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4 YOULL BE

THE DEATH OF
ME, MAKING ME
RUN AROUND
LIKE THIS.

IN MOROCCO?

S0 IT’S NOT TRUE,
THEN? YOU WERENT
A PRINCE?

WEI—(—)} 15172
HUH LL

BUT | DID KNOW A PRINCE
WELL ONCE. THE PRINCE
OF THE JEBEL.

DID YOU MEET HIM
BACK THERE IN THE
MOUNTAINS?

IT BEGAN IN THE
TRENCHES. DURING
THE GREAT WAR...

IT ALL STARTED
BECAUSE OF
A HEDGEHOG...



... AN ALCOHOLIC

DOESN’T TAKE
MUCH TO MAKE
YOU HAPPY, EH?

HEY, LEON, YOU HAD
' ENOUGH OF THAT PLONK,
R YOU WANT SOME

O O,
OF MINEZ JUST ASKIN®,
‘CAUSE |—

NOW REMEMBER,
IE WAS MORE USED

TO LIVING AT THE
TTOM

BO A HOLE
THAN WE POILUS WERE.

NEVER FORGET, MY LOVE:
YOUR PORTRAIT GIVES
THE STRENGTH TO—

TO EAT
SOME
KRAUTL

LEAVE’ IM
ALONE,
STUMPY.

YOU’LL WAKE
JUNIOR.

OUR LITTLE
CHEgUB’S IN LOVE.
MOUTHFUL OF ROTTEN
TEETH COULDN’T
UNDERSTAND.

BACK WHERE | COME

BUT WHEN
| REACHED THAT LEVEL
OF ENLIGHTENMENT,
IT WAS TOO LATE.

VOU’RE A MADE

AS THE REST OF
us.

YOU CAN’T ORDER ME “

ANYTHING FOR ME!L

Y’KNOW WHAT?
YOU’RE RIGHT.

| HAD_MY GUN,
Y U

DAY WHEN |
RAINING SHRAPNEL.




. DE PRAMPEAND,
YOU’RE NOT COLONEL.
A CAVALRYMAN
ANYMORE,
PRAMPEAND.

YOU THINK YOU’RE

CLEVER, PLAYING

PETTY NOBLEMAN
WITH ME?

CALIXTE
DE PRAMPEAND.
THAT IS MY NAME.

_ GOOD. YOU HAVE AN HOUI R
AROUND HERE, THE BULLHEADED 7
sEE R R e . 4 NE BRAGE Ts”fx‘f{ir'rs”iﬂeé’ Rr%’?
EAND? TO PRVOVVE YOURSELF

THE BlééE&T DUMBF(&JRCﬁ EOWF vs
LIEUTENANT, WITH HIS BLUE BLOOD,
HIS PRECIOUS “DE®, AND HIS
PRETENSIONS TO CHIVALRY YOou

KNOW WHY HE WAS EVEN THEREZ g POOR BEAST DRIVEN MAD BY ITS OWN

A HORSE HAD SEALED
HIS FATE FOR HIM.




