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Under the 
blessed 

eye of the 
Avatar…

…I do affirm 
my oath of 
fealty and 
service to
the Crown
of North

Huntington.

I solemnly 
swear to 
be a good 
and worthy 
knight, in 
word and  
in deed.

To defend
to my utmost 
the weak, the 
oppressed, 
the widowed 

and the
orphaned.

To uphold the 
virtues of 

honor, valor, 
charity, hope, 

truth…

…And 
loyalty.

To be true 
to my faith, 
and faithful 
to my duties.

And above 
all, to 
defend 

the Crown 
and my 
King.

So 
swear 

I.



This we do 
hear and 
shall not 
forget…

…For divine 
retribution 
shall be the 
punishment

 of any 
knight 
who is 
proven 
false.

Nor shall we 
fail to reward 

one who is 
true, repaying 
service with 

honor…

…And 
devotion 
with love.

By your valorous 
deeds in our recent 
war against Lothar 
—indeed, by saving 
my very life on the 

battlefield—have you 
earned a place in our 

company.

So this day, 
in the royal 

city of 
Kingsbridge, 

and under 
the Avatar’s 

watchful 
eye...

...I hereby 
admit you 

to the 
Order of 
the King’s 
Dragons.



Rise 
now, Sir 
Drake!



Captain 
Drake, 
sir?

Hm? My
apologies, 
sir. I…I

just asked
if you were
all right.

Why 
wouldn’t 

I be?

You 
seemed…

Well…
you 

seemed 
far away 

for a 
moment.

I’m here, 
Phineas, 

as you can 
plainly 
see.

Very 
well, 
then.



So you’re 
sure 

they’re in 
there?

Victor of 
Medoria said 
the girl left 
his city with 

a broken 
leg.

If you were 
wounded in Florin 
and couldn’t use 
a local healer 

for fear of being 
captured, where 
would you go?

Here, I 
suppose.

It’s a short journey 
across the Medorian 

border, and the
biggest healing
colony in the Six

Kingdoms.



But if it’s such 
a clear choice, 
wouldn’t they 
expect us to 

look here?

Likely. But 
they’re 

desperate.

One of 
them’s hurt, 
and badly.

She needs a place 
to heal, one where 

they won’t get 
caught. And the 
Podhu Healers 

take an oath of 
neutrality on all 

matters political.

I’m guessing 
they’re willing to 
risk discovery.

But are we too 
late? Are they 

still in there, is 
what I’m asking.

If they are, 
Phineas… …I intend to 

bring the place 
down around 
their ears.



OPEN 
THiS 

DOOR!

Let me in, 
dogs, or 
I’ll take 
the place 

apart, brick 
by brick!

I don’t 
think 
they—





Welcome, 
friends, to 

this house of 
healing.

How may 
we be of 

service to 
y—?

We’re here by 
order of Her 

Majesty, Queen 
Magda of North 

Huntington.

I have reason 
to believe that 

you’re sheltering 
three fugitives 

who escaped our 
custody.

Fugitives…?

A red-haired girl, 
a norker and an 
ettin with one 

head, traveling 
together. You 
couldn’t miss 

them.

What makes 
you think 
that they 

would have 
come h—?



The girl had a 
broken leg. Now 
are they here or 

aren’t they?

I am afraid 
I am not at 
liberty to 

say.

“Not at 
liberty to 
say”…?

We Podhu admit 
all who seek 
healing and

enlightenment.

If we should start 
assisting in the

capture of the few 
who come to us under 

a cloud of sin, we 
would turn away 
those who need us 

the most.

And what if we 
come in and take 
a look anyway, 
healer? What 
happens then?

Captain 
Drake, 

please…

If you insist on killing 
me and my brothers for 
the sake of quarry you 

are not even certain 
lies within…



…Know that 
you do so 
under the 

watchful eye 
of the Avatar, 
on ground He 
has deemed 

sacred.

I…I’m 
sorry. We are not in 

North Huntington, 
sir! You and your 
fellow Queen’s 

Dragons have no 
authority here!

This is a 
house of 
healing!



I tell you the 
same thing I 

told the others: 
leave and do 

not come back!

“Others”…?



I wonder 
who it was. 

Ormyr?
And

Gryllus, 
perhaps?

I’m less 
interested 

in who 
than I am 
in why.

What 
do you 
mean?

Did Victor of 
Medoria mention 
that he’d spoken 

to any other 
Dragons?

No…
Then how did 
they know 
to look 
here?



Perhaps they 
have Ryuu 
with them. 

He’s our best 
tracker…

Perhaps.

You’re 
young, 

Phineas, and 
still eager 
to see the 

good in 
people.

I’m glad 
for that.  
It means 

they haven’t 
got to  
you yet.

Haven’t 
poisoned 
your mind.

“They” who? 
What do you 
mean? The 

Dragons…?

Captain…?



This man 
we’re going 
to see. Who 

is he?
A tailor. 

Suspected to 
be in league 
with the Iron 

Hand.

“The Iron 
Hand”…?

Assassins. 
Good ones, too. 
Might be right 

under your nose 
and you’d never 

know it.

Yet we know 
about this 

tailor.

He’s made 
some threats 
against the 

King.

We’re 
to see 

that the 
threats 
stop.



And how 
do we do 

that?

This 
is the 
place.

Attor and I will 
see to the tailor. 

Drake, you find 
the back door, 
and make sure 
he isn’t able to 

escape.



You’re sure 
about this, 

Fraynir?

All I’m 
asking you 
to do is 

stand by a 
door. Think 

you can 
handle it, 
farm boy?

That’s 
not what 

I—

I know what you 
meant. This man 
is a threat to 
King Roderick. 
Protecting him 
is our job, is it 

not?

Very 
well.



Agh!

Fraynir…?



He stabbed 
me, Drake! 
Get him!



No! 
Please!

Y-you don’t 
understand!

We 
understand 
fine, dog!

No!

Why are you 
doing this?!

You’ve got 
the wrong 

man!

It’s... ...not 
me!

unghh...



Attor!

Aughh!

my 
leg!

NO!



Ow!



My 
arm!

I-I think 
it’s 

broken!

You’ll get 
worse than 
that for 

threatening 
the life of 
the King!

Th-threatening 
him? I-I’ve tried 

to warn him!

“Warn 
him”…?

About The Iron Hand! 
I’m not trying to— 

I’m not one of them!  
I-I’m innocent!

Kill 
him!

Finish 
the job, 
Drake!

This man 
says he’s 
innocent.

They 
all 
do!

Now 
finish 

it!



I won’t.



Is 
he…?

What 
do you 
think?



You picked 
an awfully 

inconvenient 
time to turn 
soft, Drake!

I saw you on 
the battlefield 
slaughtering 

Lothars by the 
dozens. It’s 
the reason 

you’re wearing 
that uniform!

That was 
different. 
That was 

war.

The King 
was there. 
There were 
orders.

There were 
orders 

here, too.

From 
the 

King?

From
someone 

who speaks 
for the 
King, yes.

Captain Tanis? 
Did he know 
about this?

Yes.

Among 
others.

We swore 
an oath…

Ha!
You’re worried 

about the Oath?! 
Truth, justice, 
orphans and 

whatever else?



And now you 
are. So 

start doing 
your job.

If you do, 
I’ll stop 
making 

you stand 
outside 
like a 
little 
boy.

The oath is just tradition. 
It’s as old and dusty as 

the King himself, who might 
be the only one who still 

believes in it.

Other than 
you, it 
seems.

I can see 
now why he 

likes you so 
much.

I dreamed my 
whole life 
of being one 
of the King’s 
Dragons…





Who are you to 
ask my business? 
This is not North 
Huntington! I do 
not answer to 

you!

You do 
today.

What’s 
in the 

wagon?

Empty baskets, if 
you must know! We 

delivered food 
to the monastery 

last evening!

My concern is 
what you might 
be taking out.

SHe’s 
right, 

Captain. 
They’re 
clean.



You really 
think they’d 

hide in a 
wagon? 

They must 
know we’re 
out here…

I don’t pretend 
to know what 

these reprobates 
will do, Phineas.

You have 
a better 

idea?

Not to
second-

guess you, 
Captain, but 
anything

beats 
standing 
outside 
watching 
the door.

What did 
you say?

We don’t 
even know 

they’re 
still in 
there, 
is what 
I mean. 
Until we 
know for 
sure…



You’re 
right.

I’ll go in and 
see for myself. 
After nightfall, 
when the healers 

are asleep.

Alone?

Alone. You’ll keep watch 
in case they try to 
make their escape 
while I’m inside.

Very 
well.

Busy 
morning 
for the 
Podhu 

healers…
Indeed.

Halt!



State your 
business.

Our
business…?

Entertainment 
is our business, 

good sir!



A somersault,
a bawdy 
joke…!

…A 
lively 

tune...!

...some tricks 
with rope!

Throwing 
knives…!

…Dressed 
as wives!

And if 
all that 
fails…

…A monkey 
that burps 

on cue!



Tumblers, 
then.

You’re 
not on 
my list.

Who 
hired 
you?

Well, 
it 

was…

What 
was 
their 
name 

again?

They had 
a…thing. 
On theiR 
whatzit.

Wait 
here.



…I won’t 
ask again. 
Now where 

is it?

I
assure 

you, 
sire…

…The letter 
has been 

destroyed. 
Just as you 

wished.

God’s teeth,
Greyfalcon! If it  

was to be destroyed, 
I’d have seen to it 

myself, to be—

To be 
certain 

it really 
was?

Majesty, I 
am injured 

by your 
lack of 
trust.

You’ll be injured 
by the point of my 
sword if you don’t 

watch your step, 
chamberlain.



Don’t you walk away 
from me! I know who 

ordered the death of 
that tailor in the lower 

city!

That is 
a mere 
trifle, 

Majesty…

…Compared 
to what I 

know.



Master
Greyfalcon…?

Drake. How long 
have you 

been 
standing 

here?

“Standing 
here,”

master?

Oh, never 
mind. What 

is it?

A trio of 
tumblers 

seeks entry 
to the

palace. They 
say they’ve 
been hired 

to—

Admit 
them.



Are you 
certain? 

Their names 
aren’t on 

the—

Listen, boy, what 
we need around 
here is for you 
to spend less 

time questioning 
orders and more 
time following 

them.

Sir Fraynir 
has informed 
me of your…
behavior.

I just can’t 
believe that 

the King 
would—

I speak for the 
King in these 

matters!

I don’t know how it 
was on the

battlefields, lad, 
but here in the 
palace the King 

can’t be distracted 
by every piece of 

minor business that 
comes alo—

“Minor
business”…?

We’re 
talking 
about 

a man’s 
life!

Oh, grow 
up! What 

flea-ridden 
backwater 

did Roderick 
find a rube 
such as you 
in, anyway?



This is the way 
of the world, 

boy. Politics is 
power. And you 
Dragons are 
the arm that 

wields it.

If you didn’t 
suffer such a 
tragic lack of 
imagination, you 
would learn to 
benefit from it, 
as the others 

have.

Tonight, I’ll be 
riding out with 

the rest of your 
order on urgent 

business for 
Princess Magda.

You will 
stay here 
to guard 
the King.

We don’t need any more bouts of 
conscience interfering with your 
duties to the throne. Until you 

can prove that you’re worthy of 
wearing that uniform, you’ll be 

confined to the palace.

Now be back 
about your 
business…

…And admit 
those

tumblers!



All
alone, 

Drake…?





Sorry, 
Majesty? I asked if you 

were all alone. 
None of my 

other Dragons 
with you this 

evening?

No, 
sire. They rode out with 

Master Greyfalcon 
on some sort of 

errand.

Hm.

Did 
they 
now?

Know 
what 

it was 
about?

No, sire. 
I’m not…

trusted…
with that 
kind of

information.

Ha! Well, that’s
as good a

recommendation 
of your

character
as any.



The Dragons are all 
great warriors. It’s 
why I have them. But 

I don’t know how 
many of them are 
truly good men.

And
Greyfalcon, 

well…

I believe 
I’ll retire, 

father.

Need your 
beauty rest, 
eh, Magda? 
Very good. 
Sleep well, 
dumpling.

Good 
evening, 

princess.

Let’s bundle up 
what’s left and 
send it out to 
the gate, yes?

As you 
wish, sire.

Join me for a 
drink, son.

I’d be 
honored, 

sire.



Now. If Greyfalcon has the 
others engaged in some sort 

of secret mission…

…How would 
you like to do 
one for me?

You need 
only name 
it, sire.

That will be all 
for this evening, 

you three.

Splendid
entertainment, 

thank you!

Too 
kind, 
my 

liege.

We shall 
await your 

beckoning…

…With 
bated 

breath.

HA! They’d be
nothing without 
that monkey, I 

tell you.

Sire…?



I’m coming 
to it, lad.

It’s not 
easy to…

there’s a 
rather…

Before I rode 
out—for the war, 
you understand— 

I left behind a 
sealed letter. 

With
Greyfalcon.

“His instructions 
were to open it only 
if he received word 

of my death.”



“Upon our recent return, 
I asked Greyfalcon to 

return the letter to me.

He wouldn’t, 
claiming that 

he’d destroyed 
it upon news of 
our victory.”

The letter 
contains 

information 
that is…

sensitive.

And possibly 
damaging to 

me and to 
the crown.

I trusted 
him when I 
shouldn’t 

have.

I’ve since 
Become 

aware of the 
corruption 

he oversaw in 
my absence. 
I don’t know 
why Magda 
didn’t do 

something. 

Alas.

I fear that
Greyfalcon opened 
the letter, read it 
and is keeping the 

knowledge to himself 
for nefarious

purposes.

I strongly suspect 
that the letter has 
not been destroyed 
but is still here in 

the palace.

Though, try as I might, 
I haven’t been able to 

discover where
Greyfalcon has it 

hidden.

As you might expect, it’s
difficult for me to move 
around without calling
attention to myself.

But 
you…



You’re on guard 
all night. And 

with Greyfalcon 
and the other 
Dragons gone, 

you could search 
high and low 

without risking 
notice.

If the letter 
still exists, as 
you suspect, 

sire, it will be 
in your hands 

before sunrise.

I’d like to 
get started 
right away.

I trust you, 
Drake. But if you 
should find the 
letter, please 
don’t read it.

It’s…

It’s 
personal.

I serve 
the Throne 
of North 

Huntington, 
sire.

Your will 
is my

command.



You look like 
you’ve seen a 
ghost, Drake.

One of the healers 
told us that 

others had been 
here. I should have 
known it was you.

How did 
you—?

Know the three 
thieves were 
here? I have 
Ryuu with me.

Phineas 
suspected 
as much.

Brought 
the boy, 
did you?

He’s an
idealist. 

Like
another 
young 

recruit I 
remember.

The girl is 
wounded.

We know. Only 
two sets of 
tracks. She 

was carried by 
the ettin.

The Podhu aren’t 
very trusting. 

They wouldn’t let 
us in, either.

Then let’s have 
a look around 
before we’re 
discovered.





Greyfalcon.









Welcome, 
friends, to 
this house 

of he—

Where 
did you 

get 
this?

A more
appropriate 

question, 
sir knight, 
might be 
where did 

you get it?

I’m in no 
mood 
for 

games. 
Where 

did you 
get it?

Drake…



…How do you 
know it belongs 
to Greyfalcon?

Know anyone 
else who builds 
machines like the 

ones in here?

Greyfalcon…!

You 
know 
him? Yes. A 

harsh 
man.

It 
can’t 
be…

Our thieves  
show up in the 

very same place 
Greyfalcon 

does? Here, of 
all places? 

When was he 
here? And 

why?

Was 
he 

hurt?

A while 
ago. 
Three 
moons 

at least. 
And not 
hurt.

He wanted 
to see the 
pigeons.



Sir 
Drake!

Y-You’re 
up late, 
tumbler.

You Caught me 
red-handed! Just 
sneaking a bite 

from the kitchens.

It’s hungry work, 
ours is. And of 
course there’s 

that filthy monkey 
to feed.

Ungh...

Sir 
Drake…?

You don’t 
look well.

I-I think it’s 
something I 

ate.

Or maybe…

Sir 
Drake…?



Carrier 
pigeons, 
Drake?

Greyfalcon 
often

received 
them in his 
chamber. 

Where were 
they coming 

from?

Never 
gave 

it much 
thought.

Because 
it’s none 
of our 

concern.

This way, 
Dragons, 
this way.

Stand 
aside, 

Fraynir.

That’s an 
order.



Here 
we 

are.



We of the order 
have kept pigeons 

here for centuries, 
allowing messages 
to be carried to 

and from all parts 
of the Six Kingdoms.

From Hanbrook to 
the Silver Coast, 
from Magishead 

all the way to the 
mountains.

Even out to 
sea, as far as 
the island of 

Astaroth.

With 
all due 

respect, 
Captain...

…Even if this is 
where Greyfalcon’s 
pigeons came from, 
what does that have 
to do with whether 
our three thieves 

were—?

Wait.

The 
island 

of 
what?



No…

No…

NO!







Two sets of 
tracks, like 

before.

The girl 
must still 

be unable to 
walk on her 

own.

These prints are 
as clear as the 

ears on a norker. 
We hardly need 

you, Ryuu.

We’ll 
need him 
once we 
hit bare 
rock.



We know how clever 
these three are. 

Once they’re out of 
the snow, They’ll 
try to disguise 
their tracks as 

much as they can.

Too bad for 
them that Ryuu 
could track a 
fish through 

water.

How did 
you pick 
up their 
trail?

What do you 
mean? We’ve been 

following them since 
Kingsbridge, just as 

you have.

But the trail 
went cold at 
Black Rock 
Cove. Where 

did you pick it 
up again?

It’s clear they’re 
heading west. So 

Medoria seemed as 
good a place to 

look as any.

You seem to 
have had the 
same idea, 
after all.

Medoria’s a big 
place. You’re 
telling me you 
just happened 

upon their 
tracks?

The Avatar 
himself 
never 

produced 
such a 

miracle.

What are 
you getting 

at, boy?

It’s
Captain.



And just 
how did you 
end up here,
“Captain”?

We had an audience 
with the King 

of Medoria. He 
had a rather…
dramatic…

encounter with our 
quarry less than 
two moons ago.

We did 
the 

same.

No.

You 
didn’t.

King Victor 
didn’t say a 
word about 
having seen 

anyone else of 
our order.



We must 
have seen 
him after 
you did.

Yet you 
were here 
before we 

were.

Captain! Sir 
Fraynir! You’d 
better come 

see this!

This 
isn’t 
over, 

Fraynir.



Father…? God’s 
teeth!

FATHER!



No,
Majesty!

He’s been 
poisoned. 
He’s…he’s 

gone.

NO!

How?!

Who…?!

I don’t 
know. 

But the 
assassin 
may still 
be in the 
palace.

My duty 
is to you 
now. Come 
with me.

T-to my 
chambers?

No. They may
already be in 

your chambers. 
Trying to 

eliminate the 
entire royal line.

Then 
where?

Same place 
the King 

keeps all 
of his 

treasures.



What 
is it?

Ryuu 
says the 
tracks 
diverge 
here.

Diverge? Yes, 
Captain.

From what I 
can tell, the 

ettin went 
this way…

…And the 
norker 

went that 
way.

Are 
you 

sure?

Yes.

Look!

There’s 
even a
cigar 

stub to 
prove it.



Pfft.
They’re getting 
careless. It’s

almost like they 
want to be
followed!

Have they 
ever 

split up 
before?

Not 
that I 

know of. 
They’ve 
been as 
thick 

as…well, 
thieves.

Like they 
want to be 
followed…

Captain…?



The 
treasury, 
Drake…?

It’s the tallest 
tower in the city, 

and has the
strongest doors 
in the palace. 
If we can—

Majesty…?

I-I 
can’t.

The stairs. There…
there are too many.

Madam.
You are 

the Queen 
now.

Am I?

Am I
really?



Of 
course.

That’s why 
I must 

get you to 
safety.

All 
right.

But you’ll 
have to 

carry me.

Very 
well, 

madam.

To think that
Greyfalcon wants 
to build traps 

in this tower. The 
stairs alone seem 
challenge enough!

I hadn’t 
noticed.

<Huff!>



Welco—

Where 
is the 
girl?

Where is 
who, my 

lo—?

WHERE 
iS 

SHE?!



This is a 
house of 
healing, 

sir knight!

What
manner of 

healing 
do you 
require?





<Huff!>

Made 
it.

Sir Drake! 
Are you 
well...?

The poison 
is still in my 

body.

<Huff!>

But the 
important 

thing is that 
you’ll be out 

of harm’s 
way up here.

I assure 
you, your 
father’s 

treasury is 
the safest 
place in the 

city.

God’s 
teeth!



“Safest 
place in the 

city,” eh, 
Drake?

Bet you’re 
feeling like a 
right nitwit.

Heh heh. 
Now…

…Where’s 
that

letter?





Where 
are you, 

girl?



What 
letter?

Don’t play dumb, 
Dragon. The one 

you were searching 
for in Greyfalcon’s 

chamber.

You mean the one 
you were looking 

for when I
surprised you in 
the corridor.

Yeah. 
that 
one.

When we saw 
you drinking 
with the King, 
we’d hoped to 
find you lying 
dead next to 
him, a victim 
of the same 

poison we put 
in his jug.

That would 
have given us 
all night to 
search the 

palace.



When the letter didn’t 
turn up, we thought 

maybe it got locked up 
here.

But after seeing you come out 
of Greyfalcon’s chamber...

I think 
you’ve 
got it.

Why don’t 
you come 
and find 

out.





Ow!

Oh,
pickles.



Take 
’im, 

boys!



Ungh...

no.

NO!



Clever 
of your 

friends…

…Leading us on a  
wild-goose chase 

so that you can have 
more time to heal.

They have 
their

moments.

Not 
many…



…But they 
do have 

them.

no!





Ulp!

I’ve got 
you now, 

girl!







Ha
ha!

whew!
Take that, 

you one-eyed 
canker

blossom!



HA
HA
HA!

Yep, 
should’ve 
seen this 
coming...



Leave him 
alone, 

you 
beasts!

She’s right. 
I don’t 

think he has 
the letter 
after all.

And the longer 
we look for it, 

the more chance 
of us getting 

caught.

Then let’s 
just kill 
’em both.

these two 
weren’t part 
of the job.

Let’s 
go.



Hey!

<GASP!>



The 
Iron 
Hand!

Like our 
disguises?

Made by the 
very same 
tailor you 
silenced 

for us, that 
squealing 

rat. We
ought to 
thank you.

You can 
thank me 
from the 

gallows, 
assassin.

I don’t 
think so...



Keep Still! I’ll throw you the 
rope and lift you back up. But only 
if you surrender to me at the top.

NEVER!

Willful 
child!

What’s so 
important 
about that 
weather-

bitten sea 
chart?

What’s on 
this island 

of Astaroth?

My brother!
I think.

So you’re 
not just 
running 

from us.

You’re also 
chasing 

Greyfalcon.

He kidnapped 
my brother. 

And you 
and your 
Dragons 

helped him 
do it!



I don’t serve 
him. I serve 
the throne.

And the 
Queen wants 
your head.

And I 
want my 
brother 
back, you 

black-
hearted 
bully!

I can’t 
help you 
with that.

Let me 
pull you 
up, and 
I’ll ask 

the Queen 
to be 

lenient.

I’LL 
die

first!

You’re 
brave, 

girl, but 
not that 

brave.

If I have to 
climb out 

there and get 
you, you’re 

going to be a 
sorry little—





Ha!

woo-
Hoo!



You know, 
a horse 

as nice as 
this really 
ought to be 

stabled!



He’s lost 
the eye, I’m 
afraid…

…And 
that scar 
will never 
fully heal.

But he’ll live. 
Hopefully to 
serve Your 

Majesty for 
many years  
to come.

On this most horrible 
of evenings, we’ve at 

least that one blessing 
to cling to.

The assassins 
have fled?

Jumped right 
from the 
tower.

Perhaps 
Chamberlain

Greyfalcon’s 
plan to
better 

secure the 
treasury has 
merit after 

all.

G…

He stirs, 
madam! Gr…



Greyf…
What is he 
attempting 

to say?

“Grief”?

“Greyfalcon”…?

That’s 
it.

He heard us 
talking about 
Chamberlain 
Greyfalcon.

Hush now, 
brave 

man. Save 
your 

strength.

You may 
have failed 
to protect 
your King 

tonight, but 
I’ll have 

need of you 
in the times 

ahead.

And you’ll 
never fail 
me, will 

you?

You 
owe my 
father 
that 
much.



…And that was 
when Sir Fraynir 

sent me back 
for you.

They’ve 
continued 

on after the 
ettin and 

the norker.

Perhaps 
they’ll 

have better 
luck.

You’re sure you 
won’t take my 

horse, Captain? I’d 
be happy to walk in 

your place.

I’m not  
entitled 
to ride 
a horse, 
Phineas, 

having lost 
mine.

The Queen should take 
my sword and cape, 

too, and be rid of me.

I’ve failed 
him.

Again.

“Him,” sir? 
You mean 
“her.” 
Queen 

Magda?

Hm? 
Yes. Of 
course.

The 
Queen.

We’ll catch that 
girl, Captain, 

you’ll see. Nobody 
makes fools 

of the Queen’s 
Dragons.

We’ll chase her 
into the sea if 

need be.



Into 
the 

sea…

I’ve missed 
something, 

Phineas. 
Something 

important.

I can swing 
a sword, and 

follow orders, 
and give them. 
But I haven’t 

the imagination 
for puzzles. 

Never did.

This girl, the
brother she talks 
about, astaroth,

Greyfalcon…it’s a 
puzzle.

There’s 
something, 
just beyond 

my reach.

I just 
can’t 

see it.
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