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  Bard
  Faramond  Tybolt

Suicide! No
 one in their right
    mind would…

   I’ll go.   Count me
         in.

    Sigh!
 Er, me to.

         Oh, chuff it! I
     can’t let Robin Guard
       out of my sight, until
               I have the
                 Quaich.*

  See issue 114.  Editor.

        Still miles
  to go…starting to
     feel the strain.

  Merry Andrew

I’m done.
   Can’t run anymore.
      Pant, pant, pant.


