








Once you’ve met the Devil, it’s 
like someone turned the volume 
down on the rest of your life.

We’ve 
all been there. 

You’re a survivor, 
Kendra. You’re 

strong.

I don’t 
feel that way. I 

zone out for 
hours. I forget 

to eat.

I think 
about suicide 

a lot.

Does it get 
better, St. 
George?

I 
don’t want 

to fight. I just 
want to 
forget.

You’re 
here for a reason 

and there’s a way to 
fight back. 

Easy, 
Marty.

You feel things. But it’s distant.

NOPE.

And they 
don’t stop 

coming. 

You’re Gonna 
have to do it 

again—
















