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TELLER

THE M AGIC SWAN GOOSE & THE LORD OF THE FOREST
Written & Illustrated by

S’. W I/Zr/ﬂm’

THE PHANTOM ISLE
Written & Illustrated by

%Zﬂﬂld Low g/ruﬁ

THe SNow WITCH
Written & Illustrated by

k ]fﬂ %ﬂr/ﬂ@éﬁfyf

VASILISSA THE BEAUTIFUL
Based on the unproduced The Storyteller teleplay written by

g&ﬂ Km/ﬁ'f,é and /{W WW and revised by /ﬂﬁﬂﬂy %W’ %
Adapted & Illustrated by Colored by

T S’z%,,@é Tokn Rpuck

Lettered by
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MANY; MANY YeEARS AGO;
THERE eX\STED A SMALL VILLAGE
AT THE FOOT OF A MOUNTAIN,

IN THE VILLAGE LWVED AN OLD

WOODCUTTER AND HIS APPRENTICE,

AND eVeRY DAY THEY CLAMBED THE

MOUNTAIN TO GATHER WOOD FROM
THE FOREST.

\\Qii
i
it

\¢ /‘ , -
\/ /\ -"!’:'l A
A\ ' AR X

WE SHOULD TURN ar L = LOOK TO THE
BACE SOON. ' ' SKAES, MINOEICHI.

Q = THERE’S FOUL
%y WHAT FOR? — WEATHER ON THE WAY.

IN THE DAY, AND T CAM
CAERRY MORE THAN THIS.




HAVE HOU NOT HEARD
THE VILLAGERS TELL OF
THE SNOW WITCH?

THEY STUMBLED

BLINDLY, UNTIL THROUGH
OLD MOSA¥U’S WORDS THE KAZE MINOEICHI'S
PROVED TRUE; AND SOON YOUN(r EYES SPIED:
THE TWO WERE ENGULFED
\N A BLIZZAZD <O THICK,
THEY COULD HARDLY TeLL . » A SHeLTer! \
THE GROUND FROM THE <kY. § \
i e SE A\ AYE, LAD.

...THE SNOW WITCH?

A CRUEL CREATURE,
AS TERRIBLE AS SHE 1S
BEAUTIFUL ~ AND CAPABLE
OF NEITHER KINDNESS

TS NOT MEANT MOE MERCY.

NOT MUCH OF
ONE; THOUGH. THE WIND FOR WINTER, T SUSPECT,
POURS THROUGH AS \F BUT IT MAY <€ VS
THROUGH A SlEVE, THROUGH THE NIGHT.

WATCH YOUR TONGUE,
: 05:;\3 °§e;§§ BOY. THE DEMONS OF
oLD MARIL THIS MOUNTAIN ARE NO
- LAUGHING MATTER.
THEY SAY THOSE
WHO SURVIVE A MEETING
WITH THE SNOW WITCH
ENCOUNTER ONLY
HARDSHIP EVER AFTER...







WHEN HE HIT THE ICY WATERS, OLR
YOUING FRIEND THOLIGHT HIS STORY
WwaAS OVER, BUT THAT'S NOT HOW THE
TALE WAS MEANT TO END.

TN‘.‘.‘:TEAD OF WAKING LIP AT THE PEARLY GATES.
HIMSELF BEACH, WASHED LI
L‘!KE 60 MI.-IC.H DIZIFTWOOD

A BEACH ON AN ISLAND WHERE
NO ISLAND SHOLILD BE.

BETTER THAT THAN TO

FACE SAINT PETER.

‘E:VERYONE KNOWS THAT A WELL-
SEASONING TO THE DULLEST OF
EVENTS..

LACED EXAGBERATION CAN ADD

HEAVEN TAKES A DIM VIEW
OF STRETCHING THE TRLITH.

OWS THAT EVERY TALE
BENEFIT'S; FROM A TOUCH

AND THE GREAT STORYTELLERS
HAVE ONLY A PASSING RELATION-
SHIP WITH HONEGTY

O MATTER HOW EXTRA-
Oﬁ'D}NARY THE TRUTH
MIGHT BE.

X~ 7/




AND SO IT IS A GREAT IRONY THAT
SLUCH A FINE STORYTELLER..

WITH HIS QLICKNESS TO
EXAGGERATE AND EMBELLISH...

e ——

SHOLILD FIND HMSELF IN THE
—====t ONE PLACE ON ALL THE EARTH
THAT TRULY NEEDED NEITHER

TO DESCRIBE IT.




AVALON

you
SHOULD
HAVE SEEN
IT BACK IN

THE DAY. }




Once upon a time, long winters
ago, at the very edge of the
world, was a village which &od
had forgotten.

A few lonely houses stood
there, fenced by a forest so
deep and so dark that the sky
stopped above it for fear of
getting lost.

Oh, from time to time
fools wandered in, trailing
string behind them...

But they never
came back.

The people would whisper
to each other of a thing
which lived inside the
forest. A creature which
had a name, although no
one liked fo name it.

A name like the
sound of retching,
of disgust...




Oh yes, my dearie-ohs,

a forlorn place, but not
bleak, for at the center
of this village was a baby
s0 beautiful the thin light
looked For her through
the shutters and lit her
sweetness. -

There she is with her
smile of honey and
mother and father,
and never was a
family more family.

And this love warmed
the village and Kkindled
it. 5preading happiness.

5uch a precious
'thirlg: a | Chl'dl
all wonder.

" VASILISSA.
The village
child...




AND 50 IT
G0ES, THIS HARVEST
CHILD BLOS50OMING,
HAIR THE COLOR OF

THE CORN. A CHILD WHO
5INGS, UNTROUBLED,
SPILLING OVER
WITH JOY.

OH, YES.
MARVELOLUS.

/' UNTIL ONE ... 5ICKNESS
DAY INSIDE COMES AND LAYS
OF THIS WARM IT5 COLD HAND ON

HOME... THE MOTHER'S
FOREHEAD.

The father and child
sorrow through the
nights-long vigil.

For this is a place
&6o0d has forgotten
and nothing good
may flourish long.




