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*Pronounced “Ark-Shtine”

which other demons do you think could be candidates?

we have no simandls
in argstein*, stupid.

a simandl?

only pulps kids that are old
enough to have bEEn naughty.

a rupperich?

THEy had
thrEE dead
children in
one wEEk.

the sprozeck always slEEps for months
after a fEEding, and the people of

this bloody far oFF

COULD iT BE
a sprozeck?

I don’t think.

so, who do you think is
responsible, gereon?

for aLL I know, it could be the smaLLpox.

if it is the smaLLpox, you
should have brought a doctor along.

sieben-arse

aLL the way up the
verdammte mountain

...

hamlet of

I definitely shouldn’t
have brought you along.

we’re talking infants here.

“Siebenöd” is pronounced “Zeebn-Ohd”



what of the
butzemann?

I say the
butzemann does
sound a likely
perpetrator.

can’t be the butzemann, krista. guy steals
the kids, puts them in his sack, carries them off.

I've read that as well. but
maybe it’s just a metaphor.

maybe the butzemann
doesn’t take the children away.

not literally, I mean.

let’s look at it this way:

he kills them,
thus stealing their
souls, as it were.

and so the people
say the butzemann comes
and steals the children,
puts them in his sack.

and that’s
how they explain
these horrible,
tragic deaths.

you’re
talking

Bullshit.

the butzemann does take the kids
away very very literally.

sells them to
the mosspeople, and

you know those guys’
eating habits.

so you don’t think it was the butzemann?

nope.

I think
it might

have been
someone

else.



say, mother, isn’t it a
bit hot to wear

gloves?

the child will die in your
hands, and you will never
forget its little face.
your failure will
haunt you all
your life!

I have
to save
gereon!

you won’t save anyone!

but if you leave now,
you might have a chance

of saving yourself!

I’ll get you out
of the well!

I
cannng

too
late,
girl!

gereon!

hold on!

do for 
myself
now.

let go
of me! Let

go!

what do
you think

you’re doing
here, girl?

verdammt!

verdammt!
verdammt!
verdammt!



I GOT YOUR
MESSAge this

morning

*Pronounced “Firster”

hope you had a nice time
chatting up here.

she wouldn’t let
me help you!

yeah, and
you’re too frail

to fight a withered,
old crone.

you can
fight her
yourself!

I would.

if you hadn’t let her get away.

elder
einsegler!

AND this mUST
BE THE BARON’S

DAUGHTER.

when she’s with me, she’s just my stupid
aPPRENTiCE and you can ignore her.

I AM HONORED TO MAKE YOUR
ACQUAiNTANCE, your ladyship.

just
krista,
please.

AS YOU wiSH,
your ladyship.

actually,
we just now
had a run-in
with your
culprit.

we do not often get to welcome noble
blood in this remote spot.

I just said we met
your infant killer.

your father
once visited us

when he was very
young, but I am the

only one left alive to
remember that occasion.

WE MET your infant killer! you did?

I think so, elder
einsegler, yes. I
am quite certain.

but
to make 

absolutely
sure...

förster*!

krista.



“... I need to take a look at your dead babies.”

Ahhh...

see these
wounds?

look like they’VE
been scratched by

a bird claw.

and a rather
large bird

I Would
say.

you don’t happen to have an old hag living here
that has a nasty scar on her left temple?

a scar?
wears gloves, too.

no old hag with no
scars and no gloves here

in siebenöd, förster.

thought
so.

okay, guys, I
hope the whole
bloody hamlet
has gathered
here by now.

now. have
you ever heard

of MUTTER
SCHRAMME*?

Mother
scrape?

nasty MiNOR demon that likes to
poison BABiES with her Big, drippy talons.

her venom is harmless to adults, but
absolutely fatal to children.

she just
tried to push me down
your well and had a
little chit-chat with

my assistant.
we’re dealing

with mutter schramme,
all right.

what are you going to do now,
baroness? there are two little ones

the demon hasn’t taken yet.

great.
THE

MORE THE
MERRiER.

THERE
ARE sTiLL A
FEW PEOPLE

COMiNG.

SHOW THEM TO US.

*Pronounced “Mouter Shruhmuh”



albrecht and hiltrud
kienhofer’s luise.

what a
little
dear!

we named her after the
prussian queen that pleaded
to napoleon’s heart of stone.

LOOKS LiKE TWO
HiGHNESSES HAVE

FOUND EACH OTHER.

my little hermann is
more important!

hey!

you wait yours,
woman. your child

is a girl!
and she is

MY ONLY oNE!
you have

twenty-four
children!

thirteen of them
boys. you want to
mess with them?

my
albrecht

can take you
all on.

calm yourselves,
gentlefolk. there is

no need to fight for my
services. thankfully,
mutter schramme is

rather simple
in the head.

just take a
handful of

sand and strew
it in the bed.

she will
stay out of his
territory and

leave the little
ones alone.

I’ve always said
that the von argsteins
have an extremely good

sense for picking
their servants.

thank you,
förster.
thank
you.

anyway, we
need to leave
now, so her
highness and
her servant
can make it
back to the

valley before
nightfall.

the old hag will
think the sandmann

got to the child first
and marked his prey.

is
that
so?

wait
your turn,
berthold

nüss!



come, krista!

aren’t you going to
protect my son, förster?

wait,
gereon!

what is it, girl? need to visit
the outhouse first?

well, hurry!
I think we

should guard these
two children!

she’s right!

we could catch
mutter schramme.

and do what?
kill her? she’ll
just return
the next night.

Or do you
just want to

chat with
her again?

it says in engelmann’s
historia supernaturalis that you
can draw the venom out of mutter

schramme’s claws if you hold them in
the milk of a cow “that has been

wrung at the midnight hour.”

my-my-my reading messes
up your eyes...

your-your-your what?

my-my-my cow just calved
last week. I will Wring

her tonight!

then it’s
settled.

that milk is
gonna make one 

Heady brew.

cut off
her hands?

they will only
grow back.

... and
your
mind...

my-my-my



the förster and myself,
we will each guard
one child tonight.

that’s
right,
folks.

I guard the
princess... but--

... and my assistant will look after little hermann.

but--

no need to thank me, krista.

“just enjoy yourself tonight...” twenty-four
children, your

ladyship!

just
krista.

and those are only
the ones that lived,

not counting the four
stillbirths and the six
little ones that didn’t

make it past five. you see, I
take good care of

my chattels. all the other
guys, they have to hire

farmhands to work their
fields, me -- I hire away
the hands I don’t need!

and susanne is
your fourth
wife?

the fifth
one, your
ladyship.

just
krista.

and the
worst!

two of the
stillbirths
are hers.

I can’t give
birth to a
child that

lives.

I was already wishing the childbed fever
would take her like the others, but now
she finally produced little hermann.

little hermann
will die, too!

I’d say she still has
another six or seven kids
in her before she’s spent.

what you
reckon,
your

ladyship?



Benedict is a
mully moose

sancta Maria
Mater Day ora
pro nostrils

Benedict is a
mully moose

I do not think that I
can do a good job of

guarding the child
with so many people

around.

I agree,
your ladyship.

we better watch little hermann
without this busy batch clattering about.

out with the
lot of you. leave your father and

her ladyship alone.

you have to go, too, berthold nüss.

but I thought your ladyship--

that’s milady
baroness

von argstein!

DAMN YOU,
gereon. had

to hand me to
this brute...

“... and gave yourself the sensible people...”

Ave Maria grace mE plainly Dominus teacup

my albrecht always
says that latin prayers
are the best protection

against demons.

that
woman
smells.

she lives in our
pig sty and gets to
have all the pig’s

leftovers! charity, you
know, that’s what
my albrecht and me

believe in.

we took her in when her poor husband died. she only has
to pray for our salvation and the souls of our ancestors.

hail marys,
our fathers and
nicene creeds.

one hundred
each a day.

don’t you
want to
pray, too,
förster?

fnn!



*Pronounced
“Kris-Tee-Anuh

Char-Lotuh
Kuhtuh-Reena

Muh-Ree-A
Hoober-Teenuh

Firdee-Nuhn-Deenuh
Fuhn Ark-Shtine”

looks
like we’ve
been lucky,
young man.

the sun will be rising
soon, and no mean, old
mutter schramme has
shown her ugly face.

do you think the big, bad
förster captured her?

are you
listening
at all?

huh?

I told you to
stay outside,
berthold nüss
-- and I meant
all night!

I am the baroness
christiane charlotte

katharina maria
hubertine ferdinandine
von argstein*, and if
I give you an order,

you will ob--

eh?

what
in god’s
name--?

I WHOLE-
HEARTEDLY
AGREE WITH
YOU. SLEEP
SOUNDS LiKE
A GOOD iDEA.



no.

ughh--

the

takenng

will

you

not

babynnn!



stinky little
hairball, you think

you can best me just
because I am not

the förster. well, I will tell
you a different--

--story--

hey!



out of here!

let me
out!

people
are not
to eat!

out
I say!

shoot
my way

have to

can’t

breathe

choking

RiFLE

tHE

iS

where

...ht happened...

...sk
her when

she...

... ming
to again...

she’s
stirring!

now, what was all
that SiLLY shooting about?



WHERE’s
the

troll?

there’s no
troll here,

girl.

it tried to
take little
hermann.

little hermann is all fine. and no
thanks to you, mad baroness.

you
tried to
shoot

him!

there was a
giant troll. ten

feet high!
it wanted the

baby. I fought it.
then it swallowed

me.
how

could a
ten-foot

troll have
entered

this
room?!?

and if
that creature

swallowed you,
shouldn’t you be
all covered in
troll-drool?

wet behind
the ears,
but dry
every
place
else.

looks like my eager apprentice has been sleeping
and dreaming on

her watch.

but that’s
impossible! it was

all so real! first the
door opened, but there

was nobody there.

sounds
like a dream,

all right.

then the floor was all
covered in hair and...

hair? on
the floor?

all around
my ankles.
like I was

wading through
a sea of hair. and
then there was

the troll,
and then--

and that “sea of hair”?
what happened to it once

the troll appeared?

it...

it was gone. uh-oh.

could I have aNOTHER
look at your son?

sure. but
don’t let

the baroness
near him.

uh-oh.



looks like a badly
shaven dwarf swapped
nappies with your son.

a changeling?

BLOODY
CHiLD

THiEVES!

this is all the fault
of the baroness!

no, it is mine.
I should have
been the one

guarding
this child.

and I'll be
the one bringing

it back. I just need to
know which sort of

alben bastards
we’re facing here,

wood elves,
water sprites
or, god forbid,
cave dwellers.

Let’s ask
our little

changeling,,,

who
are you
working

for?

don’t,
gereon!

help!
WHo do YOU

SERVe?
you are
hurting

him!

I was only beginning!

it
was the

alben*?!

hnnff

help!

*Pronounced “Ul-Buhn”

stop
it!



thank you, nice
lady. thank you. and now

you tell us
what we need

to know.
or I hand

you right back
to the big, bad

förster.

...

I-I serve
the great lady

Rose Quartz in the
city of albtraum*

under the
mountain.

of course.
it had to be

 cave dwellers.

is that bad,
förster?

just a little
difficult to

get to.

thank
god, I got a
changeling
to show me

the way.

we’re going under the
mountain, gereon? we’ll
be visiting albtraum? I've

read so much
about the

underground
city.

Oh,
gereon,
I'm so

excited!

and we
will join

you.

me and all my
thirteen sons!

we will fight by
your side, förster, and
wrestle little hermann

from the clutches of the
evil elves!

...

that’s
very sweet

of you
to say.

...

*Pronounced “Ulp-Trowm”

your
kindness
is only

outshone
by your
beauty.

ohh.



I am glad to
have you guys
along, all of
you. but you
will need
some
weapons.

weapons?

the alben and
their dwarf servants,

they carry huge swords
and lances. you will
have to go armed.

but we
don’t have
any arms! we will find

something.

“let’s see what you got in your toolshed...”

will
a FLAiL
do?

as long as you
don’t hurt
yourself
with it. hey!

let
us

out!

you
can’t do this,

förster!

you’d just
get yourselves
killed under the

mountain.

not that I like
you guys, but in a place

like this stupid hamlet your
family needs its men -- all
of you idiots! -- or they’ll

fall prey to charitable
people.

you let
them out

once I'm gone,
krista.

but I
am coming
with you!

who
said
so?



you
Need to
catch
mutter

schramme,
girl.

but it was
thAT alben lady,
Rose Quartz, she

killed all the
children!

alben steal children, they
don’t kill them.

nope. we
got an alben

problem and a
mutter schramme
problem, and we

need to deal
with them

both.

you look
after the
prussian
princess
while I'm

away.

but if the parents
strew some sand
in HER BED--

nah, we
want to

catch THE
HAG, don’t

we?

please,
gereon...

draw the
venom from

her claws like
we read in
the books.

well, we
can only do
that if we
stay here.

dammit,
fourth

son, I had
told you

to fix this
wall.



but, father, if
I had fixed it, we
would have been
trapped in there.

now we can
follow the förster.

do you really think such
cheap excuses will save

you from your
punishment?

don’t,
father!

ow!

why are we
treking all

the way down
the mountain?

I'm
treking,
you’re
riding.

what
do you
hope to
find?

there’s
nothing
here!

I wouldn’t
call it nothing.

I'd
call
it a

hole!

some people say it’s
the entrance to albtraum.

but if you ask me, that’s all
just a loAD OF MANURE, since
nobody who entered this cave

ever came back out again.

still,
there’s

no harm in
checking
it out.

don’t, förster. you do
not know this place.

I was
hoping you

would.

“shouldn’t we
be following
the förster?”

“ow!

“ow!
ow!



which
way?

that...
depends...

ON
WHAT?

do you have
a time teller?

I’d heard you
guys didn’t like
these things.

we don’t.
eternal

albtraum
is beyond
the reach
of time.

this place,
however...

what did you do, changeling?
you have broken my watch!

I haven’t.

but it’s all going
crazy and spinning
way ahead of time.

FiXED!

we
take the
lefthand

path.

SEE?



it would
be better for
your health.

I really hope you
know the way.

trust
me, it

would be
better for
yours as

well.

everything should be fine, though,
as long as we follow the compass.

then
I think

I better
take
the...

... compass...

b-but make sure you don’t
touch the walls!

why?

that’s
why!

we should have
brought gloves.

“no, förster. we
never should have
entered the maze.”

touch the walls,
you’ll end up frozen in
stone like these men.

and so
will the time

teller!



where are all these tunnels leading to anyway?

one is leading to albtraum.

“the other ones...

“let’s just
say, they
lead the

wrong way.

“you don’t
want to

take them.

“if you lose your
way in this place...



“... there is no hope for you...”



trying
to frighten me,

are you?

well, I
don’t scare

so easy.

you should.

you
were right...

förster...
we never

should have...
followed

you...
berthold!?!

all of
my sons...
lost in the

maze....

 I've
been looking

for them...
everywhere...

wandering these
caves... for
years and
years...

... for a
whole...

... life...

well, förster, are
you scared now?

where are his sons?

they
lost the

way.

let’s hope they made
it back to the exit.

if they found
the right one.

“there are
many exits out
of the maze...

“... and they
lead to many

different
places...”

... time...

rfff?!?



if they entered
this place without a
time teller, they are

dead or worse.

and with all the nüss men
gone, the mother and the girls

will sink into poverty.

and little
hermann will

only join them if
you rescue him,

förster.

do
you

really
want
to go

on with
your
stupid
quest
now?

They’ll
just have
to learn

latin.

Pater nostril
quEEREST in kaylees

sanctify the tour and
no man two

don’t you want to
pray, too, baroness?



adveni at Rectum Two man fire at voluntas two
and the sick cut in kaylee and in terror

baroness?
I asked

whether you
wanted to--

oh yes. yes.
absolutely.

Panem nostrils cotidianum the noble
hody et dine tonight on noble debita nostrils

but you
have to
leave!

all of you!

Seek out
the nose--

why--?

trust me, the prayer will be much more
effective if I am alone with the child.

if you say so, but--

luise!

come back, demon!



you will
not murder

another
child.

the
midnight milk

is WAiting
for you1

I will
draw your

poison
claws!

poison claws?

I will
show you
my poison
claws!

stop
it!

I said:
stop it!

my
poison
claws?

you
hear
me?



you will not prevent the
death of this child,
stupid girl!

luise
will die

under your
watch!

I won’t let you touch
her, filthy, old gorgon!

STAY AWAY
FROm--

luise!

my girl.

she is safe.

I managed
to catch...

... MUTTER
SCHRAMME!

so this is albtraum?

and
so is the
whole
hamlet!



her name means
elvendream.

iSN’t that also another
word for “nightmare”?

a
flederling*

patrol!

we
got to
hide!

hide!

if they catch
you, they will bring

you before their
masters.

and it would come out that it was you
who SHOWED ME THE WAY through the maze.

I'd be very grateful if
you could finish your
business here without

revealing my
involvement.

I should be able
to arrange that.

she’s so beautiful.

if you say so.

the bats seem to be gone.
for the moment...

mind you,
these guys
are ugly.

SAY,
are those
dwarves
riding the

overgrown
bats?

*Pronounced “Flayderling”



so which
of these
upside
down
and

downside
down

towers
is rose
quartz’
place?

that’s where we
need to go, förster.

where
the big
fishing
line is

dangling
down?

that’s
right.

and how
ARe we

supposed
to get
there?

exactly.

FOLLOW ME.

there
is always
some wood
washed up

on the
lake shore.

we’ll
surely

find a log
that can
take us

to the big
rope.

strange webs you got
here. kinda like a fence.

and
pretty sticky.
be careful not

to touch
them. thank eternity,

the holes are big
enough for you.

makes you
wonder about the
size of the things
these webs were

made for.

and there’s
a log. huge one, too.
that will get us to

the middle of
the lake.

just
climb through

the net,
förster.

scramble
up the fishing

line?



you go first.

after
you.

are you afraid
of a bath,
stinky?

the log
is way too big

for me.

after
you.

no,
after
you.

no,
after
you.

no, no. this is all a
misunderstanding.

liar!

but at
least,
you

pointed
me to
the

right
place!

no. that was
a lie, too!

I still need
to figure out a
way to get up
there, though.

it
was
a lie!

honest to eternity,
I did not mean to feed

you to the olm.

you treacherous little
piece of scheisse!

you got
to believe

me.
honestly,

it was a lie!

but if you
swim for it and

bring it to the shore...



but what I said about the

help!

verdammt!

help!
help!
help!

verdammt!
VERDAMMT!
VERDAMMT!

but they
will not
find you

iF THEY
SPOTTED

you, THEre
WOULD
BE NO

is there
something
wrong with
your voice?

was true.

flederling patrols

help

down
here!

for you.



you
can’t!

your
RiFLE only
fires two

shots.
the
last

FLEDERLiNG
will get

you! you ever
heard of

reloading?
you can’t

do it in time,
förster.

you
can’t!

you
can’t!

you
can’t!



I can!

there
will be more
flederling
patrols.

you
might

just as
well

give up
your
stupid
quest
and

return
to the
upside
while
you
still
can.

So, dwarves
can ride these

critters.

you have
no chance of
getting into
rose quartz’

palace.

I guess it doesn’t matter
whether they’re shaven.



ave Maria,
gratia plena,

Dominus
tecum.

Benedicta tu in mulieribus, et
benedictus fructus ventris tui, iesus.

Sancta
Maria,
Mater

Dei, ora
pro nobis

peccatoribus.
nunc et in

hora mortis
nostrae.

amen.

MUTTER SCHRAMME!



I TOLD YOU TO Keep your filthy
claws off the chi--

your
poison...

can only harm
children...

mutter
schramme...

it doesn’t...
affect... me...

then why
do you look so

affected?



this poison can harm
you, all right.

who are...?

this poison
can kill you!

just as iT CAN KiLL THE CURSED BRAT.

no!

stay out of this!

none of
you peasants
will stop me.

I’ll get
all your
accursed
offspring.

no!

not again!

I will
not have you
kill this child

again!



You cannot have
this one! it’s mine!

and when
it’s dead, there’s
only one more

child left.

and I
will get that

one, too!

you’re
too late
there.

the alben
have already

taken the last
child.

no!

never!

she will not have it!
they
can’t!

no!

no!



he is
gone.

I managed
to save luise

this time.

who... ... are... ... you...?

help her,
albrecht!

she is
dying!

what is...

... going
on here...?

oh, my god!

DO SOMETHiNG!



of course, you could alert your
dwarf brethren. but with a bit
of luck, you might still be
able to keep your valuable
assistance a secret.

and if you help me
find the kid’s chamber, you

might even stay alive.

but I
don’t know
where the
child is!

I find
that hard to

believe.

thankfully,
though, you

traded nappies
with the
nipper...

... and
rhein’s
nose

is very
sharp.

don’t
worry...

“... your scent will lead us to the kid.”

just another sixty
heartbeats, and we will

present the new fosterling
to her ladyship’s visitors

stand ready,
dwarves of
the realm!

“we need
to call the
förster,
albrecht.

“where
is he?”



fifty heartbeats.

a big
child!

what’s the
deal with all
these funny
bone swords
and lances?

they
are bat
claws!

YOU GUYS
DON’T LiKE METAL,

DO YOU?

WE DON’t
like oversized
bullies, either.

a monster child!
a monster child!

back here,
furball!

verdammt!

we are
attacked by
a monster

child!

it wants to
steal the new
fosterling!

forty-five.



verdammt!
verdammt!
verdammt!

we can’t
go back

that way!
we need

to take the
other door!

no! don’t
 förster!

not that one!

yeah. I've learned
to trust your word, my
constant changeling.

and that
hallway

only leads
TO --

“-- Rose Quartz’ salon!”

wait till you see the new
child, my dear milk quartz.

I am quivering with anticipation,
sister. but you already announced
its presentation several hundred

heartbeats ago.
are your underlings
 always this late?

when mama’s domestics are
neglectful of their duty, she

hands them over to me.

no, no,
that door

only leads to
a hallway.



dear gentian
loves to set
their beards
on fire.

wait till
you see my
teeny tot!

and what’s its
name again?

WHY, teeny tot!

when will you
ever start giving
them real names?

ahh, there
they come.

VERDAMMT!

so what do you
think of my
new child?

my, it is
fully grown,
all ugly and
deformed.

VERDAMMT!
VERDAMMT!
VERDAMMT!

what are you talking about?

rose quartz,
rose quartz,
you couldn’t

tell a peach...
... from
a pear.

give it To me, AUNTiE. I have a press that
can squeeze big things small and tight. 

he is the most
imaginative
fosterling
I've ever

had.

this is
impossible!

WHiCH child? the
small one or
the big one?



this is wunderbar!

yes!

it wanted to steal
my teeny tot.

-- my dwarf phalanxes will arrest it!

wait a
minute,
guys!

from
what krista
told me --

-- you
don’t like

Lead!

shoot them!
shoot them!

but don’t
you worry
about my
retainer’s

capabilities,
sister --



and the rest of you
better stay where you are

unless  you want to taste my
bullets as well.

don’t let him
fool you! his weapon
only fires two shots!

he’s
out of

rounds!

blast you,
changeling.

but you know
how fast I am
at reloading.

verdammt!
verdammt!
verdammt!

verdammt!

whoo

gottverdammt!
gottverdammt!
gottverdammt!



hideous
as it looks,

this brute child
is very funny,
rose quartz.

I'd like
to give it
a home
at my

palace.

YEs.
yes.

please.

But it
is mine.

why must
you always be

so self-centred,
rose quartz?

so you
might just

as well give
it to me.

I tried
to stop the
big child.

I did my
best. believe

me, milady
rose

quartz.

it
ventured
into the

maze and I
followed it
to prevent

it from
coming
here.

but it took me
prisoner and
navigated the
maze using --

-- this!

a time teller!?!

You brought a time teller to
eternal albtraum?!?

time is for the
world upside!

you commited
the greatest crime and
sacrilege imaginable!

I get to
punish it.

I’m sure if
I were to consult
the council, they

would take it
away from
you anyway.

it invaded
albtraum, and

so, by rights, it
belongs to all
of albtraum.

I’ll let
you visit

and punish
any time

you
want.



I am sorry,
dear Sister, but

I cannot give
you this child.

“it brought
time to

albtraum.
now time will

DEVOUR it!

“by the most
eternal law, it
has to be put
to the maze!”

but I want to have
it to play with, mama.

I know,
my sweet, I

know. auntie
rose quartz

always was a
spoilsport.

at least,
we’ll get

to watch an
execution.

I admire your wisdom,
milady rose quartz.
the monster child is
spoilt. leniency is
wasted on rotten
apples like
this one. but maybe its

fate can still serve as
an instructive example to

other children.

it will.
and your fate

will serve as an
instructive example to

other changelings.

he joins the
monster
child.

but--



unfortunately, it faces rOSE
QUARTZ’ hopelessly tasteless

dwarf phalanxes.

STAY
AWAY!

there
it goes
again.

wha--?

you?

another monster child
HAS COME TO RESCUE

THEm, mama!

it certainly
appears so.

I TOLD
YOU NEVER
to return!

but--

I was already
beginning to miss you.

and now --

into the maze with

but--

but--

-- into
the maze

with
them!

and
never
ever
come
back!

everybody!



“it looks like the
child has given up.”

yes!
yes!

up
and at the
dwarves!

I want to have a big
lizard, too, mama.

can I have one?
can I have one?



never thought I’d ever welcome
the sight of a giant tadpole --

we owe this new
guy our lives.

he didN’t come to help us.

you
know him?
What’s he

want?

same stupid thing that
you came for, the baby.

“but he
doesn’t
want to

save it...”

guards!

the olm is going to keep
them busy for a while.

everything would have been
so much easier if your stupid

servants had waited
one more night.

I was prepared
to spare you the
spectacle of your
new fosterling
dying in front
of your eyes.

don’t hurt
my child!

you have
left me no

other
choice...

-- but it’s given us just
the distraction we needed!

guards!



no sprog-killing on my watch!
sock the new child!
sock the new child!

oh, this
is so much
fun, mama.

what is your
business with
the little one?

and who the hell
are you anyway?

YES!

let go
of me!

let

go!

UNFAiR!

what
the new

child CHEATED,
mama.

it’s
too
late!

you’re
as good
as dead!

I'll
get...

UNFAiR!

hell--?

the



maybe I
should

have told
you that

the knife is
coated in
a poison.

AND NOW GiVE
MY LiTTLE BOY A

GOOD FiGHT!

YES!
YES!

THiS man
STiLL won’t
stop me!

yes, he
will!

tried to poison me,
you coward!

I'll show
you how I fight

my fights!

AND WiN THEM!

no. not
so hard.

be careful!
DON’t hurt
my tiny tot!

no, it
isn’t

it is coated...

... in a
potion!



I... I loved my tiny tot. I
CARED FOR it, nURSED and
RAiSED it LiKE the GOOD

MOTHER that I am.
but in the end...

in the end it grew
so big and ugly.

they
always

do,
silly.

and
then
one
kills
them.

I... I just
couldn’t
with this
one.

oh,
for your
senility!

and
then it
went
mad...

you
wanted

to replace
me with a new

fosterling
from the
hamlet
up top.

I could
not have

that!

you went
to siebenöd

and--

I killed
every
single
one of
them!

all this
trouble was
your fault,
rosebud!

good thing I left
krista up there to

guard the last child.

are you
the one who
told the girl

the venom was
harmless?

your
precious
krista is
dying. I

poisoned
her.

YOUR

what is your story with this guy?

it...

it is my former
fosterling.

what?

?!?
TOT

TiNY

it...

oh,
for my
soft

heart.



she was
meant to be

safe up
there!

you will

kill

MY
TEENY
TOT!

no

mo--

you don’t want to hit the
little one, do you, Förster?

PLEASE, tiny tot, DO not
hurt the teeny tot.



nobody make a move, or he will kill the child.

the child! the child!

but
nobody
cares
about
me!

if you
cannot
love me
anymore,
mother,
you will
not get
to love
the new

one,
either.

he is
entering
the maze!

he wants to kill himself!

and
the

child!

nobody will
love nobody!

everybody is
so concerned about

the child.



what an ending!

well, I am still alive, and
where this changeling is concerned,

that counts for something.

krista...

the baby...

I have to
help them! Navigate

the maze without
a time teller. kill

yourself.

krista was under my
care, and I deserted her.

she was supposed to
be safe up there.

I THOUGHT
she was only

FACiNG...

-- mutter
schramme?

YEs. go, monster child.

everybody lost.



you brought back the
lost ones, your ladyship. thank

eternity,
you managed
to save my
teeny tot.

while
you got

your just
desSerts,
tiny tot.

I am not the one that
you called tiny tot.

this is tiny tot.

you
called me

teeny
tot.

I won’t TAKE back
my fosterling in

such a bad shape!
can you return him

to the maze and turn
back his wheel?

but I have
decided to stay
this age, lady
rose quartz. my family has lost

its father and all its
sons. they need a new

father to look after them.

then I take the
other one.

looks like
everybody is

sorted.

except for...

gereon!

wrong?!?
Just look
at you, all
old, kaputt

and
rotten.

please
calm yourself,

milAdy, and
listen.

you’re
wrong,

great lady
Rose

Quartz.

this will not do, your ladyship.



wh--? you acted like the bloody
fool you’ve always been!

bring
the potiON
knife to
young

krista. it
will heal
the girl
like it
healed
you.

and take
that way,
gereon.

wh--?

haven’t you
figured it out yet,
you stupid oaf?

Rose Quartz’ tower
is the bottom end of
the siebenöd well!

what the hell is going on HERE?
and listen,

mutter schramme,
I do not take that

 kind of lip from some
shrivelled, old
demon crone!

don’t you know who the
lady is, monSTER CHiLD?

that is no way
to talk to the
baroness!

wh--?

it’s much
shorter.



the poor girl. to have to die so young. she will
never get to have a husband and children.

that’s going
to spare her a lot

of trouble.

shut up!

and get
your bloody
buckets out
of my face!

where is she?

förster!

Krista! my
blueblooded

bluestocking of
a fat-headed
assistant!

where is HER
HiGH-AND-MiGHTY-

NESS?

we prayed and
prayed all
night, but
we could
not help

her.

frau kienhofer.
she is fighting death.

and she is losing!

krista!

gereon...

I did my best... but... it wasn’t
mutter schramme... it was a man...

with a poison knife... it...
did you bring back
the child, gereon?

take me
to her.

hnn?



all
is well,
girl.

the knife?

you want to
kill me! don’T

struggle,
girl.

no!

All is
well.

all is
well.

nooo!

what did you
do, förster? she will be better

right away.
what...

I wish
I knew,
girl.

there’s
only one
thing I am
sure off.

that little
scratch of

yours is going
to leave one
ugly scar.

THE END

that’s
his knife!

I hope.

what
happened,
gereon?

?
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