WAITING.

WAITING.

WAITING...

: . . B VT R : ME ANP ALICE THOUGHT WE'P
I'VE BEEN a® B BT ~ BEEN LUCKY SIMPLY TO HAVE
WAITING MY ™ A% Y. % . aiy e SURVIVED, BUT IT TURNEP OUT
WHOLE LIFE. s - : : i WE WERE JUST WAITING FOR
] ; . - Fis THE RAPIATION TO TAKE HOLP.

OR AT LEAST
EVER SINCE
THE BOMB

PROPPEP.

WE COULP SEE PEOPLE'S THOUGHTS.
i EVERYONE'S. ANP AT FIRST IT WAS
WE/IRL. THEN IT WAS FLIN.

ANP THEN IT WAS TERRIFYING,
AS PEOPLE PISCOVERED WHAT WE
COULP PO. A

AND THEY
CAME FOR US. e
ME AND ALICE. .

@l IHAD NO
| CHOICE...




A few days ago in a
Wasteland fownship.

BEEN, YOU NEEP
TO STAY AWAY FROM
THAT PLACE. IT'S
AHOT SPOT!

I KNOW,
poc. BUT
IT'S A GREAT
PLACE TO FINP
N LIZARPS., 4

AND WE'RE
HUNGRY, You
KNOW?

YOU USE WHAT YOU GOT TO
SURVIVE. ANP WHAT I GOT 1S A
GIFT. GAVE TO ME BY THE BOMB.

I CAN MAKE FOLKS SEE WHATEVER
I WANT THEM TO SEE. WHICH IS WHY
EVERYONE'S ACTING LIKE I'M A NICE,

LITTLE OLP POCTOR, TRAVELING
FROM TOWN TO TOWN, FIXING UP
PEOPLE'S BROKEN BOPIES.

'COS IT TURNS OUT THAT WHEN A
POCTOR SHOWS LIP, PEOPLE
ARE SO GRATEFLUL THAT THEY
PON'T ASK ANY QLIESTIONS.

DON'T JUPGE ME...BUT THIS IS HOW I'VE

SURVIVEL ALL THESE YEARS. LOOKING IN

PEOPLE'S HEAPS. FINPING THEIR SECRETS.
THEIR HIPPEN TREASLIRES. BUT-~

...THERE'S
NOTHING OF
ANY VALLE
INHERE.

ANP THAT MAKES IT
ALL THE EASIER FOR
ME.. TOSTEFP
INSIPE THEIR MINS.

NOW THIS IS MORE
LIKE IT! WHAT WAS

THIS MAN SO KEEN
TO PROTECT--

--OR TAKE?
(

)

|




THIS
POES LOOK
WORRISCOME, YOUNG
MAN. A BROKEN
BONE OUT HERE
IS A SERICUS
MATTER.

IMGLAP
YOU CAME TO
SEE ME.

...PRE-
WAR GOLP?
WHERE...

WHERE THE
HELL 1S THIS
RIGHT NOWZ TELL
ME. WHERE
IS |ITZ

a AND WHAT
SR L DO WE HAVE HERE,
ak{ﬂ MR. GANGSTER?

WOW.
YOU'RE SOME
SORT OF
GCANGSTER,
RIGHTZ

I'VE NEVER
SEEN...S50 MANY
VIVIPLY VIOLENT
MEMORIES.

IT AIN'T MY
GOLP, pPoc.
I'M BEING PAIP
TO PELIVER IT

T0..TITUS
CGRAVES...

CROSS HIM, THEY SAY, ANP
HE'LL SKIN ANP SALT
YOU...LEAVE YOU TO COOK IN
THE SUN OUTSIPE HIS LA/IR.

TITUS
GRAVESZ! THE
WASTELANP

WARLORD...

A MAN S0 GRUESOME
FEW HAVE EVER LA/F
EYESZ ON HIS MUTATEP
ANP METAL-COVEREP
FACE ANP SURVIVEPR.




THE BRIEFCASE 1S PAYMENT FROM

THE CITY OF LA. A GOLLPEN THANK

YOU TO TITUS GRAVES FOR KEEPING
THE WASTELANE IN ORPER.

FOR KEEPING ITS MUTATEEL
AND IRRAPIATEL
INHABITANTS OUT OF THE CITY.

THIS CASE CONTAINS
ENOUGH GOLP FOR A
MAN TO PO ANYTHING
HE WANTS. ANY THING/

THE
COMBINATIONZ
NO IPEA, BRO. TITUS
GRAVES...HE KEEPS
HIS SECRETS
SECRET.

AIN'T NO ONE
KNOWS THAT COPE
NUMBER APART FROM
TITUS GRAVES
HIMSELF.

THAT'S

PEFINITELY THE

BRIEFCASE I'M HERE
TO COLLECT...BUT

SOMETHING TELLS ME

YOU'RE NOT THE
RIGHT &UY.

SEE, I WAS
ABOUT THREE

YOU ANP HAVE A
BROKEN ARM.

ME TH
FRIENPC.

TOLP HE'P WEIGH
TIMES AS MUCH AS

YOU GOT

A SECONP.

A SIMPLE TOUCH 1S
ALL IT TAKES, ANP
HE'S TOTALLY
UNPER MY CONTROL.

oW
WHAT'S THE
COMBINATION TO
OPEN THIS PAMN
THING?

ERE,
GIMME

RAAAARGH!

WHERE CAN
IFING. . TITUS
GRAVES?




THE PEEPER YOU &GO
INTO THE WASTELANP,
THE PEAPER AND
FLATTERIT GETS.

&

NOTHING CAN
SURVIVE HERE. NO
PLANTS. NO ANIMALS,
NOTHING EXCEPT
THE WARLOREZ IN
HIS CASTLE.

e —

TIME HAS A WAY OF TAKING TIME...HOW
LONG HAVE I BEEN RIPINGZ RIPING
WITH NOTHING TO KEEP ME COMPANY...

..NOTHING BUT
HALLUCINATIONS | =
AND GHOSTS. |8

GET OUT
OF OUR HEAPS.
YOU LITTLE FREAK
BASTARPS.

'/ _I'MPOING
THIS ALL FOR

YOU, ALICE.

I'M COMIN'
BACK.

THIS MUCH
GOLP...I CAN
BUY MY WAY
BACK INTO LA,
FINZ YOU...

RLIN. YOU HAVE NO
IPEA WHAT WE'RE GONNA
PO TO YOU. MUTANT
MINEREALING

YOU BETTER

NO...LEAVE
HER ALONE!
SHE'S ONLY A
KIP. I SHOULP
HAVE STAYEPD...
I SHOULP

LITTLE SHITS!

JUST...ONE
MORE THING
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IAM.

ANP You
PON'T GET
A SECONP
QUESTION,

8oy

JUST TELL
/ ME THE NUMBER.
THE NUMBER THAT
OPENS THIS
CASE. IT'S ALL
3 I WANT.

ANP WITH

THAT...MY

WAIT |5
OVER.

WITH ABSOLUTELY NO
RESISTANCE, THE MOST
FEARSOME WARLORE IN
ALL THE WASTELANEP
GIVES ME WHAT I WANT.




IT TOOK ME YEARS
TO FIGURE OUT THAT
I COULD MAKE
PEOPLE SEE WHAT-
EVER I WANTED THEM
LOOKEP AT Me.

RAISEYOUR ¥ TELL ME
HEAD. RAISE
3 YOUR EYES...

WHO You

THINK You

ARE.

A TALENT THAT
MAYBE MIGHT HAVE
SAVED LUS..WHEN
THE GROWN-LUPS ON
EVERY STREET
WERE SHOLUTING
AT US. SCREAMING
'MUTANT'. CALLING
US FREAKS.

IT'S WHY I RAN.
THEY HATEP Us
SOSCAREP...




ALICEZ!
NOoOoQO!

you
LEFT ME NO
OPTION.

IT TURNS OUT THE STORIES WERE TRLIE.
ALL OF THEM. ABOUT WHAT TITUS GRAVES
POES TO THOSE WHO WRONG HER.

IpIp ALL
THIS FOR you!
ALICE!

I
RISKEP
MY LIFE.

PLEASE
BELIEVE ME. 1
WAS COMING BACK
FOR YOU. BACK TO
LA. THE GOLPD! THE
GOLP...IT WAS
GOING TO--

AND MY SCORCHEP FLESH
CURLS ANP CRAWLS AS T
BREATHE HER NAME.

I'VE BEEN
LOOKING FOR
You 100,
RICKY.
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