THE DESERT SUN TAKES

A COUPLE HOURS TO

EVEN CONSIPDER CROSSING
THE HORIZON. OLP MAN
RA WANTS TO COOK ME
BEFORE HE KILLS ME.

BUT I'M PULLING A
DUBYA, SO I STAY
THE COURSE.

SURVIVING.
IT'S ONE OF MY
SPECIALITIES.

§ d
80 IS WISHFUL
THINKING.

l I WISH You
B RE H

WE E
! DINA

I WISH I'P
LISTENED TO YOU
ABOUT COMING TO
RHAPASTAN. I WISH
THE LAST WORDS
WE SAID TO EACH
OTHER HADN'T
BEEN MEAN.
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HE'S DEAD,
RIGHT?

KNP

' umessir
L  worker,

I'M ALIVE.
NO PAIN.
BREATHING
CLEAR.

BAD FOR
WHOEVER
THOUGHT THEY
COULD PUT ME
IN A CELL.

NO PAIN. EVEN
THOUGH I JusT
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AL, S
SAYING IS THAT N
THE WATERS HAVE
WORKED BEFORE. WE |
\ HAVE NO REASON TO |
\ POUBT THEM NOW.

ONE VOICE.
YOUNG. GUESS
THAT CHILD ARMY
TOOK ME AS A
PRIZE AFTER ALL.

IMNOT N 3 N
DOUBTING, AMIRA. MAKE THAT . ke HERES )

TJUST MAKING TWO. NO y A
‘ THERE V  REGARDLESS, Y | "NoT PREPARED
) 5Uﬁ§5r;/oé—;5; A 4 il ] Z‘PHE Epgéslvgsgg 1 FOR. LET HIM
\ . L v w Ui \
" Goom™ \ PREPARED FOR
HIM.

THREE. BUT
UNPREPARED,
APPARENTLY, SO
WHATEVER. YOU
GOT THIS, OLLIE.

SOMETHING
PEATHSTROKE
SHOULP'VE TAUGHT YOU,
NOTHING: KIPNAPPING A
SUPERHERO NEVER
GOES WELL. NOW
SHOW ME AN EXIT
BEFORE--

WE'RE
ANYTHING
BUT NOTHING,
GREEN
ARROW.
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