T Was 4 QUIET
MORNING, LIKE
ALL THE OTHERS.

AN ARMY OF
ANTS SOUNDED
| LIKE GALLOPING

THE BEETLES NIBBLING
ON OUR CORNFIELD
WERE AS LOUD AS A

GARBAGE COMPACTOR.

BUT WHAT SCARED ME MOST WaAS MY
FATHER'S REACTION TO WHAT I TOLD HIM.
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IT WAS THE FIRST TIME
I LOCKED ON TO THE
DISTINCT RHYTHM OF
HiS HEARTBEAT.

THEN ONE DAY,
IT STOPPED.
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