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When scavengers and Peral children
| OF the wastelands meet around a
Pire, inevitably the stories begin...

Now that was a

pretty good one...

But I've got a stiory you
won't oPten hear...

And I don't oPten
tell it, but You kids look like
You ¢an handle it.



They say that aPter the end of the old world
some of the animals got a lot smarter.

Maybe it was something in the air or the water,
or maube it was just their time to rise.

They grew big like men, and savvy.
And they were hated Por it.
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They had thoughts and Peelings,
and had lives just like v5.



Well, sort of like vs.




Now listen vp
and you Mmight just learn
a thing or two.

I know that some won't believe my
story and others may want to kill me about it
but I'm not aPraid of what people think of me

anymore, or ashamed of what I did.

This is the story and
You can take what you
will Prom it.

As Por me, My
hame is Itch.

That's about all
You need t:o know.




It all started when
I Pound the house.

I thought maybe it was a crate
becavse I could hear it was
hollow underneath and I guess
curiosity alone lead me to pry
Up a corner and peek inside.
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1 was digging a hole in the 5and oot in

| the middle of nowhere, and I don't want

to talk about why, when my shovel hit
something metal about waist deep.




But it wasn't a ¢crate,
it was an attic.

I made an opening in the roof big enough
to crawl through and lit a candle.

Under all that sand was a house Prom |
the old world, buried by the years but

not ¢rushed like You'd expect.




There were regular-sized rats, that was
clear, but down there under the sands it was
calm and silent, and I liked it right away.
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It rommded Me of a dreaM I have Sometimes about a place with green plants
ever‘gwher*e and clean water. IM a!one and have no Pear and that paradise is al! Mine.
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But I haven't seen a green thing
growing since I was a kid. -

There were three good rooms and | s ben S
another that was sort of caved in 50 A '
I had enough space to Peel like a king. N -
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I set vp liPe in the
house, made a comPy
nest Por myself and
tried to put things in
order. There was a
drip of water coming
Prom an old pipe that
Pilled a cup every
day. Foul water but
it didn't kill me.

I Pound a bonch of old books
mostly wrecked by time but
they were amusing. It
seemed like the hovse was
providing everything.




I lived there a Pull turn of the seasons before he arrived. It was
the middle of a hot spell and I was at home sorting salvage when
I heard a thud at the door, and then scratching sounds.
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1 thought someone had ?" \.
Pound me but when I got vp -_

160 look through the peek
| hole T saw him laying there, |
| almost beat to death.




I don't know what it was
that made me do it, I could
have lePt him there to be
cavght or killed. But I guess
Ijust didn't do that.

Did he smell
really bad?

Well, I'm
trying to tell
the story.

I could also hear voices in
the distance getting
¢loser that sovnded like
they were looking Por him.

The voices roamed around Por
awhile but eventoally went
away. And there was a rat man.




I shouldered him
down to the
house and put him
on the Ploor. He
was in pretty bad
shape, the worst
oP it being a bone
sticking out Prom
his hind leg.

He was moving but not much o
I got him the cup of water Por
the day and set it down Por
him carePul and backed away.

He hissed some and I don't blame him, but
eventually he drank a little. I kept My kniPe handy
but out of sight: and wondered if I did the right
thing or iP I'd just brought about my own end.
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I knew the broken bone was X
going to be a problem vnless it
was set right so I just started
| talking to him about it.
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This is going to
\ really, really hort...

He seemed to
understand
enough to let
Me get close so0
I gave him a
rope to bite on
and pushed
that bone back
into place with
MY bare hands.




He spent a long time with his leg
wrapped up, Me bringing him water
and as much Pood as 1 could.
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- That's when I
1 a knew what

kind of world
I lived in.




It was =

during that e E e
time that I - _ }
got 6o know VP
him you

Might, 5ay.

He never ate

all of his -
Pood, always o

lePt a little ey

bit to give L

back to me. '
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One day when I brought his water he ovt o nowhere says "thank you"
in @ weird, toothy voice. Turns out @ human trader tavght him some

words that he could just barely Porm With his snout and teeth.
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He told me he would be dead
without me, that the men
chasing him hated his kind.

: He told me his name
— was Ghawbert.
Or maybe it was Robert,
it was hard to tell.



Gnawbert told me that he came Prom a big
Pamily in a place he called the Dark City.
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I never did know how many of his kin there
Wwere because he loses count around eight, but

I assume there were once a lot of his kind.




He didn't say much about what happened to
them, just that they were all gone now.

Maybe it was poisoned
cheese, I don't know.
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One morning I
woke up to Pind
a deadly ember
beetile on my
¢hest. They are

rare bot I don't
have to tell you
how Past a man
¢an die Prom a
single bite.

That ol' rat saved
MY life and had
himself a nice
little snack, too.

Apparently the
poison doesn't
Mean much to a
giant rat man.
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It started to craw vp
to my throat but just
then I heard a whoosh
and then a pop sound,
which was Gnawbert
skewering that damn
beetle with his claw.




It was a Poll
three moons

bePore Gnawbenrt
could stand on
| that leg and much
| longer bePore he
| could walk. I just
| kept tending to
him I guess
becavse I didn't
have much else to
do. We sort of
Pormed a bond in
that time and 1
also think the
house was happy
to have Polkks
inside it again.
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I'd sit: with him and Plip
through the old books

and he'd laugh his hissy
lavgh at the pictures.

We'd talk Por hours
some days, he'd
describe his life in
the Dark City...
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. Lf ...and I'd tell him about the amazing
green growing place I dream about.
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' radl 3 il One morning aPter Gnawbert was able to get
e .“( around by himself I woke vp to Pind him gone.
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I didn't know what to think, the house Pelt 50
empty suddenly and I wondered if I'd ever see

him again. I even missed that weird smell of his.
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1 just kept staring at the Pront
| door and hoping he was alright.



Later that aPternoon he came
back with a terrible limp and
some meat. He didn't say where
he got it: or even what it was but
we had a nice meal of it and he
seemed pleased with himselp.

Let's get you
back in your nest.
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Well, the rat man could have lePt anytime aPter that and we
both knew it, but Gnawbert stayed arovnd Por a Pew more
Mmoons, squedking at the picture books like old times.

But he would leave the house every so oPten
and the times away got longer and longer. I
guess it was then that I Pigured out it had
to end. He wasn't going to stay Porever.

It just wasn't his nature, and nature
does whatever the hell it wants.
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50 the day Pinally came when he said he

had to go. I was sad inside but I
understood. I gave him My hat becavse he
said he liked it, and it looked smart on him.

He said a hissy thanks and we just stared at each
other Por a time. Last I saw of Gnawbert he was
a!l:,ing into the wastelands toward who knows what.
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Later that aPternoon I Pound a h.!
single green leaf that he lePt on the “i', .
table, a goodbye present I guess. 3 i‘l ! {
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|1 have no idea
Where he got it..



Were there any Did his broke leg gush

cute baby rats? blood really bad?

Hold on now, I'm not done!
There's a lesson here...

You could say I
learned some things Prom
that big smelly rat, like how two
diPPerent ¢creatiores can get
along if they have to.




I know what Priendship is

like now, and good company.

And I learned that a little kindness can save - P
a life, and make yours a little bit better, too. &
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