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7 1 THINK THAT
n THE CLURACAN HAS

I KNOW HE PRIPES ;
HIMSELF ON Hig cAPacITY
FOR ALCOHOL, BUT THERES
ATHINLINE BETWEEN
INTOXICATION AND LINCON-
SCIOUSNESS, AND HE'S JUST
ABOUT TOCROSS IT. H,!/g‘
P 4

HANG ON. YOU CAN'T JusT
SAY WHAT YOU SAIPAND THEN
CHANGE THE SUBJECT.

NONE OF YOU WERE
BROUGHT HERE. EACHOF
YOUu WAS TRAVELLING, AND
WAS CAUGHT INAN LIN-
SEAGONABLE STORM OF
Amwu Hﬁfu . SOME KIND.
PLANA 0N N MADE YOUR WAY HERE
FORUS. _ 48 Nz THIE PLACE IS S BYxfuucK; ANDTOOK REFUGE
_ \ THE INN AT THE ENP ANP ADVANTAGE OF THE
OF ALL WORLDS, HOSPITALITY OFFERED.

CLURACAN, YOLI'RE
DRUNK. YOU'RE NOT

HAVING ANYTHING 4

ELSE. A

FOR _ Y oH.well, N
WHITE WINE, A CHABLIS, THATS PERFECTLY
PERHARS, DR AWHITE REASONABLE.
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BUT YOU 7oL2 US
\ THAT. OR HE DID.

WHATS A REALITY
STORMZ I MEAN, IT DOES Y/
SOUND LIKE SOMETHING )},

FROM STAR TREK OR
SOMETHING.

WELL, SOMETIMES
BIG THINGS HAPPEN, AND )| |
THEY ECHO.
WORLDS, THEY ARE RIPPLES
IN THE FABRIC OF THINGS.

OFTEN THEY MANIFEST
AS STORMS.

FRAGILE. IT6-- T JulS
MUSE AND 816 AND L) ) Y ReALITYISA
(| very FraciLETHING,

AFTER ALL.

SOLIP. '

T MEAN,YoU BN
THINK REALITY 16 FRAGILE,
YOU SHOULD TRY BANGING
YOUR HEAD AGAINSTA
BRICK WALL . HUHZ

THATS
REALITY.

REALLYZ WELL,
HOW DI Yo GET
HERE, BRANT
TUCKER?

ITSADREAM. IT'S
NOT THE REAL WORLD.




= ol e Y
y =g u.r.uq,;;;?.

LOOK AROUND YOU.
THIS |15 WHATG LEFT
WHEN THE REAL WORLDS

THIE |16 NO PARTOF

THE REALM OF DREAMS,
OR DEATH, OR DARKNESS.,

| TP —— 1 ETIL PONOT N .
V Tnms‘::.mmsﬁims UNDERSTAND WHAT A dﬁ%‘
LEFT OVER, A GTORY, PERHAPS, .

ORA VISION, OR A HOPE.,

7T ToLDYOU. IT'6
WHEN SOMETHING \
HAPPENS THAT'S S0 BIG,
IT... RIPPLES, (T

THIEINN IS A
TOTIME. ANC, IN THE
N oo for NEHEEY —  EIAT
G ULe
A WHILE. = > THIS BE, LADYZ2

THERE ARE
BUT THAT
16 ALL THEY ARE.

IT |6 CERTAINLY AN EVENT
OF GREAT MOMENT AND CONSE
QUENCE . SOMETHING THAT

REVERBERATES ACROSS TME
ANDP SPACE AND MYTH.

I HAVE NEVER
SEEN THE INNSO



LADYZ HOW LONS
HAVE YOU HADCHARSE S
_ OF THIS TAVERN?Z e T _

— =t i --.%

“i

“"iillilh.

A T THINK TMNEEDED
\ "~ OVER THERE .

[T 16 PARTOF A TRAPITION. ‘ WE'VE HEARD A SWASHBUCKLING
|GOLATED TRAVELLERS EXCHANGE ADVENTURE, A SEA STORY, A
TALES, TO KEEP THE DARK AT GANGSTER y AGRISLY BOYS'
BAY, FUNERAL STORY, ANP EVEN A
LITTLE GHOST STORY.

THEY'RE BOYS'’
FICTIONS,

BRANT?Z THE STORY You I MEAN, SURE, THEY PASS THE
HEARD UPSTAIRS., TiMe. THEY ENTERTAIN . BUT HOW
. DO THEY HELP YOU MAKE
: WHAT WAS THAT, OF ANYTHINGZ THE WORLD
THENZ A HORATIO ALGER ISN'T LIKE THAT.
STORY OF SOME POOR BOY
BECOMING PRESIPENT? 4

SOMETHING =y

LIKE THAT. YES. PEOPLE DON'T WALK
INTO THE PREAMS OF CITIES,
THE WORLD ISN'T, .. LIKE THAT,




I'LLTELLYOU
SOMETHING ELSE 1

NOTICED: THERE AREN'T

BUT, WELL, WHAT
ABOUTME, MISSIEZ
THERES ME. THERE

WAS MY STORY.

THAT WAS
A WOMAN'S

WHOLZ AN T,

wasy
JUSTA GHIP FULL OF
SAILORS, ANDA GIANT
PICK THRUSTING OUT
OF THE OCEAN.

I MEAN, THERE
AREN'T ANY REAL WOMEN

IN ANYOFTHE STORIES

T'VE HEARD TONIGHT. WE'RE

JUST PRETTY FIGURES IN

THE BACKGROUND TO BE
W LOVEP OR LOSTOR A
M OR OBEYED OR 111

WHATEVER .

o AR o

Y’ VERY WELL, CHARLENE
MOONEY. T WILL TAKE YOUR
WORD FOR IT, ALTHOUGH THERE
WERE MANY 6TORIES TOLD
TONIGHT T WAS LINABLE TO

HEAR, AND THOUGH T
MYGELF HAVE ToLD NO
TALE.

S0 SHALLYOU
THEN TELL US
YOUR STORYZ




WELL ... I'VEGOTA JOB

I'VE GOTAN EX-HUSBANP WHO

T DON'TMUCH LIKE, SELLING COMES OVER WHEN HE GETS LONELY

AND TRIES TO TALK ME INTO HAVING

SEX WITH HIM FOR OLD TINES' SAKE,
ANG SOMETINEG T EVEN SAY

SOFTWARE . T'VE GOT AN

I COME HOME FROM THE
OFFICE EVERY NIGHTANP FIX
MYSELF NOTHING MUCH INTERESTING
TOEATOR 1 SEND OUT FOR PIZZA,
AND I FALL ASLEEP IN FRONT
OF THE TV.

HE Wag Heapa ouT To cricaco NI \
FOR TWO WEEKG AS WELL, AND WANTED
O SAVE SOME MONEY AND S0 WE "
AGREELD 10 SPLIT THE COSTOF THE
GAS AND SHARE THE DRIVING.

1 JOINEP A LOCAL THEATER
GROUP LONG ENOLIGH TO REAL IZE
I'P NEVER BE AN ACTOR, AND JOINED
AWRITING CIRCLE LONG ENOUGH O
REALIZE THAT I PON'T HAVE ANY -
THING TO 5AY WORTH WRITING DOWN.

I WAS GOING To CHICAGO
TOVISITMY FOLKS, T WAS ASLEEP
WHEN I FELT THE CAR HIT SOME -
THING -- BLAM-- AND THEN WE

WERE OFF THE ROAP.

BRANT HERE WAS
PRIVING, HE PESIGNS OUl
CATALOGUIES.

WE AREN'T FRIENIAS OR ANYTHING.
BRANT FELT ME UP AT THE OFFICE XMAS

| PARTY TWO YEARS AGO, BUT WE WERE

BOTH INCREPIBLY DRUNK--

--ANP WE'VE BOTH PRETENPED
THAT IT NEVER HAPPENED. EVEN
TOEACHOTHER. T MEANTHERE

WASN'T EVEN ANY OFFICE GO95IP,

:T_'__ﬁ;.'_.




REPRRREEY” T KNOW THAT IF I

Pl BEEN DRIVING WE WOLILON'T 2 7 Z
P HAVE COME HERE . T'D 7  I1ALWAYE KNEW 7, i
P\ MEVER HAVE GONE OFF LA WHAT I WAS POING, YOU 1'VE NEVER NEEPED OTHER
: THE ROAD, S\ SEE. INMYLIFE.

{%_ > e : SAy? N,

ec IR =27 172% (72 [ PION'T gAY




./ UNLIKE YOU, FRIEND TUCKER
YOu/ KNOW SO ) 1 HAVE TRAVELLED HERE BEFORE .
2 _£\ THOSE OF US WHO JOURNEY
BETWEEN REALMS ENCOUNTER
- ITONOCCASION,

TRUE. BUT WE WI/LL BE
SAFEINTHIS PLACE, THE
TAVERN [TSELF CANNOT BE -~ (
HARMED; THAT IS THE WAY OF WH. K/ INDEEDNO. A
THINGS. IT IS BEING CONTINUALL TAVERN |6 NOT A PESTINATION
CREATED; AFTER ALL, WORLD: BRANT TUCKER.. MERELYA
ARE ENDING ALL THE TIME . & A PLACE TOREST UPON THE
am\ 1~ WAY,

MISTER TUCKER? ;- ™ WHEN
et L. POSIT THAT THEY ARE CAUSED WHE
Your ROAR. |6 THAT HAIL WHICH TWO CONFLICTING REALITIES MEETOR

PESTINATION# - BANSE AND POUINDS 60 OVERLAP, IN THE SAME WAY NATURAL
: GTORMS ARE PRECIPITATED BY THE
MEETING OF HOTAIR AND COLD,

T WAS GOING TO CHICAGO.
I'PsoTAJ’OSOFF%;%;GOFngE : o
OUTFIT OVER THAT WAY, WANTE T HAVE MYOMWN THEORY > 2. ADI
ocHeckHeMouT, ANCIHADA [l agouTReALiTYSToRNE, Y [ LyROTCale 1o TEot EMPRIGALLY.

COUPLA WEEKS' VACATION OWING. ? FRIENDPS, WHICH PIFFERS A THIS |6 ONLY THE SECONP OF THESE
4 LITTLE FROM OUR HOSTES'S, STORMS IN MY LIFETIME, AND WE
CENTAURS CONSIPER OLIRGELVES A
LONG-LIVED FOLK INPEEP.




omwwm mmpa

S/ AND TUPPENCE TO LEND'Z ©
ASOIT / 160 HOOOME .. §

_ PLANNING To PUKE,
WA\ PI6S AND PASS
YA OUT AGAIN.

0 HoPBFULLY |
° AFTER TFIND
) THE ToILETS...

/ a OFe

THERE'S--THERE'S ¥
SN SOMETHING
S\ HAPPENING--
NOT THE STORM.

IR L T MEAN, SOMETHING
U b £L6£ HAPPENING.
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AH MY LOVE HE 16 A KNIGHT 50 BOLD.
; IMPRESSIVE IN HIE ARDOR, /

ORAMINSTREL OR A PIRATE WITH HIS
LOOK OUT OF THE WINDOW, BUT /M - THIGHS AN

I DON'T KNOW. HE SAIP TO

NOT SURE WHAT WE'RE LOOKING
FOR, ANPA pEAfam IN THE LARDER 11«

f.

o/ AND SOMEWHERE ABOUT THIS
POINT IN THE SONG SOMEONE NORMALLY
GETS TRANSFORMED INTO A LOATHLY

WORRRRRRRRRN. /7]

THE GODPS, CLURACAN--
CAN'T YOU BREATHE IN THE
OTHER DIRECTIONZ

|T'5m 'T'S
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80, LIKE EVERYONE ELSE, T WAS STARING OUT OF ONE OF . * g e 4 Hy 3 : -

THE WINDOWS OF THE INN AT THE ENDOF THE WORDS . Rt s SR T o e 5
e WorLDS. T MEANT Wor.D:. [ S R S R A R =

-~ - ‘-’- 2 . . pl A 9 .‘ L e '." .v ':
g THE 6KY WAS BEGINNING TO CLEAR . YOU COULD SEETHE STARS ANDTHIC (RTINS
HUGE CRESCENT MOON, WITH THE CLOUDS RUSHING PAST [TSOTHAT, FOR | "
B ONE CRAZY MOMENT, IT LOOKED LIKE THE CLOUPS WERE STANDING &TILL ) '.“' ; % o i
AND THE MOON WAS TUMBLING OFF THROUGH THE SKY, AU RN e
v = . s ss ¥
. . o Ao ] . . P : y 3
RN THERE'S A FEELING T FIRSTGOTIN AUSTRALIA, WHEN T WAS A STUDENT, T OB h: &
o ; BACK-PACKING MY WAY ARDUND THE WORLD, AND T'VE HAD IT IN THE MIDWEST ; oy Fed e
= SN A FEW TIMES, DRIVING THROUGH THE FLAT CORNFIELDS THATGOON FoR EVER . (R IR © ] ;"
S AND IN THE MOUNTAINS... s ey 4 AN, & '
<. IRl TS AN OPTICAL ILLUSION, T EXPECT.., [ I, P i o 15N SR
ot ¥ : ! i S % : f f ! % Se .
R S5 R s W 7/1E 516 SKY. THATS HOWI THINK OF IT. [ : o BT RE
P oy : THERE ARE JUST SOME PLACES WHERE A s 0% s
. 5 : et THE 6KY SEEMS SO MUCH BIGGER . T ire R s ; e ¥ .
: ': - ¥ - . - -I - - : " ficd F . . ‘A *
AN 4 = : THAT WAS HOW I FELT, oo Jar - Py :
- -8 b = LOOKING OUT OF THE : : ey # 0
, - £ 5 : - WINDOW. g _ F 2y < 5
. : B AND T FELT SOTINY, s BT STy SR S R e 5
: S B LIKE A SPECK OF DUsT, : . ,

OR A DREAM.

AL
e

pess=

OR. I UVON'T KNOW. MY IMAGINATION MAYBE .

HE WAS WALKING ACRO55 THE $KY, SLOWLY, HIS FACE
ALMOST HIDDEN IN THE SHADOWS OF Hi5 HOOP.

.__ — - =



AFTER THE MAN WITH A

BOOK CAMETHE MAN
WITH THE FLAG, AND
AFTER HIM CAME THE
PEOPLE CARRYING THE
COFFIN.,

- - -

T WAS WATCHING A FUINERAL  EIES
PROCESSION, THAT WAS WHAT |8
. IT WAS,

T IMAGINED THAT I COULD HEAR MUSIC,
A LOW DEEP DIRGE, LIKE THE MUSIC OF
THE SPHERES, MUSIC TO WHICH THEY MARCHED,

STEP BY STEP BY STEP THEY WALKED
ACROSS THE 5KY, LIKE GIANTS, WITH

THEIR BURDEN ON THEIR SHOULDERS;
PACING IN UNISON, SLOW AS TIME .

I FOUND MYSELF THINKING ABOUT
MY FATHER . HE DIED ABOUT FIVE
YEARS AGO, AFTER ALONG |LLNESS,
SOME KIND OF CANCER IN HIB GUT,
IT WASN'T A VERY GOOD TIME FOR ME.

-

S0 1 PLITON A SUIT AND WENT TO HiS

FUNERAL, AND CAME AWAY,,, PISAPPOINTED,

THE WHOL E ROUTINE SEEMED AS FOOLISH

AND EMPTYAS THE PLASTIC FLOWERS IN :
THE "CHAPEL OF REST"; A MEANINGLESS ;
ACT, AGHADOW OF SOMETHING REAL ,

THE WORDS SAIPOVER MY FATHERS
BODY WERE HOLLOW AND DUMB,

ANP I COULPN'T FIND IT IN METO
CRY, NOT THEN.

I KNEW L WAS WATCHING THE REAL
THING HERE. THERE WAS TRUE GRIEF
IN EACH STEP THEY TOOK ACROSS THE
SKY, AND THEY SHOULDERED THE
CASKET AS IF THEY WERE SHOULPERING
THE WEIGHTOF THE WORLD.

AND THEY WALKED. I COULP
FEEL SOMETHING HOT ANDP

BURNING ON MY CHEEKS, ANC
MY EYES BEGAN TO STING. o

I DPON'T KNow WHO I WAS
CRYING FOR, AND I HATED
MYSELF FOR IT; BUT T
COULDN'T LOOK AWAY.

s




TIr7 SPENT-- HOW LONGZ

TWELVE HOURGZ A DAYZ A

WEEK2 A MONTHZ -- IN THE

INN, SURRDUNDED BY : :

IMPOSSIBLE PEOPLE, AND : wg ﬁﬁ%“?
ITHADN'TAFFECTECME. [ T WAS WATCHING IT—-T s

\\\\ AW
AW o

oo |

I
IT WASN'TREAL . : SN COULDN'T LOOK AWAY. BUT v L e ; g
. i : - PARTOFME WAS WACHING [ 01 o/ r Z S = Kl
THEN I WATCHEP THESE MYSELF WATCHING THE - EXPLAIN = = = 3 s
MURKYGIANTS WALK SLOWLY PROCESSION, ANDREALIZING [ : N .

ACROSS THE SKY, ANP T : B THAT WHILE I WARCHED I R - .
FELT LIKE MY WORLD WAS LN WAS ... BEING... CHANGEL, : < 80 WHAT THEY WERE,
FALLING APART. . T SUPPOSE. ; 3l 1 DONT KNOW
- BT ” ) WHO HAP PIED,
WHOTHEY WERE
MOURNING,
WHOSE CASKET
THEY FOLLOWED,
BUT ITDPIPN'T
MATTER.

Wt

Wi ‘“\m T

;
e

THEY WERE THERE, :
PRI (N THE SKY.

. 4 AND I BELIEVED
% IN MIRACLES,

. .

I DIDPN'T HAVE
§ ANY CHOICE.

.
T

\

\

i



AT THE END OF THE PROCESSION, A BIT BEHIND

5 . . ‘ A o . = - " S - = = . . ¥

EVERYONE ELSE, THERE WERE THEGE TWO GIRLS., AN 2R gl S FOLs _ 3 PR R ! s R .

5 e 3 Pt : . - - . .' ; h | <

B ONE OF THEM KEPT HESITATING, SHE'D WALK A FEW STEPS . - — 3
AND GTOP. LIKE SHE'D FORGOTTEN WHATSHE WAG DOING, ; : I MAYBE SHE WASTRYING. LSSl
WHERE SHE WAS. THEN SHE'D WALK A LITTLE MORE. ¥ TO7ELL ME SOMETHNG; [l
: ‘ SR I DON'T KNOW. :
i oo - . ‘ e Sl SHE PROBABLY DION'T EVEN |8
: *2 HE: KNOW I WAS THERE .

THE ONE AT THE END, ., T e B3 S g NS .

ITHNKIFELLINLove [ - e
WITHHER, A LITTLE BIT. o | :

WANTED w
HER . I WANTED HER TO
NOTICE ME.

.8




Y BUT THE STORM IS
OVER, GIRL. THERES A
SHIP THAT WAITS FOR

IT 16 OVER, NOW.
IT WILL BE GAFE ENOUGH

I PIPLIKE IT HERE,
MiSs, IN YOUR TAVERN. T WA
RETURN TO THE WORLDS FROM LOVELY AND WARM. ANP THEY
WHICH YOU CAME, OR ONES WERE EUCH NICE PECPLE.
VERY SIMILAR. ;

Y IMUSTTO FAERIE: I MUST
i REPORT UNTO MY QUEEN EACH
A THING I'VE EEN AND HEARD; T.AM

I'D HEARP IT
SAIC THAT FAIRIES
HAVE NO soUL6.

THEN PO 1 ACHE, AND
BLEED, AND GMART, ELEEWHERE ;
STILL, CALL IT S0UL FOR IT I8
SOLELY MINE.

T ree——




FAREWELL, My SWEET TS I WiLL NOT BE
I\ COMPANIONS OF THE RETURNING TOTHE NECrOP- [l WHAT, STUDY, TRAVEL )
: : OLI§ WITHYOU, MASTER AND RETURNZ _4&

PETREFAX.
N I AMYOUR MASTER.
A YO WiLL TRAVEL

BUT, SIR. WHEN SHALL THERE

.:zg Y BE ANOTHER OPPORTUNITY LIKE
PETREFAX, g ! THISZ THERE ARE COUNTLESS
WHAT ARE You Xl ! WORLDS AND REALME AND CITIES

M g

a &
ST
[ B S
¥y

OR BY ANGKOMH AND THE




[l sToriES ARE OVER, IT'6

YOU HAVE TO LEAVE.

\ ALL DONE. WE HAVE

B ITISTRUE. GHE =
B CAN STAY HERE,IF  Jart

I LIKE ITHERE.
T'VE ASKEDHER. GHE
SAID ICOULDSTAY.

Wy

AB80, ON MY WAY TO ANOTHER
JOURNEY; ANZ WHEN 1 TIRE OF
MY WORK , THAT OTHER JOURNEY
ETILL WAITSe FORME.

W /_f.E%—"/f

I'LL WORK. INTHE
KITCHENS MAYBE, 6HE
SAIP THEY COULD FINP

i

=Y ALL OF Ug WHO LABOR
E{ AT THE INN HAVE HELD, IN
A THE PAGT, OTHER
AND OCCUPATIONS.




I DON'T KNOW. NOT REALLY.,
NEXT THING I'M FULLY CERTAIN
OF, I'M WAKING UPINA

MEDONALDS PARKING LOT,
INTHECAR.

\
.ihl" -‘
AL s &7 CHARLENES Q]

Lol CAR. T WASN'T EVEN
+ SCRATCHED,

I NEVER WENT BACK

TO SEATTLE. TIUSTSTAYED iR

OUTHERE. PHONED MY OLD
EMPLOYERS ANP TOLD THEM
I WASN'T COMING BACK.,
I COULDN'T HAVE

AND THIS WOMAN
YOU WERE WITH, CHARLENE 2

| WHAT HAPPENED TO HER,

THENZ

THERE NEVER WAS A
CHARLENE MOONEY, THE PAPERS
FORTHE CAR WERE ALL IN MY
NAME. I HAPACOPYOF THE

COMPANY MAGAZINE -- SHE

WASGN'T LISTEC. HER.

PHOTOGRAPH WASN'T
THERE .«

HAS ITEVER OCCURREP "N}
TO YOU THAT MAYBE Yol
IMAGINED THE WHOLE THING 2

THE BAR £ THE STORIESZ
YOUR WoMANF




HEY, LISTEN.
I &0TIA CLOSE UP
NOW, oKAYZ

REMEMBER LOOKING IP TR
AT THOSE PEOPLE IN THE F, I REMEMBER
SKY, CHARLENE, NOBODY
1 REMEMBER ELSE DOES. BUT
CRYING FOR MY |
FATHER .

LISTEN. I
HOPE I PIDN'T
BORE You.

SOME NIGHTS ARE JU6T B MORE. IT FELT WEIRD, HEY. THANKS FOR
DEAD. MAYBE IT'6 THE WEATHER . DRIVING THIS CAR OF LISTENING. T SUPPOSE
I CON'T KNOW. IT WAS GooD TO MINE I KNEW I YOU MUST THINK TM

HAVE COMPANY, PION'TOWN...«

NO, 1 DON'T.
MAYBE T OUHGHT T0.
BUT I DON'T. You
HEAR A LOTOF WEIRC

STORIES BEHIND A

Worlds' End
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