
Oh, him? He lives right at the base  
of the mountain. He used to roam around 

it as if he owned it. But now, you’ve  
moved in right next to it.

You catch my drift?

Ah, I see… I don’t know who 
to believe…

hmm, I wonder where we could 
find a little plot for a garden…

I’ve got some fields I’m not using. 
You want to use one?

Really? If you 
could spare one, 

we’d be truly 
grateful.

So we’ll actually have a 
garden of our own?

What a 
wonderful 
neighbor!



A few days later, Mr. Han 
showed us how to plow 
the land properly.

Hey Mr. Han, who’s 
buried in the graves 

over there?

What? Speak up! I can’t 
hear you without 
my hearing aids.

Whose Whose 
graves are graves are 

those?those?

Those are 
my parents.

My pops 
served in the 
Vietnam War.

I’ll be 
heading 
off now.

Thanks for all 
your help!





Three pups, around five or six months 
old, were bouncing up and down, trying 
to escape their kennel. They looked so 
alike, as identical as slices in a loaf of 
bread. you could tell they were siblings.

Oh my goodness!



Is Mr. Han 
your owner?

So you want to see 
outside? Hold on.



Don’t be scared. 
Look over there.



We named them Slice 1, Slice 2, and 
Slice 3. Every time we headed out to 
our garden, we held the pups up  
to give them a peek of the outside 
world. Of course, we did it secretly.





They’re gone.

Then one morning…



Chestnut tree, did you 
see where they went? Did 
something happen to them?


