


I CLOSE MY EYES,
AND ALL I CAN HEAR
IS THE SHRIEKING
OF THE WIND.

NO, NOT
THE WIND...

JUST BULLSEYE'S

ONE AND ONLY
THOUGHT.




HIS SCREAMING
LEADS ME

THROUGH A
GALLERY OF
MURDER.

FIRST, THE HUNDREDS
OF DEATHS FOR WHICH
HE CAN CLAIM CREDIT...

I

( ...AND THEN ALL

THE KILLS HE CAN
ONLY DREAM ABOLT.

WA sl

BUT THERE IS
ONE MEMORY
MISSING...

..AND T WILL

FOLLOW THE

SCREAMING
UNTIL I FIND IT.







