
Levels are still safe this 
     close to the bunkers.

the green 
man's counter 
tells him so.

the woman remarks that 
something must be making 

the residents of the 
nearby village ill. 

the 
resolution 
gave him an 
immunity to 
radiation.

the man jokes that it's much harder 
to get a suntan now. he is about to 

ask her what mutant powers his 
partner received, but then snorts 

at its obviousness.

he's not 
paying 

attention 
to where 
his foot 

falls.

after the crunch 
of frail bones 
breaking, the 

only other sound 
is the sharp 

intake of breath 
from the woman.

and then another. and 
another. and another.

and then 
the gentle 
patter of 

a tiny body 
impacting 
the dusty 

earth.
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The green man 
shrugs his 

shoulders. He 
doesn't understand 

why the current 
leadership pretends 

it cares. The 
previous regime 
certainly did not.

the woman, nervous about unseen 
energies around her, says that 

it's easy for him to say. 



 the mutants have 
completed their mission, 

intimately aware of 
what is making the local 

residents weaker with 
each passing day. but they 

are forever unable to 
share the information.

the resolution 
bestowed many gifts. 
gifts of angel wings 
and fists of flame 

and voices that can 
command beasts.

but none are greater 
than the gift the  

tongue of czernobog 
lavishes upon them.

none are 
greater than 

death.



They say 
these are 
perfect 

days.

But 
who takes 
credit for 
babes born 

in tubes?

they 
say you 

can see it in 
the children 

we raise.

tell me I'm 
better off alone. 

better off 
unique.

who takes credit 
for our lives lived 

in cubes?

Tell 
me no one's 
lonely when 
everyone's 

a freak.

it's 
alison 
blaire! 

but hey, 
I've got a damn 

name, man...
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You can't 
see me, you 
cover your 
eyes to the 

glare.



thank 
you. thank 
you. this 

next song 
is--

it's 
about the 
stars we 

can't--

all right, 
you crazy 

kids. tip your 
waitress. get 
home safely. 

it's late...

…and all 
the lights 
are out. 

dazzler.

it 
cannot.

can 
this wait, 

murshid? I've 
got a packed 
house for the 

first time 
in weeks.

dazzler. 
now.



just passed 
the monument, 
betsy. can you 

scan for 
minds?

got a 
shiver down 

my spine there for
 a second. but hey, 

I'm made out of 
ice, right? 

heading 
back. don't punish 

any dissenters 
without me.

hnt.

department x 
dispatch to iceman.

how's it 
going out there, 

bobby?

all 
clear. you 

okay?
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