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WELCOME i,
TO e ! HOUSE AFTER HOUSE
L = OF PERFECT LAWNS,
SPACIOUS LIVING ROOMS,
HAPPY FAMILIES.

THEY
HATE ME,
BECAUSE I'M
PIFFERENT.

I SEE THEIR
SIPELONG STARES,
'
WHI | { THI T
WHEN I GO BY. TFTE%‘{:%EL.

O OGE AT THAT NO ONE CAN EVER KNOW. WHAT

. N THEY'D DO IF THEY FOUND OUT. HOW
gt e THEY'D TRY TO TAKE IT ALL AWAY.

ABOUT LATELY.
R THEY WOULDN'T
S m UNDERSTAND.

I DON'T FIT

W INTO THEIR

NEAT LITTLE
BOXES. I
NEVER DID.

THEY CAN
ONLY DREAM
OF HAVING
WHAT T
HAVE.

A PLACE FOR EVERY THING




My CHILDHOOD
&OT LEFT BEHIND IN
” POZENS OF APARTMENTS
TRUST THEM. AND TRAILERS AND
PECPLE. BORROWED BEPROOMS.
THEY LL
G0 AwAaY. §
- F PIECES OF ME
THROWN AWAY LIKE
: TRASH, SCATTERED
~ THEY'LL ACROSS THE COUNTRY.
| TRY TO TAKE
’ WHAT'S YOURS,

UNTIL T 5OT A
HOME. A POOR
FOR THE RIVER
TO FLOW INTO.

ENOUGH
SPACE THAT IT
NEVER HAS TO

FLOW OUT AGAIN.

I CONTROL
IT NOW. T
FREEZE IT.

ALL MY LIFE,
THE RIVER OF
THINGS RACED

TOWARDS ME AND
JUST AS QUICKLY
RACED AWAY.

I SLEEP
GOOPD. LIKE
A BABY.




= C’MON, =TT [ TE way _'
You PIECE OF T e

N sHow ME
SOMETHING...

FE
A g

R e e P

. -
ez VONTRIG ledod




YOU GOTTA
UNDERSTAND. IT'S
MORE THAN JUST
A BOX. I-I JUST

PON'T KNOW

WE sSIMPLY
ASKED FOR YOU
TO FIND OUT WHAT
IT IS, HOW CAN
THAT BE SO

BECAUSE
THERE'S
NOTHING! T
MEAN--HERE,
LOCK AT
THIS.

AND THAT SHOULDPN'T HAPPEN/!
IT'S MAPE OF WOOP AND METALS,
BUT THE WEIGHT OF IT NEGATES
ANY POSSIBILITY OF A LEAD LINING.
THERE'S NO POSSIBLE EXPLANATION
I CAN THINK OF.

“EVEN THE
X-RAYS sHOW
NOTHING.

YOU ONLY HAVE
ANOTHER THREE DAYS

OF RESEARCH ALLOTTED,

POCTOR, YOU'RE GOING
TO NEEDP TO THINK
HARPER.

WITH ALL DUE
RESPECT, I THINK
FOR A LIVING, SIR, MY
WORK WILL CONTINUE
TO BE HINDERED IF I'M
NOT ALLOWEPR FULL

TRUST ME.
you po NOoT )

WANT TO ToucH

THAT BOX.










