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A GENGE OF MOUNTING PANIC RISES IN MARCO'S CHEST. |

ANNO POMINI 1273,

Ll A Low WIND HAG RISEN, AND THE SAND STINGS
| His LEGS EVEN THROUGH THE LEGGINGS. A

j -

' <
o !
THE VOICES: THEY MUST |

BE JUST ACROSS THE I
NEXT PUNE ...

THE CARAVAN: HIS FATHER, HIS LINCLE. HE
HEARD THEM CALLING HIM.

L1

= ; 3 . :
i, =
\
S \ NOTHING,
7 —
N ——
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07 T [ HE HAs A skin WO THIRDS
/i // // o fonoaveener] | [ AEresonmeme
s ENOUGH FOR PERHAPS TWO

DAYS, |FHE |5 PRUDPENT.

K D 16 SOFT
ggﬁgﬁn HIG FEET. HE STUMBLES AND SLIDES DOWN A DUNE,
HANDS AWKWARDLY GRABBING AT THE FINE [~
ROCK POWDER, FINDING NO GRIP. g
4 Y, W £ :
HE TRULY PANICS THEN. HIG MOUTH OPENS =

AN HE CALLS OUT, HIS VOICE RASPING
ON THE DESERT WIND.

// \

HE COUGHS, BRIEFLY CHOKES, ITOCCURS TO HIM THEN THAT
THEN, HIS EYES WATERING, HE THE VOICES HE HEARD MAY
HAWKS AND SPIT5 INTO THE $AND), I | HAvE BEEN Nomore THaN | |
REGRETTING THE LOGS OF ILLUGIONS, BRoueHT AsouT | Y4
FLUID EVEN AS HE DOES 0. BY THIRST AND HUNGER.

THE WORLD 1S SAND FROM
DESERT FLOOR TOSKY
MARCO COVERS HIS FACE

HE HEARS

4 SAND; TASTES NOTHING BUT SAND; HIS

{ WITH HIS ROBE, BREATHES I NOSTRILG CAKE WITH SAND; THE CORNERS
| IN TINY SHALLOW BLIR5TE, OF HI5 EYES CLOG IN THE DARKNESS .

-
IN THE NOTHING WORLD OF PAIN AND NOISE HE
PONDERS HIS OWN DEATH; AND IF IT 16 TO ENC
HERE, WELL, HE HAS TRAVELLED FURTHER
THAN MOST, AYE AND AT A YOUNGER AGE ; BUT

THERE ARE SUCH CITIES STILLTOSEE. ..

AND SILENCE
ANDC SLEEP.

@




CHILDPHOOD) --

HE THROWS THEMAGIC
SAND INTO YOUR EYES. AND
THAT'S WHAT SENDS Youl

A\ OFF TO DREAMLAND.
THAT'S THE SAND YOU %
\ FIND IN YOUR EYES WHEN

YOU WAKE.

HE KNUCKLES THE SAND FROM THE
CORNER OF HIS EYES (REMEMBERING
AS HE DOES 60 ATALE HIS MOTHER
ToLD HIM, IN THE VENICE OF HIS

WTHERES A MAGIC MAN AS COMES
o YOU WHEN ITS TIME FORYOU TO
SLEEP. HEG TALL AND PALE, AND HIS
CLOTHES ARE EVERY COLOR OF THE
RAINBOW. HECARRIES A BAG OF
MAGIC SAND BY HIS SIPE.

“YOU CAN'T SEE HIM, MARCO,

BUT HE CAN SEE You ."”

(PATTERNS : HE ALMOST GRASPS

1 THE PATTERNS, AND THEN HE SHAKES
THE LASTOF THESAND FROM HIS
CLOAK, AN THE PATTERNS HAVE

GONE.)




HE CAN 5EE WHERE HES
BEEN. BUT THERE |16 NOTHNG I L B'ESLAP/J

1O INPICATE HIS FUTURE WHEN YOU'RE DEAD,

PATH, AN HE HESITATES. YOIJ RASCAL You.:.

IT 16 SILENT. THERE ARE NO WINDS, |
NO SANDSTORMS. THE SAND IS
SMOOTH AS THE GKY.

MARCO STUMBLES DOWN IN THE
CHILL OF WAKING, LEAVES SCLIMBLED
FOOTPRINTS IN HiS WAKE.

ol

THE MUSIC ECHOEG IN SNATCHES
ACROSG THE SILENT SAND.

B\ VW =

d IN His HEAD, OROUT
OF IT2 HE CANNOT TELL.

J won'tyoucome P
HOME, BILL BAILEY, WON'T
YOU COME HOME....  fau

AN THEN THROLIGH THE BABBLE
HE HEARS IT: A VOICE, DEEF,
CALLING HiS NAME.

7 HOWYAGONNA o

keep M pown ol /

THE FARM, AFTER THEY'VE
SEEN PAREEEE...

ONCE T BUILTARAILROAL
NOW ITS PONE. BROTHER
CAN YOU SPARE A ...

REMEMBER THAT THE
CITY I8 A FUNNY PLACE ,
SOMETHING LIKE ACIRCUS

OR A SEWER...

. ANY VIEW OF THINGS
THAT 15 NOT STRANGE
,’5 FALSE .10

A HUNPRED PIFFERENT VOICES ECHO.,
WORPS BLUR. THE WATER |5 SOUIR IN HIS
MOUTH.




WAIT,
FATHER! T/
COMING !

BUT HowpID
You COME TO THE
PESERTZ WHERE ARE

YOUR PEOPLEZ _4

I HAVE NO PEOPLE.
A& TO HOW I GOT HERE..,

I WAS LOOKING FOR PO YOu KNOW, I'M NOT
MY FATHER, MY UNCLE ... SURE. I WAS IN A PRISON
THEIR CARAVAN,, WE GOT CELL INGENOA, AND EVERYTHING

SEPARATED SOMEHOW... WENTSOSTRANGE, I CALLED

HE'S MUCH OLPER
THAN YOU, MYCELL-MATE.
MARCOMILLIONS. THAT'S

2. WHAT THEY CALL HIM




BRR . IT'G GETTING CHILLY. 50, LADVIE:

THIS 15 THE
DESERT OF LOP.

o A -

"BIRDS AND BEASTS THERE ARE NONE, IN THIS DESERT, BECA v ad
THEY FIND NOTHING TO €AT. BUT I ASSURE YOU A VERY STRANGE |
THING 15 FOUND HERE WHICH I SHALL RELATE TO YOU.
- T = =
o e TR 5 s, s
“WHEN @ M@N IS RIPING BY NIGHT THROUGH THIS DESERT AND
SOME THINGS HAPPEN TO MAKE HIM LOITER OR L505€§I'OUCﬁH WITH
HIs COMPANIONS, BY DROPPING ASLEEP, OR FOR SOME OTHER i )

ASON, AND AFTERWARDS HE WANTS TO REJOIN THEM, THEN HE
HEARS SPIRITS TALKING AND WILL SUPPOSE THEM 1O BE HIS

'SOMETIMES INDEED THEY EVEN HEIL HIM BY NAME . OFTEN
THESE VOICES MAKE HIM STREY FROM THE PATH, SO THAT
HE NEVER FINDS IT AGAIN. AND IN THIS WAY MANY

TR AVELERS HAVE STRAYED AND PERISHED. "




.:/

“SOMETIMES IN THE NIGHT
£=—1 A NOISE LIKE THE CLATTER OF A GREAT CAVALCAPE
Z - OF RIDERS AWAY FROM THE ROAP; AND BELIEVING  E
= THAT THESE ARE OF THEIROWN COMPEANY, THEY GO |
WHERE THEY HEAR THE NOISE, AND WHEN DAY
KS, FIND THEY ARE VICTIMS OF AN ILLUSION
AND IN AN AWKWARD PLIGHT.

“AND THERE ARE SOME WHO, IN CROSSING THIS DESERT
HAVE SEEN A HOST OF MEN COMING TOWARPS THEM,
| AND, SUSPECTING THAT THEY WERE ROBBERS, HAVE
H TAKEN FLIGHT; SO HAVING LEFT THE BEATEN TRACK
AND NOT KNOWING HOW TO RETURN TO [T, THEY
HAVE GONE HOPELESSLY ASTRAY.

=

YEVEN BY DATLIGHT MEN HEAR THESE SPIRIT VOICES.

OFTEN YOU FANCY YOU GAN HEAR THE STRAINS OF MANY

MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS, ESPECIALLY THE SOUND OF
DRUMS, BIND THE CLASH OF ARMS.

NT
KEEPING CLOSE TOGETHER . BEFORE THEY BO TO SLEEP E
AT NIGHT THEY SET UPA SIGN POINTING IN THE DIRECTION
THEY HAVE TO TRAVEL. AND THEY FASTEN LITTLE BELLS
FAROUND ALL THEIR BEASTS, SO THAT THEY MAY PREVENT

€ PaTH.

THERE ! WORD --RUSTICHELLO OF
FOR WORD OR NEAR PIZA. IT’6 A PESCRIPTION
AS DAMN IT. 1] OF THE WORLD. HES SEEN
ITALL, YOUSEE. MARCO FOLO.
HES SEENTHE WORLD. I

IT :
TS5 FROM THE ACCOUNT OF SUSHWRITE (R0

THE TRAVELS OF MY CELL-MATE,,
AS RENDERED BY ME-- :




3 OF COURSE NOT. YOU'RE
S S SRl K e

\ 7HATS WHAT'S HAPPENING, YOUNG OH. I DON'T FEEL LIKE

\ MARCO. I'M PREAMING. GOMETHING IN A PREAM .

)

LOOK, WECAN'T
BOTH BE PREAMING,

50 I'M AFRAID 1T ) 4
DEFINITELY Youl. ﬁ y
WELL, NOT

70 WORRY. DREAMS

LETS GO AND FIND SOMEWHERE COMFORTABLE TO
WAIT UNTIL WE WAKE. IT& 50 RARE TO REALIZE THAT
YOU'RE PREAMING WHEN Yol ARE .

—
" LISTEN, OLD MAN. NO. YOU LISTEN. You WENT THROUGH THE

THIS |15 THE PESERT OF DESERT OF LOP ON YOUR WAY TO SHANGTU , WHAT,

LOP. IT%6 THE MOST PESER - TWENTY, THIRTY YEARS AGO NOW 2

TED 5POTON GOD'S =

EARTH. WE AREN'TGONG
TO FINP ANY COMPANY
HERE.

WHAT AM I POING 2 TM
ARGUING WITHADREAM. / \ A¥- /]
i}

MAYBE
WE'LL MEETSOME
WOMEN.

I HAVE TO FINP

TAKE IT FROM ME,
MY FATHER. I HAVE
LAD. THE WORST THING R DT

ABOUT BEING IN PRISON
15 HAVING TO SMUGGLE CARAVAN.
IN GENOESE WHORES.

PND some | ' AH. WELL, THERES A
COMPANY. FIRE OVER THERE. LET'S
: GO AND 51T DOWN.

"\




SIT DOWN, FRIENDS .
COME AND WARM

YOURSELVES. A

MESSIRE,
HAVE You

EXCUSEME, SIR. MY
FATHER, ANCMY UNCLE .
NICOLO ANP MAFFEQ POLO.

THEY ARE WITH A CARAVAN.
THEY ARE TRADERS,
. MERCHANTS, =

CAMEOUT TO THE
SOFT PLACESTOTHINK.
8} TO GETAWAY FROM MYSELF.

SEEZ WHATPIDI TELL
YOU?Z [T APREAM .

UP. ITCAN GETCOLT; )
HERE IN THE SOFT
PLACES, ot

A

WINE! A RUBY RED
BEAUJOLAIS! A SWEET,
TOPAZ-COLORED TOKAY'! WHAT
A WONDERFUL I7EA! /4

INPEED, WE WILL DRINK WINE,
AND YOU WILL TELL ME YOUR STORIES \d
AND PERHAPS OTHER TRAVELLERS,

EQUALLY AS CONGENIAL , WILL
ARRIVE, AN WE WILL ENTERTAIN
THEM, TOO.




A\ HOOM...A STUBOF A
TRAIN TICKET, AGHALK, A BROWN
A | PAPER BAG, HIMPSH. SEE WHAT
5IR. WHAT KIND HAPPENS WHEN YOU LEAVE AND
OF A TRAVELLER WOULD Pl : GO SOMEWHERE ELSE? A
1 BE WITHOUT WINE? _ 2 PACKET OF JELLY-BABIES,..

LETME SEE. = AHH.W!NE. AND TANKARDS.,

THEONLY REASON I'M "\
OUT HERE |6 BECAUSE
THEY KEEP COMING FOR
WALKS IN ME. LONG
ONES. GAZING INTO EACH
OTHERS EYES, WHISPERING
SWEET AN (TO BE FRANK)

RATHER EMBARRASSING

- ’ , 50 T'VE TAKEN AN
SIR, FORGIVE ' EVENING OFF,
ME FOR ASKING, BUT-- L ¥ §
ARE YOU A PREAM?
- S0, MY FRIEND.
WE HAVE THE WINE.
WHEN PO WE GET
FEMALE COMPANY?Z I
ACHE FOR THE 30Y6
OF LOVE.

BLESS MY s0UL,
NO. I'M TRYING TOGET
AWAY FROM ALLTHAT.

n . "g

MY LORF, ANDZHIS NEW WOMAN.
T'VE GOT NOTHING AGAINST WOMEN.
OR LOVE. BUT, WELL. IT'G EMBAR-

RASSING. ENOUGH OF THAT. '

60 WHO ARE ' _, A
You, LADZ WHAT'S J& AN AH. Y'KNO
YOUR STORYZ2 _4IN : ; SOMEPbYWITI-%LG‘fT
\ IT MIGHT BE.




=" WHEN I WAS... VERY
mmm"mﬂw b A
LINCLE WERE TRAVELLING FYRNLE)
IN CONSTANTINOPLE, Y

THEM, THEY WERE FORCED TO

CONTINUE ON TO THE EAST INTO
UNCHARTED TERRITORY.

: -

EVENTHALLY THEY REACHED P NOW, WHILE THE KHAN HIMSELF

THE COURT OF THE GREAT KING. WAS A HEATHEN ANP AN IDOLATER, HE
KUBILAI KHAN HIMGELF, N FAR LOOKED KINDLY UPON THE CHRISTIAN

CATHAY. .-1 ‘ ‘. : FAITH.

*_———-_'_-“'

My gﬂ‘nﬂ m&:;vm CONVERT THE J ;
KHAN 0 THE TRUE FAITH--AND THUS CONVERT V>~ IMAGINE HOW MANY WoulLD
ALL HI5 EMPIRE, WHICH EXTENDS FROM THE BE DRAWN INTO THE FAITH ATA
LANGS OF NIGHT IN THENORTH TO THE e
UTTERMOST I6L.ANDS OF THE EAGST.

| *BUT THE KHAN HAS I . T LOOK AT THEM’ GAID THEKHAN |
PRIEGTS, WHO WORK MIRACLES o]
L e T AT ITI6 [ | e T rowes
ALWAYS SUMMER ABOVE HIS -
| PALACE, THOUGH [T RAING AND
GTORMG NEARBY.

y BACK . I WASFIFTEEN.
1 CAN'T HAVE BEENMORE L
A\, THAN FOLR WHEN THEY

FRIENDZ HAVE You
MORE WINE 2

: " SO THIS 1 6AY : GO BACK TOYOUR
: POPE AND TELL HIM TO SEND MEONE

“THEY CAUSE HIS FOOUANDWINE | |HUNTRED CHRISTIAN MIRACLE
TO FLY INTO Hi6 HAND, SONEVERA | |WORKERS, WHOWIL. ol I e
[ DROP 16 SPILLED, ANZ NEVER A THAT YOUR 5T CAN WORK MIRACLES
| “"MAN TOUCHES THEM. AG GREAT AG THOSE OF THEIR
_ GAUTAMA BUDDHA. '

.




h

THERE'6 A TERRIBLY NICE FRANCISCAN
IN GEVENTEENTH CENTURY AS5151 WHO CANFLY.
1Q OF 5IXTY, AN PERHAPS A LITTLE TOO
HEAVILY INTO SELF-MUTILATION, BUT HE
CAN HONEGTLY FLY.

> BUT THE POPE WAS DEAD, AND
) NO NEW POPE WAS CHOSEN. THEY
WAITED FOR TWOYEARS FOR A POPE, THEN
WHEN GREGORY WAS ELECTEL], HE POINTED
OUT HE PIPN'T HAVE A HUNDRED MIRACLE
WORKERS. HE DIDN'T HAVE ONE.

e *EVENTUALLY, WHEN T WAS SIXTEEN, WE GET JINZ ()
B OFF WITH TWO ELDERLY DOMINICAN PRIESTS.” |3

SAINT JOSEPH OF COPERTINO. BITAFTER
YOUR TIME, HOOM. SORRY. PRAY CONTINUE,

=

ONE OF THEM HAD A LITTLE

THING HE DI WITH A CUPAND

SOME BALLS, BUT IT WASN'T

VERY IMPRESSIVE. THEY BOTH [N

GAVE UP BEFORE WEREACHED [}
SYRIA.

WE'VE BEEN TRAVELLING
FOR ALMOST TWO YEARS,
NOW. AND KUBILAI KHAN
HIMSELF WAITS ON THE
OTHER SIVE OF THIS

KUBILAI KHAN STAYED IN HiS SUMMER
PALACE IN SUMMER , AND HIS WINTER PALACE
INWINTER, LIKE A SPIDER, EDGING FROM

b ONE SIDE OF THE WEB TO ANOTHER, _A4

' 1 HAVE
SEENSUCH
CIT’EI L

ALL THE CITIES IN HIS EMPIRE
AND CAME HOME AND DESCRIBE!
. THEM TO HIM.

; 2 UUURP.€ T KNOW
" BEING ABLE TO THE STORY, YoU SeEE. IT'M

DESCRIBE CITES. NOT WRITING IT ALL DOWN FOR
[ JUST THE LAND, OR THE TRACE, YOu. 50 IT'LL BE
| BUT THE SOUL OF THECITY. [} REMEMBEREL,

WHAT MADE |TUNIQUELY




; A WELL, THERE ARE JELLY AND-- GOOP LORD --
LETS GEE WHAT BABIES. A BITSTICKY, BUT SANDPWICHES! I DO BELIEVE--
QUITE PALATABLE. YES !-- CHEEGE AN
: PicKLE.

GREAT LORP.
AY WE SPEAK

m
S

BUSINESS |5 NOT
8 WITHME, FRIEND,
BUT WITH MYy




TO THE WORLDON THE DAY WE LEFT IT;
AND LIVE OUT THE SPAN OFOUR LIVES

LANDS, THERE ARE SOME
AMONGST UG WHO BELIEVE
THAT WE WOULD DIE OF
OLDAGE, CRUMBLING
70 DUST LIKE THEMEN
IN THETALES.




ARE ALL UREAMS, N
OUR FASHION.

u3

1 REMEMBER, WHEN I WAS
JUST AYOUNG VICINITY, THERE WERE

MORE OF THEM, SOFT PLACES EVERYWHERE. WELL, NOT

ARE TODAY. SOMETIMES I THINK
THAT THEIR LOSS 15 YOUIR
FAULT.

YOURG, HWEN TBANG'S, IBN
BATTUTAS,.. THE LOT OF YoU.THE
EXPLORERS, AND THE ONEG WHO

CAME AFTER YOU, WHO FROZE
THE WORLP INTO RIGIC PATTERIS,

INTHEOLDEN EVERYWHERE. BUT THEY WERE A

THATS WHAT You ARE.
TOME. YOU'RE HISTORY. BOTH
OF YOul. GEVEN HUNDRED




TIMEAT THE ERGE OF u Eéﬁ %%Egg
THE PREAMING |5 SOFTER “TIME. ITG LIKE THROWING A GTONE
AND  BETWEENDREAMSAND IS \\15 A POOL . ITCASTS RIPPLES.
: —~

THAN ELGEWHERE,
HERE INTHEGOFT PLACES  REALITY |6 ERODEL;
IT LOOPS ANDWHORLS @ OR HAG NOT YET
ON IT6ELF.

7 £ DAY--THATS 1992--
MANY LEFTIN MY \JIEH e } 1i|-||:|641":KTOF“IHE DESERT |5
TIME -- THIS PLACE 15 & B 2 KNOWN AS TAKLAMAKAN.
STILLGOFT. THATS [l Nl THAT'S TURKIK FOR " IF YOU
3 GO IN, YOU WON'T COME
OUTAGAIN." GO, EH? /4

THERES A FEW THOUSAND

SQUARE MILES OF CENTRAL
AUSTRALIA, A COUIPLE OF PACIFIC
ISLANDS, A FIELD IN IRELAND, AN
OCCASIONAL MOUNTAIN IN \
Aglmtll

THAT SOME SAY ALL
. SAILORG DREAM
N\_OF FINDINGZ




MESSIRE
RUSTICHELLO.
MESSIRE
POLO.

GOOD MEETING
YOU GENTLEMEN. AND
THATS FIDDLER'S
GREEN. LIKE THE

COLOR .

HEY.
THANKS FOR THE
N WINE.

)
ge )

You'LL JOIN
HeY, BOY.
HIM S0ON, AND N
You CAN FINDOUT - WHOL TREANNG
THEN. Z'LL WAKE '
UP, AND YOU'LL
BE GONE WHERE

RIGHT. ONLY
4 QUESTION 15
| WHoSE. 1
THINK YoUu'RE
MINE. BUT
MAYBE IT'M
WRONG.




MESS/IRE
RUSTICHELLO!




" Tam soweak &

I have beenaway

solong. T must
return o rny
cast

2
& e

SIRZ I AM LOST
HERE, T MET PEOPLE,
BUT THEY HAVE ALL
GONE NOW. CAN You

HELPZ

fear’, however, fha'f Iam

position F‘J
ave j.Li'ET' freed mysef from
capﬂwfy oW

T have just *

chash;ed my
oy




IMETAMAN, INTHIS N =
PLACE, WHO SPOKE OF A \
LAND CALLEP FIPPLER'S
GREEN, HESAID YOI WERE
IN LOVE. THAT YOU WENT JF
WALKING ALLTHETIME £
WITH YOUR WOMAN ... ./

SIR2 ARE
YOU THE LORC?
OF THIS

REMEMBER .IM

Tt is not important, It has

ppenagnJ'?apz or'rf:ssml

seldom forearmed. No’feven
in the shifting zones.

. YOU LOOK

. S TERRIBLE . WHITE

QY THEMAN o AS THE MAN IN THE

J L MENTIONEC, Sy MOON. ARE Youl
HE B IHIS ) i ALWAYS SOPALE7 4
M was caer _ =

: ’;Sﬁ; : That depends

CE. S u~ ) anwho‘-swa'lm;ng,

Yes. That rsa valid
Hamg races

smﬁmg places,,,

Nomatter.




SIR, CAN Yol
TELL MEHOW TO
GET BACKZ HOW
TO RETURN TO MY
FATHER, TOHIS
CARAVAN? TO THE

PESERT OF LOP2

” BUT..,THEY SA/C.
THEY SAIP T'D GETOUT.
THE FATMAN, AND THE
OTHER MAN, RUSTICHELLO,
THEY $AIP T'DGETOUT.
A THEY 5AID T'D 6O

, Yes. Youare fr'a

T DON'T WANT % T know how els.
10 BE TRAPPEL D ‘ : >
HERE FOREVER. , :

Hm. Rustichello?
The fanfasis :
You're Marco Polo. - \ ; :

You gave me water. And 4
I am riof ungrateful. However,
& Tamvery weak. And if I help
you, I may hot be 'gblafo
help myself...

Yes, I'll send you back.
You will even see your home
aq‘ﬂ”irj. You will have togo

long way, Though.




AS THE SAND FELL INTO HiS HAND, MARCO HEARD
THE RUMBLE OF PISTANT THUNPER.

STORMS ARE COMING, HE THOUGHT,
AS IF FROM A LONG WAY OFF.

HE FOUND HIMSELF ABLE TO $EE EACH FALLING
GRAIN, PISTINCTAND UNIQUE; AND HE KNEW THEN
THAT HE WAS TRULY DREAMING.

THERE ARE REALLY PATTERNS. |T WAS
A REVELATION, OF A KINP.

DREAMS AND SANDG AND STORIES.
DESERTE AND CITIES ANP TIME .

THE GRAINS FELL SLOWLY, TUMBLING DOWN FROM THE
DREAM-KINGS PALE FINGERS INTO HIS OWN TRAVEL-
GTAINEL HANDS.

THE PATTERNS THEY FORMED AS THEY FELL
ILLUMINATED HIS MIND : A LANPSCAPE STROBED
BY FLASHES OF DISTANT LIGHTNING.

T/LL NEVER FORGET THIS,
HE THOUGHT, TRIUMPHANTLY.
T'LL NEVER FORGET WHAT
TI'VE LEARNED HERE ..,

BUT HIS WORLD
WENT DARK AND?
SOFT ANP
NOWHERE ; AND
MARCO PLUNGED
DOWN WITH [T,




: o
HE HEARS THE JINGLING OF
LITTLE BELLS. A HORGE. YES,

THEN STRONG HANDS PULLING
HIM OUT OF THE SANC... °

LACDIE 2

7 CHRISTS WOUNDS ! You
CAN'T HAVE BEEN MORE THAN A
HUNDRED FEET FROM Us, ALL
THE TIME.

MARCO! WE THOUGHT
WE'D LOST You For G000,
ARE YOU ALL RIGHT,

NIGHT, BOY. [T SEEMED
LIKE A HORDE OF MEN
WAS RIZING PAGT,
ALTHOUGH WE AW
NOTHING, PREAMS AND
ILLUSIONS BREED
IN THIS DAMNED

TELL You ABOUT
THE PATTERNS,

TI'M SORRY, NOTHING,
ADREAM ,..I HAP A
DPREAM...

WELL,
COME AND
EAT. WE
SETOFF
I PON'T KNOW. AGAIN IN
IT's GONE NOW. I
PON'T REMEMBER.

3?\ R VT

- ] MUST |GNORE THE i
S5 . \ ILLUSIONS. THEY 'RE T
\ NO MORE THAN DREAMS,
ANCOFASLITTLE
IMPORTANCE AS THAT.
N\ THEY NEARLY KILLED
YO, MARCO. Do

\ | Poouuncersane /4
\ ~ ME? < 4

AN HOUR,
>N FUTURE, Youl . me—

Yes,
FATHER

THUS IT IS THAT THE
E DESERT 1§ CROSSED.




