o0N'T
You MEAN

PLEASE, 60P%, PON'T
LGETT E BE PEAD AND

m (=
LL STUCK WITH Hif.

I GUEss
YOU'RE
ALIVE.

WHERE'S
MESH?

THANK MEK'RAL'S TITS

I'M NOT HALINTED 8Y
YOU FOR ETERNITY.




BUT YOUR




REST,
BARBARIAN.
PEATH HLINTS
THE S0OUNDS

OF PAIN.




ERRA~US
LIVES.
Goop.
peach 15
To0o KINP.

< [ PLEASE.\
- wewares |
us.

-

I DON'T WANT TII
( BOY T0 5EE ME THIS

. WAY AGAIN!
\*w—-——’/




we PO
not PIE
EasiLY,

OUR s0ULS MORE

arE PIVIPED. POWER AATRED.
NEEPED.

FORGED I

We must
MERGE.

YOU'RE DEAD
ON YOUR FEET AND
YOU DON'T EVEN
wnow 1T/




