


SO...
YOU'RE
ME?

DEEP BELOW
RESILIENT’S
MANHATTAN HQ.

AND I
AM SO VERY
DISAPPOINTED

IN You,
TONY.




WELL, YOU'RE
OT THE FIRST
ARTIFICIAL INTELLIGENCE
T'VE DISAPPOINTED,

AND T DOUBT
YOU'LL BE THE
LAST.

I ASKED
PEPPER, AND

PROBABLY HAPPY,
TO KEEP IT A SECRET

LET ME
GLIESS, AFTER
ALMOST LOSING MY
MIND TO THE BLACK LAMA,
I PUT A CONTINGENCY
IN PLACE? YOU'RE ME
FROM EIGHT YEARS
AGO?

THE KNOWLEDGE FROM
MY OWN
MIND?

A SHORT-TERM
MIND-WIPE, THEN
TWO BOTTLES OF
TEQUILA AND A TRULY
PUNISHING HANGOVER TO
THROW YOU OFF THE SCENT.

A FULL
BACKUP OF
MY MIND IN CASE
ANYTHING EVER WENT
WRONG AGAIN.

SO, WHAT HAPPENS
NOw?

NOW, I GO
INTO YOLR HEAD
AND TRY TO LINDO
WHATEVER'S BEEN
DONE TO
You.

I
GET YOU
BACK.

THEN

IDO
WHAT YOl
PLANNED.

I
REPLACE
You.

FROM ME, THEN I ERASED




JusT
LIKE THAT?
EVERYTHING
T'VE BEEN FOR
THE LAST EIGHT
YEARS, CAST
ASIDE?

LOOKING INTO ALL
THE QUESTIONABLE THINGS
YOU'VE DONE IN THAT TIME, T

DONT THINK ANYONE WILL MISS THE
TONY STARK OF THE LAST EIGHT YEARS.
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LET'S EASE UP ON
THE JUDGMENT. YOU
WOULD HAVE DONE THE
SAME THINGS IF YOU
WERE IN MY
POSITION.

WELL, T'LL

LEARN FROM
YOUR MASSIVE
CATALOGLIE OF
FAILURES. T'lL
BE BETTER.

THAT'S THE
SOUND OF AN
EIGHT-YEAR-OLD
PLAN BEING RENDERED
OBSOLETE BY

YEARS OF
ADVANCEMENT.

T'S
THE SOLND

OF YOUR
EXTINCTION.



