


‘ We had envisioned
‘ something great.

"

A second crack at the
tower of babel, rising from

No servants, no masters. S B

N — - . i S8\ A comedian came through town
3 . ; once. He pitched a vew tourism
slogan for the city.

A utopia. or, that was
the plan anyway.

"Winnipeg. come
norther lights.
-

| ...sfay ‘cause you l
got murdered.”




Well...Auck.
it's always
something.

A kind of psychic gloaming.

One mind waking as
the other falls into
sleep.

But T know
where she'll go.

Even before
she does.

I've been where
she is now.

Things can get a
little...confused.

OMe of our
many unforeseen
consequences.




We swore to protect E

fhie secret with our

" FORTY-FVE
|| PRESSED NTO
YOUR BACK.

v

EVEN THROUGH

THE VEST THE

4 SHOCK'S ENOUGH

\ TO LIQUIFY YOUR
KIDNEY 4

AL

Once we're gove,
there'll be no more
secret fo keep.

And the lives
of others... YOU'RE
F ofter A DIFFICULT
WOomMAN 1o /1
FIND,

This could be a crazy story she
tells some rookie partver, or her
grandkids one day, only--

No one will
ever believe
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