LIVERPOOL. | ==

I THOLEHT THIS OTHER EARKTH
| WASN'T EEAL. BLUT I COLGH
o ASH ANP SCEAFE MY FALM ON

RoleH BRICK, A STITCH N ¥

SIPE FREOM LMV, BLANINE
AS FAST AS T CAN.

CONSTANTINE, THE

PROPER JOHN

CONSTANTINE.
THE ONE WHO PIPN'T RLIN

EVERYTHING HE'S EVER TOLICHED.
THE ONE WITH FRIENDS. WITH A
WIFE AND A HOUSE AND...
£ .
- ANP PARENTS WHO

HEREN'T BLEWEDR UF BY Hi=
CWN STURIPITY, HiS GREAT
ANE SLORIOLS PEBUT W THE
WORLE OF THE MYSTIC
BLOACHTY ARTS--

M. HE BLOOPY WELL /SN'T,
I SAY, AN T PUSH OFF THE
BEICK, ANP I THEOW MYSELF
W FRECOWNT OF THE BASTARE
ANDP His CANISTER GliV...




AN T
TAKE THE

o=
N GUUCKSTERN oS
o e




ONE HOUR EARLIER.| E50

- o TRICK. ITS
THAT'S.,.. | SOME KIND? OF

-

THAT'S JUST I TRICK. :
WHAT T WAS '
GOING TO 1 3§

N SAY, GLY. "

BUT IT Is. THE AIR IS THICK WITH
HOPELESSNESS ANP PESFPAIR,
GENERATEP BY SOME KINP OF
ALIEN TRAMSMISSION...

LBUT THEY'EE HERE.
THEY ARE. EVERY-
ONE T EVER LOVER,
BEFORE I BROKE
My¥SELF AFPART.

| FAL, M
A 7

T CAN'T EVEN HEAR

THEM SHOUTING. IT'S e ANP HE COMES
ALL A PLLL ROAR. [~ nuld O THE SOFA
BLOOD IN MY EARS, [BF & o P ovivs BLooDy

MURPER...

ANEP MALREEN, AW
S0P, MALREEN...

...OF COLURSE HE
POES, WOLLPATT
YOUT I'Ml THE ONE
WHD SHOULEW'T BE
HERE., I'M THE ONE
WHO S TWISTEPR,
WHD'S WRONG.







