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AW C'MON.
I DID EVERYTHIN’
YA SAID/ I SAVED
Z 3

. 4 MAYBE
THESE THINGERS
DO SOMETHIN'

BESIDES BLINK? A

STUPID
BLINKIN’ LIGHTS/!
A WHAT Gygg)D ARE

E
NOT THE ONLY
GENIUS IN THIS
ROOM.
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OH MY--WHAT -J

HAPPENED?

- . — .SORRY. I'M " GOT SOME WEIRD
| LISTEN e CriT s | AN HAVIN' A FEW THOUGHTS ROLLIN'
U WALK OUT OF BAD DAYS. AROLND

\ — . UPSTAIRS.
e \ OUTTA HERE.
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[\ ( 1T's a-oKAY, - F/IV
) > HARLEY. YOU'RE
/ // JUST A BAD STREAK

IS ALL. TOUGH IT OUT.
WALK IT OFF.

ALL THIS
DUMB BRAIN
FOG, YER
STILL YOU.

RE
@l THESE FREAKS?
SOMEONE SEND
YR?/




W '
loTéA PEOPLE WANT ME DEAD.
EVEN £RIENDS OF MINE.
f OF COURSE THEY'D WAIT LINTIL

I'M ALL ALONE TA ATTACK.
IT'S WHRT 272 DO.

COMING AFTER.
YoU, TOOTS? YOU'RE
BEING A WHACKADOO
AGAIN. GO HOME, BURN
YOUR PANTS, TAKE
YOUR MEDS . (

BERNIE,
DIDN'T YA SEE
THAT OUT THERE?
EVERYONE IS OUT
TA GET ME. I'M AND
AMARQUEE IALREADY

/ TOOK MY
NHME MEDS.

HARLEY. THIS
16 ALL IN YOUR,

Hea
SO ARE YOU,
BERNIE. SO WHAT'S ).
THAT MEAN?

THEY KNOW WHERE
I L/VE, DUMMY. WE
CAN'T GO HOME.

OOH. GOOD
POINT. IT'S WARM,
ALWAYS LIT AND 4
FULL OF... ..WHERE IS
S— 4 EVERYONE?

A




AH JEEZ.

I WANNR GO HOME.
BINGE-WRTCH
SOMETHIN’, ORDER
INDIAN FOOD.

BUT IF THEY'RE

I HOPE THAT
THERE. TOLUCHIN’ BOMB I RIGGED
MY STUFF. TAMY DIARY

W 1KNEWIT!THE
WHOLE WORLD HATES
ME. EVEN MY FRIENDS
DESERTED ME. I MERN,

SURE, I 7OLD THEM TO,

\ "~ BUT WHO LISTENS

_ TAME? d

/ HEY, BOTTLE
OPENER, SHUT UP OR
I'LL TOSS YA IN THE

GOTTA GET
SOMEWHERE SAFE.
WITH PEOPLE WHO

KNOW AND LIKE ME. AND

" DRINKS. AND SOME
WERPONS.




	HARLEY_43_1
	HARLEY_43_2
	HARLEY_43_3
	HARLEY_43_4
	HARLEY_43_5

