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This is the way it works!

The orders of the knights of 
England were created by the 

monarch as a ready fighting force.

The knights got the title, the 
wealth, and the land.  When the 
kingdom was threatened, they 

showed up to defend the monarch.  

S’blood, where’s
 that switch?

  So, yes, I sent the call out days ago 
and all I have to show for it is two 

knights, a Jew, and a moor who
consorts with faeries.

Ah, of course, 
outcropping 45,657, 

where is my mind today?

I ain’t no...

You will speak when 
spoken to, girl!  

Have you not trained 
her better than this?

Oh hell no...



  I think it’s best if you let it go for 
now, LaVerne.  I mean, he’s probably 

never seen a free black woman.

Where are we 
going, anywho?

Bi’ dar’ f’un cabe 
by tha lookuvit.

The what now?

We seek to continue 
the Arthurian Protocols..

The man predates written English 
history. He’s bound to have some

outdated views.

After Arthur I set up a series of 
protocols for future magical 

occurrences. These I named the 
Arthurian Protocols.  

I’m just sayin, he don’t have a
 lotta room to be picky bout 

who’s helping him.  

Cover your eyes, the light 
will brighten once I speak 

the magic words: CLAP 
ON!

Well he better get straightened out 
real quick, cause I can show him a few 

other things he ain’t seen if he keeps up.

Stand back please.



Did he say what
 I think he said?

Welcome to the 
Crystal Cavern,

 ye Knights of the Realm!

Well, this is way 
out of my league.  I 

always thought Arthur 
was one of those
 Christian myths...

you know, 
like Jesus.

I’m not at 
all surprised.



This is THE round table then?

It is Of my own design 
and craftsmanship, 

I am not 
liking this guy.

Are you saying The Knights 
of the Round Table met in a 

cave in Wales?

Are you dense?  They did not 
meet in a cave of any sort.  

They met in the great hall in 
the shining city of Camelot.

Cam’la!  Thas wassit 
caud!  I been tryna 

finka ‘at fa ten 
minnis now.  

Where’sat then?

Well, if I had to 
estimate, I’d say it 
was in modern day 

Cornwall.

You see, it used to stand between 
what you call Cornwall and 

Wales, but that’s all water now.

Cornish!

With the help of a 
small army of slaves.

Been 
warshedway 

assit?

That,,, that’s 
impossible, nothing 

could have just sunk 
like that.  Could it?

Oh, that was me.

Hey, are you okay?

I just keep thinking it can’t get 
worse, now he tells me Camelot 
was either in Cornwall or Wales... 

Have you been to Cornwall?  No, of 
course you haven’t.  

Miserable 
place!



So, yasayinit you 
destried Cam’lot en?  Ya 
sunket inna seean wha?

Oh, hardly.  The city was 
long destroyed before I sunk it.  
Overrun with faerie filth and 
looting Jews.  After Arthur 
left the whole place went to 

hell in a hand basket.

So’t was the faeries 
stroyed Cam’lot en?

So, faeries 
you say?

Yes!  And I don’t just mean those 
scantily clad winged things, 
but the whole cursed lot of them. 

 England was run befoul of every ilk of 
magical creature you can imagine.  

Hardly! 

then there’s the 
centAUrs.  What 
an abomination 

they are.

Hey, can we chill 
out with this “scum” and 

“abomination” stuff?  It’s making 
me a little uncomfortable.

Do you honestly let your servant 
girl talk to you like this?  In my 
day she’d have been beaten for...

  You’re gonna be 
the first man to get 
beaten across the 

English Channel.

All right, let’s stop 
this one here for now.

Merlin, LaVerne is not 
our servant, she’s an 

equal.

Well, she’s still a woman 
and therefore has no business 

speaking of things she 
cannot possibly understand.

Are you saying that 
Moors are taken as 

equals now?
That’s sort of 
the gist of it.

 It was war, decadence, 
impropriety of every sort.  
Men laying down with men, 

women with women...

Oh, just you try it you

pointy-hatted

wand-waving

goofball!



Good God.

I don’t imagine you’ve 
seen anything quite like 

this before.

Well, up until this 
afternoon, I can’t say I 
believed centaurs existed.



In all fairness, in your
 world they did not until days 

ago.  We have been trapped 
against our will for

 centuries.  

So, hopefully you 
can understand the 

need for a party.  All 
these years we’ve 
been trapped with 

the ability to see but 
not participate in 

this world. 

 I imagine 
things will get 
carried away.

Fair bet.

Millennia, unless I’m mistaken. 

I don’t imagine 
you are.



Thank you, thank you.  Now here’s 
a little ditty you may remember 
from my second platinum album, 
“Green with Envy”.  It’s called 

“Forget the Maths”.

I love this song.

Yes, well, whole bloody 
world does, it would seem.  

Is someone there?  

Hello?

Shhh!  You’re in grave 
danger here, but I’m gonna 

get you out in one piece.

Did you 
hear that?  

snap


