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3 P.M. OCT. 26TH

YOU READY, /4

KID? THIS 1S Y,

GONNA BE O\
PRETTY b
INTENSE. 4 ~




MERCY HOSPITAL
4 AND MEDICAL CENTER
- 6 P.M. OCT. 26TH

YOU'RE
THE STRONG

ONE, JOHN. YOU'RE 2|
THE COMFORTER. | —
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BO MERCY HOSPITAL AND I

MEDICAL CENTER MORGUE -
9:30 P.M. OCT. 26TH |

-~ " —

DON'T KNOW. AND
UNLESS DEAD MEN

"

THESE PRIESTS
COULDN'T MARRY.
ISN'T THAT WHY
THEY'RE ALWAYS
MAKING IT WITH

CATHOLICS.
ST. JAMES

SO THEY
STAY AWAY

HEY, BURNED
TO ASH, YOU

NICE TEETH.

DEFINITELY A

TWICE-A-DAY
&U

COME ON, BUDDY, T |

YOU GOTTA HAVE
SOMETHING FOR
UNCLE DAVE.

FORTUNE IN LOST
EARNINGS..




GO
LOVE YOU,
PREACHER

DIDN'T NEED
THIS ANYMORE,
DD YOU?

NOW OR
\ | ForREVER HOLD
\ \ YOUR PEACE.-
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IT'S A NICE
RING. LOOKS
LITTLE EXPENSIVE
FOR A EACHER —_

NOT
YACKY B8uT
NICE.
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SKIMMING A LITTLE
$7_\oFF THE CoLLECTION (j

&

YOU
MUST HAVE BEEN
PLATES FOR THIS

ﬁ&

SERVES
VOU RIGHT

HAvE ] \

THEY SAY THOUGH,
JOHN. EASY COME,
EASY... 8










WE SCREAM. WE
CRY. LETTING LOOSE
OF AlL-L CONTROL-
AND EMOTION,
SOMEHOW SEEMS
TO MAKE IT BETTER.

o, A | |
1 WANTED TO SCREAM. THAT'S |

SITUATION GETS OUT OF
HAND, WHEN LIFE CEASES TO
MAKE SENSE AND COMES
H CRASHING DOWN AROUND US.

I OPENED MY MIND
AND MY MCUTH TO
LET LOOSE THE
FLOODGATES OF
CONFUSION, BUT
NOTHING CAME OUT.

I'VE NO VOICE, NO
MEMORY OF WHO OR
WHAT I AM, ONLY
GLIMPSES OF THE
SAINTS AND DEMONS
THAT HAVE INTERUPTED
THE BLACKNESS THAT 1
CAN REMEMBER.

SOMEWHERE OUT THERE,

MASKED BY THE SHADOWS, P
HIPES THE TRUTH. BURIED IN
THE MINDS AND POSSESSIONS

BRING JOY TO
MY ENEMIES?

THEY BOW BEFORE ME OR COWER IN
FEAR AT WHAT I HAVE BECOME?




