
It was just 
the thing! Yeah, no.

I could not 
understand this lack 
of enthusiasm. this 
was a one of a kind 
item! It must be 
worth a fortune! 

it at least had to go 
to a good home.

I finally put an 
advertisement in
the newspaper.

I offered it to 
my friends.

I offered it to 
the chef.

See, you can 
store cooking 
things...and...…

No.

Soon, I was contacted 
by an interested party. 

They called themselves 
“The Falconer”.

I arranged to bring 
the item out to them 
-some distance away- 
For inspection.

Ugh, I hate 
this part of 

town.

THE FALCONER



They were waiting 
at the arranged 
location.

But seemed 
hesitant and 
uninterested.

We think you 
want him.

I am sorry for 
the elaborate 
ruse, but for 

security 
purposes, it 
must be so.

I am The one they 
call “The Falconer”.

ok, well, Here it is.

Ah.

nut

Hmm.
It could be 

just the thing.

Perhaps.

I’ll need to 
examine it 

overnight. You 
can come back 

tomorrow.



Hmm.

It could be 
just the thing.

Wait, what!?!? 
Tomorrow? b-b-but 

I drove all the way 
out here. I don’t 
have time for th-

It must be so.

sooo, why do they 
call you “The 

Falconer”?

Ah, let me 
show you my 

birds!

I was extremely 
irritated. I had a good 
mind to pack up my 
belongings and leave.

slowly, I cooled off.

We trudged over to The 
Falconer’s house still carrying 
the item.



woah.

The interior of his house had 
been converted to an immense 
aviary.

Raptors of all varieties 
swooped and darted inside the 
cavernous space.



You will have a 
craft-beer.

er, thanks.

see you 
tomorrow!

Strange as he was, I 
was beginning to like 
this Falconer. 

We spent the 
afternoon with his 
birds and he 
enlightened me on 
many aspects of avian 
life and behavior.

I took my leave, 
feeling much better 
about leaving my item 
in his capable hands 
overnight.

As I drove home, I decided 
he could have it. 

He would give it a 
good home.

I would call and inform 
him now.

I wanted him to have it.

It was just 
the thing!


