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WE CAMP
HERE, AND

MAKE FOR
THE STYGIAN
PORT WITH
THE DAWN.

HER TRAIL
ENDS HERE,
LIEGE. SHE'S

NOT LONG

GONE.

THE DOGS
HAVE HER SCENT.
WE’LL HAVE A
RED SCALP
TOMORROW.

T'LL START
THE FIRE. IT'S
TIME FOR WINE
AND FOOD, MY
FRIENDS.




YOU WASTE YOUR
d TIME OUT OF THE [
i SADDLE SCRIBBLING
NONSENSE ONTO
PARCHMENT? 4

HARDLY A
FIT PURSUIT
FOR A MAN.
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ONCE. NONSENSE | B e
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‘ GLASFINDIL. e B ! -.‘ & A
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THE BELOVED R Lt
PRINCE SHE £8
MURDERED,

SHE D/ES. [

I KILLED
THE PRIEST
8 WHO FORCED &5

ENOUGH.
WE DON'T HUNT
THIS WENCH FOR
GLORY.

HAVE YOUu
FORGOTTEN WHAT
SHE’S DONE?

you
THINK IT WILL TR
3‘-,_..-.—__‘_' BE SO EASY, [
=\ DO You?
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WE HUNT HER
FOR REVENGE.
AND WE MAKE
HER SUFFER.

MOST OF
YOU HAVE

NEVER MET
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/ KNOW HER FOR FAR
s LESS NOBLE DEEDS...

I HAVE BEEN YOU CALL

B HUNTING THIS WOMAN  HER A WARRIOR,
FAR LONGER THAN ; A MERCENARY,

ANY OF YOU! A SLAYER OF

|  “vou caLL
M lll HER A ‘sHE-DEVIL

WITH A SWORD'...




“UPON REACHING LUXUR, SHE LEARNED
OF A NEW TREASURE TO LOOT FROM
A CERTAIN LOW-LIFE NAMED PTOLMAS, [

“..THE EYES OF
THE HOWLING GOD.”
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