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WHAT AN
ADORABLE
IMAGINATION.

13 I KNEW AN
ENTERTAINER WHO
PERFORMEP WITH POG
INTESTINES -- TERRIBLE
MESS AT THE BAZAAR, J
THOUGH HE LOVED
THE WORkK.
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THE DWARF IS VARRIC TETHRAS ISABELA'S TRAVELING

-- A MERCHANT WHO ACTS LIKE COMPANION...AND NOW
A BARKEEP OR A SPYMASTER, MINE, APPARENTLY.
DEPENDING ON THE HOUR.
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I'M SURE
IT WORKS IF
YOU'RE FROM
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