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MALTA - FIVE YEARS AGO



ROSE, I’M IN.
SETTING UP AND GOING

RADIO SILENT.

GOT IT. SEE YOU
AT THE EXTRACTION

POINT.

HM… BEEN WORKING TOGETHER SO
LONG NOW, DON’T EVEN NEED TO TALK.

RECORDING ONE OF OUR GUYS 
SELLING SECRETS TO ONE OF THEIR GUYS.
BORING. THEY EVEN TOLD US WHERE TO BE.

SET UP THE CAMERA IN MY GOGGLES.
WAIT. IT’LL BE OVER SOON ENOUGH.

CAN’T FIGURE WHY WE WERE TAGGED 
FOR SUCH A ROUTINE SURVEILLANCE OP.
USUALLY WE’RE THE ONES THEY CALL IN TO
WATCH THE PEOPLE WHO CAN’T BE FOUND.



SIX HOURS LATER,
IT’S SHOWTIME.

SMILE, BOYS.

ROSE! WE GOT
SHOTS FIRED! 

THEY’RE DOWN

HOLY  !



A SOUND - BEHIND ME.

NO WAY HE COULD HAVE GOTTEN IN…

BUT I’VE GOT TO GET OUT!



TAKE THE ONLY AVAILABLE WAY.

SOMETHING EXPLODES THROUGH
MY CHEST ON THE WAY DOWN.



SOMETHING ELSE GIVES
IN MY ANKLE AS I LAND.

KEEP MOVING.

FIND COVER.

DON’T BLACK OUT.

UHNNF…

ROSE… I’M HIT…
BAD… I’M IN THE

ALLEY…



…ROSE…



TODAY.

FIVE YEARS LATER, SHE TRACKED ME DOWN.
ASKED ME TO COME WITH HER. SO, I DID.

I DON’T KNOW 
WHAT WE’RE DOING.
WHERE WE’RE
GOING. OR WHY.

I DO KNOW THAT 
I DON’T TRUST HER.
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LADIES AND GENTLEMEN,
WELCOME TO WASHINGTON, 

DC WHERE THE LOCAL 
TIME IS…

CONTINUED…


