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| MONTH AFTER4THEIGRASH! > 4

lSyEEAC
ING'S FINE.
ot W“ERE'vaHQ;[ YOLIR BODY HASN'T
§  LOOK LIKE HAPPENEDZ/! REJECTED THE NEW
TEN MILES OF HARVEST CLONE
BAD ROAD, .




LISTEN, PRIMO,
THERE ISN'T
__\_MLUCH TIME.

JUST PROMISE ME
YOU'LL TAKE CARE
OF IT. IT'S ALL IN
THE NOTE.

TAKE CARE
OF WHAT#

WHERE ARE

YOLl GOINGZ

DO
WHAT T ASK,
PRIMO. I SAVED
YOUr UﬁE.’ you

I HAVE
SOMETHING
HERE. 5S0METHING
THAT YOU NEED
TO TAKE CARE
OF. PROMISE ME
YOU'LL TAKE
CARE OF IT.

DR. EMRAV UTZMAN, YOL'RE
WANTED FOR CRIMES AGAINST
NATLIRE. YOLl SHALL BE HELD

IN KHA-VERJA PR/SON BY

THE ALUTHORITY OF THE
GALACTIC REPLIBLIC.

o Wadii 4
N

CODE RED.
CODE RED.

FUGITIVE ON =&

LEVEL /0,
ROOM 8.




- PRESENTDAY. -

- QUADRANT GAMMA CHARLEE.

YO CAN'T =
JUST LEAVE ME
B,  HANGING LIKE
258 THATY

THERE'S ADEAD '\
ROG CYBORG BACK
IN THE GARAGE, YOU
TELL ME WE'RE ON
OUR WAY TO GO SEE
MY MOTHER, THEN 4
YOU CLAM UPZ

RPPRORCHING
GALACTIC REPUBLIC
TERRITORY.

NOT NOw.

G0 BOOST THE
CLOAKING SHIELD,
WE DON'T WANT
THE GRs ON OLIR
BUTTS.

PRIMO SHOLILD
JUST LET ME



WHAT ARE
YOU TALKING
ABOLITZ THE RACE.
YOLIR EYES
GLOWED RED

AND YOU MADE

I HEAR
YAPPING AND NOT
FIXING. GR YELLOW

<\ ZONE IN FOLIR
| CLICKS.

THAT HUNK OF JUNK
WAS PROBABLY STRAPPED
TOGETHER WITH STOLEN
PARTS. SLUDDENLY
IT'S MY FAULT IT
OVERLOADEDZ

¥ DON'T TELL

PRIMO T LET
YOU RACE.

JUST
FIX THE
SCRAMBLER,
DUMMY.

YOU DON'T
TELL PRIMO
THAT T
RACED.

OKAY, THE
SCRAMBLER
WORKED,
WHAT'S THE
DEALE_ SPILL




HE CREATED
WEAPONSZ

UTZMAN...WELL
HE'S--HE'S NOT

MOTHER, BUT HE
DID...CREATE
you.

TECHNICALLY YOUR

HE
CREATED THE
WEAPON.

HE
WEAPONZ
YOU MEAN
THAT THING
IS REALZ

UTZMAN WAS A MILITARY
SCIENTIST KICKED OUT OF THE
GALACTIC REPLIBLIC BEFORE HE

MADE A LIVING AS BOVA MOTORS'
TEAM DOCTOR...BUT HE NEVER
LEFT HIS Oé.E EXPERIMENTS

IND.

HIND. ’

YUP. AND ACCORDING TO
THAT HUNK OF DEAD CYBORG
YOU GLIYS SAW IN THE GARAGE,
UTZMAN HID THE WEAPON AT
ROCKET SALVAGE. NOW EVERY
MILITARIZED RACER IN THE

GALAXY IS LOOKING ¢

DO WITH MY
MOTHERZ /




