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f w\);; HE SUN HAD RISEN

f AND SET MANY
I (
{ AN

TIMES SINCE ANATTA
FIRST CONSIDERED
THIS DAY.

HE DAY HE COULD

NO LONGER BEAR
THE STENCH OF

HIS UNYIELDING

AUDIENCE.

\\\Q&\\

AR




WRIT IN PEARLS

YELLOWED BY STAINS,

AND BOUND BY LIPS
OF LEATHER.

THEIR SUNKEN,

UNFLINCHING

GAZE, CONSTANT
1 UPON HIM. _«
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ME, ANATTA J Ll
THOUGHT HIS KIN .\

MIGHT WAKE FROM
THEIR SPELL...

...OR PERHAPS
THAT HE MIGHT
71 WAKE FROM
z, HIS OWN.

BUT SUCH A DAY,
@ 1T NEVER CAME.
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o ND SO, ON THIS
BLISTERING
AFTERNOON,
HE HAULED THEM
% FORTH, ONE

...AND CONSIGNED
THEM TO THE SANDS
FOREVER.

ONCE THE DEED

WAS DONE,

A DEEP FATIGUE 7
ON HIM.

- | A SLUMBER'S
| CRAVING AS

STRANGE TO
HIM AS THE

DAYS BEFORE

CLEAVED THE
LAND ASUNDER... f#

-.AND NOT

THE GODS WHO
WROUGHT

THIS WORLD.
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HAT NIGHT, .',
ANATTA DREAMT |
4 ONCE MORE OF P
THE BLADE THAT
48l BECKONED HIM
FROM AFAR.
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' HE
PREAMSSS...

" HE PREAMSS
THE FORBIPPEN
PREAM.

{§ THE BLADE THAT
HAUNTED HIM,
IF EVER HE SHUT

HIS EYES.

THE BLADE WHICH
ASKS OF HIM,
TIME AND AGAIN...
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R “...are tou e, who [ //RN
D=1 tatseth mein hunﬁ‘? R
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“.. oljo shall
== sloyn God?”




