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my eyes go out of me.



And in the



WHAT

TOOK YOU SO

LONGZ

I HAVE
NEW EYES
FOR YOL.

BUT YOU WERE &
TOO SLOW COMING r
AND THEY DRIED

*l

You
COULDN’T SQUEEZE
A TEAR FROM THEM

NOW.
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When I wake, I try to paint
him. But I never get it right
Created by:




Letters by: Inspired by the short story

Lyndon RADCHENKA “Der Sandmann” (1816)
by E.TA. Hoffmann




SAND MAN
IS COMING.

TIME FOR
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YOU ARE SAFE
ONLY IN DREAMS,
WHERE YOU HAVE

“IN THE WAKING WORLD, HE COMES INTO HOMES AT NIGHT, TO
SPRINKLE SAND IN THE EYES OF CHILDREN THAT DO NOT SLEEP.
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AN \ \
6; "SO THAT THEIR EYES COME OUT. I) _
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“AND HE STEALS THEIR EYES AWAY FROM >
THEM, TO FEED HIS BABIES ON THE MOON." "/
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YOU'RE
SCARING HIM HALF
TO DEATH.

ALITTLE
FEAR IS HEALTHY
FOR A BOY.




THERE'S
NO TIME FOR
A STORY.




