IN THE PARKEST
EEGIONS OF MY MIND,
IMASES AFFEARELD.

BUT IT WAS ALWAYS
THERE, FLICKERING IN
THE BACKEROUND.

WAY HOME.

THEN, MY EYES FINALLY
OPENED? TO THE TRLUTH.







THE FACES CHANGE.
OUR PATH 1S CLEAR. THE
COUNTROWN BEGING
ANEW.

DATA
STREAM
UPLOAD,

FOINT. ZERD.
HINE. OME.
SI¥%. SI%. SIX,
%




BUT
_WE SHE |5 AN EARLY
ARE THE MODEL. CALL IT AN
SAME. \NTERMEDIATE STAGE,
BEFOREE WE WEEE
CREATED.

NO.
NOT HER. IS
SHE THE SAME
AS USZ TRAT 15,
4 |F 1AM TRULY
THE SAME AS
YoU.

BUT N
A WaY, SHE |15
BEYOND U5, HER K
SIGHT REACHES
FARTHER. SHE HAS CAN

e WE PLEASE

EEFRAIN FEOM
FILLIN& HER HEAR

WITH SUCH
NONSENSEF
SHE HAS WORK

o PO,




THE
HUMANS LIVE
_UNDER THE
SHAROW OF A

PONT EXIST,
THERE ARE MOT
MANY E00S.
THERE IS ONE.
ONE TRUE

00,

"WHAT DI YOU MEAN BY
THAT? THE ONE TRUE GO0T §

[ AND ASK HIM HOW
HE KNOWS THIS,

BECAUSE WE ARE :
HERE. AND BECAUSE THE
HYBRID - SHE SPEAKS TO
HIM. HEARS HIS VOICE. A

: CLAIRVOYANCE,

CLAIRVOYANCEP IT'S A
' PROGRAMMING FLAW. AN ERROR.
SYNAPSES FIEING AT RANPOM.




