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THE GIRL HAD LIVED IN THE GREAT SWAMP OF ¥
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ALL SHE KNEW WAS THE VAST SWAMP
THAT HAD ALWAYS BEEN HER HOME.




I A
ONE NIGHT WHEN SHE COULD NOT SLEEP. LACUNA
FELT THE PRES

SHE DRANK THE
BITTER TASTING
INK TO SURVIVE.

AND SHE ATE THE
FOUL BULRUSHES
THAT GREW THERE.

THOUGH SHE KNEW NO 0THER HOME, SHE LONGED
TO LEAVE THE SWAMP, TO GO BEYOND THIS
ENDLESS TANGLE OF VINES AND TREES, THESE
POOLS OF INK THAT GAVE BACK NO REFLECTION.

NO REFLECTION. BUT SHE DID HAVE A NAME.
ALTHOUGH SHE HAD NO MEMORY OF PARENTS
WHO MIGHT HAVE GIVEN HER THIS NAME, SHE
SOMEHOW KNEW THAT IT WAS HERS: LACUNA.




What are you?
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I have never come
across you before. The
swamp is big and you
arc a small thing in it.
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But now that I
have found you, I
will do as I do toall
who trespass here.
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I am Polaris, a
will-o™-the-wisp.

And I am the only
onc allowed to live
in this swamp.
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not to come here!
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This swamp
belongs to you.

= I'll tell them
- you're beautiful.
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And exactly
what will you tell
them about me?




