Our Sfory: THE LATCHSTRING IS ourT,
AND ALFRED TIMIDLY OPENS THE DOOR
OF HIS MOTHER'S HOVEL. PRINCE VALIANT
FOLLOWS HIM INTO THE DIM INTERIOR,
WONDERING.

“COME N, MY FINE LORDS,” CACKLES
ATHIN, RASPING VOICE. IN'A CORNER
A BUNDLE OF RAGS MOVES, REVEALING
A HAGGARD WITCHWOMAN

T
*SIT DOWN, YOU CRINGING SEREIM
AND ALFRED OBEYS, “You ARE My

MASTERFIECE! YOU, WITH THE SOUL |
OF A SERVANT, ARE THE RIGHTFUL HEIR
70 VERNON HALL? THIS 18 THE HOUR.
OF MY REVENGEI*

¥YES, I WAS ONCE THE
DRUNKEN BRUTE WHO

BEAUTIFUL LADY VERNON, MARRIFD TO A

CARESSED ME WITH IS BOOT AND KISSED ME

LORD OF VERNON WALL, WHOM THE FIENDS HAVE AT LAST WATH THE BACK OF HIS HAND., NOW YU, AN ISNORANT PEASANT

TAKEN, AND YOU, LOWLY ALFRED, ARE HIS FIRST-BORNI Y

FOR WIFES*

ARE MASTER OF VERNON AND CAN HAVE GWENDOLYN BERKELEY

THEN SHE TELLS THEM WHERE THEY
CAN FIND THE YELLOWED PARCHMENT
THAT PROVES BEYOND A DOUBT THAT
ALFRED IS INDEED MASTER OF VERNGCN,

YTHIS DAY I HAVE DRAGGED THE PROUD
CF VERNON DOWN TO THE LEVEL OF
A LACKEYI®  WITH A WILD BURST OF
LAUGHTER SHE FALLS BACK, AND PEACE
COMES AT LA_ST‘_TDIA TROUBLED SouL,
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LORD ALFRED OF VERNON HALL AN
SIR VALIANT, PRINCE OF THULE, BECOME
GRAVEDIGGERS,
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