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RUFUS! 
You're asleep!

OH, 
LOOK!

SNOORT!
Who...What?...Mee? 
– Absolutely not! 
I'm wide awake!

What do I get for 
not telling Father 

Jacob..?

Oh, forget it, Gavin! 
If you utter the slightest 
word, I'll tell how you 
were late for Vesper 
yesterday ...That'll 
cost you at least 
200 Ave Maria!

I wasn't late at all! 
I had merely 
swapped seat 

with ...

GAVIN!
– Where is Brother 

Laurens' hand?

– It's right here ...

WHAT?! 
It has assended to Heaven, 
   to join it's master, 
      while we were 
              sleeping!

WE'RE DOOMED! 
Jacob will be LIVID!
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... he appeared above 
us in a heavenly light, 

his cowl drenched 
with water ...

He pointed his 
stumped arm towards us, 

and spoke in a voice from the 
grave: "I have come to take 
back what is rightfully mine!"

Yes, and then 
he and the shrine 

disappeared in a cloud 
of sulfuric fumes!

What joy to us: A true 
miracle of God, witnessed in 

our own humble church!

... but a pity, that only two 
of us were blessed by the 
sight of this wonderous 

  event ...

Both of you must welcome 
the mercy, that has been bestowed 
upon you in seeing a manifestation 
in the flesh of an assended brother 

of our order!

   We at the church now realise, that 
you were right, Brother Jacob, to 
demand that your order watched 
over our relic day and night: 
  After the first miracle 
something bigger was 
   to be expected...

... look and behold: 
The Heavens opened 
it's gates over our 
little comunity...

... and if you look outside, you'll see 
that I'm not alone in believing, that 

Brother Laurens deserves to be canonised 
as a bonafide saint!
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Maybe you had 
better tell me from 

the beginning...

What a pity, that 
 Holy Laurens ...

... should decide to fetch his 
hand, just as I had persuaded 
my Halfdan to go there and 
pray to be cured for his bad 
knee... We common people 

are always left behind!

I tell you, it's a sign: He 
punishes us for all the 

base behaviour around us 
these days! They say, that 
the two monks who saw 
him, have eyes as red as 

radishes! So strong 
was his halo!

Pardon me... I'm 
new in this town. 

Who is this Laurens, 
everybody talks 

about?

You don't know Brother 
Laurens? He's like a saint to us. 
His miracles are just as good 
 as the ones they perform 
        down south ...

But what 
misfortune he had to 

endure to become holy!
 If that had been me ...

Ah, you see: Laurens was a young 
Greyfriar, who bought passage on 
a merchant ship, that sailed from 

Gotland to Copenhagen...

... but you 
know the Gothic 

seamen: A heathen 
rabble..!

"In our narrow strait the ship was caught 
by a terrible storm. The counter current 

was fierce. They were stuck ...."

"One of the seamen saw a rat jump 
ship... a sure sign, that the sea-

demon had them all marked 
for a wet grave, if they didn't 

present an offering ..."

"... then they noticed poor Brother 
Laurens, clinging to the railing 
while puking his guts out ..." 

... and him being 
the most pious person 

aboard, he would 
surely be best suited to 
appease the demons 

of the storm ...
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"... so they tied his hands and feet 
and threw him overboard."

"It is stil disputed wheather this offering 
really quited the storm or not, but anyhow 

the ship arrived safely to Copenhagen." 

"But it wasn't long before all 
the ship's seamen got terribly sick. 

They threw up incessantly ... 

... and believe it or not: It was seawater, 
  they puked ... with little fish in it!" 

"Then people realised, that it had to be 
the SPIRIT of the unburied monk, 

that took it's REVENGE ...

... and they searched the coast 
of our strait hoping to find the body

   of Laurens, to give it a Christian burial." 

"But all they found 
was the stump of 
an arm with rope 
around the wrist."

"Since Laurens had endured the 
same fate as holy Saint Clement, it 
was only natural, that the arm was 
buried at the altar in his church."

  And it MUST 
   have been 
  Laurens' arm, 
   because the 
 seamen were 
       cured!

Yes, 
of course, 

it must 
have been 

...

"But you haven't heard the best of all: 
Shortly thereafter a drowned fisherman was 
brought to the church to rest for the night, 

before his funeral the next day ..."

"... and would you believe it: He rose from 
the dead during the night!"

"THEN Laurens' arm was dug up again and 
placed in its OWN shrine on the altar...

You should have seen how people 
began coming from near and far 

to pray at the relic!"

The Greyfriars demanded the hand be moved 
to THEIR monastry, but they settled for the 

right to watch over it at the church day 
               and night.

Hey, you wanna 
buy anything or 
not? Then move, 
and give others 

   a chance!

Huh..! Your kale is full of 
worms anyway! Come Sigrid, 
we'll find a place with more 

   courteous service!
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You were the only one brave 
 enough to sharpen my scythe ... 

In return I'll make you the 
worlds best doctor:

When you come to a sickbed, 
you'll be the only one able 

to see me at the bed ... 

  If I sit at the foot-end of the 
bed the patient will recover no 
 matter what you do. If I sit 
  at the headboard, any 
treatment will be in vain!

And now I bid you 
farewell. I have many 

beds to visit ...

   What a kind man!
I'll let the town crier 

announce me as 
the new doctor 

   in town ...

Time passed. 
The seasons 
came and 
went ...

Until one day 
the famous doctor 

was summoned 
to a particular 

grand household
...

The master of the 
house lies on his 
deathbed in this 

 alcove ...
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If you cure my master 
he'll make sure, you won't 

have to work any more 
for the rest of your life.

Hm... Let 
  me see...

What a pity! 
The Grim Reaper 

is already sitting at 
  the headboard ...

Farewell, oh 
golden future..! Unless...

I came in the nick of time! Of 
course your master runs a fever. 

You have placed him with his 
head to the south!

Turn him around i his bed, 
so his head points towards 

the cool north!

Quick, Elena! Go out 
and collect before 
they move away! 

         I'll keep their 
                attention ... 

So you wanna know 
how I got on in life..?

With the Grim Reaper at the foot-end 
of the bed, my patient made a quick 

   recovery, and his gratitude was 
          huge, so I don't have to work 

         any more ...

... but in spite of my 
wealth, I always 

sleep in a circular 
washtub!
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