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[ youU FEEL
BETTER?

YOU NEED R
A DOCTOR.

o WHE%H;M I
e ONE OF

NEE  LIKE CMILIZATION

: IS THE MILITARY

CHECKPOINT UP

IN JEFFERSON, IF

IT'S EVEN STILL
THERE.

THEY HAVE ! THEY DON'T
\! DOCTORS, DO ANYTHING FOR
W RIGHT? FREE, AND WE AIN'T
|\ GOT A THING WORTH
TRADING. BESIDES, YOU
YEAH, THEY KNOW HOW FAR
DO. MILITARY AWAY IT 152
\ DOCTORS. y -
[| b d
\\\: ,.31 \ Y / 4 '
‘.‘\\ ,o' 4 !
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WE'RE OUT

OF ALL THE

B8AD FOOD,
RIGHT?

THAT STUFF
FOR EITHER

ON, SOLDIER.
WE'RE GOING
HUNTING. RATHER YOU
WEREN'T HERE
I ALONE, AND IT'S
TIME YOU LEARNED
TO TAKE CARE OF
YOURSELF.
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7" ALRIGHT,
YOU CAN
A COME OVER.
\ HE'SOUT. /
g

WY you awas
Y CHECK YOUR
FOOD BEFORE
Y?U EAT




NOT STUMPY,
SWEETHEART.

b r ! ¥ % \ \
STUPID EVEN
IF Y?IJ THINK &

YOU GOT A
PROBLEM WITH
YOUR ATTITUDE
TODAY, LITTLE
LADY?




I KNOW WHAT I JusT
YOU DID/T KNOW  KNOW ALL
WHAT THE FOOD  OF IT, OKAY,

HAVE EATEN IT! YOU
SHOULDN'T HAVE MADE

WAS, AND I--
7 MEEAT IT/ T DIDN'T
WANT TO AND YOU
MADE ME/ :

WAS I SUPPOSED
TO DO? HUH? LET
YOU STARVE?

AINT SUFFERIN i
IN' N B you saib You
ENOUGH? LOOK [l WERE GOING TO
AT ME. HELP HIM! YOU
LIED TO HIM AND
TO ME/

I'M SORRY,
BUT HE DIED.
THERE WAS NO SENSE
IN LETTING THE
CLEANEST FOOD TI'VE
SEEN IN TEN YEARS /'
GO TO WASTE. ’

Y NO/OF Y THE HELL KIND I
COURSE , OF QUESTION M\\*‘ N 7/ woup
ISTHAT? - o7\ PLERE
) 5 YOU'RE..MY )
DAUGHTER.

FINE/LET'S
JUST GO HOME
AND STARVE, THAT
HOW ABOUT  MAKE YOU
THAT, HUH? HAPPY?




