, THOUGH

I AMNOT OF
YOURKIN. ITIS T,
LUCIEN, WHO
CALLS You

==

HIPPOGRIFF AT THE
GATEZ DUMB THING TURNED
INTO A PISSECTION
PIAGRAM THIS MORNING--
AND YOU JUST KNOW
WHO'S GOTTA MOP
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ALL RIGHT, AL
RIGHT, EVERYONE
SHUTPUT! THS 15
SOME SPELIAL

BULLSHIT, GUY3.

YOU KNOW THE
WOFRST THING ABOUT |
BEING A RAVEN?

N
y

IT'S HOW FREAKIN'
Mudtt YOu KNOW, AND
HOW FREAKIN' LITTLE

YOU UNTERSTANT.

WsT LOOK
AT YOU IOKERS!
BUNCHA MYTHS AND
GOUIMN METAPHORS,
ALL TAKIN' YOURSELYES
MOKE SERIOUS TB’,*V”
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“THE KING AIN'T
ANSWERING tis MAGIL AND NOT A
PICTUREPHONE, BIKUIE!  ONE OF YOU (AN
YOU 4OTTA FINY TELL ME HOW THE
HELL Iz‘gdofl'fofﬁﬂ/&
T.

RAVENS { il I (AN FEEL HIM. T (AN FEEL

JUST KNOW N3 Yy | HiM OUT THERE SOMEVLALE

THESE THINGS, y s LIKE THEKE'S A TOG LEASH IN

MATTHEW. v . MY SOUL, ANU T HAVE ZEKO
A - IJEA HOW OK WHY,

SOME TAYS YOU

WST GOTTA TUNCH IN

A5 & PUPPET AND
ROLL WITH IT.




	SNDUNI_1_1
	SNDUNI_1_2
	SNDUNI_1_3
	SNDUNI_1_4
	SNDUNI_1_5
	SNDUNI_1_6

