
that’s
your eighth
cigarette.

You can do this.

i need you to do this.

so quit stalling.

at least one of
us is counting.

yeah.

I know.

{ring}

click.



You know that if you can
see me, they’ve positioned
dozens more that you

can’t.

Rose.



Only
you can-

figured when you left
me for dead, meant you
didn’t want to see me

any more.

after everything? what they did?
after malta? just because they send

you, I’m supposed to-

please...
you know it has
to be important 

if they...

Please…
i… they need

you back.

…if i came.

you thought
you had them

fooled?

they know 
where you’ve been 

every day these past
five years.

you believed you
could just walk

away from them?



always
understood this

would happen
someday.

just didn’t
know what I’d
do about it.

guess i still don’t.

but there’s one
way to find out.

let’s go.
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