HOUME, LOUISIANA.
BRITISH POET T.5. ELIOT SAID

JOTED AMERICAN POET THE HORLDINELLD ENEINGT WITH
TH:A’;;;r ,’:,;5;‘%55 A BANG, BUT WITH A WHIMPER. APPARENTLY, THEY
SLRMISED THAT. THE WORLD WERE BOTH WRONG.
MIGHT ONE DAY END IN FIRE...
OR PERHAPS IN ICE.
[ e e oS
ABOUT TO END AT THE WHIM Of
T8 MASaE MARaH MONTER
WHO CURRENTLY CALLS [TSELF...

THE CLOCK )
15 TICKING,
S : SW@ W F
.

YOUR
TIME IS RUNNING
SHORT.

N Created by LEN WEIN
\" and BERNIE WRIGHTSON

e

EITHER
SLRRENDER THIS
PITIFUL PLANET TO
THE FORCES OF
THE GREEN--
--OR SEE IT
DESTROYED
BEFORE YOUR
EYES! f

LEN  KELLEY AMCHELLE ROB ~ KELLEY JONES wirw REBECCA
WEIN  JONES MADSEN  LEIGH  CHRIS SOTOMAYOR  TAYLOR

WRITER ILLUSTRATOR  COLORIST  LETTERER caver EDiTor




WELL, I WILL
5AY ONE THING

FOR Yo
THAT'S QUITE

AMESS YOUVE
MANAGED TO

CREATE IN ONLY

ONE DAY,

YOU REALLY ARE
IMPOSSIBLE TO KILL,
AREN'T You?

BETTER MEN AND

MONSTERS THAN

YOLI HAVE TRIED,
MATTHEW--

INTO THIS?




WwatTcaBle N\ [
SEARCHED THE . _
WORLD FOR A CLRE
[ FOR YoU--

AND HE
FOUND IT IN
NANCA.
PARBAT..

BUT, ON HIS WAY DOWN'

THE MOUNTAIN, HE WAS.

CAUGHT IN A TERRIBLE
AVALANCHE= i,

WHILE HE LAY
[THERE, BATTERED AND.
BROKEN, SUFFERING
TERRIBLY, A VOICE.
CAME TO HiM-=
OFFERED.

--AND OFf
HIM LIFE [N EXCHANGE
EONER P

IN THE END
HE TOOK THE
DEAL;

MY GOD,

YOU REALLY ARE
AS THICK AS THE
PROVERBIAL POST;
AREN'T YoU?.




NO/ NOT ¥ YOU WERE DEAD,
vou! YOUR SOUL
CONSIGNED TO
HELL!




AS T POSSESSED
N THAT SNOWDRIET, |
INVITED ME IN: --50 T'VE BEEN IN
COMPLETE CONTROL

OF THI5 BODY FOR
QUITE SOME TIME
NOW.

KIND OFFER.

NOW, LET'S SEE WHAT PIp vou HoNEeTLY
SrlEiss”

© 8ROUEHT ALoNe
REINFORCEMENTS,
JUST IN CASE.




