


FIVIE YEARS LATER.

IT'S BAD

NEWS, MR.
FLETCHER...

MEDICAL MAN

BEAT AROLIND
THE BUSH.

| SOIWONT,ah, |

REGION

GIVEMER

N, T MEAN...THE
TUMOLUR'S GROWING...
AND IT'S...REALLY DEEP
IN THE HUMBOLDT'S

RIGHT PARIETAL.

TOTALLY...
TOTALLY INOPERABLE.
CHEMO...CH-CHEMO
WOLULD PROBRBLY

OF THE

FEW EXTRA /

/ EXACTLY.
IT'S QUITE A

EXTREMELY
RARE.
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MY NAME IS RORY FLETCHER. I'M
TWENTY-FOLUR YEARS OLD AND
A JUNIOR DOCTOR AT LONDON'S
KING STREET HOSPITAL.




IN ABOUT TWO
MONTHS I WILL
CERSE TO EXIST.

) A
<7
= |
T . - =
¥
*\.\
)

™ T e

“\&

AT O
= ==




YOU WON'T
“CEASE TO EXIST"...
YOU'LL...YOU'LL LIVE
ON IN THE MEMORIES
OF THE PEOPLE WHO

KNEW AND LOVED
AND RESPECTED

YOu.
BARGAIN

BASEMENT
IMMORTALITY?

YOU'LL BE

RE-UNITED

WITH YOUR
SISTER.

LATER I MAKE | R‘!\’::‘\\\\\\\\‘

THE DREADED
CALLTOMUM [
IT'S ERSIER BY PHONE.

| WITH THE NEWS.
DON'T HAVE TO SEE
THE ACCLUISATORY

LOOK SHE'LL GIVE ME.

THAT'S
NOT I
FUNNY, RAZ.

ITSA '
THEORETICAL
POSSIBILITY.

YOU DON'T
BELIEVE THAT.
NEITHER DO I.

| DAYS PASS NORMALLY,
‘| BESIDES THE OCCRSIONALLY
CRACKING HERDACHE AND AN

EERIE SENSE OF CALM.



NGEREWIMEDIEA

A A,

SEARCH GENTERY,
TINMBBIL y

N, CALL
THE MEDICS. WE
HAVE TC KEER
Hik ALIVE.
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*WEVE STUDIED YOUR
RESLLTS. THE 5000
NEWS |S YOU'RE NOT
GOING TO DIE..*




RIVERYEARS
FATIER?

o

THE 84
HEWS IS...
YOURE NOT

Ulp

I'M DOCTOR RORY
FLEMING. I WRS
RECENTLY TOLD THE
TUMOLIR GROWING
IN MY BRAIN WAS
GOING TO KILL ME.

THAT WAS BEFORE
WY CLOSEST FRIEND
RAZA DISCOVERED THE
ABANDOMNED MEDICAL
EXPERIMENTS OF
ONE DR. QUIGLEY.




NE-N SKILL-SET
T HELP THEM.

WE EFLIE-.:E

THAT CAMN

BE LUSEFLIL
TOUS.

WHO THE
I FRE YOUT
WHAT RRE YOU

DOING

A TRAGIC
ACCIDENT.

FUISE BMD WE'LL
HE SAVED YOUR
MO THAT
¥OU KILLED HiM.

WELL TELL

THE WORLD WHAT

YOU'VE TURNED
INTO.
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ALL THE
WORLD WILL CARE
ABOLT IS THAT HE
SAVE YOU YOUR

LIFE BACK. AND
YOU REPAID HIM
BY LIGUIDIZING

HIS HERD.

I DIDN'T
MERN TO KILL
HIM. HE WAS
MY CLOSEST
FRIEND.

A GLINER
P&, HE CALLED ME. HE
O-OPEMED A DOOE..
IN MY MIND...FLAGLED
BY MIGHTMARES...

THAT, R WE
KNOW HOW
NURNCED THESE

S-SOMETHING...
SOMETHING
SNAPPED...

WHY SHOULD
THE WORLD
THINKS OF MEP

DOES IT REALLY
MATTER IF RAZA'S
NICE PRKISTANI
FPARENTS HATE MET




'Itl.ﬂh‘m-h‘\!.i-‘ms_'
L

YES. YES, IT POES
MATTER. IF THAT MAKES E

ME WERK OR PATHETIC, B

SC I e 1T

\r

e

SHE WOULDN'T
GIVE ME LOVELY
HOMEMBDE
BAL MITHA!
THIS TIME.

THE TRUTH IS, I JUST

COULDNT TRKE THE

CHAMCE OF BUMPING
INTO RAZ'S MLIM.

I'T WORK
OR THE

TALIBAN BEFORE |

I RISKED THAT.

SHE'D GIVE
ME FURE HATE.

I KILLED HER
DRELING BOY
THE DOCTOR,
WHO SHE waS

SO PROLUIP OF =

WHICH IS WHY I'M
ABOUT TO COMMIT MY :
SECOND MURDER IN | B3

THE SPACE OF A WEEK. BESSS
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WHAT THE
BLOODY HELL
IS THISF
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