


I'M TELLING

THERE WAS THIS
YOU. SOMEBODY WHOLE BIG FIGHT.

NEEDS TO TAKE A MUTANTS OR ALIENS OR
LOOK AT THIS. LIKE - SOMETHING GOING NUTS AT
NOW! LIKE THREE ™ THE PARK--AGAIN--AND
HOUIRS AGO, HALF THE PEOPLE--THE
NOw! NORMAL PEOPLE--GOT
COVERED IN THIS
PURPLE GLINK.

YOU SEE THIS?
THIS IS WHERE YOLR
NEXT GREAT SUPER
VILLAIN WAS BORN,
PEOPLE!

GERRY. ALL BECAUSE

SOMEONE '\ GERRy, EVERY
WOULDN'T LET HIM TV%OR RWEEKS IT's
SEE A DOCTOR! (' SOMETHING NEW

WITH YOU.

ONE DAY
YOU'RE A MUTANT.
THEN YOU GOT SKRULL

POX. THEN SOME
SYMBIOTE'S LIVING
IN YOUR CHEST.

YOU PROBABLY
DO NEED A DOCTOR
BUT K(E)U DON'T

IIGL/NKII
IS NOT A THING,
GERRY.




A BULLET IN

YOUR BACK?
WORSE.

--AND IT'S BEING
PUSHED BY A ROCKET
MADE OF NITRO.

THE PATCH
IS GOOD. HOW
MUCH BLOOD
LOSS?

IS THIS THE
GSWP COME
ON! MOVE!

HE WAS OUT WHEN
WE FOUND HIM, BUT WE
GOT HIM STABLE. WE PUSHED
FLUIDS ALL THE WAY HERE.

SOME RUSSIAN
GANGSTER PUTTING
TWO BULLETS IN

YOUR BACK?

OKAY, T'M GONNA

TELL YOU THIS
FOR NOTHING.

GETTING SHOT? IT
&*%* HURTS.

BRICK THOMAS FOULED
ME ONCE. RIGHT IN THE

MIDDLE OF A LAYUP. FULL
BODY. BOTH ELBOWS.
RIGHT IN THE CHEST.

LIKE GETTING
HIT BY A BUS,
MAN.

JUST LIKE THAT
SAME BUS HIT. ONLY THE BUS

IS ON FIRE--

‘BOUT A PINT.
CLEAN IN AND
OUT ON THE UPPER
SHOULDER. NO
EXIT ON THE
LOWER.

PRICELESS.



YEAH.
SHOULDER'S A SOMEBODY
THROUGH-AND- TELL CHAN TO
THROUGH. CONFIRMED. S_FRUB. AND GET

I NEED A PROBE, HAT X-RAY IN
TERRY. HERE, STAT.

HIS NAME'S
BETO.

THAT'S
GREAT, CAP.
THANKS.

STILL GOT NO IDEA WHY
I TOOK THOSE SHOTS.

I MEAN, BETO LOVES
ANGEL. NOT ME.

OH, LORD.
IT'S RIGHT ON
THE (5.

MORRIS SACKETT GETTING

SENT TO THE E.R. OVER
SOME CHICK? NAH, BLDDY.
THAT DON'T PLAY.

I'M HERE,
BOBBY. NO
NEED TO
SHOUT.

CHAN!
GET YOUR ASS
IN HERE!

POPS ALWAYS SAYS,
"NEVER LET SOMEBODY
ELSE TAKE YOUR WHEEL.”

CAP. YOU CAN
CLEAR NOW. AND

TAKE FIVE TO REST. NAH. TM
YOU LOOK BEAT. GOOD. JUST | /eIy
HUNGRY IS RIGHT, POPS.

ALL.

"BECALISE, SOONER
OR [ATER, THEY

WILL CRASH."

THAT'S WHY
IGOT A
NEW RIDE.



HOLY MOSES! T
REALLY AM HUNGRY.

LIKE FREAKING
STARVING! WHAT
IS UP WITH--

AH, HELL.
NOW WHAT?

SONYA FOCARILE.
RNS. TWENTY-SEVEN.

MARRIED TO SOME
ASSHAT NAMED PAUL.

TAKES THE HARD

ROTATION EVERY

MONTH FOR THE
EXTRA CASH.

NEEDY AS HELL.
CHATTY AS #@!%.

SO GLAD T
CAUGHT YOU. I
NEED TO TELL YOU. I
TOOK YOUR ADVICE
ABOUT PHIL.

SONYA. HEY,
SORRY. CAN'T
TALK NOW...

WHEN T SAY I NEED

FOOD, I MEAN NEED.
NOW. RIGHT NOW.




