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N D IT CAME TO PASS THAT A
MESSENGER WAS SENTOUT
TO EACH MEMBER OF THE FAMILY,
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ND THE MESSENGER FOLIND
THEM, ONE BY ONE, AND GAVE
THEM TS MESSAGE, EACH TO EACH,




NP THERE ARE SOME
POWERS THAT NO ONE,
NOT EVEN THE ENDLESS,
SEEKS TO INQUIRE INTO
100 PEEPLY,

gl guemwwmonorseuo

10 ASK FROM WHOM THE

MESSENGER HAD COME; IT
WAS NOT THE FIRST TIME THAT
MESSENGERS HAD VISITED
THEM, AFTER ALL.
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THEY LEFT THEIR
REALMS, AND THEY
GATHERED TOGETHER, |
ATA STONYCROS5ROADS |
IN THE SHADOW OF THE
\'.; QUINSY MOUNTAINS .
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gone befFore Giaiman, Fisth § Dringenlerg
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HE'D come.
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& You, AVoNE T 50,
ALL HERE & ) venou DI wsu., b
THEN, WHO g L /7 WASN'T HERE P

X R THAT WAsy.y Vou

o gromHER 15 ¥
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1 BELIEVE

I...T AM THE ! 1 po, LADY..,
SITHCUNDMAN Of THE ;
NECROPOLIS LITHARGE, 3 h THERE ARE
' : TJALES.,.\N THE
LIBRARY OF

I WELCOME You TOUR
CITY, GENTLE-EoLK. - _
Rl S LITHARGE, SCRAPS

! AND FRAGMENTS,,,

Y OUR BROTHER IS DEAD, WE :
HAVE COME POR THE CEREMENTS,
\ BN FOR THE BOOKS OF RITUAL,

THEM, THE GREAT GATE
TO THE CATACOMBS
BENEATH THE CITY.

HONORED GUESTS:: |
I MUST WARN Youln, f

THE CATACOMBS ARE
DEEP AND DARK: THEY RUN
FOR MANY LEASUES
BENEATH THE CI(TY+, THERE
ME MPS’M UL{T THE

CATACOMBS CHANGE,

UIKE A THING ALIVE ,

AND CANNOT BE
MAPPED /.,




WE - , (58 1l wHicH OF UsMusT PR we Doy N
APPRECIATE e 8 GoToTHEROOM?Z Ji IE SN LC/ND one, B
{ THEADVICE; BUT & LT = R SiLiy_O |-
1716 NOT NEEDED, | I, ¥ “arl NONE OFUS 1 : WIS | LADy-sisTerut
MOULDER., ¥ cANGO INSIDE, TN v L, e
: | | NOTEVENOUR :
SISTER. WE

YOLIRS, NOW,
MY SISTER.




I HAVEN'T
PONETHIS IN

HELLO.
WELCOME TO
THE WORLD,

18 O'SHAUGHNESSY: YOU
WERE CREATEDANP GIFTED BY FIVE
_ OF THE ENDLESS, BUT YO CAN NEITHER
GO ! 7)) o \ DREAMNOR, ILTIMATELY; DESTROY, AND
NAME, THOUGH, LIRS L 78\ - THAT SHALL BE YOUR TRIUMPH AND
SISTER. [T MUST ’ ; - - THAT SHALL BE YOLIR TRAGEPY.

BE A REAL NAME
THAT PEOPLE

YOU'LL NEED ALIGHT,  \ €BLS 0/GHAUGHNESS))
i) it

LIRIOM, GI N o'sh ;
SOMETHING TO LIGHT EBLIS OSHAUG KN sy,
HIS WAY,
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LITHARGE ; ANP IT FOUND, WITH NO DIFFICULTY; A
ROOM THAT MANY COLILD SPEND THEIR WHOLE LIVES
HUNTING FOR, WITHOUT SUCCESS,




7 YOU HAVE
COME POR THE
CERE <LOTH,

ND, HAVING GANED

WHAT HE HAD COME
FOR, THE ENVOY RETURNED
TO THE WORLD ABOVE. HE
WALKED AWAY FROM THE
LOW KEENING, THAT
ECHOED THROUGH THE
CATACOMBS, LIKE A
MOTHER SORROWING
FOR HER PEPARTED




OUR LORD |5 HAS HE GIVEN
INSIDE, CAIN, YES, EXPLICIT ORDERS
BUT HE SEEMS _ TO THAT EFFECTZ
NOT TOWISH TO BE —

PISTURBED,

MYLORD! 1 O
PEMAND AUPIENCE! '\
I AM SORRY, BUT THIS
HAS GONE ON QUITE
LONG ENOLIGH.




MY LETTER OF COMMISSION --
ORIGINALLY PRAWN UIP BEFORE THE
DAWN OF TIME, AS REISSUED AND
AMENPED IN APRILOF 1989--5TATES
QUITE EXPLICITLY THAT 1 AM PART
OF A DOUBLE ACT: CAIN AND ABEL ,
SECRETS AND MYSTERIES. THE THIN
ONE AND THE FAT ONE. VICTIM
AND VICTOR, IT'S ALL HERE,

WITH YOUR

PREDECESSOR, ., /' AND I DEMAND--

1 INS/ST--UNDER
MY CONTRACT--THAT
YOU RECREATE

MY BROTHER . q
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Y OTHERWISE I SHALL

Y BE FORCED TOTAKE

L ACTION OF AN INWMEDIATE
B\ AND SLMMARY NATURE .

naf belieye,.,

There are,, others,,,
weu 'ra

hurt, Cain.

YES, YES, MANY
OF THEM. BUT MY
BROTHER,,,

THAT'S EXACTLY
IT. ABEL .
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HE'S NOT AS ATTRACTIVE
AS1; HE IS--AND T AM
BEING CHARITABLE HERE,
MARK YOU-A GAP-TOOTHED,
BLUBBERY, STUTTERING
HALF-WIT. NO DRESS-
SENSE, AND A VERY, VERY
VAGUE (BUTCONTINLIAL)
SMELL OF CABBAGE-WATER
ABOUT HIS PERSON.

CHEWS WITH
HIE MOUTH
OPEN.

AND THE S'TATE OF HIS
BATHROOM -- T'M NOT ONE
10 6O5SIP, BUT THERE ARE
THINGS CRUSTEP ON HIS
SINK THAT HAVE NOT SIMPLY
PEVELOPED INTELLIGENT
LIFE BUTHAVE INALL
PROBABILITY BY NOW
EVOLVED THEIR OWN
POLITICAL SYSTEMS,

I-uh-I-uh-I-1-
I-uh- I THOUGHT
I WAS-Amn--
OVER AND, mm,
PUHLPONE WITH.

BROUGHT You
BACK, RIGHT
AS RAIN,,.,

Not Morpheus.
have po right
thatname.
P Tam Preamof
the Endless -
it is enough.




DO YOU WANT TO
TALK ABOUT ITZ

1 CAN LEAVE YOU ALONE,
IF THAT (5 WHAT YOU WISH .
BUT FOR HOW LONGZ2 APAY2
AWEEKZ A HUNPRED

YEARS?

YOU CAN'T STAY
HERE IN THE DARKNESS
FOREVER.

MATTHEW 2
WON'T You TALK
TO ME2 PLEASE?

T SHoULD HAVE STAYED
Wi HiM. T sHouLD> NEVER
A\ HAVE LEFT HIM THERE, 4

HE Was MY
FRIEND AND T
LEFTHIM TQ




T
W MATTHEW. THERE WAS NOTHING S ¥ T'D BIED THEN
P YOU COULD HAVE DONE. ' B T WOLLDN'T BE HERE
Y BEING MISERABLE

ICoulb HAVE DIED. T
<ouULD HAVE DIED WHEN THE
OTHERS DIED, T LauULD HA"E

PIED BY #18 SIDE. d

AND WHAT
GOOD WOULD
THAT HAVE

MATTHEW?
ISN'T THAT A RATHER
SELF-CENTERED
\_ POINTOF VIEWZ

HIMZ I'M NOT HIS RAVEN. #E
LORD DREAM ISNT THE BOSS. HE CAN'T BIvE
OF THE ENDLESS N
SENTAMESSAGE
TOME FORYOU.

MATTHEW. ,,
PooR
MATTHEW. .«

HE DION'T SEND
YOU AN ORER , HE .
SENT YOU A M i < N

MESSAGE. = g < BT _ MATTHEW?
= " : % HE SAID--_/

TO TELL You 1
THAT THE FUNERAL |y
1S TOMORROW,

ANP THAT THE




ESTINY LEP

HIS SIBLINGS
ANP THEIR NEW-
MAPE ATTENDANT
AWAY FROM THE
NECROPOLIS,

THE INFLUENCE OF

DESTINY WAS ALSO

FELT IN OTHER
PLACES:

ROUGH WOODEN TABLE AT THE
TOAD-STONE, ONEOF THE FREE
HOWSES THATOWE NO ALLEGIANCE
TO ANY ONE TIME OR POMINION.
SHE HAS RIPDEN HARD AND LONG,
FROM REALM TO REALM, AND SHE
[ TIRED, AND HUNGRY; AND THIRSTY,

SHE BLINKS, WITH HEAVY EYES,
THEN SETTLES INTO WARM
DARKNESS ; HEAD ON HER ARMS
ON THE WOODEN TRESTLE -TABLE.

2 IN HER MOTHER'S HOUSE IN SEATTLE, ROSE
WALKER, WHO HAS NOT NEARLY FINISHED LUN-
PACKING, SITS BY THE OLD DOLL'S HOLISE, ANP LOOKS
AT THE PHOTOGRAPHS, ANP THE GLASS-BOXED SPIDERS,
AND THE BOOKS THAT THE HOSPICE LIBRARY HAD
PECLINED TO ACCEPT--

--(INCLUDING TWO JOEL PETER WITKIN COLLECTIONS,

AN EXTENSIVELY ILLUSTRATED VICTORIAN MEPICAL

WORK ON THE PROGRESS OF VENEREAL PISEASES

AND A WELL-THUMBED COPYOF LESY'S WISCONSIN
DEATH TRIP) --

L

1] a E P

--AND FINDS HERSELF NODPING OFF.
ON THE FLOOR OF HER ROOM ;.. -

e

D, IN THE NURSING HOME GARDEN, RICHARD MADOC
: /P:ESFQ HIS FACE IN HIS GLOVED HANDS AND SHIVERS,
NOT FROM THE GRAY MORNING CHILL, BUT FROM THE
REALIZATION THAT YESTERDAY, FOR THE FIRST TIME IN
HALF A DECADE, HE HAD PUT TOGETHER A HANDFLIL OF
WORDS IN HIS HEAD IN AN ORDER THAT NO ONE HAD EVER
PUT THEM BEFORE .+

y o ey i k -

BINS] THE FEAR OF IDEAS 15 'I i, |
REPLACED BY A SENSATION [EESNN
OF UTTER COMFORT, Rt o

i »
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{ ricHaRD
DREAMS.







S0 WHAT THE

N

HELL DO You THINK
\ YOU'RE LOOKIN'

T O




TA HALL SUSPECTS THAT WHATEVER
HAS HAPPENED TO HER 1S MORE THAN

WHAT HER FOSTER MOTHER MIGHT HAVE
CALLED A NERVOUS BREAKPOWN, OR WHAT
LYTA'S BEST FRIEND CARLA (WHOM SHE
HAS 50 FAR BEEN UNABLE TO LOCATE,
ALTHOUGH SHE HAS A BAD FEELING
ABOUTCARLA) WOLILD HAVE CALLED
GOING UTTERLY BUGFUCK.

SHE HAS MOSTOF HER MIND BACK,
SHE RETURNED FROM HER MADPNESS
WITHOUT HER SON.

SHE'S CLEANED OUT HER
BANK ACCOUNT. SHE'S

=l RUNNING. TO WHERE, FROM §
S WHAT, SHE DOESN'T KNOW. K

AN ASSUMED
NAME, LYTA
DREAMS,

LA

LEXANDER BURGESS HAS BEEN,

AT HIS QUERULOUS INSISTENCE

BROUGHT TO THE OLD MANOR HOUSE,
WHERE HE 5175 IN HIS STUDY, STARING
OUT OF THE WINPOW AT THE EMPTY
LANPSCAPE,

L
HE CLUTCHES ATINY FINGER-RING
(-- - IN ONE ARTHRITIC HAND,

HE HAS COME BACK FROM A THOUSAND
LIFETIMES OF MADNESS ANP FEAR; ALL
OF THEM HAVE GONE NOW. HE KEPTHIS
SANITY; ALTHOUGH HE FEARS TO SLEEP

ﬁ HE HAS SLEPT FOR FIVE HE CANNOT.

J.__| YEARS; HE WISHES HE COULP IN HIS FATHER'S

Y STAY AWAKE FOREVER. EMPTY HOUSE,
ALEX DREAMS.

Xy
U 1 & iie- -

D ROBERTGAPLING
CONTEMPLATES THE

BUILPING OF ANOTHER

NEW IPENTITY.

EVER SINCE ALIDREY WAS
KILLED, HE'S FELT A DEEP
WANDERLUST: THE DESIRE
TO LEAVE, TO GET AWAY, TO
START ANEW.

1| THE TROUBLE WITH 51X CENTURIES OF
TRAVEL, HE PONDERS, |S THAT THERE
ARE TOO FEW PLACES HE HASN'T BEEN,
HE WANTS TO GO SOMEWHERE, NOT

T0 RETURN SOMEWHERE.

IN THE HOUSE HOB LEFT
T0 HIMSELF, IN A RoOm
FILLED WITH PAPERS AND
MAPS, HOB PREAMS.




1 am heali

1 you.
Creat . Gi
r'ef)i, ;Eglré? Giving
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You back
the dead .
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WHAT
L) EXACTLY pO
YOU THINK You
ARE POING?2

FOR ME AT LEAST,
WERE FAIRLY LUIN-
A PLEASANT

P\ CIRCUMSTANCES,

TS e,V
= -

B A ]

A
>

W THURT. IT wAS

DEEPLY UPSETTING,
AND PAINFUL. _
HOWEVER,
IT HAPPENEP.
A 1 AM DEAD.




IF YO BRING ME
BACK TO LIFE, MY PEATH
WILL HAVENO MEANING.
I HAD A FINE EXISTENCE.

ILIVEDA
GOOD LIFE AND ) R
IT ENDED, 48

IWASAGOODP PLACE. T
SPENTALITTLE TIME
WALKING THE WAKING
WORLD. T EVEN FELL
IN LOVE, ONCE, A
LITTLE

B |

A WOULD
> Y8 You TAKE THAT
% )]

AT I T Y [y

i T i
7 ”

1
PERFECTLY WHAT
YOU ARE OFFERING,
I AM, HOWEVER,
DECLINING IT.
WITH THANKS,
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{0 TITANIA, THE QUEEN OF
ALL FAERIE, HAS RAISED
HER HORSE AND, DRESSED
IN DEEPEST BLACK , SHE
RIDES FOR THE NEAREST
PORTALTO THE DREAMING.

D THE ANGEL DUMA
(WHO I5 NOT EXACTLY

FALLEN, MORE TOPPLED,
PERHAPS, OR EVEN TUMBLED),
INVOKES A POOR TO THE
DREAMING, AND WALKS
THROUGH IT. DUMA'S FEET
MAY, OR MAY NOT, QUITE
TOLICH THE GROUND.

P THE LADY BAST, H ' AT A CATSHOW IN GLASGOW, A HEAD HELD HIGH, EYES CLEAR
FUR THINNING AND HER | TEENAGE BOY STARES AT A : FUR SLEEK, SHE WALKS TO :
EYES MILKYAND DIM, ONE-YEAR-OLD ABYSSINIAN THE PREAMING. "

SUUMMONS ALLTHE POWER
ATHER DISPOSAL, PULLS AND, FOR A MOMENY, (K SE£C

TOGETHER TINY STRANDS

OF BELIEF, A HANDFUL OF

INSTANTS OF HALFHEARTED
WORSHIP, .,




I'M SORRY. N
I'M NOT SURE

J | u (eI 1’ >
) u‘ls‘-llp. [i'ﬂ

DON'T KNOW
WHERE I AM,
EITHER.

SOMEBODY!5
DIED, HAVEN'T
THEY 2

P LITTLEBOY, )
We'Re HERE , K WHAT'S YOUR )
T THINK, 48 NAMEZ

ALEX. ALEX
BURGESS. 50
\ DIDsomEONE 4

PR
k. ||'l]' \

wm i | | ‘e & o

WA THINK 5O,

. ‘ll‘lﬁm “\

/€ ARE HERE
FORTHE FIJN(RAL |
OF THE€ KINGOF 1

DReAMS,

| Wi iq '! 1
lll“\h "]':'“l"u\‘ \!}'H I ‘




SAIDHE T W THE DREAM-

kincor LN NI K/NG. HES
DREAMS. S

" HE CAN'T
{ g oeAD.
YOU'RE

I'M AFRAID
ITIS.

WHAT /S THIS
PLACEZ AMI
DREAMINGZ THIS

ISN'T REAL. IT'5

CHIRON: PUT
HIM DOWN. ‘
[ -

/TIRRR . OF COURSE IT's
A DREAM. WHERE €LS€ SHOULD
THE WAK< FOR THE DREAM LORD
B€ HELD, BUT IN PREAMSZ

QUESTS. TELEBRANTS
AND MOURNERS,




fl CON'T KNOW M
A WHAT TO A
N THINK
B HE CAN'T
BE DEAD,
HE'S MY

|
WTHEY ARETHE i
FAMILY. " s \

T —_
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.,a WAKE 1S HELD — E




