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A Bigger Fish was photographed entirely on virtoal location in The Junk Yard and The Great
Fissure, which are parts of The Wastelands in Second LiPe®. Consent to vse these locations
specifically and only Por this project has been graciouvsly extended by the creator, owner,
and game administrator of The Wastelands, NeoBokrug Elytis.

special thanks to Jubal @uintus Por allowing me vse his Pantastic Trade Post as a set. My
ever-lovin' thanks to Catherine DeWitt, NeoBokrug Elytis, NickCitrus, Aposiopesis Fullstop,
Angharad Greggan, Dan Seawwconds, Cliban Callow, ZTAR, Marko, Tralala Loordes, Lunesta
Matova, Gnawbert, Briel the Fallen, Abrahambone, sandusky kayvon, The Motant Witch of the
Wastes, Itch, Beans, Irk, Jedidiah stone, Kayanite, and PanPot Por their inspiration and
encouvragement.

The characters of Bec, Mavis, and Ned, and the content of their story, are the exclusive
property of Wyx Press and Jason DeWitt, copyright 2015, unless otherwise noted. No part of
this work may be reproduced without the explicit consent of the creator. Virtuval donkeys
used in this episode were not harmed bePore they were served with potatoes and gravy.

This issve is dedicated to the many awesome Wastelanders who turned out to Pill the Trade
Post, Wou know who you are! I was honored to have such participation. Wastelanders Rule!

Look Por the Pollowup is5ve, Dangerouvs Elements.
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1 hole in the botom of My
| Pall in there somehow ...

-

| 1t made me Peel good to [EEEEEEIN oE
be good at something. |
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[ And T was really | &
| good at what I did. | B
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Mgbag was Pat with liPted Pood and some
hardware that Mavis told me to grab Por
him. Just one more mark and I'd call it a day.

’

Please mister, 1
ain't had anything to eat
Por three days!




Here, let me
give you a erust of
: My bread.

- i ‘ Gimme that!

Come back
herel!
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When I ran into a gu by

accident I couldn't help myself...
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My hands just do it, I don't
| even have to think about it.







It was a pretty good havl but I'd Pished the waters
dry Por the day so I headed back to camp. It was

| time to [earn more Prom the man who'd become my

| teacher, my mentor. Time to learn Prom the master.

I was thinking how locky I was,
being naturally talented and
having someone to teach me
the Piner points of the trade.
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Hold it

right there!




That pistol hasn't had
slugs in it Porever.

Besides, who is gonna be
out here but me anyway?

Oh, Wou'd be surprised. Lots
oP things come crawling out of the
sands around here. Things You can
steal, sometimes.

I've been seeing those
wild dogs roaming around again,
keep an eye out.
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50, what did you bring
Me today, kid?

atop calling me kid! I
¢an bury you old man!

The best bit today was
two coins I lifbed oPP a guy I
ran into by accident.

You shovld'ah seen
how Past I grabbed
that pouch!

That's my girl, always
watching Por that Plash of
opportunity... You took your part
OPF the top I expect.



|1‘H' 3

I'll tell you when
you're ready...

... and right now

You have a big mouth

and think nobody can
touch you.

You know I would
never do that!

save the
dramatics Por the
marks, I know who
you are.

Well, when are we gonna work
together, huh? I bet we could hit: @
caravan you and me, or maybe that trade
post We saw a Pew days back. Just let
Me in on a big one, I'm ready!




And that can
get You and peopie
around you killed!

You're right: though, we need a
bigger haul. I'm tired of living on scraps Prom
town. What we need is a big target, some Pat
merchant, oot on his own, loaded with
salvage and cargo...

You should'ah seen
the guy with the bread! He just
stood there like a post witih this dumb
expression. Why do they always say
COME BACK HERE! Like I'm gonna
turn around!

People are
such idiots, just waiting
Por me to come and take
what they got!

It's the way of the
world, Bec. But be carePul becavse
you're a part of that way, too. They say
in the big waters there are Pish of all sizes,
but no matter what kind of Pish there's
always a bigger Pish that can
come along and eat it.

Your mark today was a
small Pish, s0 good Por you. But
you are someone's small Pish and
You best watich out Por him.

I don't like Fish.




Shhh... someone
is coming...

Get that loot
back in the bag...

I think I
see @ nice Pat
little Pish...

You just keep

your yap shot and
wait Por My move...

Hello Priend, we saw
you riding up. What can
we do Por you?




Well now that's the
kindest greeting I've had in awhile! My
name is Ned, I'm a trader passing through these
parts. I saw your camp and wondered if I
could join you.

Ol' Betty here
needs a rest and
50 do I.

Then come
join vs, Ned!

I'm John and this is
My idiot sister, Lavra.
We're on our way north

to look Por work.

I've been up north,
not Much work there but I wish you
both luck. I've just come Prom the Qutlands,
good trade there with those hill
people, kind Polks.

Someone of My size
and age Pinds himself depending
on the kindness of strangers
Par too oPten!




Well you ¢an rest
easy here Por the night,
Lavra and I are off in

the morning.

Now, I have a bottle of
something here I'd like to open
Por you, as a thank yoo.

M
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Let me see, yes
here we are!

It's pretty strong
50 don't get it too
close to the Pire.




[ Just like Mavis taught me, I watched |
| to make sure the guy with the bottle
drank some of it First, which he did.




Idiot
sister, huh...Z
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You know, I have a
campPire tale about a mutant and
abuzzard, iP you'd like to hear it
I'd be happy to recite!

Why Ned, I think
that's a Pine idea! Lavra here
won't understand much bot I

love a good tale!

- Well, it: all

begins with a mutant
who is walking alone in
the desert...



[ And there they sat, the best thieP I know |
| and a lone merchant Pat with treasure. I
just sat quiet and waited Por his signal. |

L — —— —

‘f
(>3]

f Tg just kept on ugngad }
telling stories like old Priends.

- — —

| I Pigured Mavis would walk oP? Por a second then come
| back with the gun out. I'd seen him pull that caper before. |

| 1t Pelt like knowing the punchiine |
| bePore the end of the joke. .
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That sure is a Pine
bottle of hooch but it's
geing right through me!

I'll be right back.

You're a quiet
little thing. I like
that in a slave.
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Let's see you get: on your
khees now, and drop that gun in
your belt out where I can see it..

Move slow.

HMMM... What to
do, what to do...




What are you going
to do to me?

Girl, what am I not
going to do to youv?

The next
morning I
Woke Up With
a headache
and a shiner. |

Well now, good
morning! I have to hand it to you
two, You managed to steal some
good salvage that will Pet.ch me

a nice pile of coin!

But you,
You're the best: bit
on this ron.




I never did Pind out what |
happened to Mavis... _

It turns out I was
a pretty small Pish.
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