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THAT
WOMAN SHOT
ME--KILLED ME!
BUT DEATH IS NO
OBJECT




CEMETERY. _,I
VICTOR'S
HERE. i
/ THE STREETS %
f ARE OVERRUN
WITH HIS RISEN
ﬂanﬂ NEW ORLEANS
IS A SHELL, A
CORPSE.

WHY WoLuLD ,
HE REMAIN HERE
NOW? SURELY THIS
PLACE HAS GIVEN HIM
ALL THAT IT CAN,
i DEUCALION!
WA e
& 1oonT
; KNOW.ICAN T
ONL TELL ¥OLU
THAT HE'S NOT
MOVED.

WINDOW CAN BE
A DISCONCERTING
EXPERIEMCE,
ERIKA. TAKE A
BREATH,.

BECAUSE VICTOR
IS DRAWN TO DEAD
THINGS. BECAUSE THE
UMIVERSE DOES NOT
LIE TO ME, AND NOR
DOES IT WITHHOLD
SECRE{ES FROM




