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Apparently, we lost a guy last night.  
He must’ve gotten lost when we 
crossed the pass in the dark.

Who 

was it?

One of the 

horse grooms.

What are 

we going 

to do?

Nothing.  There’s 

nothing we can do.  If 

he’s alive, he’ll have to 

find a way to catch up 

with us.

Out of nowhere, a guy selling cakes 

appears.  He is carrying a bag full of 

cakes and sells them to us by weight.

He wanders away and so do we.


