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{GREAT GOD/
RESTORE OUR
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WHAT IS5 THAT

IDISE, HAL? ARE [i»
YOU RESEMBLING

SOMETHING?
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R FLIGHT
SUIT? MAYBE
R VEHICLE?







f KETLETH. THE CORPS. WE
ARE WHATS LEFT. AND HERE
WE ARE, LOOKING OUT THE BACK
CF A SPACESHIP GLIDING PAST
THE BIRTHPLACE OF STARS.
}I DON‘T HAVE A CLUE

BUT LET’S APPRECIATE T
WHILE WE CAN.

GONE. JOHN,
SALAAK, KILOWOG...
EVERYBODY.
I GUESS I TOOK IT FOR
GRANTED THEY'D ALWAYS BE AROUND.




