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EIGHT HUNDRED MILLION PEOPLE
| HUDDLED UP AGAINST THE
Wl HABITABLE COASTLINE OF WHAT WAS
| ONCE NORTH AMERICA. A CROWDED
MESS OF CRIME AND CORRUPTION,
CHOKING ON ITS OWN EFFLUVIA.

A WORLD UNTO
ITSELF. AND BEYOND
)| THE CURSED CITY...

-

A CURSED EARTH.
BLASTED ROCK AND DUST,

STRETCHING ACROSS THE
CONTINENT.

STORM
COMING IN!




ACROSS THE CURSED EARTH
ARE A TERROR TO BEHOLD.

WINDS OF UpP TO A HUNDRED
MILES AN HOUR PASSING
OVER VAST STRETCHES OF

IT'S TOO
{ MUCH--GET

LOOKS LIKE
ABAD ONE-—- | -.
RADCLOAKS [
ON/ :




+ UNTIL THEY FORM
A CURTAIN OF
SWIRLING BLACK
SILT, FILLING THE SKY.

[ WHAT THE
HELL WAS
THAT?




AS THE STORM HITS, THE
CITY LOCKS ITSELF DOWN. |

SEVERE
WEATHER ALERT!

| BLAST DOORS THIS il
\ CLOSING IN ONE IS NOT A |
A\ DRILL!

MINUTE!
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--OR FACE A HORRIBLE

DEATH CHOKING ON FILTH
AS THE STORM SUCKS THE -
OXYGEN FROM THE AIR. B




OTOMO PLAZA,
ONE MILE IN FROM
THE WEST WALL--

IDONT

| LIKE THIS

=\ ONEBIT. SOMETHING'S
: TORN

THROUGH
HERE...

..RIGHT THE
WRY THROUGH
TO THE
OUTSIDE.

BRINKLEY, WE’VE
STILL GOT THAT RED
HERE. IS AN ACCESS

W\ PORT JAMMED OPEN

OR SOMETHING?

DEFINITELY

A BREACH,
THERE'S DUST
EVERYWHERE.




B
)

8l EVEN AS THE RAGE OF THE |}
STORM SUBSIDES, IT |
= REMAINS DEADLY--LEAVING
| BEHIND A BLANKET OF
DUST CONTAMINATED WITH
RADIOACTIVE ISOTOPES.

i ‘ i 1 X
Ul il f
\ - |
DON'T EVEN LOOTING ;
THINK ABOUT IS A CAPITAL
OFFENCE.

IT, CITIZEN.

RESYK HRS
BEEN NOTIFIED.
MOVE ALONG.

A TOUCH
LENIENT,

/ SITURTION
SEEMED TO CALL FOR A
WARNING. WE’VE GOT

WE’RE NEEDED
AT OTOMO
PLAZA. MULTIPLE
HOMICIDES.

YOU DON'T
KNOW THE
HALF OF IT.




;"iii

USUALLY I AVOID

THIS LEVEL IF I CAN, BLIT IF ALL — ¥
THE CORRIDOR CAMERAS GO £ | .
OUT AT ONCE I'VE GOT TO /TR ;
CHECK ON THEM. THAT'S IN THE o \ =
MAINTENANCE MANLIAL. : s A ,
‘ ' =)

¥

AND I HAD TO
COME UP HERE MYSELF
AS AFTER THE STORM
WE’RE UNDERSTRFFED.
THAT’S HOW I ENDED
UP FINDING THE
FIRST BODY..

LOOKS LIKE
THE VIC GOT OFF A
BURST FROM THAT

HANDCRANNON...

TWELVE-
MILLIMETRE
SLUGTHROWER--
NOISY. FROM THE
WEIGHT OF IT,
HE LET OFF A
FULL CLIP.




I JUST KEEP THE
PLACE RUNNING, I'VE
GOT NO COMMENT ON

ANYONE WHO LIVES
HERE. BUT THIS IS MY
GLESS...

.. THE
NEIGHBOURS
DIDN'T COME

ROLIND FOR
SYNTH-CRFF AND
A CHAT MLICH. /8

MAYBE THEY'D
POP IN TO
BORROW R CUP
OF SUGAR.

PHARMACEUTICAL-
GRADE NARCOTICS,
I'D GLESS.




THE STORM MESSED
UP OUR VENTILATION
SYSTEM PRETTY

" THIS APARTMENT

IS IN THE CENTRAL
CORE--HOW DID IT
GET IN THIS FAR?

BE. UNUSUAL TO
LEAVE MONEY AND
PRODLUCT BEHIND,

THOUGH.

OK, WE’LL
TAKE IT FROM
HERE.

NOSE AND
THRORT
BLOCKED...T
THINK THIS ONE
DROWNED
ONDIRT.

| RIVAL GANG?
DRUG WAR?

OUR GUYS GOT
SUCKED RIGHT OUT
OF THE BUILDING.
WE STILL HAVEN'T
FOUND HIM...

B SO YEAH,
STORM LIKE
THAT’LL DO

A WEIRD SHIT.

POOR
VENTILATION
DOESN'T DO

THAT.

WHRT
ARE YOU
THINKING?

RS

S, N ":.;:
A N




I'M THINKING
THIS BODY
IS DIFFERENT.

THE OTHERS
WERE ALL QUICK
KILLS. THIS ONE

DIED SLOWLY..

WHOEVER
DID THIS WENT
THROUGH THE

OTHERS TO
GET TO HIM.

I'VE HEARD OF
IT HAPPENING IN THE
= CURSED EARTH--GRIT

GETS DRIVEN UNDER
THE EYELIDS, SCOURS
EVERYTHING OUT.

DID THIS WE’LL
ASK THEM.

UNTIL THEN WE'VE
GOT AROOM FULL OF
ARMED CREEPS ALL
| KiLED TOGETTO
ONE MAN. YOU KNOW
WHAT I THINK? T THINK WEVE

GOT OURSELVES A
VIGILANTE.




HE
WOULDN'T

QUICKLY.

THE OTHERS DIED
FAST--MOSTLY STAB AND
SLASH WOLIND'S, PROBRBLY
THE SAME BLADE, PROBRBLY
THE SAME KILLER--BUT
SINGLE WOUNDS,
DELIVERED QUICKLY.

WITH THIS ONE
IT’S STILL THE SAME
BLADE, BUT MULTIPLE
CUTS, SLOW, ONLY
THE LAST FATAL.

WHRT
ABOUT THE
EYES?

DIFFICULT
TO ACCOLUINT FOR,
LIKE OUR CRASE OF
ASPHYXIATION.

THE DUST DOES HIGHLIGHT
ANOTHER DIFFERENCE
BETWEEN THE BODIES,

THOUGH: ALL THE BODIES ARE

SATURATED BY IT, BUT ONLY

THIS ONE SHOWS LONG-

TERM CELLULAR DAMAGE

FROM RADIATION.

HE’S ACTUALLY
SPENT TIME IN THE
CLRSED EARTH. A
LOT OF IT.
7 YOUGETA
DNA IDENT?

HE WAS OLDER THAN THE REST. HADN'T
DONE THE SAME TIME IN THE CUBES. BUT
STILL, A RECORD. RECENTLY SUSPECTED
OF INVOLVEMENT IN THE DRUGS TRADE,
BEFORE THAT CURSED EARTH SMUGGLING.

HERBERT LOPEZ.

AND AMONGST THE
KNOWN ASSOCIATES,
A STROKE OF LUCK,

JUSTICE DEPARTMENT |
HOLDING FACILITY,
SECTOR 32 WEST.

LET’S GO.




ELAINE GERTRAUD--
CURRENTLY HELD ON
DISRUPTIVE BEHAVIOUR
CHARGES.
YOU'VE LEFT THE CITY
FOR THE CURSED ERRTH
WITH HIM ON MORE THAN A
DOZEN OCCRSIONS, AND
ARRIVED BACK TOGETHER
ALMOST EVERY TIME--
YOU STILL SRY YOU DON'T
KNOW THE MAN?

SO WE’VE HAD
BLSINESS WHERE OUR
PATHS HAVE CROSSED-- SOAMI
LOTS OF PEOPLE ON THOSE ¢ GETTING OuT

LOPEZ? RADWRGONS, DOESN'T OF HERE OR
NEVER HERARD OF MERN I'D REMEMBER I
HIM. WHRT’S THIS THEM ALL.

ABOUT?

YOu
THREW A MAN
THROUGHR
WINDOW.

HEY, HE HAD
A KNIFE/ T NEVER
STARTED THAT
FIGHT, I WRS JUST
TRYING TO DRINK
IN PERACE/

I FOUND
ANOTHER ONE.



T CHECKED THE
BOSN%“E(;V:%%NC”Y WHEN THEY GOT IN NAMES OF THE VICTIMS
THEY FOLND THE CREW AND AGAINST RADWAGON
PASSENGERS DEAD. SOME PASSENGER LISTS,
LOOKING FOR ANYONE
THAT GERTRALID AND

STOPPED CHECKING
INTWO DAYS FROM KNIFE WOLIND'S, SOME
AGO. JUST BEFORE CHOKED TO DERATH. NOBODY
THE STORM IT WAS .
FOLIND, APPARENTLY HAD SEEN ANYTHING LIKE LOPEZ HAD TRAVELLED
ABANDONED IT--THEY THOUGHT MAYBE WITH...
’ RAIDERS HAD STRUCK THEN

SEALED THE HATCHES AFTER
THEMSELVES.

“I FOUND A MATCH:
DALTON WESTLAKE.
REPORT SRAYS HIS
WOUNDS WERE
PARTICULARLY SEVERE.”

SHOULD WE
ASK GERTRAUD
ABOUT
WESTLAKE?

IDOUBT
SHE’LL TALK.




1600 HOURS: SUBJECT
| | RELEASED FROM CUSTODY.
]
TOOK
YOUR TIME

SUBJECT'S PERSONAL
EFFECTS ARE RETURNED,
INCLUDING ONE PHONE.

\’\? A\ N2 , 2\
K3 1640: SUBJECT LEAVES
HOLDING FACILITY, 2 1720: SUBJECT USES CASH TO
PPRll| PROCEEDING SOUTHBOUND. A LOG IN ANONYMOUSLY AT A PUBLIC
Al _ 1 R INFORMATION TERMINAL. SUBJECT N \\ ~ !
= N SENDS SEVERAL MESSAGES AND o \
\ : - - ATTEMPTS TO MAKE A NUMBER OF A
CALLS. ONE CALL REACHES A VOICEMAIL =3 N

v , ——— NN ACCOUNT FOR DALTON WESTLAKE. :
TWO MORE CALLS FAIL TO CONNECT. 1815: SUBJECT ENTERS

CLINTON HEIGHTS.
I_ SUBJECT HAS J

NOT USED HER




LOPEZ WAS DEAD, SHE
COULDN'T RAISE
WESTLAKE... ELAINE
GERTRAUD WAS WORRIED.

SHE JUST TOOK

THE ELEVATOR,

HEADING UP TO
THIRTY-SIX.

WAS THEIR

SECRET SAFEF CARTER WOULD

KNOW WHAT TO
DO. CARTER
ALWAYS DID.

AND THEN SHE FELT THE
GRIT ON THE FLOOR,
SMELLED THE TANG OF
POLLUTED DESERT
DUST IN THE AIR...

CARTER
WASN'T
ALONE.
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N Freeze, |
| AssHoLE! | -

CONTROL, CAN \

I GET A REMOTE / f 3

SHUTDOWN ON . DREDD,

A FIRE ALARM AT / ] WE’'VE GOT R

[ I
SHOULD MY LOCATION.. £ Y [ LIVE ONE.

HAVE USED A
HEATSEEKER.




HE...HE WANTED
WOLANSKI...HAD
TO TELL HM...

DON'T TRY
TO TALK. HELP
IS COMING.

CONTROL,
CANCEL THAT
MEDIC.

SSEND A HIS NAME

MEAT-WAGON.” WRS ADOLFUS CARTER--USED

: TO RUN WITH VARIOUS CURSED

EARTH GANGS, OVERLAPPING
CONSIDERRABLY WITH OUR OTHER
VICTIMS. THE APARTMENT IS UNDER

ANOTHER NAME, PROBRBLY
AN ASSUMED IDENTITY.

DREDD?
CONTROL, GOT
SOMETHING FOR
YOU ON THAT JUDGES ON THE WEST
WEIRD APB. WALL REPORTED AN ANOMALOUS
DUST CLOUD, BIG ENOUGH TO
HIDE YOUR GUY, HEADING OUT OF
THE CITY. WENT BY THEM BEFORE
THEY COULD ENGAGE.

THE CURSED
EARTH AGAIN...

LOOKS LIKE
THAT’S WHERE
WE’LL GET OUR

ANSWERS...

ALWRAYS KNEW
THE PAST...WOULD
CATCH UP WITH US.

BUT NOT LIKE...




JUSTICE DEPARTMENT
VTOL AV-1025, |
TWELVE HOURS LATER:

¥

ON AND ON,
OUT TO THE
HORIZON AND
BEYOND...

IT GETS A LOT OF PEOPLE
LIKE THAT--YOU THINK THE
BIG MEG IS THE BIGGEST,
g/ } BADDEST THING THERE IS, AND

THEN YOU GET OUT OF IT AND WHRT'S

SEE THERE’S SOMEWHERE OUR ETRA? J

i BIGGER--AND WORSE,




ANY MINUTE
NOW. SURPRISED
YOWRE INSUCHR
HURRY--CREEP'S
OUT OF THE CITY,

OuT OF YOUR
HAIR...

..HERE’S THE

RAPWAGON YOU
WERE LOOKING
FOR.

THE LAW
IS THE LAW. THAT
DOESN'T STOP
AT THE CITY
BOUNDRRIES.

TR
\,\\,\,\x\
ANRRNRN,
N




UPDRAFT FROM
THAT RAVINE...
NOTHING TO

WORRY ABOUT.

TINANGN
S RE P

DON’T GET YOUR
HOPES UP. LOOKS
LIKE SCAVENGERS
HAVE STRIPPED IT.




DR S TITS

STHE ANIMALS OUT HERE
WILL TRKE ANY THIN

THIS
LOOKS
INTRCT--

THANKS. §

YOU KNOW, I'M
BEGINNING TO THINK
MAYBE OUR PILOT
WRS RIGHT..WE HAVE
COME OUT HERE FOR
NOTHING.

MRAYBE.
MRAYBE NOT.




*MIGHT KNOW R THING OR TWO.”

OH, HELLO, YOU SHOULDN'T *
HELLO...  BE OUT HERE, YOU KNOW. ;
= - TOO CLOSE TO THE
. CANYON. DUST DEVILS
‘\\\ R MIGHT COME.

OVER THERE,
" OVER THERE. THAT'S BIG CITY
WHERE THEY COME FOLK IN THAT TIN CAN
FROM, YOU KNOW. YOU WERE LOOKING
TERRIBLE FIERCE. AT WENT TOO CLOSE,
AN’ DUST DEVILS
GOT ‘EM.

THAT'S

THE RAVINE
WE PRSSED
OVER.

THEY’LL

STRIP THE FLESH
FROM YOUR BONES
THEY WILL--TERRIBLE
BERSTS; INVISIBLE
CLAWS, RAVENOUS

MESS WITH ME, OF
COURSE.



GOT :

MORE CHARMS ALL

ROUND MY SHACK, yoﬁN;ZrD,\lgss

TOO. DEVILS CAN'T THIS ATTACK
STAND THEM. BY..DEVILS?

THEY HEAR ME

COMING, SEE?

KNOW NOT TO
MESS.

OHNO..I'D \
BREWED UP A BATCH
OF MUSHROOM
TEA. I ALWAYS STAY
IN WHEN I DO THAT.
ONLY FOLIND THE
MESS AFTER.
oW DREDD?P
THEY’RE d \ YOU THERE?
INVISIBLE. ;

I/ WIND IS RISING, '\
L BEGINNING TO PICK LP
| ALoT OF DUST, IF WE
WANT TO GET BACK TO
THE CITY WE NEED TO
LIFT OFF SOON.

PREP
THE ENGINES,
WE’RE DONE--




STORM'S
COMING--THRT
SHACK OF
YOURS ENOUGH
COVER?

ALWRYS
HRS BEEN
BEFORE.

THEN
STAY INSIDE.
NOT SAFE TO

BE OUT IN
THE OPEN.




YOU'RE NOT
WRONG. ERSILY AS
BIG AS THAT LAST
ONE, BY THE LOOK
OF THINGS.

MICHREL C.
WOLANSKIL...

CRAWLER COLONIES.
CAN YOU GET US
THERE RHERD OF

THE STORM?

IT’'S UP
NORTH. STORM’'S
COMING IN FROM
THE SOUTHWEST,
SO JUST BARELY.

CONTROL RELAYED

L/ AMESSAGE WHILE YOU

WERE SIGHTSEEING--

THEY’VE LOCRTED THE
GLY YOU WERE LOOKING
FOR. SEEMS HE GOT WIND
OF WHAT WAS HAPPENING

AND WANTS TO TLRN

HIMSELF IN.

THEY DON'T HRVE A
HANGAR BIG ENOUGH FOR NEED YOU TO
THE VTOL, THOUGH--WIND AND LAND 1T, JUST
DIRT WILL TERR IT TO PIECES FLY IT..
IF WE LEAVE IT EXPOSED.

W WELL
WORRY RBOUT
THE REST.




IRONIC THAT HIS
ROUTE SHOULD ]
TAKE HIM THIS WAY. [

BACK TO WHERE |,
IT ALL BEGAN...

THERE IS NO TIME |
TO DWELL ON IT. HE

MUST FOCUS ON
THE TASK AHEAD.

ONLY ONE TO TAKE
CARE OF NOW, THEN
HIS REVENGE WILL
BE COMPLETE.

BUT THE PAST IS
JUST THE PAST.




ICANGIVE
YOU RBOUT
FIVE MINUTES
HOVER, THEN
I'LL HAVE TO
\ PEEL OUT.

0 vou rerDY,
= CONTIP

READY
TO JUMP.
OPEN
THE REAR
HATCH!

WHY DID T
KNOW HE'D
SAY THAT?

OKRY, IN
POSITION...




JUMPING
OUT OF PLANES ONTO
MOVING VEHICLES--
IS THAT WHAT THEY’RE
TEACHING AT THE
ACADEMY NOw?

THAT'S ME.
AND YOU'LL

BE DREDD

BETTER
GET INSIDE
BEFORE THE
DUST HITS.

=




TILL JUSTICE
DEPRARTMENT SEIZED
THEIR ASSETS LAST
YERAR, YEAH. T HEAR

YOU MIGHT HAVE HAD

WELCOME TO THE ; W\ <
WILLIAMSBURG., \ | SOMETHING o °°

THIS USED TO
BE THEIRS? ¥




PRIOR CRSE
FOR BOTH OF US. HALL
OF JUSTICE STILL
HAS SOME ONGOING
INVESTIGATIONS.

WELL, ANYWRY,
WE INHERITED A
CAN OF WORMS. THE
WILLIAMSBURG MRY
LOOK LIKE A BIG
BUCKET OF BOLTS,
BUT IT’S A REAL
COMMUNITY.

YOU HERRD THE
EXPRESSION THAT MEGR-
CITIES ARE A NEW WORLD
BUILT ON THE RUINS OF THE
OLD? THE CRAWLERS GO
OUT AND FIND THE RUINS OF A THOUSAND-
THAT OLD WORLD, DIG IT UR, ODD PEOPLE RRE
< DECONTAMINATE IT, AN’ OUT HERE LIVING
\ RECYCLEIT. AND WORKING ON
'} THE MOBILE MINING

PLATFORMS, A
DANGEROUS WORK. (8 HUNDRED AND

SOME OF THE DEEP FIFTY ON THIS

LAYERS OF WRECKRAGE ONE RLONE.
/ ARE RADIOACTIVE

ENOUGHTOKILLYOU B

IN AN INSTANT, BUT THE I WAS GETTING
REWRARDS OUTWEIGH A BIT LONG IN THE

THAT SO WE CAN'T TOOTH TO BER
SHUT IT DOWN. STREET JUDGE SO
THEY SENT ME OUT
HERE AS MARSHAL,
IN CHARGE OF THE

WHOLE MESS.

THE ORDINARY
TROUBLEMAKERS
ARE BAD ENOUGH,
SO I'LL BE GLAD
FOR YOU TO TRAKE

THIS CREEP OFF
OUR HANDS.




I THOUGHT -
HE TURNED - 1
/ / YOU COULD SRY
HIMSELF IN? \ THAT--FIRST HE STARTS
YELLING RBOUT HOW
HE’S NEXT AND NEEDS
PROTECTION, NEXT
THING HE ATTACKS MY
MEN, PLITS ONE IN THE
MED-BAY.

WE WON'T
BE SORRY TO
SEE THE BACK

OF HIM.

- HOW SOP WE'VE
1 SN EG B WY weATHERED worsE
' CITY MIGHT BE 1 THAN THIS STORM.
THE TRICK YOU CAN CALL UP
) ANOTHER VTOL WHEN
IT'S PASSED.

IF WE’RE RIGHT
THEN THERE MAY BE

SOMETHING ELSE OUT -

THERE OTHER THAN ~_YOU MAY WANT
THE STORM. TO THINK ARBOUT

4 PUTTING YOUR
SECURITY DETAIL

ON HIGH ALERT.

MERANTIME I'D

LIKE A WORD
WITH CITIZEN
WOLANSKI.

SLET'S SEE IF
HE CAN LET US
| KNOW WHAT'S
onG oN.* [ 1w DT
- TP CERTRALD I HEARD ABOUT
AND CARTER,  WESTLAKE AND LOPEZ,
* © AND THEN I COULDN'T

I MERN. RAISE THE OTHERS, SO
IT STAND'S TO REASON
GOT THEM.



WHRT DO
YOU MERN

SWE'D GOTTEN WORD OF A CACHE
OF PRE-WAR GOODS--WESTLAKE,
SHENG AND ME. DIDN‘T FIND
ANYTHING, SO WE HERDED BRACK
TO THE NEAREST TOWN. BEFORE
LONG WE GOT PRETTY SPOOKED

SOME KIND

IT GOT SHENG

OF CREATURE..A ' FIRST, THAT'S
GHOST..ASPIRIT A WHEN I SAW IT.

FROM HELL.

“WE DIDN'T KNOW WHAT IT
WRS--JUST HERRD IT MOVING,
SAW FLICKERS OF MOTION
DARTING FROM ROCK TO

“FINALLY SHENG COULDN'T
TAKE IT ANYMORE, STARTED
SHOOTING. T DON'T THINK
SHE WARS RIMING, JUST
FIRING WILD, HOPING TO
HIT WHATEVER IT WRS.

COME ON
AND FACE ME,
YOU FUCKING

COWARD!

BECAUSE SOMETHING STARTED

FOLLOWING LS. ROCK, BUT WE NEVER QUITE

SAW IT DIRECTLY. SOMETHING
MAN-SIZED, OUT THERE,
TRACKING US.

ik e

< “THAT WAS WHEN
| IT STRUCK...CAME
OUT OF NOWHERE
| AND SWEPT INTO
TAKE HER.

“IT SPARED ONE GLANCE AT
US AND I FELT THE HATE JUST
RADIATING FROM IT. THEN
THERE WRS R SWIRL OF DUST
AND IT WAS GONE...AND SO
WRS SHENG, LIKE THE DESERT
HAD SWALLOWED HER UP.




“HER BODY SHOWED
UP THE NEXT DAY, JUST
OUTSIDE OF TOWN.

“THAT’S WHEN WE KNEW--
IT WASN'T RANDOM.

THAT THING KNEW US,
AND THE PAST WRS
CATCHING UP WITH LS.

*NOT LONG AFTER THAT
WESTLAKE DECIDED TO HERD
BACK TO THE MEG, AND T
TOOK R JOB HERE ON THE
WILLIAMSBURG, HOPING IT
WOULDN'T FIND ME...”

BUT IF IT GOT
LOPEZ AND
GERTRAUD...

THE OTHERS WE
KNOW RBOLUT, BUT
WE DON'T HAVE
ANYTHING ON THIS
VSHENG"”,

SHE LIVED HER
WHOLE LIFE OUT HERE,

NEVER VISITED THE BUT SHE WAS
CITY--YOU PROBRBLY  ONE OF US...PART OF
DON'T HRVE RECORDS A WHAT HAPPENED AT

FOR HER. NEW BARNAVELT.




ENGINE
NUMBER F?UE

Yy  pust
EVERYWHERE.
WHOLE THING

MUST BE
CLOGGED...




“THE FOLKS WHO FOUNDED IT  [&5 f “THE VARRS WERE A BIG DEAL IN

WERE MOSTLY FROM THE MEG, % TOWN BECAUSE THEY’D BEEN RICH
TRYING TO MAKE A NEW LIFE : BACK IN THE CITY AND BROLUIGHT

| OUTSIDE ITS WALLS. A GOOD, A ALOT OF THAT WERLTH WITH THEM. =

WHOLESOME LIFE, FREE FROM FEEDSTOCK, WRTER PURIFIERS,

CRIME AND OPPRESSION. THRT e o ENERGY CELLS, YOU NAME IT THEY
WRS THE THEORY, RNYWRY. | HAD A SUPPLY OF IT AND WEREN'T

SHY OF SHARING.

| WERE RELIGIOUS,
| LIKE THE VARRS.

EW
BARNAVELT.

EVERYONE
WRS HOPING
IT WOULD BE
A PARADISE. T : .
GLESS THAT'S | (: 2"y || “AND NEW BARNAVELT
ALWAYS THE A XY - b8l  PROSPERED, GOOD
" TIMES FOR ALL.

"-| “UNTIL THE CROPS FRILED AND SUPPLIES RAN
LOW AND IT LOOKED LIKE GOING IT ALONE
WRSN'T GOING TO BE THAT ERSY AFTER ALL.

. ‘ : I\ | “IT GOT WORSE FOR
THE VARRS STOPPED BEING SO " THE VARRS, TOO. |

HANDY WITH THE GIFTS AS WELL, 1 - ,
CLAIMING POVERTY--SOON o~ o Bl R e
WORD WENT ARROLIND THEY WERE - KINDR OFF, BUT IT
HOARDING, KEEPING SUPPLIES . AR KoH ORR BUT T
FROM THE REST OF US THAT | § — oA SRt SOMETHING MORE
SHOULD RIGHTFLILLY BE SHARED. 77 Ly :

“THINGS GOT R
q HERTE




SO
NO MUTANTS &

=] “AND NEW BRRNRVELT HRD
SOME PRETTY STRICT RULES
ABOUT THAT KIND OF THING.

SO THAT WAS e

THAT.. THEY LUPPED SEXCEPT THERE WAS THE ISSLE
AND LEFT TOWN. (Bl oF S1IppLIES--THE TOWN WRAS OLIT
*| OF FOOD, OUR LAST FEW WATER

PLIRIFIERS WERE HALF BROKEN, NO

POWER TO BE HAD. DIDN'T THEY

HAVE SOME DUTY TO THE TOWN
THEY HELPED FOLIND® SHOLULDN'T

THEY HAVE LEFT SOME OF THEIR

WEALTH BEHIND FOR LIS?

“YOU HAVE TO UNDERSTAND, WE “WE CAUGHT THEM
WEREN'T CRIMINALS--NOT THEN, OUT IN THE OPEN. THEY
AT LERST--JUST DESPERATE. NEVER HAD A CHANCE.

“IT WRS ONLY AFTER
WE FOUND OUT THEY
HAD NO SUPPLIES, NO
FABULOUS HORRD.

THEM OR US,
THAT'S JUST
HOWIT IS, )

“AND WHRT THEY
WOLULDN'T GIVE,
WASN'T IT OUR
DUTY TO 7AKE--TO
SAVE THE TOWN?

“THE RADWRGON WE ROLLED INTO R RAVINE, AND
WE MADE A DECISION NOT TO TELL ANYONE BACK [
AT NEW BARNRVELT WHAT HAD HAPPENED. NOT THRT
THE TOWN LASTED MUCH LONGER AFTER THAT--WE |
ALL DRIFTED APART AND WENT OLIR SEPARATE WAYS.




) DEAD MﬂN. IS

GOING TO KILL
ME, JUST LIKE THE
OTHERS/

=z
~BUTIT'S 7
GOT TO COME
THROUGH s Y
FIRST.




HE FEELS THE
STORM RAGE
OUTSIDE.

N EsPECIALLY NOW
VENGEANCE IS
ALMOST HIS.

ENGINE FOUR
STILL DOWN, AND I'M
SHOWING FIRES...ALSO
AN INTRUDER ALARM? £

WHRAT THE HELL
IS GOING ON
BACK THERE?

THE FURY INSIDE
HIM MATCHES IT, |8
DRIVING HIM ON. |

WOLANSKI...
WHERE?




. SINCE HE WAS
CAST INTO THE
ABYSS.

T-THEY TOOK
HIM TO THE SECURITY
OFFICE...A DECK
DOWN, T-TOWRRDS

THE FRONT... PLEASE...

LET ME GO...

THE HATE HAS
BURNED SO
LONG NOW...

... SINCE HIS
CHILDHOOD
WAS TAKEN
FROM HIM...

THEY HAD EXPECTED
HIM TO DIE THERE,
ALONE AND
FORGOTTEN, IN THE
DARKNESS.

INSTEAD THE
DARKNESS TOOK
HIM IN, AND FED

HIS HATE.




Ir's

HEADING

THIS WAY!
I~

DAMNED IF
I'M GOING TO
| LET THAT THING

TAKE ANY MORE

OF MY MEN/

| SHANRHRAN,

NO--




y LISTEN, I DIDN'T \ \ :
H,,]'Zgﬁ,gEETHE V' FIRE A SHOT THAT DAY-- \
VARR KID. I DIDN'T KNOW THAT
’ WAS THE PLAN, I NEVER

WOULD HAVE GONE
ALONG WITH IT...

LET ME
SHARE THEM
WITH YOU.

DOWN IN
THE DARKNESS T
WAS NOT ALONE.
I MET., OTHERS...
AND THEY SHARED
THEIR GIFTS
WITH ME.




EYES W ] REGULATION HELMET '\
ARE GONE, BUT | pr i GRENADE, FOR COMES WITH SOLUND- |
WOLRANSKI'S o \ {4 RIOT CONTROL. DAMPENING NOW.
ALIVE...HOW'S L) | OUR CREEP'S 8\ YOU SHOULD PUT IN
SHANAHAN? 4 y o S i SENSITIVE TO A REQUISITION.
g v NOISE.

HELL, I'M

BUSTED A By i : y

_ RIB OR TWO, HEAD'S 1 B sensiTive TO 8

B RINGING. WHAT THE B - it SN\ THAT KIND OF /8
\ HELL wAs THAT? 48 ~N : | NOISE.

THAT SOUNDED
LIKE IT CAME FROM WRATCH
MAIN PRODUCTION-- WOLRANSKI...
HALF THE WORKFORCE
IS TAKING SHELTER
UP THERE.

“WE'LL
TAKE CARE OF
THE CREEP.



HE’S TERRING
THE PLACE APART/
GOT TO TAKE HIM A
OUuT FRST/ s

|




MATERIAL TO
WORK WITH...




CREEP'S Y
GOT R THING
FORDUST. /

LET’S SEE
IF HE’'S RS
GOOD WITH




EVERYTHING’S
LORDED, FORECAST IS
CLERR. YOU SHOULD BE

GOOD TO GO.

ABOUT TIME.
WE’RE NEEDED
BACK ON THE
STREETS.
RECOMMEND
YOU SEE RBOUT
THAT HELMET.

A PROJECTED
DELUSION, PROBRBLY. KID
WRAS A MUTANT, A LATENT

TELEKINETIC. RFTER THAT
THINK THERE WRS KIND OF TRAGEDY, WHO
ANYTHING TO IT? KNOWS HOW HIS
MIND BROKE?

WHAT VARR
SAID TO
WOLRANSKI.

ABOUT LIVING
DOWN IN THE
CANYON WITH

SOME KIND OF

CREATURES.

UNUSUAL, BUT
YOU STAY A JUDGE
LONG ENOUGH
AND YOUILL SEE
STRANGER.




THEY TOLD YOU,
THEY DID. TOLD YOU
NOTHING GOOD
WOULD COME FROM
MESSING WITH CITY
FOLKS.

BUT YOU HAD
TO CHASE THEM,
DIDN'T YOUP HRAD

TO GET YOUR

REVENGE.

AND NOW T’LL
; HAVE TO TELL THEM
Wl / YOU'RE GONE.
OH, THAT | o N | THEY WON'T LIKE
BOY. THAT £ ! THAT AT ALL, THEM
SILLY, SILLY & \ DEVILS.

BOY..

DAMN
FEW PEOPLE
WHO CAN
SAY THAT.

STILL, YOU
GOT WHRT YOU
WRANTED, OR
AT LERST MOST
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SOMEBOPY ONCE TOLDP
ME THAT I'M JUST NOT
CUT OUT TO BE A JUPGE.

HE SAIP IF I PIPN'T GET KILLED
TOPAY, IT WAS GOING TO BE
TOMORROW, OR IT WAS GOING
TO BE THE DAY AFTER THAT.

THE ASSESSMENT. PREPDP. THAT
NIGHT IN PEACH TREES. I SOMEHOW
MADE IT OUT OF THAT PLACE ALIVE.

WHY DOES IT FEEL
LIKE I'M STILL IN THERE?Z
FIGHTING TO GET oUT?Z

THESE EXTRA SESSIONS YOU'VE
REQUESTED TELLS ME YOU'VE GOT
SOMETHING ON YOUR MIND .

YOU'RE THE PSYCHIC,
ANPERSON. TELL
ME WHAT IT'mM
THINKING...

FOCUS... HFF...
STAY... STAY IN
THE MOMENT.




WHATEVER IT IS, T
SUGGEST YOU FIND A
BETTER WAY OF
VEALI[NI_G WITH

NOW STOP
STINKING UP mY
GYM AND GO HIT
THE SHOWERS.

JUST ONE
MORE ROUND,
SIR.

HE'S RIGHT, OF COURSE. )
IT'S ALL FOcus. THAT'S THE SWEET SPOT. |

THAT'S WHEN I KNOW WHAT
SOMEBOPY IS THINKING BEFORE
THEY EVEN KNOW IT THEMSELVES.

WHEN I PO IT JUST RIGHT, WHEN
I FEEL THAT INVISIBLE WORLDP
SHIVER INTO EXISTENCE...

GOT ASSIGNER A SURVEILLANCE PETAIL
ON THE NAVARRO CARTEL CASE. CRUISE
THE EASTSIPE BARRIO, SECTOR 9. FOCUS.
REPORT WHAT YOU HEAR.
3 L _d
ANY OTHER TIME IT WOULD BE EASY
EALER OR TWO

K-KIZK YOUR
ASS, BITCH!

PuBLIic
INTOXICATION.
POSSESSION OF A
CONCEALED WEAPON.
ATTEMPTED ASSAULT
OF A JUPGE. FIVE
YEARS.

ANDPERSON,
DO YOU COPY? <
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GO AHEAD.

LY —
'LANSPALE APARTMENTS,
B EAST 328. POMESTIC
J’-’- PISTURBANCE IN PROGRESS.'

JUDGE ANDERSON, CARPENAS, SECTOR 9. I BROKE IN, FOUND A...
SECTOR 12. NEIGHBOURS CALLED HISPANIC MALE, EARLY
RESPONDING TO ABOUT SCREAMS COMING TWENTIES... UH, T
YOUR (0167 4 FROM A HAB ON THE THINK HE WAS HAVING A SEIZUREZ
TOP FLOOR. SOME KIND OF A THEN WHY CALL
SEIZURE. ME AND NOT A THAT'S JUST IT.

MEP-WAGON? LOOK, I... I PUNNO
HOW TO SAY THIS,
BUT... WHEN T FOUND

THE GUY HE WAS...
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HE WAS
STANPING
IN THE

I'M REACHING INTO
HIM. I CAN SEE WHAT
HE THINKS HE SAW.

I'M SENSING FATIGLUE,
SLEEP PEPRIVATION. HE
KEEPS THINKING OF A

NIGHTMARES WHEN HE
WAS A LITTLE BOY .

FERNANDPEZ IS A HALCONE —
A LOW-LEVEL PEALER. BUT A
GOOP SOURCE OF INTEL IF

I CAN GET TO WORK ON HIM.

GOING uPSTAIRS,
CARDENAS. GIVE ME
TEN MINUTES.

STORY HIS GRANPMOTHER
TOLP HIM THAT GAVE HIM

EXCUSE ME, I'!ZLASEE WHAT

SENORITAZ
CITIZEN, WHAT'S
THE TENANT'S

AS T BEEN NAMEZ

TELLING YOUR
PARTNER, THE GUY
GOING CRAZY UPSTAIRS
OWES ME FOURTEEN

AH
, SENORITA,
Wg/gﬁﬁoﬁﬁ;lT, T HAVE A LOT OF

TENANTS, YKNOW?
I ¢AN'T REMEMBER
EVERYONE'S

THERE ANY NAME.
WAY I ¢AN GET
THAT BEFORE
YOU ARREST
HIMZ

HE CAN. IT'S MIGUEL
ERNANPEZ. AND THE REASON

IF I PLAY THIS RIGHT WE MIGHT
ACTUALLY STANDP A CHANCE OF

G POWN THE RRTEL, OF
MHK/NG A DIFFERENCE
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SOUNPS LIKE FERNANDEZ
HAS GOT SOMEONE UP
THERE WITH HIM.

SANTA MARIA,
MAPRE PE PIOS,
RUEGA POR
NOSOTROS...

SO WHY AM I ONLY SENSING
A SINGLE PRESENCE... 7

ESE CHICO POSEIPO
POR EL MISMISIMO
PlABLO!

CITIZEN,

I NEED YOU
TO STAY INSIPE
AND LOCK
YOUR POOR.

DEBE
TOMAR ESTO!
TOMELO, POR

FAVOR!

TEN
CUIPApPO,
SENORITA!

MY NAME IS JUPGE
ANDERSON.

I'M COMING IN...




I'm NOT
HERE TO
ARREST Yo,
CITIZEN.

INTURIES APPEAR SELF—/NFL/CTEP
VOICE SOUNPS MO
TORTURED AT THHN A HUMHN BEING.

CAN'T SEE EMPTY BOTTLES OR PRUG
PARAPHERNALIA. NO SMELL OF ALCOHOL,
CHEMS OR VOMIT. A KOOK CASE?

STRANGE. HIS THOUGHTS
SLIP PAST ME LIKE FISH, TOO
FAST FOR ME TO CATCH.

ALL I CAN FEEL IS TERROR ...
BUT HE'S LUCID, LIKE HE'S
SUPPRESSING T SOMEHOW.

HE WHS FREE WHEN CARPENAS
LEFT HIM. LOOKS LIKE HE CUFFEDP
HIMSELF AND TOSSED THE KEY .

I'M HERE TO
HELP You.

v, -
THAT FEAR FEELS... FAMILIAR .

L

A Y

AR/ S O VL

LIKE BEING TRAPPED, HELPLESS, \

KNOWING SOMETHING WORSE THAN
DEATH IS WAITING FOR YOU...

Y
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FOCUS, ANPERSON. THERE'S
MORE GOING ON HERE. SOMETHING
THAT CONNECTS TO THE CARTEL.

I NEEP FACLTS IF I'M GOING TO
FIND MY WAY THROUGH FERNANDEZ'S
HEAP. SO WHAT HAVE WE GOTZ

ITEM: BAG FlULL OF SHIRTS ITEM: A GOOP CATHOLIC BOY . THE CANPLEWAX IS STILL SOFT.
AND UNPERWEAR . LOOKS LIKE

HE WAS GOING SOMEWHERE.

SO WHAT MAKES A PRUG PEALER
STAY AT HOME AND PRAY ON ANIGHT
WHEN EVERYONE IN THE BARRIO IS ON
THE STREETS LOOKING TO BUYZ

I
S0 WHAT MIGHT FERNANPEZ
HAVE PONE TO UPSET THEMZ

HIS EMPLOYERS? THE LAST DEALER — - [T B
WHO OFFENDED THE CARTEL GOT ’ -
HIS HEAD SAWN OFF ON CAMERA.

B T HAVE A HUNCH...




WHATEVER HE'S EARNING
IT CAN'T BE MUCH IF HE'S
LIVING IN THIS RATHOLE.

START WITH THE OBVIOUS
HIPING SPOTS. AIR VENTS...

LOOKS LIKE MY HUNCH WAS
RIGHT. FERNANPEZ HAS
BEEN SKIMMING HIS PEALS.

\| Ll

HE KNEW MAKING A RUN FOR IT
WOULD BE A LONG-SHOT... AND A |
HAIL MARY PASS cOULP ALWAYS | PRAYING MUST HAVE TRIGGERED

USE AN EXTRA HAIL MARY , RIGHT? J glﬁ g'NEgER WHRAE'I'AI"l(APPWN SPOMEHOW
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A\

WHATEVER . THE SOONER WE GET
HIM OUT OF HERE THE BETTER.

g

ANPERSON TO
CONTROL. REQUESTING

MEP-WAGON TO LANSPALE
APARTMENTS, HAB 237. PICKING
UP MIGLEL FERNANDEZ, KOOK
CASE FOR PSI-INTERROGATION
ON SUSPICION OF PRUG
TRAFFICKING.

copyY
THAT, ANDERSON.
MED-WAG:

lNBOUNV

WHAT pID You
S5AY?Z

THERE'S A VOICE IN
MY HEADP. CAN'T TELL
IF IT'S MINE OR HIS.

IT'S DESCRIBING WHAT
HAPPENEDP WHEN I WAS
CAPTURED IN PEACH TREES.

THE PERPS SHOVING ME POWN
THE CORRIPOR. THE EMPTY
HOLSTER AT MY SIDE. THE
POG SNAPPING AT MY LEGS.

THE STINK OF THEIR
SWEAT. THETHREATS
AND PROMISES.

I WAS LUcKY THAT
PAY. BUT WHAT ABOUT
TOMORROW OR THE
DAY AFTER THAT... 7




BUT JUPGE —

THEY'RE
c000mIngG!

NOW FOR THE LAST
TIME, MOVE ALONG
BEFOTgE I HAvVE

MAPRE
DE plos!

'THEY’RE COMING FOR US BOTHY
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I CAN FEEL THEM COMING.
SICARIOS, SOLPIERS OF THE
NAVARRO CARTEL. THEY'VE SEEN
MY BIKE. THEY KNOW I'M UP HERE.

ONLY THERE MAY NOT BE V14 : I HE'LL HAVE INTEL ON HIS EMPLOYERS.
ENOUGH OF FERNANDEZ LEFT W e Ak | || ENOUGH TO TELL US WHERE TO
TO MAKE AN EXAMPLE OF. || | | DIG NEXT, START BRINGING POWN

. !” AL i | || THE WHOLE CARTEL.

BUT I'LL NEED TO FIND MY WAY PAST
WHATEVER PSYCHOTIC BREAK-
POWN FERNANDEZ IS GOING
THROUGH, AND FOR THAT I'LL NEED
TO CONPUCT A FULL PSI-EXAM
BACK AT THE SECTOR HOUSE.

\ e

—_7

MULTIPLE ARMED '
TARGETS. oBsTRUCTED | Al
LINE OF SIGHT.

\
|




J THROUGH
' . HERE.

\

e
ﬁ\:\\\ |
n’f?\",

LIMITEDP COVER.
CAN'T RETURN FIRE.

up THERE!
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EVERYBOPDY!
STAY POWN!

PLANKS EITHER SIDE,
LEAPING ONTO THE
ROOFS NEXT POOR.

[ T

THAT VOICE INSIPE MY HEAD,
LIKE A SPIPER CREEPING
AROUND INSIPE MY SKULL.

IT'S ALOOONG WAY dDOWN...




A" 1]

A FEW SECONPS LATER AND I HEAR
THE SICARIOS HAVE MAPE IT THROUGH
MY GUN HIT THE STREET BELOW. THE SMOKE AND ON TO THE ROOF.

CAN HEAR THEIR THOUGHTS
HOWLING LIKE POGS.

Focus.

/.

i

< ! /
\
1\
T

(o]
= =

N

r\

CAN FEEL THEIR THOUGHTS FAPING.
MAY HAVE BOUGHT US SOME TIME.

S o
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COPE |O-24, JUPGE '(
CARPENAS DOWN. MULTIPLE ¢

o ! ARMED HOSTILES. SUSPECT
TO CONTROL, PO A
YOu copY? FERNANDEZ IN mY
GO AHEAD, . . =
ANDERSON. i N my CUSSS- e R -
TOE-DEEE... T
REOUESTING

MEP-WAGON TO
MmY GPS.

1 COPY THAT,
> ANDERSON.

THIS WAY!

==/




YOU GON'

(  THE BITCH IS
BLEEDING.

o /&

£ s}
et »

= e

v’ﬁf\@
L
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TOO LATE. I'M THERE AGAIN.

THE SAME HELL THAT WELCOMES
ME EVERY TIME I FALL ASLEEP.

SAME FACES.



SAME PEVIL WATCHING OVER ME.
[ y

ANOTHER MONSTER TRYING
TO GET INSIDE MY HEAD...

. a y i/
4 f
& / /
/ E 4
! ; /

1 . !6 f <
= ] &
plr= & ) (T
: =N~
| = : U
i ONLY THIS TIME IT'S NOT UP TO THE .
¥ MONSTERS WHETHER I LIVE OR PIE.

I'M THE ROOKIE WHO MAPE
IT OUT OF HELL ALIVE. \

I'M THE ONE WHO'S GOING
| To MAKE A DIFFERENCE.

TIME TO GET THIS FEAR
OUT OF MY HEAD...

... AND INTO SOMEONE
WHO DESERVES IT.

n



T

RUN HER POWN!

I\

‘ : l' -Ji‘-ﬂ'_}, 'Rii ""

I TweLve vears oF TusTice
| DEPARTMENT TRAINING .

T

=

Now I'M A JUPGE. I'M
ALSO A MUTANT THAT
N AN PO THINGS NO ONE
ELSE IN THIS CITY €AN PO.

I'M NOT THE ONE WHO |
SHOULD BE SCARED.

M-MY HEAD!
GET OUT OF MY
, HEEAAPDD!




CAN HEAR THAT VOICE IN MY
HEAP AGAIN. IT'S TELLING ME I'M
GOING TO SLEEP WELL TONIGHT.

C'MON
ANPERSON
IS WAITING.

SECTOR HOUSE

[ THE GUY WHO WAS
< STANDPING NEXT TO

N\ YOU JUST NOW?

LOOKED LIKE
HE WAS WHISPERING
IN YOUR EAR.

ANDERSON... 7

3
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I DON'T BELIEVE
THERE'S ANYTHING
SPECIAL ABOUT

OTHER THAN
THAT, T WORK
THE STREETS LIKE
EVERYBOPY

ITS TRUE, NORD HAS
GOTTEN AROUND . PRETTY

PLEASE
RELAX AND JUST
ANSWER THE
OUESTIONS.

WHY BOTHER ASKING ME
QUESTIONS IF YOU'RE JUST
GONNA HAVE SOMEONE
READP MY MIND?Z

MINE
OR ANYONE
ELSE'S.

THIS IS YOUR ENP- ' '
OF-YEAR ASSESSMENT,
AND N, NOT AN

INTERROGATION.




SHE'S GOOP, WHOEVER SHE IS. T | | I CAN FEEL THE PSI-WAVES TINGLING
MUST BE AN HOUR NOW AND HER | AS SHE LISTENS TO EVERYTH ING
FOCUS HASN'T SLIPPEDP ONCE. y I'M THINKING. EVERYTHING

/ YOUR SECTOR
CHIEFS HAVE ALL COMMENTED
THAT YOU'RE A STICKLER FOR
PROTOCOL. ALWAYS GOOP

TO SEE THAT IN

‘ROOKIE.' [F T HEAR TH
WORP ONE MORE TIME

SCREAMJNG

I USEP mY
ABILITIES TO LOCATE
THE SHOOTER'S POSITION,
THEN T WENT IN. I TOOK
THE SHOT, BUT MY LINE
OF SIGHT WAS
OBSTRUCTED.

BUT YOUR
SENTENCING OVER
THE LAST TWELVE MONTHS

PIQHPPOINTING I’M SEEING
T OF FINES, WARNINGS
ANP COUNSELLING
RECOMMENDPATIONS,
ANPERSON. TOO

FRANKLY
YOUR TUDGEMENTS
SHOW A TENDENZY

TOWARDS LENIENCZY .

CARE TO COMMENTZ

WHAT HAPPENEV

TO YOUR ARM,
CASSANDRAZ




\ 1 /

‘EPWHRP “POP" BANNERMAN, FIFTY-SIX.
OWNER OF POP'S GEN-STORE FOR

OVER THIRTY YEARS. A PILLAR OF THE
LOCAL COMMUNITY . SHOT SIX TIMES.

T

‘I MISSEDP. HE PIDPN'T.!

N | ]

5H @ ‘ACCORPING TO WITNESSES, THE
GUNMAN HAD BEEN LURKING IN THE STORE
FOR A WHILE, LIKE HE WAS PSY CHING
HIMSELF UP TO ROB THE PLACE.

aitlity| [ / / i

THROUGH THE REAR EXIT
OF POP'S GEN-STORE
ON EASTMAN.

MEAETQveggTON ‘§ i /
HE EVENTUALLY THREATENED THE / /
T CE%: e© OWNER WITH A PISTOL, BUT SEEMED TO /
s LOSE HIS NERVE AT THE LAST MINUTE. /

1 A~ “. F l 7.-
&
2

‘BEFORE HE WAS SHOT, BANNERMAN GRAPPLED WITH THE
GUNMAN AND THE WEAPON PISCHARGED BY ACCIPENT,
KILLING A BYSTANPER IN FRONT OF HIS FAMILY .

COPY THAT,
ANDERSON. WAGONS
INBOUND. WHAT'S
YOUR STATUS?

1



SETTING ASIPE THE INSTEAD YOU CHOSE

FACT THAT YOU REQUIRED TO MAKE AN ON-FOOT

URGENT MEDICAL PURSUIT OF AN ARMED
SUSPECT THROUGH A

ATTENTION, YOU HAD

WITNESSES, BALLISTICS, CROWDED AREA.
AND SURVEILLANCE

FEEDS.

PROTOCOL
WOULD PICTATE You
GATHER EVIPENCE THEN
PICK Up THE SUSPECT
WHEN HE LEAST
EXPECTS IT. . WHY DID?
e YOU MAKE
14

WHAT WAS GOING
THROUGH YOUR
MINDZ

I Just
WANTED
TO PO mY
JoB.




| ‘I GREW UP IN A PLACE
o WHERE THE TUPGES NEVER
CAME TO HELP US.

‘ONE OF THE REASONS T
WANTED TO BECOME A TUDGE
WAS TO HELP CHANGE THAT.

o » ST > !
. : ;

1L ] P ” N1 “r‘ 3 Al i _‘ . '|‘=-‘;;
‘I WANT THE PEOPLE TO SEE THAT et i L 4 e R oo L 4
WE'RE ST/LL FIGHTING FOR THEM, THAT : A ' { e V 4 I8 y Y &
|| WE HAVEN'T LOST THE WAR ON CRIME. o e g | e (W BT |

(

THAT NO ONE IN THIS CITY IS 7y - N
BEYOND THE REACH OF THE LAW.' | _a : V) @
| BE BLEEVlNG
.

B WAYGETAWRY
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HE'S GONNA PIE
UNLESS YOU GET
AWAY FROM
ME, BITCH!

A I couLp HEAR HIS
MIND SCREAMING THOSE
= 1 WORDPS ON A LOOP.

‘T TRIEP TO IGNORE IT, TO
STEAPY THE GUN, KEEP THE
FRONT SIGHTS ON THE TARGET ...

‘... BUT HIS MIND
WAS IN MELTPOWN,
JUST ERUPTING.

‘I TRIEP TO FOCUS BUT THE
PSI-FLASHES GOT IN THE WAY .

|

‘HIS TRAUMA MEMORIES
HIT ME FIRST...

81
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LR ~

‘HE WAS YOUNG... MAY BE TWELVEZ
MOTHER WAS ILL. THEY HAD
WELFARE BUT IT WASN'T ENOUGH.

ANDERSON —
WHAT HE

BECAME. IT
WASN'T HIS
FAULT.

ANDERSON.
WHAT WAS YOUR
JUDPGEMENT?

‘HE MAPE A FEW EXTRA
CREPS RUNNING ERRANDS
FOR POP'S GEN-STORE.

‘THEN ONE DAY POP EXPLAINEDP
HOW THE BOY cOULD EARN A
LITTLE MORE...

... BUTIT HAP TO
STAY A SECRET.'

‘WHEN I PULLEDP OUT I FELT THE
NEXT TEN YEARS OF HIS LIFE
RUSH THROUGH ME IN SECONDPS. |

‘ALL THE SHAME, THE GUILT,
PESPAIR... AND THE PAYS AFTER
HIS MOTHER PIEP WHEN THE
NARCOTICS WASHEPD IT ALL AWAY .

ACCORPING TO

EXCUSE THE

COMMISSION OF
A CRIME.

N

THE CRIMES IN

THE LAW, MITIGATING THIS CASE INCLUDED
CIRCUMSTANCES PO
NOT JUSTIFY OR

PREMEDITATED MURDER,
VOLUNTARY MANSLAUGHTER,
HOSTAGE-TAKING, ANDP
THE ATTEMPTED MURDPER
OF A JUPGE.




SOMETIMES WE

HAVE ONLY A

SPLIT-SECOND IN A -

WHIZH TO PASS o AS A STREET
JUPGEMENT. @ - Jurce.

THE . 5
DECISION WE & i EFFECTIVE
MAKE IN THOSE & - IMMEDIATELY .
SPLIT-SECONDS B ™
REVEAL WHO Wi
TRULY ARE.




ANDERSON, THIS
IS PSI=TUDGE
OMAR.
SHE'LL
BE YOUR
COMMANDING
OFFICER FROM
NOW ON.

THAT'S RIGHT.

BUT WE
NEED PEOPLE ON THE
TEAM WHO HAVE YEARS
ON THE STREET...

'PEOPLE WHO WON'T LET
ANYTHING STAND IN THE WAY
OF A TUPGEMENT CALL.'

WHO
FOLLOW THE
LAW.

HE'S
HEAD OF A COVERT
BRANCH OF WHICH THE
PSYCHIC PROGRAMME
IS JUST THE TIP OF
THE ICEBERG.

FOR SOME TIME

THAN STREET PIVISION
CAN PROVIDE.
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ANDERSON:THE DEEP END
PART 1 Script

PAGE ONE

1.) Introductory shot of Anderson rapid-punching a pair of focus pads held by her combat instructor
(early 50s, short but stocky, shaved head and neat chinbeard). We’re in an otherwise empty gym.

She’s wearing sweat-pants and a Department-issue white vest; he’s wearing the same but in black.
She’s drenched in sweat, the muscles in her arms and shoulders bulging.
Her instructor seems troubled.

CAPTION: SOMEBODY ONCE TOLD ME THAT 1°M JUST NOT CUT OUT TO BE A JUDGE.
CAP: HE WAS WRONG. TURNS OUT I°M A PASS.
CAP: HE SAID IF I DIDN’T GET KILLED TODAY, IT WAS GOING TO BE TOMORROW, OR IT WAS GOING TO

BE THE DAY AFTER THAT.

2.) Closer on Anderson, sweating, teeth gritted, focused on nothing but punching those pads like
they’re her worst enemy.

CAPTION: FINE BY ME.
CAP: THE ASSESSMENT. DREDD. THAT NIGHT IN PEACH TREES. I SOMEHOW MADE 1T OUT OF THAT PLACE

ALIVE.
CAP: SO WHY DOES IT FEEL LIKE I°M STILL IN THERE? FIGHTING TO GET OUT?

3.) Pull back as her instructor suddenly swerves to one side, letting her punch whoosh past him as
he claps her on the back of the head with one of the pads, knocking her to the floor.

CAPTION: IT’S LIKE-
ANDERSON: UNH!

4.) Anderson kneels on the mat, panting, defeated.
Her instructor stands over her, calm, hands behind his back.

INSTRUCTOR: YOU’RE THE PSYCHIC, ANDERSON. TELL ME WHAT 1°M THINKING..
ANDERSON: HFF.. HFF.. FOCUS.. HFF.. STAY.. STAY IN THE MOMENT.

INSTRUCTOR: 1 CAN”T READ YOUR THOUGHTS, BUT THE WAY YOU’VE BEEN THROWING YOURSELF INTO THESE
EXTRA SESSIONS YOU”VE REQUESTED TELLS ME YOU”VE GOT SOMETHING ON YOUR MIND.

PAGE TWO
1.) Close on Anderson looking up at him, drenched in sweat, driven by her inner demons.

INSTRUCTOR (off): WHATEVER IT IS, I SUGGEST YOU FIND A BETTER WAY OF DEALING WITH IT.
LINK: NOW STOP STINKING UP MY GYM AND GO HIT THE SHOWERS.
ANDERSON: JUST ONE MORE ROUND, SIR.

2.) Close-up of Anderson’s gloved hand chopping the inside of a man’s wrist, knocking a switchblade
from his hand.

We”ve now cut from the gym to a street scene.

CAPTION: HE”S RIGHT, OF COURSE. IT”S ALL FOCUS.
CAP: WHEN I DO IT JUST RIGHT, WHEN I FEEL THAT INVISIBLE WORLD SHIVER INTO EXISTENCE..



3.) The chop is followed by a lightning-fast palm-strike to the guy’s nose, which pops like a juicy
tomato.

CAPTION: THAT’S THE SWEET SPOT.
CAP: THAT>S WHEN 1 KNOW WHAT SOMEBODY 1S THINKING BEFORE THEY EVEN KNOW IT THEMSELVES.

4.) BIG PANEL (lots of dialogue): Pull back into a night-time street scene in the barrio. Anderson’s
partyboy attacker (20s, scrawny, tattooed, vest and jeans) is on the ground, blood streaming from his
busted nose, furious as Anderson kneels on his back and cuffs him. (NOTE: Her badge reads “Anderson’
not “Psi” as psychics aren’t public knowledge in the movie-verse.)

Two of the partyboy’s drinking buddies lay nearby, also battered and cuffed; Anderson has whupped
their asses too!

In this and the following panels, celebrations for the Day of the Dead are in full swing. The
sweltering streets are crowded with youngsters, the guys trying to look cool, the girls wearing
marigolds and calavera face-paint. Everyone’s out to get loaded or laid.

CAPTION: GOT ASSIGNED A SURVEILLANCE DETAIL ON THE NAVARRO CARTEL CASE. CRUISE THE EASTSIDE
BARRIO, SECTOR 9. FOCUS. REPORT WHAT YOU HEAR.

CAP: ANY OTHER TIME 1T WOULD BE EASY TO PICK OUT A DEALER OR TWO. BUT TONIGHT EVERYBODY 1S
ON THE STREET ENJOYING THE HOLIDAY.

PARTYGUY: I°LL K-KICK YOUR ASS, BITCH!

ANDERSON: PUBLIC INTOXICATION. POSSESSION OF A CONCEALED WEAPON. ATTEMPTED ASSAULT OF A
JUDGE. FIVE YEARS.

JAG NO TAIL: ANDERSON, DO YOU COPY?

PAGE THREE
1.) Anderson speaks into her fist (like they do in the movie).

ANDERSON: GO AHEAD.
JAG NO TAIL: ASSISTANCE REQUIRED..

2.) ESTABLISHING SHOT: Anderson parks her Lawmaster outside a run-down tenement block (six storeys
high with an alleyway either side; see also the rooftop action scene in episode two).

Distant mega-blocks loom like tombstones in the background; whoever lives in this shithole doesn’t
even get a nice view!

Another Judge is waiting for her by the front door.

CAPTION: “LANSDALE APARTMENTS, EAST 328. DOMESTIC DISTURBANCE IN PROGRESS.~

3.) Introduce Judge Cardenas (powerfully built Mexican guy; looks even bigger next to petite
Anderson) . As Anderson approaches he looks unsure of himself as he explains the situation.

ANDERSON: JUDGE ANDERSON, SECTOR 12. RESPONDING TO YOUR 10-167
CARDENAS: CARDENAS, SECTOR 9. NEIGHBOURS CALLED ABOUT SCREAMS COMING FROM A HAB ON THE TOP
FLOOR.

4.) Anderson looks confused.
Cardenas tenses up, looking even more awkward and embarrassed.

CARDENAS: 1 BROKE IN, FOUND A.. HISPANIC MALE, EARLY TWENTIES.. UH, 1 THINK HE WAS HAVING
SOME KIND OF A SEIZURE.

ANDERSON: A SEIZURE? THEN WHY CALL ME AND NOT A MED-WAGON?

CARDENAS: THAT”S JUST IT. LOOK, 1.. 1 DUNNO HOW TO SAY THIS, BUT.. WHEN 1 FOUND THE GUY HE WAS..

91



92

PAGE FOUR

1.) Close-up of Cardenas, spooked, sweating under his helmet.

CARDENAS: HE WAS STANDING IN THE AIR.

CAPTION (after dialogue): 1°M REACHING INTO HIM. 1 CAN SEE WHAT HE THINKS HE SAW.

CAP: I°M SENSING FATIGUE, SLEEP DEPRIVATION. HE KEEPS THINKING OF A STORY HIS GRANDMOTHER
TOLD HIM THAT GAVE HIM NIGHTMARES WHEN HE WAS A LITTLE BOY.

2.) Introduce the Landlord (mid-forties, weasel-like Mexican guy in shirt and vest, hair slicked

back, thi

nks of himself as a charmer).

He approaches Anderson, indicating Cardenas to whom he was speaking before she arrived.

3.) Ander
looks shi

4.) Leavi
ratchetin

LANDLORD: EXCUSE ME, SENORITA?

LINK: AS I BEEN TELLING YOUR PARTNER, THE GUY GOING CRAZY UPSTAIRS OWES ME FOURTEEN WEEKS~”
RENT, Y”KNOW?

LINK: THERE ANY WAY 1 CAN GET THAT BEFORE YOU ARREST HIM?

son smiles blandly and lets the Landlord talk (all the while reading his mind). The Landlord
fty; he’s holding something back.

ANDERSON: 1°LL SEE WHAT I CAN DO, CITIZEN. WHAT”S THE TENANT”S NAME?

LANDLORD: AH, SENORITA, I HAVE A LOT OF TENANTS, Y>KNOW? I CAN’T REMEMBER EVERYONE’S NAME.
CAPTION (after dialogue): HE CAN. IT’S MIGUEL FERNANDEZ. AND THE REASON THE LANDLORD LETS
HIM GO FOURTEEN WEEKS WITHOUT PAYING RENT IS BECAUSE HE KNOWS WHO FERNANDEZ WORKS FOR: THE
NAVARRO CARTEL.

ng the Landlord with Cardenas, Anderson enters the apartment block. (From here we start
g up the suspense and claustrophobia as Anderson approaches whatever horror awaits her on

the top floor.)

CAPTION: FERNANDEZ IS A HALCONE - A LOW-LEVEL DEALER. BUT A GOOD SOURCE OF INTEL IF 1 CAN
GET TO WORK ON HIM.

ANDERSON: 1°M GOING UPSTAIRS, CARDENAS. GIVE ME TEN MINUTES.

5.) Anderson ascends the stairs, passing fearful, curious neighbours, including a heartbreakingly

dishevell

The place

PAGE FIVE

1.) Small
dilapidat

She passe
or sugar

NO DIALOG

ed little girl trying to comfort a screaming baby.
is a roach-infested hellhole.

CAPTION: IF 1 PLAY THIS RIGHT WE MIGHT ACTUALLY STAND A CHANCE OF TAKING DOWN THE CARTEL,
OF MAKING A DIFFERENCE.

mood-panel of Anderson ascending another flight of stairs, the place looking increasingly
ed and menacing.

s Day of the Dead decorations on the stairs or on the wall (maybe garlands, paper skeletons
skulls).

UE

2.) She’s reached the landing and is peering up the next set of stairs, starting to get a little

spooked.



Someone is speaking to Anderson from a half-open door beside her.

CAPTION: SOUNDS LIKE FERNANDEZ HAS GOT SOMEONE UP THERE WITH HIM.
LINK: SO WHY AM I ONLY SENSING A SINGLE PRESENCE...?
SPEAKER: TEN CUIDADO, SENORITA!

3.) A tearful old Mexican lady desperately offers Anderson her rosary, imploring, fearful for the
young woman’s soul.

Anderson ignores the rosary and gently ushers the old lady back indoors.
OLD LADY: ESE CHICO ESTA POSEIDO POR EL MISMISIMO DIABLO!

ANDERSON: CITIZEN, I NEED YOU TO STAY INSIDE AND LOCK YOUR DOOR.
OLD LADY: DEBE TOMAR ESTO! TOMELO, POR FAVOUR!

4.) The old woman prays into her rosary as she watches Anderson ascend the rest of the stairs.

OLD LADY: SANTA MARTA, MADRE DE DIOS, RUEGA POR NOSOTROS..

5.) Anderson is on the top-floor landing now, where she finds Miguel’s apartment (number 237). The
door has been kicked in.

OLD LADY (off): AHORA Y EN LA HORA DE NUESTRA MUERTE. AMEN.
ANDERSON: MIGUEL FERNANDEZ..?

6.) Anderson enters the apartment cautiously, hands in front of her, meaning no harm but ready to
take on whatever might come at her.

ANDERSON: MY NAME IS JUDGE ANDERSON.
LINK:z 1°M COMING IN..

PAGE SIX
1.) Reveal the apartment as Anderson enters.

It’s a bachelor pad (living room and adjoining kitchen, doors lead off to bathroom and bedroom) and
the place is a darkened mess, like someone had a fight in here.

Anderson is addressing a figure slumped in a corner by the radiator (hold the suspense; don’t reveal
Miguel just yet)..

LETTERER: If you could do some kind of gnarly bubble and font for Miguel’s dialogue throughout that
would be ace!

ANDERSON: I°M NOT HERE TO ARREST YOU, CITIZEN.
FIGURE BY THE RADIATOR: HRRRRRR...?

2.) Anderson sees the figure’s wrist is shackled to the radiator with a pair of handcuffs.
The man’s fingertips are smeared with blood.

CAPTION: HE WAS FREE WHEN CARDENAS LEFT HIM. LOOKS LIKE HE CUFFED HIMSELF AND TOSSED THE KEY.
ANDERSON: I°M HERE TO HELP YOU.
FIGURE: INTERESSSSTING..

3.) Okay, NOW we reveal Miguel (slim, early 20s; a seasoned hustler), his clothes are torn and his
face and neck are covered with fresh claw marks (hence the bloody fingers) .

93



9%

He grins up at Anderson, a catlike gleam in his eye, like a feral beast waiting to pounce. Is he
possessed by a demon? Or is he just crazy?

CAPTION: INJURIES APPEAR SELF-INFLICTED. VOICE SOUNDS MORE LIKE A TORTURED CAT THAN A HUMAN
BEING.
CAP: CAN’T SEE EMPTY BOTTLES OR DRUG PARAPHERNALIA. NO SMELL OF ALCOHOL, CHEMS OR VOMIT. A

KOOK CASE?
MIGUEL: WRONG NUMBERRR!

4.) Close on Anderson, struggling to read Miguel’s mind, her psi-sense shimmering around her head.
CAPTION: STRANGE. HIS THOUGHTS SLIP PAST ME LIKE FISH, TOO FAST FOR ME TO CATCH.
CAP: ALL I CAN FEEL IS TERROR... BUT HE”S LUCID, LIKE HE”S SUPPRESSING 1T SOMEHOW.
5.) Closer on Anderson, fearful.
CAPTION: THAT FEAR FEELS.. FAMILIAR.
CAP: LIKE BEING TRAPPED, HELPLESS, KNOWING SOMETHING WORSE THAN DEATH IS WAITING FOR YOU...
PAGE SEVEN
1.) Pull back as Anderson gets a grip on herself and surveys the room.
CAP: FOCUS, ANDERSON. THERE”S MORE GOING ON HERE. SOMETHING THAT CONNECTS TO THE CARTEL.
CAP: I NEED FACTS IF 1°M GOING TO FIND MY WAY THROUGH FERNANDEZ”S HEAD. SO WHAT HAVE WE GOT?
2.) In the bedroom, she sees a gym-bag stuffed with shirts and underwear.
CAPTION: ITEM: BAG FULL OF SHIRTS AND UNDERWEAR. LOOKS LIKE HE WAS GOING SOMEWHERE.
3.) Back in the living room, there’s a small picture of Christ on the mantelpiece, the frame draped
with a rosary.
This is flanked by a small figurine of the Virgin, and a couple of tealight-type candles.

CAPTION: ITEM: A GOOD CATHOLIC BOY.

4.) Curious, Anderson dabs at one of the candles.
CAPTION: THE CANDLEWAX IS STILL SOFT.

CAP: SO WHAT MAKES A DRUG DEALER STAY HOME AND PRAY ON A NIGHT WHEN EVERYONE IN THE BARRIO
IS ON THE STREETS LOOKING TO BUY?

5.) Anderson looks back at Miguel; she’s deep in thought.

CAPTION: FEAR. BUT FEAR OF WHAT?

CAP: HIS EMPLOYERS? THE LAST DEALER WHO OFFENDED THE CARTEL GOT HIS HEAD SAWN OFF ON CAMERA.
6.) Miguel stares back at her, eyes gleaming, curious.

CAPTION: SO WHAT MIGHT FERNANDEZ HAVE DONE TO UPSET THEM?

CAP: 1 HAVE A HUNCH..
MIGUEL: WRONG NUMBERRR..



PAGE EIGHT
1.) Anderson has pulled open an air vent in the wall and is feeling about inside the cavity.
CAPTION: WHATEVER HE”S EARNING IT CAN”T BE MUCH IF HE”S LIVING IN THIS RATHOLE.
CAP: START WITH THE OBVIOUS HIDING SPOTS. AIR VENTS..
2.) Now she’s searching the icebox of the small fridge in the kitchen.
CAPTION: ICEBOX.
3.) Close-up of a frozen block of banknotes, which Anderson has discovered hidden inside a ready-meal
packet marked “E-Z SYNTHETTI BOLOGNESE~.
CAPTION: LOOKS LIKE MY HUNCH WAS RIGHT. FERNANDEZ HAS BEEN SKIMMING HIS DEALS.
CAP: MUST HAVE KNOWN THE CARTEL WERE ON TO HIM.
4_) Miguel grins from across the room, a sinister gleam in his eyes. (If possible, get the altar on
the mantelpiece in shot as well.)
CAPTION: HE KNEW MAKING A RUN FOR 1T WOULD BE A LONG-SHOT... AND A HAIL MARY PASS COULD

ALWAYS USE AN EXTRA HAIL MARY, RIGHT?
CAP: PRAYING MUST HAVE TRIGGERED HIS MENTAL BREAKDOWN SOMEHOW. 1 WONDER WHAT HAPPENED..

MIGUEL: HEHEHEHEHE..
5.) Close on Anderson, frustrated.

MIGUEL (off): HE GOT THE WRONG NUMBER!

PAGE NINE

1.) Pull back as Anderson speaks into her fist, annoyed.
Miguel leers at her; give a clear outline of her body so we get a sense of what he’s leering at.

CAPTION: WHATEVER. THE SOONER WE GET HIM OUT OF HERE THE BETTER.

ANDERSON: ANDERSON TO CONTROL. REQUESTING MED-WAGON TO LANSDALE APARTMENTS, HAB 237. PICKING
UP MIGUEL FERNANDEZ, KOOK CASE FOR PSI-INTERROGATION ON SUSPICION OF DRUG TRAFFICKING.
MIGUEL: I LIKE HER BODY. BETTER THAN YOURRRS.

2.) Close on Anderson, startled; Miguel’s words have struck a nerve.
JAG NO TAIL: COPY THAT, ANDERSON. MED-WAGON INBOUND.
MIGUEL (off): FIRM AS A PEACH, FRESH FROM THE TREEEEE..
3.) Anderson turns to Miguel, angry.
ANDERSON: WHAT DID YOU SAY?
CAPTION: THERE”S A VOICE IN MY HEAD. CAN’T TELL IF IT”S MINE OR HIS.
4_) Close on Miguel, grinning to himself.
CAPTION: IT”S DESCRIBING WHAT HAPPENED WHEN I WAS CAPTURED IN PEACH TREES.

CAP: THE PERPS SHOVING ME DOWN THE CORRIDOR. THE EMPTY HOLSTER AT MY SIDE. THE DOG SNAPPING
AT MY LEGS.
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MIGUEL: THAAAAT®S IT..

5.) Close on Anderson, truly scared.

CAPTION: THE STINK OF THEIR SWEAT. THE THREATS AND PROMISES.
CAP: 1 WAS LUCKY THAT DAY. BUT WHAT ABOUT TOMORROW OR THE DAY AFTER THAT..?

PAGE TEN

1.) Meanwhile, in the street below, Judge Cardenas is still arguing with the landlord by the front
door.

Cardenas has his back to the road; a vehicle has just pulled up behind him.

LANDLORD: BUT JUDGE--
CARDENAS: CITIZEN, 1°M NOT GONNA TELL YOU AGAIN. WE’LL DO WHAT WE CAN.

2.) Close on the Landlord, terrified as he yells at someone behind Cardenas.

CARDENAS: NOW FOR THE LAST TIME, MOVE ALONG BEFORE I HAVE TO--
LANDLORD: MADRE DE DIOS!

3.) REVEAL: The Landlord flees as Cardenas turns to look behind him.

He sees a gleaming SUV full of cartel thugs pointing an assortment of military-grade firearms at
him. (The thugs are mid-twenties, baseball caps, balaclavas, t-shirts, jeans, check shirts; NO body
armour.)

Foremost among the thugs is the biggest and meanest, who wears a skull-face bandana over the lower-
half of his face. (He appears later, so we’ll call him SKULL-FACE.) He’s pointing a pump-action

shotgun at Cardenas” head.

CARDENAS: HUH?
4.) Back upstairs, Anderson snaps out of her trance, awakened by the gunshot in the street below.
Miguel is wild and frantic.

SFX (from outside): BDAM!

ANDERSON: CARDENAS!
MIGUEL: THEY”RE COOOOOMING!

5.) Skull-Face and his crew storm through the front door, as the residents flee for cover (include
that little girl and the baby among these if you can).

CAPTION (Miguel): “THEY’RRRE COMING FOR US BOTH!~

DTP: NEXT ISSUE: DANCING WITH THE DEAD!
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