Auch Clawe

The Fve nf IIR/00




Planet UB/09.

A world under the

| unblinking gaze of
the All-Seeing Eye.

Ty

Where...
where... where are
we, Auch Claw?




Excuse me! Hope is a forgotten [{
We're lost. What language on UB/09.
happened to ._

this place?

_ Boogeyboo happene
i | The Eye brought him
_—%, to break us. .




New toys to break!
The loves a fresh audience!




Auch Claw?
Where did you go!?







Let go! The Eye
will burn you
for this!



Help me... | can't stop it...
the Eye cursed me!







Bound by magic,
anchored by will. |
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Eye is failing.




You did it! You really
did it, Auch Claw!




The chaos is gone.
You have given us
our city back.




Magic flows like a healing river,
mending what was broken.




We really did
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Stay your wrath,
little hand. I come
not for war, but for
a proposal.




The All-Seeing
Eye is going blind.
If it fails, the universe
follows.

The Supreme

Boogeyman requires your
unique talents to fix it.

Will you come?




One battle ends, but the war for reality has just begun.




AuchlCiaw”

The Devil’s Waitina Room




It is blocked by This is an outrage!
administration. : 5 g
I am an Envoy of the

Crimson Circle! I demand
immediate passage!

"

Take a ticket, sir.
We're currentl
serving number four.




Uhs.. excuse me,
Mr. Emmy? What
number do we have?

Eight thousand,
four hundred and

ninety-two.

Oh dear. That
might take a while.
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Attention all
waiking nools. The
Queue-Worm is
currently eating
the exits. Expect
further delays.

It's eating
the doors! How
will we leave?

Stand aside, child.
I shall dispatch this
vermin with infernal

hellfire!




ancient pacts

Sir! No
unauthorized
spebcawking in the
waiting area! You'll
lose your place
in line!




| think Arch
Claw wants to
fight it!










The fool!
He has been
consumed!










I was
so worried!

Hmph. A crude
tactic, but
effective.

But the doors are
gone. How do we get
to the Scammer
Scarnyman now?




When no path
remains, the hand
must draw one.







Impossible!
That is ancient
magic! No m'ortal
key could open

a void-gate!

You're
amazing,
Auch Clee!




Gosh, Where
are we? |5 this
the Supreme
Beingyneas's
reqrm?
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Aaah Clove
is that you?




This place... it is
older than the Eye
itself.

The past is never truly
buried. It only waits for
a hand to uncover it.




Aucu ClLaw

E The Museum of .
Unfinished Monsters

1




The door between worlds
opens into a graveyard of
abandoned nightmares.

Excuse me...
is this the Supreme
Divejsgmen’s lease?
It seems a bit...

This is the Museum of
Unfinished Monsters. A
repository for terrors
deemed too impractical,
teo ridiculous, or simply
too expensive to
complete.




Welcome, anomalies.

I am Madam Mayles,

the curator of what
could have been.

Hello, Madam.
We are looking for the
Supreme Biogenetor.

We have a token.
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A token? Oh, my dear
boy. You don't need a token.
You're brought me the
ultimate switch. A revered
hand that walks like @ man.
How wonderfully
incompeent.




For centuries, | have
preserved these curtoaifs.
But recently, | acquired a
piece of true protection:

A shard from the All-Seeing
Eye itself!

" A fragment of
the ancient gelic,

_shown fo bring
the unheatad
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Mwan! Mwan!
[ will drink
your blood!

Oh. Um.
Should T tum
elezar? [ don't

want to imake this
difficult for you.

[ refuse to
be intimidated
by a joint.




They are flawed, yes!
But evén the whenk, I will
make them whole! And I will

start by adding you to my
collection, beast!




Yes! The hand!
Get me out of here!
This lighting is terrible
for my complexion!

My, Boogeyboo!
Are you an unfinished
monster too?

Linfinished? [ am
o masterpiece of terror!
Too bad I was homeless.
I refused to show the
spotlight with a half-baked

gargoyle!




True combat requires

knowing when to
let the enemy defeat itself.




Enough! If you
will not be an adulit,
you will be now
maokiesn/




You see? He is
rothirg but a pawn
part. Ml destrop him,
in the duel

Madar, | must
object. That hand is
now my diplomatic
protection, and | find

vour currious standards

appalling.
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Kid! Break the glass!
I can handle this

burg rdr-lice rnooistache!
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Ouch. Excuse me,
but I need to
borrow you.




-
Finally!
The stage is mine!
-

Prepare for
the performance
of a lifetime!




And now for you,
little boy. You don't look

authorized at all. You just

look... lost




Awiln Claire, I knew
you're not enfariuGed.

You're exactly what
you're supposed fo be.

Wholeness is not

a matter of anatomy,
but of purpose.




My glasses! | can’t
see the exhibits!







Thank you. | feel

much less eagry now

You fixed them,
Aunt Claw! You
made Etfan happy!

Yes, yes, very touching.
Now, where is the exit?
This place smells like
molaballs and failure.




Ahem._ Yes.

We must proceed.
The Supreme

Boogeyman awaits.

Where is that?
It looks like a very
loved place.




That... that is the
Kingdom of Nod. The
area wherei you hold is
the only thing that can
navigate its borders.

Nod! Nobady
post there! It's been
cursd for a century!

The madness is

terrible!

Then we shall
bring them «

conclusion. Come.




The enchanted
find their peace,
but the true eye

remarng wide auake,

burning with
exhaustion,

- ” r. .
e Next: The Kingdom
I T}t Couldn't Sleep.
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The Kingdom of Nod
has not truly slept
in a century. L

Behold. The center
of cotmic exhaustion.
Why is
everyone sleeping

standing up? . 1}

They horveer
seconds of rest
between oufits,




The Nightmare
Auditor takes every
dream before it

begins.

Taking
nightmares? Those
are my intellectual

property.

Without dreams,
the Eye cannot blink.
Without a blink,
reality burns.




Take the dream
thal [ only dreamed
of a sandwich!

Ne, thank you.
I'm not the waditer.
And that sounds like a




Unauthorizd
REM sleep detected
in Sector Four.

You over bock tonce
on three nighimmes

invoking a giant hand.

He's my friend!
That wasn't a
nightmare!




Terrible is not
a recognized

definition.
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These figures
lack nugnce.
And ariety.




You cannot

punich a liar, enemiry.

It was a
very good try.




| possess
diplomatic immunity
from subconscious
audits!




Now, anomaly,
let us inspect
your dreams.

Errve. No
brainwaves.

No sleep cycle.




You cannot

fax the dreams
of a hand.

Impossible!
Everyone dreams!
Everyone pays!




Stay back!
You violate every
litey-sigptication

statute!

Auck Ciew!
The numbers are
holding all
the dreams!




Unregulated
énvvbock! Highly
irregular!

I must believe
the... the...




You did it!
You audited the
auditor!

Your snoring
lacked authority.




The shard isn't

only a map. It's
part of the Eye!
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It's bu'r'ﬂkj'ng*
We fand it...

right?

Stop! A completed
mask may never be
reversed!

The show is over.
No encore.




It's very
dark, Azch Cave.
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But | know
you're here.
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The Great Sreoee.
The worlds begin
to dream again.

The lutl is

effectivil. The Eye
is bound

Wake me when
terror is fushionable
again




Now that the
Eye is safe... will
you still need me?

Good. I still
need you too.




The fire offers
its great wisiom!
your next tacie. 8

is brilliant, clearly o
superiors clear order.

At last, | have
a negotiation
to make.




The Eye rests.
The worlds dream.

A boy and a hand

have nothing left
to prove.

THE END.




