
No-one said 
an extraction 

from behind the 
Mithril curtain 
would be easy, 

John.

I fear ye 
not, foul 
beast!

We seem to 
have picked up 

a tail!

Wendla! Some 
help…!?

So I 
hear…and 
wings, and 
jaws, and-

Wendla!



All part of a 
day’s work in the 

honourable 
Goodheart 
company.

Well, If I don’t 
lose our flying 

friend soon, this’ll 
be the shortest 
defection in 

history…

What sport, 
eh Friend 

Bull?

If we die 
this day, the 
Ashen Spire 

shall echo with 
ballads of our 

valour!

I’ll have that 
intel in two 
shakes-

Ha!

Though I 
seem to be 

the only one 
worried…

Patience…
There’s some 
volumes that 
not even my 

library 
contains.

I’ve had 
to make a 

little field 
trip.

Don’t 
worry…



This old 
girl’s still got 
some tricks up 

her sleeve, 
Princess.

Even better 
than that-

Tarry not - we 
must away!

Your 
chariot is 

enchanted?

Ah, here 
it-

Wendla?!

turbo-
boost, 

smokescreen, 
ejector seat, 

bullet-
proofing…

Our doom 
approaches – 

Embrace me so 
that we may enter 
the Arcadian Halls 

together.

… Perhaps 

later.

And a 
couple of 
things for 

fighting fire 
with fire.



What was that 
about an 

embrace?

Now…



Bull? Bull, 
are you 
there?

Wendla?

Don’t try and 
fight it, Bull. No 

weapon can harm it…

Is that 
verified?

Well, 
that’s 

good to 
know…

Oh…

The dragon’s 
name is Modrygg. 

They starve him then 
give him a mystic 

scent of his prey – 
he won’t stop until 

he’s eaten.

I checked a 
variety of 
sources.

*akkk*

But bull…listen. 
There’s something 

else. For your 
ears 
only-



……..

Your 
comrades 

await us over 
yonder. We have 
not a moment to 

lose. This serpent 
will not cease 
lest it devour 

us!

Have you 
heard of vitaly 
yurchenko?

Where are 
you going?

…what 
are-?

He was what 
those in my 
trade call a 

‘dangle’.

He’d 
actually 

returned to the 
ussr, a hero to 
his people. His 
intel had been 

false, of 
course.

A KGB officer who 
defected to the 
West, named two 

American double-
agents, then 

disappeared.

They gave him 
the Order of 
the Red Star.



No ballads for 
you…

Sorry, Princess-



Wendla? Tell 
base the pick 
up’s just for 

one.

And do you 
have any dinner 

plans?

I’m suddenly 
starving…

No-

Aiieeeeeee!


