Sunday 23 September

t’s not like T even DI anything.
Not really.
Or at least . . . nothing that wasn’t
deserved.
That sneaky prince trying to run off with M Y
Rapunzel . . .

And she’s no better! After all I've done for her!
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I'm sure any mother would have done the same
in my situation . . .

... Wouldn’t they?

I mean, I always made sure she had a roof over
her head, a warm bed, and . . . and . . .

Okay, so the roof may have had a few holes.
And the ‘bed’ was technically a pile of straw.
And, sure, maybe the only way out was via a hair-
based ladder, but really — who doesn’t love a bit

of rustic charm?

Pfft. NO. I refuse to entertain such
thoughts. She betrayed me.
She’s the WORST. 1 feel
NOTHING. Not even
a tiny, pitiful little
twinge of—

(Ugh — broke my quill. Must have been pressing
too hard.)

LATER THAT EVENING

Gahhhh, if ONLY 1had my powers . . . Blast
this magic-blocking ankle bracelet.

But just you wait!

The second I get out of here, I promise you
this . . .

EVERYONE is going to pay.

And when I say everyone, I mean
Every. Single. Last. Person
in Fairytale Woods who had a hand in putting
me, the wicked witch, behind bars,

Not just that meddling prince and my



ungrateful verruca of a daughter, but the whole
rotten stinking lot of them!

In fact — 0oo, I think I'll make a list right now . . .

Might help me get to sleep on this cold, hard
bed.

Oof, my back!

I'm too old for this.

I mean, HONESTLY, what do they make
these beds out of - ROCKS??

LISTOFPEOPLE WHO Wi/ [ PAY
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The Ja//er wha [scked me n this ce//
G”JWﬁ”//”lf;/ye me an éxfra/’///dw.
MEAN/

The #ws fanyfa/e Woaoods police
0P icers wha cv/Ped me and threw me
n f/’e Kacédrﬂf}m carr/a?e. R”DE.’
That annaying c/raff;, Adriver whs
éeff fe///”j_ l#‘l””}l der/euf a// fhe
Way. From the wosds ts the palace

JV”?CJHJ - naf a/—’/—’fd/—’l’/afe, an/ ndf

/llnn}e/f/ter, IpPIoT’

That grumpy o/d teall on the $r1dse.
W/I;;7J05f Secavse.

That annaging /it t/e %’mj on the
river§ank.




I mean, who does he think he is to LAUGH as

2 POOR, INNOCENT MOTHER

is carted off to jail?
What did I ever do to HIM? Unless . . .
. it was me that turned him into a frog in
the first place.

Which, thinking about it, is highly possible.

I wonder if he could be . . . ?
Well, anyway, THAT’S BESIDE THE
POINT.

THEY'RE ALL GOING
TO PAY!



