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"Just look at the 
mess Tymm made of 
this place."

"It wasn't all 
his fault, y'know."

"Well, we wouldn't be 
in this trouble without 
his contribution."

"That's true."

"So, where 
was I?"

"Lose your place 
in the story again?"

"Only because Mr. Intergalactic 
Interuptus can't keep his mouth 
shut."

"I covered the part where Tymm 
was egg-napped, brought up 
in an orphanage, and joined 
a galactic circus, right?"

"Eons ago."

"And we're beyond the point where the Baltan Guards raided 
a performance of the circus because they suspected 
traitors were plotting against the Kingdom."

"The traitors who called 
themselves freedom 
fighters. Been there, 
heard that."

"Well, I know we got through 
the part where Tymm became a 
star performer."

"Why do you bore 
me with this stuff?"

"So I probably told about the 
accident during the show where 
his markings created the coolest 
light show ever."

"Cool, but suspicious. Yep. 
Freaked everybody out."

"And that's what led to the 
Circus getting invited to 
perform for King Gothos 
in what was really a plot 
to trap Tymm and the other 
traitors in the circus."

"I think you must 
like torturing me."



"Well, yeah--but that 
doesn't have anything 
to do with the story."

"Well, you also told how 
the circus freedom fighters 
figured out the invitation 
might be a trap, but decided 
this was their one chance to 
bring down Gothos."

"And when they arrived on Myridia, 
Tymm saw markings on walls that 
reminded him of his own markings."

"I didn't think it was 
anything more than a 
coincidence."

"But Dira 
noticed 
it, too."

"She notices 
everything."

"So she asked 
Tymm to demon-
strate the light 
show off his 
markings, and 
it told a story."

"That they didn't 
quite understand."

"So that bigmouth, Marshmallow Skin, 
told them there was a woman in a cell 
who could probably explain it to them."

"Terrible luck."

"And that's how they figured 
out that Queen N'Jerra was 
alive…and where she was 
being held prisoner."

"Terrible luck that 
it all started with 
an egg."









Your 
Majesty?

G-g-General 
Raing…Is that 

you?

No, wait--I know 
you…a Taggois. You 
served my husband 

many cycles ago.











Your graceful 
majesty, Ladies and 

Gentleman of the court…
we, the performers of 
the Circus galactic, are 
humbled at the oppor-
tunity of performing 

for you tonight.

For tonight 
is a special treat 

for us…

…as well as 
the rest of the galaxy 

who will be watching us 
on special holographic 

projection screens.

I did not 
approve the use 

of any holographic 
transmitters!

I doubt they 
would simulcast a signal 
strong enough to reach 
more than a hundred or 

so systems.

Perhaps 
this is a good 

thing.

It will send 
a message out to 
the galaxy when 
my sons expose 

the traitor.



Long ago…though not as 
long as it often feels…there 
was a man who was born to 

become king. This man inherited a 
kingdom that was shrouded in 

constant darkness…

…but the light 
of this king's spirit 

shown bright.

"And like the light of the stars…it 
traveled great distances, brighten-
ing the souls of those who had 
never known such a light.

"One sad day, the king's light was extinguished 
by someone close to him…a dark soul, taking 
his place as ruler of the kingdom of shadows.

"Since this new king ruled 
a world known for creating 
shadows and darkness…he 
felt threatened by the light 
of the old king."

To secure his 
throne, the new king 

imprisoned the wife of 
the old king, the dead king, 
the king who had been his 
brother, and he attempted 

to destroy her child 
who could claim 

his throne.

But he failed. 
For the light of the 

old king, the true king, 
still shines through 

his son.



































THE REMOTE!

Thank you, 
General Raing. It 

seems the Balthans are 
the only ones around 

here who haven't 
forgotten their 

place. 

You three are 
pathetic excuses for 
Myridians, unable to 

even get rid of a 
damned egg.

Me? I have been 
nothing but a loyal 

servant to the Myridian 
Monarchy! I am sick of 
being blamed for the 
endless failures of 

two worthless 
fools. 

You told 
me that egg was 
disposed of!!!

It was! 

Yeah, it's not 
our fault it became 

un-disposed of! That's right! 
Blame those thieves
 that stole the egg 

from us. Those 
guys were total 

creeps. 

Thieves? What 
thieves? 





















And that's how 
the castle ended 

up in ruins. 

Yeah, and why we're
 here rebuilding it…for 

the new democratic 
council.

Less 
storytelling 

and more 
lifting!

But whatever 
happened to Tymm? 
How come he didn't 

want to be king?

Haven't you been paying 
attention? Because he's 

a fool, that's why! 

Tymm's first and last act as prince was 
to convince Queen N'jeera to dissolve the 
monarchy and allow each planet to rule 

itself. Then they're free to decide 
whether they want to join the 

newly formed Federation 
of Planets.

What 
a waste…

"…and instead of basking in 
the glory of what they did, a 
lot of the performers are 
now Ambassadors for 
their respective planets."







"And then they just flew off, travelling 
the galaxy…going from planet to planet, 
entertaining creatures big and small."







c h a p t e r  t h r e e

Tymm, an orphan raised in an alien circus, discovers that he 
is the rightful heir to an intergalactic kingdom.

In this conclusion to Alien Circus, will Tymm leave his circus friends  
to fulfill his destiny as the heir to the Kingdom of Myridia?
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