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part of The Wastelands in Second LiPe®. Consent to vse this location specifically and only Por
this project has been graciovsly extended by the creator, owner, and game administrator of
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Irk's ballad is based on a poem Prom the Egyptian Middle kingdom, as Pound on the LP entitled
"Origins and Meanings: Primitive and Archaic Poetry" Prom Broadside Records (BR 651), 1968.
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oP 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. Never trust strangers who
arrive in the night.
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\ "My name smells worse than the buzzard |F.
4 on days when the sun burns hot." |
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+ "M% name stinks more than Pishermen ||'
1 or Bhe sick pools they have Pished."
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:1 "My name smells more than a marimal _uf'
Wwho has been Pound stealing meat."
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It needs
More Porce...

o0

A good
ballad must strike
like a machete...

,' "Behold! My name stinks more than the odor of
J carrion birds on days when the son burns hot!"
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“ "Behold! My name smells more than Pishermen and H'T
| the shores of the sick pools they have Pished!"
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' "Behold! My name stinks more than that of a :r
f_ manimal accused of taking someone's meat!"
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Vile beast! Did you
come back Por the
other one?

CoMe take it/



I dare youv!

Qily devil...




The sky
will s00n bruise
with night.

Hmmm....
that might do.







sacred totem
spirits, watch over
Me tonight!




Later that evening...

Oi there!1'll be no
trouble to a noble motant
s0¢h as you!

I saw your camp
nd hoped to pass the night,
share a peacePul tale and
some Food!
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Where I am Prom
humans are the Pood.

But tonight we will
eat, what you have.

( 5it by the Pire.
IamIrk.

Well hello Irk, my name is Mavis!
I'm gratePul Por the welcome... doesn't
happen much in this world!




I have been alone many
days in the desert and the

sound of another voice is
good on My ear.

No. I wander
becavse have no

place to go.
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I understand what you say
about havin' no place to go. For me

Al it's more like there's no place I WANT
ol to go, khow what I mean?

Well, it's like sayin’
Wherever I am, that's where I'm
supposed to be Por some reason. 5o I J
got no place to go becauvse I'm
always there!

Homans think
strangely.
On that we
agree!




I will tell you the story.
It is a bale of woe.

I have no place to go
becavse I am exiled Prom My tribe. I
Pailed to pass the rites of a warrior and
was cast out, never to return to my
Pamily or Priends.

Cast out huh? What
did you... I mean, Lh,
what happened?
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H "The rites last many days
under the blazu;gl 50, testmq Ya

Y one's head, heart, and hands.
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3‘ "Each day I endured, each dag
" I succeeded, and I thought ~ |}
Mgselp to surely be a warrior."
e a—z—' —ﬁa?‘:w—sn'—--';a- = -_

)

P S e e e

" "But on the last day, the day of the hunt

‘ ¢ When the warrior must make a kill witha !

| weapon crafted bg his own hands |
= Teaape --:-- _'j* — 2= - -

On bhab dag I Pa:red "
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Y "I tracked an oily black turkey

'f buzzard Por most of the day,
waiting Por him to come Within
 the swing of my weapon

{.._a.h.ﬂ.—_;:-"u-_t‘.'_ S e S
a 'BUL When my moment came the weapo
W broke and the buzzard atbtacked, W
1| baking My eve and nearly my life."
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j "When I returned to my tribe the children Mmocked me, W
 @sking if someone made a lollypop Prom my eyeball.”
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"Wow I wished the Poul bird |
“would have killed me that dag.“
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] That's a
; tale that deserves
- ‘ b another drink!
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And what of you?



MeZ Aw, not much to
tell really. Just a man out
in the sands doin’ the best

he can, as they say!

Tryin' to stay
¢lear of them bandits
out this way.

Bandits?




Oh yes, bandits in these
parts will rob you blind and leave you to
the buzzards! Good thing there's tWo of us
here, they mostly like to prey on Polks
When they're alone.

Then thank you Por sharing
a tale and a Pire with a
mutant in the badlands!

Let's drink to
that then!



I am now writing a
ballad o my suPPering
that perhaps my Pailufe
will cavtion others.

A ballad? I'd sure
like to hear that,
yes I would!

Hell yes I want to
hear a mutant ballad!
Let me hear it!

Very well, but I'm
sbill Working on it....

Fine, Pine! Let's
hear it!




“Behold! ME:‘T&M(—: Stinks more
§ than the oily carrion bird on

i days when Ehe sun burns hot." '
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| "Behold! My name smells more |
- than the odor of Pishermen

i and the shores of the sick
{ pools they have dredged.”
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| "Behold! My name stinks mo

U than that of a manimal of
i Whom robbery has been
charged concerning meat."
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' "To whom should T speak today?
I learts are covetous, every creature |
Pe t_ow's." d

b “To whom should T speak today?
I Gentleness is Porgotten, nowadays |
Bl all do not as they Were done by." |
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f "To whom should I speak
N, boday? There is no heart §
Whereon one Might lean." |
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'What -Shall_be_co-me oP- V52 The
[ righteous are no more, the land
)l i given over to evil doers."
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i of companions, ¢reatures have recourse
i bo a sbranger* to tell them broubres A

| "What shall become of me? I am havnted |',J
Y Mnaerg ana wrbhaub a compor

There is more but it
really needs work.

You came vp with all
that, all on your own?
Those are powerful words!
A drink Por you!






The next morning...
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7 Great totem
spirits! Why have you
N Porsaken me:
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. "Death i5 in My eve today, as when a |
| sick man becomes whole, as thoogh |
E walking abroad aPter illness."
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3 "Death is in My eye today, like

1 the sweet: scent of blood moss, ||
like Pinding shade on a hot: day." }
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| "Death is all I see, like joyPol 1
‘incense, smiling in love or the |

banks of dronkenness." }
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. "Death is welcome today, like a well
! trodden road when warriors return |
f home heavy laden Prom the hunt."
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| | "Death is welcome today, like bhe !
! desire of a creature to see his kin P
Pter* Mang years in captmbg }
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1 "Death is welcome now, like the vnveiling
\H oP heavens as when a creature Pinally
atbains that Which he knew nos.
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