IS IT JUST YOUR NOSTALGIA OR IS THE WORLD GETTING WORSE?

LEVIATHAN







THE LAST, GREAT
PISC JOCKEY ONCE sAID:

“EVERYONE HAS A SONG
THAT TAKES THEM HOME.
BACK TO THE SOURCE, BACK
TO THE CENTER.”




CENTRAL PISTRICT CITY
USEP ONE SUCH SONG TO
SHIELPD ITSELF FROM A
SICKNESS CORRUPTING
THE LANDS.

THE SICKNESS

CRASHED UPON

CD CITY LIKE A
PARK WAVE.

AND THOUGH THE
WORLDP AROUNP IT
WAS CHANGED
FOREVER...

...CD CITY was
PRESERVED.




AT LEAST,
THAT'S WHAT
THEY sAY.

THE SICKNESS
MAY JUST BE MEMORY NOW,
BUT FOLKS JOURNEYING OUT

FROM CENTRAL PISTRICT STILL

BRING A SONG WITH THEM...

...JUST IN case. |-




FEELS LIKE
NOTHING WORKS
RIGHT THeSE
DAYS...

...A BEAR
ABOUT TO
FIND HIS
PINNER!




FINALLY,
SOMETHING
TO PO
AROUNP
HerRe.







HANG ON,
PHILLIP!




IF YOU WISH

TO CONTINUE
TO ENJOY THESE
TREACHEROUS
MOUNTAIN PASSES,
We HUMBLY
REQUIRE YOUR
PONATIONS.

YOU NeARLY
RAN US OFF
THE CLIFF!

YOU WILL
PAY OR

ANP YOUR
MOUNTAIN
PASSES ARE
FULL oOF
POTHOLES!




ANSWER 1S
OBVIOUS,




B CAPTAIN,
— PIP WE PRE-
DEFINE “"ELSE”
IN OUR POLICY wgm-
HANPBOOK? NO, NOT
EXACTLY...

WELL,
THEN LET Me
SUPPLY IT.

...BUT THE

SUBTEXT
HEAVILY
IMPLIED

VIOLENCE!
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| PAYMENT
ACCEPTED.

YOUR RECEIPT
WILL BE IN THE

PIPN'T &IVE
YOU AN
ADDRESS...




THANK YOU
FOR...
HELPING, MY
FRIEND.

PERHAPS NEXT
TIME, TYCHO,
YOU MIGHT TRY
ACTUALLY
UNSHEATHING
YOUR SWORP?Z

IT'S NOT A
SWORP. IT'S A
STICK.

WHAT--2
BUT I CAN sEE
THE SEAM OF THE
HANDLE.

I CARVED

ITIN. THoueHT IT
[ MIGHT scaRe
OFF THIEVES.

INGENIOUS,
REALLY.

BABY CAN




A STROLLER
POES NOT
ReauIrRe
YOUTH.

I KNow
MANY A REFINED
PENGUIN WHO
TRAVEL BY
CARRIAGE.

MY NaMe
IS PHILLIP

PETELCTIVE
PHLOP, OF THE
MINP’S EYE
PETECTIVE

FEIGNING N
STUPIDITY AND
LETTING YOUR BODY
BE PUMMELEP INTO
OBLIVION TO PRIVE
OFF A BAND OF
WHALE-FROGS...
IS JUST THE
“| WIND OF QuIcK
THINKING WE
NEED ON THESE
ROADS.

YOUR BEAR
ISN'T ENOUGH
PROTECTIONZ

WAYLONZ
HE'S MY
SPIRITUAL
ADVISOR.

ANP YOU,
TYCHO, SHALL
BE OUR
BOPYGUARPD.




DID YOU 6ET B e =t &

- lomd

—
s

MARSH- i

. = = 7,

B @& maLLowsz

== AN, ==
_ = A

= SA)

NS




ANP

THE JOB!

YOU CAN'T
BE LOOKING FOR
CHICKEN NUGGETS
UNPER EVERY
TOAPSTOOL -~

You
“FOUNP”
THeEM?Z

WE'RE IN
THE WILDPER-
Ness!

WE'RE ON ‘\




TYCHO,
MY LAD, IS THERE
SOMETHING YOU
WISH TO EXPRESS
TO USZ?

BEEN
GETTING
LOST IN MY
THOUGHTS
LATELY.

Cp CITY
SEEMS SO
FAR AwAY
NOw...

S0 FAR AWAY NOW...

TYCHO, WHAT
BRINGS YOU
S0 FAR FROM



MY...
MY FUTURE
HAD BECOME
MY PAST.

NO LONGER
RECOGNIZED THE
v MAN IN THE
MIRROR.

NEGATIVE, THEY
POUBLEP BACK
TOWARPS
LILLYPAP.

THeY
CLAIM TO
BE...
PETECTIVES.

WeE T00
ARE ON A
JOURNEY
OF Neep. RECON

BOT I1Z, PO
YOU Have
EYES ON THE

ROGUE
WHALE-
FROGS?

WE JUsT
LEFT THE
OUTER
COUNCIL...

BUT
I HAVE New
USERS HEAPING
TOWARPS THE
PROPUCT TESTING
ZONE.

OUTSIPERS?
I WILL
REQUEST AN
ALEXANPER
UNIT.

AS FOR THe
ROGUE WHALE-FROGS,
A LITTLE PROVOCATION
CAMPAIGN WILL MAKE

SURE THEY PON'T

INTERFERE...




TOWNS.
PLURAL. WE'VE
LOST CONTACT

WITH A NUMBER OF
SETTLEMENTS TO
THE SOUTHEAST.

AND SO

THE MINP’S EYE 3
( PETECTIVE AGENCY
WAS HIRED BY THE
OUTER COUNCIL TO
INVESTIGATE.

MESSENGERS.
TRAPERS. NO ONE
HAS RETURNED.

PISAPPEAR
AND THEY SENP..
THE TWO OF
Youz




I AGREE,
IT IS OVERKILL,
SENPING AN
AGENCY OF SUCH
PRESTIGE

e —

BUT THE
COUNCIL WANTS TO
<] ®Be careruL. some-
THING LIKE THIS HASN'T
HAPPENED SINCE THE
SICKNESS OF OLD
REMADE THESE
LANDS.

THERE'S A
COZY LITTLE
TAVERN THERE

> Yes, Y. -=WELL, \&
THE SICKNESS § LET'S FIND A
WASN'T A COLD MUG OF ALE

OR AFLU. IT s BEFORE I TRY

TO EXPLAIN

JUST uP
AHEAP IS A
WAYSTATION

CALLED

BOPLIN.




You've

BEEN DOWN
THERE AN LN

HOUR - FIND Y] NO,NOT A
ANYTHING sINGLE

YETZ

IT's AS IF THE
SETTLEMENT
WAS JUST
PLUCKEP FROM
THE EARTH.

TAVERN HERE
ALWAYS GAVE Me
HEARTBURN. REAL
HOLE-IN-THE-
WALL.

WELL,
NOW IT'S A
HOLE-IN-THE-
GROUNP.

, “NON-
PISCLOSURE-
AGREEMENT”

SEE ANY-
THING?Z

I INSPECT
EVERY PEBBLE
ON THE GROUND
ANP YOU FIND




OBVIOUSLY,
WE MUST LEARN

MORE ABOUT
THIS REMASTER
2 CORP--

A SEEMINGLY
ORPINARY
CONTRACT...

ISSUED BY A
"REMASTER
CORPORATION”.

I MUST APMIT, T
PIP NOT EXPECT
THE MISSING
VILLAGES TO BE
$0... MISSING.




¢

AND THIS
1S STILL |
DEFINTELY {
JUST A &

\STICK.

IT's BEEN
LESS THAN 24
HOURS SINCE
YOU BEAT ME.

NOT TRAINED,
LEARNED

ANYTHING
NEW,

@

)

I THINK T
GOT YA THIS
TIME.

NO, WAIT
TYCHO, LOOK!
HE’'S HURT-- '




WH-WHERE
AM I2

--BUT
I THINK
YOu'RE
GONNA BE
ALRIGHT.

NOwW
HANG ON,
BREATHE!

You
CAN'T HELP
ANYONE
IF YOU
coLLapse




AAARGH!

YOU ARE RIGHT
LITTLE BIRD, T AM OF
NO HELP TO ANYONE
IN THIS STATE.

e
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TELL US
WHAT HAPPENED
AND WE MAY BE
ABLE TO HELP.

HEH, VERY
WELL. BUT YOU
WONT BELIEVE

SR :
TWO MONTHS fj) vy
AGO, A BLACK 1\ Y BUT SOON WE
ROCK APPEARED MY pPeopPLE DISCOVERED
IN THE CENTRAL -~ = WERE FEARFUL |\ VISIONS INSIDE
COURTYARD. J " OF IT AT FIRST, THE MIRROR-LIKE
' AS YOU MIGHT SURFACE...
S euess. :
f\ L= v UNCANNY
. 8 VISIONS
-~ ‘ PROJECTED
FROM

WITHIN.



THE
PARK STONE
CRACKED AND
CRUMBLEP INTO
Pleces smaLL
ENQUGH TO HOLP
IN YOUR HANP.

EACH COULD
HAVE THEIR OWN
PREAMS THEN.
AND MANY PID.

P e T w—
BUT SOME OF US
WERE NOT DISTRALTED

BY THE LIGHTS AND
SOUNDS OF THE DARK

AND WHAT
QUALITY ROAPS
YOU MAPDE... RIGHT
OFF A CLIFF.

MY COMPANY OF
ROAD BUILPERS HAP
WORKEP TOO LONG
OUTSIPE TO EVER
FORGET WHAT TRUE
CONTENTMENT FELT
LIKE.

weE RETURNED TO 7 WHEN we
| LILYPAD LAST NIGHT TRIED TO WARN
! TO FIND MY PEOPLE ) THEM OF THE
0BSESSED, ANXIOUS. SOURCE... ...We were
THE TRIBE HAD EVEN ; CAUGHT
BEGUN TO SPLIT. BETWIXT THE
sipEs.




IT WAS AS IF THEY
WERE SICK. BUT NOT

WITH A COLD OR A FLU.

A SICKNESS OF THE

VIRGIL, T
BELIEVE OUR
PATHS Have

CROSSED FOR A

REASON.

YOUR CITY IS IN
GRAVE PANGER.
AND T WORRY WHAT
1S HAPPENING IN
THESE LANDS--

-=MAY SOON
HAPPEN
ACROSS THE
ARCHIPELAGO

WE WILL 60 TO <
LILYPAD, SEE WHAT WeE
CAN PO. WHEN YOU ARE

REAPY, SEEK YOUR
OTHER TRIBES ANP
BRING HELP.

AGENTS! MAKE ReAPY!
WE SHALL CUT THROUGH
THE MOUNTAINS OF PEW TO
THE SURGING CLIFFS OF
FRESCA AND REACH
LILYPAP BY PUSK!

YOU THINK YOU
COULD SHOW
ME THAT JUMP
MOVE YOU
USEP ON Me?

W4
Na \
N comine!
V.

PO YOU
HAPPEN TO
HAVE GIANT
FROG LEGS?










TRAPERS CAN
MAKE IT OVER
THESE MOUNTAINS,
THERE MUST BE
A PATH.

PERHAPS
WE SHOULP
ASK THE
LocaLs...

THE CASTLE
STATIONS wWeRre
PLACES OF PeEACE
AND WELLSPRINGS
OF POWER.

'm

EXHAUSTEDP
JUST LOOKING

AT THIS.

THERE
USeP T0 BE
MANY. THIS

WAS THE

FIRST.




MIGHT THOU
KNOWETH A waY
THROUGH THE
MOUNTAINS OVER
YONPER?Z

FoLLOW
THE REP
FLAGS.

BUT
PO NOT
PRINK THE
PEW.

AND UM,
PEAR NOBLE
SIR, POTH THOU
KNOWETH IF
N\ THOU's PATH IS
CARRIAGE-
FRIENDLY?Z

Y



OH, IT'S
ALRIGHT, T
NEEDPED THE

EXERCISE.

BesIpes,
THE MONK
WILL TAKE

CARE OF IT.

THAT

I'M SORRY
WE HAP TO LeavE
YOUR STROLLER

BEHIND.

was

A MONK?Z

ONLY A FEW
REMAIN NOW, AND
THOSE THAT PO ARE
MORE GARPENERS
THAN GUARPS.

THOUGH
I'D STILL REFRAIN
FROM UNPER
ESTIMATING SUCH
CALM sOULS.

oceaN
WAVES MAY
LULL YOU TO

A CARETAKER
OF THE WILD LANDS.
THERE USEP TO BE MORE
OF THEM, WATCHING OVER
THE ROAPS BETWEEN
THE VILLAGES.

THEN PESTROY
EVERYTHING
YOU'VE BUILT.




THE MONKS USEP TO
PUT ON PLAYS WHEN T
WAS A CHICK, TEACH US
OLD STORIES. ENP-
PREAM THE SEVENTH
WAS MY FAVORITE...

VIPEOQ...Z OH,
RIGHT: CP CITY.
THAT BLASTEP
PLACE...

I PON'T
THINK HE'S
REAPY TO HEAR
ABOUT THAT
RIGHT NOW.

YES, I'M
STARTING TO
THINK HE'S
GOT A LOT OF

Y’'KNOW
TYCHO, THE
ROAPD IS GETTING
PANGEROUS. YOU
PON’'T HAVE TO

FOLLOW Us.

THIS IS AN
AMAZING
DISTRACTION!

END
PREAM
SEVENZ?

ILovep
THAT VIPEQ
Game!




PO YOU see
SOMETHING
OUT THERE, IN
THE WATER?Z

YOU MeAaN
THAT PARK,
OMINOUS sHAPE
SLOWLY MOVING
TOWARPS UsZ?

NoPE,
PEFINITELY
PON'T see

THAT.

I THINK
WE SHOULP
HURRY...




NO,
LOooK!
THERE'S
SOMEONE UP
AHEAD!

THE
CITY LOOKS
STILL.
SILENT.

WE PIP NOT
EXPECT
GUESTS SO

sLow
THEM POWN.
I’LL PREPARE
A RECEPTION.




You
WANNA
HANDLE ONE
OF THeSE
THINGSZ

HOoW
UNPIG-
NIFIED...

THEY'RE
EMPTY
INSIDE.

MORE LIKE A...

CARICATURE

THAN A ReEAL
PERSON.

S0 YOU'rRE
SAYING I PON'T
NEED TO HOLD

{ AUGH
| AVE




WHERE
ARE ALL
THE WHALE-
FROGS...Z2

...BO TO
THEIR PARK
STONES.

WHERE'S
THAT FOOL
RUNNING
OFF T0?

THEY'RE
THERE, WAYLON,
IN THE PARK
CORNERS...

BUT THEY
PON’T eVEN
CARE WE'RE

HERE!




“...BEFORE

HE DoEs WAIT FOR THE
SOMETHING
STUPIR.” B - OTHERS. WHO
3 , , _ KNOWS WHAT
i ~ : THESE THINGS
CAN PO

I sHOULP

Is THIS
ONE OF THE
STONES VIRGIL
SPOKE OF...7

JusT
NEeP T0 BE
PATIENT.

sTAY
CENTEREPD.

THERE'S
SOMETHING...
INSIPE IT.

IT
POESN'T
LOOK THAT
BAD.




TYCHO!

we ave
) y ; HIM WHAT He
You've , ' . WANTED:

BEEN SAYING TR, PISTRACTION. )
THAT FOR 20 1 4 . £

MINUTES!




IT ISN'T
JUST NOSTALGIA,
THIS WORLP
HAS GOTTEN
WORSE.

BUT THe
REMASTER CORP IS
HERE TO HELP YOU COPE.
WE'LL MAKE THAT
BEAUTIFUL PAST KEEP
LOOKING BETTER ANP

BETTER! /

COWORKER
HERE JUST HAS
ONE QUESTION
BEFORE WE
BEGIN...

~~MASTER
MABNK




Written and illustrated by

Levi Hoffmeier

Dedicated to
Marty Hansen & Akira Toriyama
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— ABOUT THE AUTHOR

After the war, Leviathan settled in Eastern Europe where he
took up archery, until, owing to the scandal with the Princess,
he had to flee to the New World. There, Leviathan came to be
known as "Big Ears" by the aggressively rude orphans who
lived in the alley outside his apartment. Big Ears Levi, hating
his new nickname, soon squandered his fortune in drink and
cards and indebted himself to the local loanshark (whose life
was later adapted into the animated film "Shark Tale").
Having no career skills to settle his finances, Levi ran a
Rickstarter to swindle poor souls out of their money for a
hastily cobbled together cartoon about a guy, and a penguin,
and some other stuff (I can't remember exactly). Levi currently
resides in Zanzibar with his beloved lkea chair and six
grand-children.
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NEXT TIME ON...
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