
Take this one: 65% of all 
murders in this country are 
unsolved. You have a better 
chance of getting away with 
killing your wife than you do 

of getting away with cheating 
on her. 

I’ve always 
hated statistics...
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Not until it happens to them,

But is it inevitable?

Tragedy’s inevitabile, and 
that doesn't tend to 

faze most people.

Poor kid.
This is a 
terrible 

fucking idea.



For all I know, this girl could grow 
up to be Hitler. Or she could get 

run over by a car a week from now.

So let’s call this an 
experiment in being good.

The old me would never stick his 
neck out for a stranger like this. 

The old me was a selfish piece of shit. 

But that’s never 
stopped me before.

The universe doesn’t 
like to be changed.
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I forgot how boring stakeouts 
were. Waiting has never been my 
strong suit, it makes me antsy.

When I decide to go in, it’s 
close to midnight. The house 
has got to be empty by now.

It’s a swanky, too-suburban house. 
Why would they be targeted?

Hello. What do we have 
here? Glenfinnian 25. 

Premium liquid courage. I’m 
not supposed to drink, but 

what God doesn’t know 
won’t hurt me. 

Fuck me. They’re still here. 

Easy does it.

Just like old times.

You ever get 
used to it? I only 
thought shit got 

this bad in 
Afghanistan.

This is tame. 
C’mon, let’s get out 
of here. We got a lot 

of paperwork. 



Stick to the plan. 
There’s less time than I’d 
anticipated, but I’m used 

to tight deadlines.

The air is completely still. I 
get a gitchy feeling in my 

gut. The place reeks of blood 
and a little bit of perfume. 

I keep thinking if a schmuck like me can 
get here when the place is swarming 
with cops, a dedicated creepo would 

have no problem. 

But they’d need a vantage point. Bingo.

I have what I need. If I can get out of here 
without a commotion, I can head this guy 

off at the pass, find a weakness..

So much for that.

FREEZE!



That’s not a typo. When I 
clear my stupid mind and 

focus on a definitive point...

That’s really 
gross, man.
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Zaman Bell. 
Arrraaabbb 
maaaaaale

Fffffiiiiiiveeee 
fooooooottttt 
eeeellllleeeev--

Hands in the air, 
now! No sudden 

moves. 

Bell?! What the 
hell do you think 

you’re doing?

Heavens no, 
Detective Fang. Just 
trying to be a good 
citizen. Who’s your 

friend?

Breaking into a 
crime scene? You 
really drank the 
diarrhea on this 

one, bud.

WE HAVE A 
SUSPECT IN THE 

HOUSE!

Did you murder 
Julie Grant?



Crazy shit happens.
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Breathe.

Nifty trick, huh?

I’ve been able to do it since I 
was 9 years old.

I was sucked out of time while 
pitching in a little league game. No 

clue who did it or why. 

When I jump back, it sets a kind of 
cosmic waypoint. When I pass that 
point in time again,  fwoosh, I get 

another three chances.

So now I have time powers in blocks of three.

The first time around, I’m 
like any clueless plebe.

The next two times, I know exactly what’s 
going to happen. I can have completely 
different conversations with the same 

people, win the lottery, get a plan together, 
and really fuck shit up. 

The third time around, everything 
sticks. Even death. 

I spent the last 15 years tring to 
skirt around it, but no dice. It 

feels completely arbitrary.
That’s the gods for you. 

I like this place--The Berkeley Rose 
Garden. I came here yesterday to 

watch the sun rise.

Yesterday is here again. 

Strike 2.

Shazam.



Look, it’s not gonna stop an 
elephant, but if you want sound and 

fury, this is the best non-lethal 
option you can get for the price. 

I’m not looking 
to kill anything. 

Right. Nobody looks to, but 
do you want to take chances 
with protecting your family?

I’ll take the 
stun gun.

And some
of these.

And so I don’t look 
like a complete 

fucking terrorist.

You might think I’m the luckiest guy in the 
world, but you try doing the same thing 

perfectly over and over again. It’s like 
bowling a 300. Tiny unseen variations lead 
to vastly different outcomes, even if the 

trajectory’s the same.

Up until a few months ago, I used my 
{talents} for some pretty shady 
stuff. I ran in a gang, but I couldn’t 
stop it from blowing up, so it’s back 

to the drawing board. 
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Using time powers means learning to wait. 
Back in my old gang, I’d have to wait for 
days sometimes to nail down peoples’ 
movements, then wait all over again. 

Waiting sucks. 

Gotta make your own fun.

Someone’s coming out of the house. 
Let’s see what subject zero’s up to. 

There’s pizza money on 
the stove. We’ll be back 

tomorrow night.

You’ll be
 good, sugarbug? 

I won’t have to bail you 
out of jail, will I?

Ha ha. 
Very funny.

I love you, Dad.

KRAAK!



It’s getting closer to showtime. 
That gitchy feeling is returning in 
force. Doc Schwarzchild called me, 

but it’ll have to wait. 

The killer’s in there, and I didn’t see him 
come in. Which means he’s got powers.



KYAAH!
The fuh...?

AAAIIEEEEEEE!!!



UMPF!

Oh God, this is bad. 
I fucking misseed him.

GOTCHA!

HUUURK!

What the
 fuck are you 

doing?! Get out 
of my house!

No, it’s ok. 
That guy was 
going to kill--



{ffufh}

Fucker! Who 
the fuck are 
you!? Did my 

dad send you?!

Oh shit. This is 
going to be bad.

This is why I don’t 
like interfering.

The universe doesn’t 
like to be changed. 

Breathe...

SHUNK

You! Stop 
right there!

aaiiiieeeee!

What the hell...
ooooh...hurts so 

much.
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...BREATHE

That wasn’t the first 
time I’ve died.

When it happens, I snap back 
to a random point after my 
last strike. Sometimes I’ll 
come to in the middle of a 

conversation. It gets 
confusing. 

Luckily I was able to focus on 
this point before bleeding out. 
It would be really bad if I woke 
up to him stabbing me again.

I’ve never died on Strike 3. 
From what I gather, it’s 

permanent too.

That was...
awful...

Strike 3.

I give up... How did he 
even get in there 

without me seeing?



I have to wait it 
out until I can afford 
to make a mistake. I’m 

afraid the girl’s a 
lost cause.

How many 
times did he 
stab you?

I can still feel 
the tingle.

Five times!

He wasn’t even fazed! 
I got a clean stun in.

Five times, are 
you kidding me?

Seems 
excessive.

You’d think he’d stop 
after the fourth time, 

but nope!  

At least he didn’t 
stab you a sixth time.

He just had 
to do it again. 

In the guts.

Couldn’t even do a 
polite slash 

across the throat 
or anything.

Oh no, don’t 
you start, 

Doc.

Look at the sliver 
lining, you now have a 
strategic advantage 

for next time.

What about 
the little girl?

Have you lost it? 
There’s not going to 

be a next time. 

What about her?!
 I just got stabbed 

to death.

I’m on Strike 3,
 Doc. Anything I 

do now 
is permanent.

You think I don’t know 
that?!

But he’s still on the 
loose. Who is to say  
he won’t kill again?

This dude was 
a fucking 
lunatic.

Arthur Schwarzchild
Director, Theoretical Physics

I tried to 
save her. I 

waited outside 
that house all day 
and she still died.



Look, I’d be happy 
to give it a shot if I 

had unlimited tries, but 
I don’t, so unless you 
have some good news 

for me, I hey-OW!

I just may. Do 
you remember last 

week’s test?

Yeah, the False 
Start thing? I hate 

that science noise by the 
way. You’d think a can of 
WD-40 would be in the 

budget. 

According to the results, 
as you begin to activate your 

powers, you actually increase your 
gravitational field, which suggests your 

mass is somehow growing.

Watch the 
pencil.

There! Did you 
see it?!

Great, I made 
a pencil move.

Pay 
attention, Bell. It’s 

not about the pencil! 
You have biologically 

generated artificial mass! 
Entire schools of 
thought will be--

 Is there a way to 
go back further 

than my last 
jump or not?

Theoretically, yes, 
but we’re a long way off, 
especially considering 
you’re unwilling to go 

public. This isn’t the Jr. 
Science jamboree.

Yeah, well, 
thanks.

I’m curious. 
Why did you try to 

save the girl’s life in 
the first place?

And why 
is it suddenly OK that 

she stays dead?



I’m not.
You don’t know 

what it’s like to put 
your life on the line for 
someone you’ve never 

met. I tried and it 
didn’t work. 

The world is 
going to keep 

turning, with or 
without 

Julie Grant

You can’t 
expect me to 

save every little 
girl. So for the sake 

of my sanity, 
please drop it.

I’m going back 
to my hotel room, 
getting smashed 
and harassing my 
junk until Strike 3 

ends.

I’m sorry you 
feel that way. 

But now you 
know not to be 

so careless! You 
can still win!

But really, 
you don’t need 
to put yourself 
through such 

extreme lengths 
of self-preser-

vation.

You’re no 
more vulnerable 
than a human 

without mysterious 
time powers on 

your third 
strike.

It’s more 
vulnerable than 

I’m used to. 



Who the hell 
does he think he 

is, calling me every 
time he gets a 
science boner?

He’s not the 
one who got 

stabbed.

The experiment failed. I can’t afford to 
focus on anything but my own safety.

KNOCK!

Who the 
hell is it?

Doc? Is 
that you?

KNOCK!

Mildred? 
How did you 
know I was 

here?

Hello, Zaman.

No, I won’t 
be long. Did you really 

think a shitty motel 
room would be an 

adequate hiding place?

Can I get you a 
beer or something? 

I don’t have a lot 
here.



I’m not that 
big of a coward. 

Sneaky living ain’t 
my style.

You’re 
deflecting.

Then suggest 
something. I’m 

all ears.

I made plenty 
of suggestions 

two months 
ago, Bell. 

I said stay 
indoors and wear a 

disguise. I saw you in 
broad daylight.

Not the point! I 
made it perfectly 
clear we had to 

disappear until we 
knew--It was plenty 

clear, Millie, I 
understand.

I’m not 
going to live 

my life trapped 
in a box.

Nothing, sorry. So 
why did you stop by other 
than to tell me what breed 

of pooch I’m screwing?

What’s that 
supposed to 

mean?

I had a real beard two 
months ago! Growing it back 

isn’t going to make me any 
less conspicuous. Espe-

cially not to them. 

You couldn’t 
wear a fake 

beard?

He survived. 
And he’s 
different.

Who survived?



AAAAAAAAH!!

WHERE’S 
     BELL?!

KRUNCH!

TH
WAK!

“Who do you think?”


