NETHING "%
CAVER, YOU
BASTARIM

IT'S FIMALLY,,.
FIMALLY CAVER..

WHAT ¥l
DI Yow'LL

LTHIS IS JUST
L | THE BEGINNING
-]




THE HAMD OF PARKSEP--

0N TH BURIER I DUR UNVERSE BN o ace oF pare vy
TWENTS MIRUTES H " PLISHING THEOLIGH THE BARRIER
' . I'P PAIR PEARLY TO EROSS,,,
AFTER WHAT I DID. THERE . s "
WE WERE, JUST ABOUT T3
COMPLETE THE TRANSIT FREOM
A POSWAER LNVERSE T MINE..,

- PP WITH THE BLOOE ANP LIFE
CF MY OV ALTERNATE SELF, T
AMIGHT APP. ANDP HERE T WaS TEYING
T2 BEINGE RIS FAMLY TO SAFETY,
HIS NENGHBOR'S, HIS PECFLE...

-BECALSE THEY'RE
EVERYONE I EVER
LOST. I LOVEP THEM.

ANYBODY EVER
ASKS youU WHO
JOHN CONSTANTINE B
is, JUST TELL
"EM_I'M A
BLOOPY FOOL.

RAY FAWKES Writer JEREMY HAUN Artist THE HORIES Colors PAT BROSSEAU Letters
JUAN FERREYRA Cover DAVE WIELGOSZ Assistant Editor RACHEL GLUCKSTERN Editor MARK DOYLE Group Editor




Yol CANTT
Fi A O

M THEOUT FOWER,

HAVE POWER WITHOLT
SACRIFICE.

S0 I CUT A FEW
&F THE SLEVIVORS
LOOSE. TLET
PARKEEL HAVE
THEM, AP T
CHARSEDR P 4

| ABOLT A
TELL M¥SEL

THEY'? BE PEADP

PARKSER WAS
COMING FEOM,
YEEE,

AND THEY WERE
1ED OWE BY

Bl THAT DRVES SO MANY
N AASES INSANE, SELLS
ATE CLIRRENCY.

Al
\

YEU CAN
TRAPE
THEM IN.

AN

| |

YOU AN BLY

VOLR WAY TO

N\ A
&%\'

\

YL WANT,

“‘EE:;:..‘%:_‘




i A CLOUD M
THE SKY. S

BLOOTY WELL
TAKE MY TIME
ABCUT IT! YU

THINK T CANTT
YOLIRE NOT
L MY SON,




WA, YO

YOU ONLY

LOOK LIKE

BASTARD..
"“-—-.._____...-'"""

MARY ANNE.

MY BE Al TIFLL

LOhOIR AW Ay
IF YOl LIKE,
MALREEN,

TELL ME T
N vousTLL B
S ave volz [




