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HEED MY WORDS,

TODAY YOU SHALL
DIE BY MY AXE!

-




WELL, WELL, WE’LL BE
SEEIN’ ABOUT THAT
—

YOU’LL HAVE TO
\  HIT ME, FIRST!







WHAT’S THE

CAN’T KEEP UP?

NO NEED FOR ’EM,
YA KNOW,
IF YA KILL YOUR
FOE BEFORE HE
CAN HIT YA

YA HIDE BEHIND THOSE
PLATES LIKE A COWARD




I ONLY NEED ONE
GOOD HIT ON YOU, AND
YOUR HEAD IS MINE!




AND ME BLADE CUT CLEAN
THROUGH HIS NECK!

AYE, THAT’S
ALL WELL
AND DANDY...

BUT GOOD GOD MAN, PUT ON SOME
CLOTHES AT THE TAVERN!
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THIS IS MY APPRENTICE,
CAROLINE

L
I ASK YA
TO TEACH
HER YOUR
UNRIVALED
TECHNIQUES
IN COMBAT




WAIT

G

IS HE ACTUALLY

I DON’T KNOW, T WAS
THINKING LIKE,

WERE YA EMOTIONALLY NAKED?
EXPECTIN’

FROM THE
NAME’?

PERHAPS HE WAS A POET
WHO BARED HIS SOUL
THROUGH HIS WRITING




ARMOR’S A MANIFESTATION OF FEAR, LASS
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V YA DOUBT YOUR ABBILITY
TO DEFEAT THE ENEMY
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YA FEAR HIS BLADE
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YA COVER YOURSELF IN PLATES,
/, SLLOWIN’ YA DOWN AND
RESTRICTIN’ YOUR MOVEMENT!

SOON YA FEAR EVER BEIN’
SEEN WITHOUT ARMOR

YA BEGIN WEARIN’
BITS OF CLOTHES ALL
THE TIME

YA FEAR BEIN’
NAKED ITSELF!

CAST AWAY

THOSE ACCURSED
GARMENTS AND
FREE YOURSELF

FROM YOUR
FEARS!!



AH WELL

NO, YOU’RE
JUST A DAMN
LOON!

YOU’RE THE BEST
TEACHER THERE
IS, UP *TILL THE
STUDENTS ALL
QUIT WHEN YA
TELL ’EM TO
FIGHT NAKED!

AYE, THAT’S WHY I MOVED YOU’RE WEEDIN’ PLENTY
IT UP TO THE FIRST LESSON OF FLOWERS, TOO!
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WEED ’EM
OUT EARLY!




C’MON DEAR

WE’LL FIND
YA A BETTER
TEACHER THAN
THIS OAF

SUCH A SHAME

THE YOUTH

THESE DAYS

AND THEIR
MODESTY
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