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CRISIS




UNDISCLOSED
E=Zocarionyy”

JUSTICE AIN'T BLINP--
IT'S BOUGHT.

THE GLILTY WALK FREE WHILE
THE INNOCENT GET BLIRIEPD.
ANP THE SYSTEMZ KEEFS
FEEPING ON THE WEAK.

I WON'T STANP BY ANP
WATCH., I STRIKE FROM THE
SHAPOWS--THE PLACES

LAW WON'T GO. BALANCE

PON'T COME EASY OLUT HERE...

BUT IT COMES BY FORCE.

YOU REALLY

BUT EVERY FIGHT,
EVERY BROKEN BOpy...
IT TAKES A PIECE
OF ME. HOW FAR O YOL
GO BEFORE YOU BECOME
THE VERY THING OU
SWORE TO PESTROYZ

PART OF THE
PLAN.

OUGHTA STOP FREE -
LANCING WITH YOUR
LIFE, X.

'

YOU'RE NOT

INVINC/BLE.

NEVER SAIP
I WAS.

YOU'RE RUNNING
HARLEM HEIGHTS
LIKE IT'S A
WARZONE.

EVER
THOUGHT ABOUT
SLOWING
POWN?

I PON'T
HAVE THE LLUXLRY
OF SITTIN' IPLE--
HOPING SOME
SAVIOR SHOWS UP
TO FIX THE MESS
THEY MADE.

YOU'RE A
ONE-MAN
ARMY --

IPIPN'T
ASK FOR THIS
MANTLE.

HARLEM'S
BLEEPING

; X...
FASTER THAN YOU
CAN STOP IT.

ONE OF THESE NIGHTS
YOU’REINOT COMING BACK.,
AND IM THE ONE LEFT

CLEANING THE BLOOP
OFF THE FLOOR.

ITLANPELP ON
ME THE SECOND
THEY f/TaLE HIS

...AND LEFT
THE CITY
TO ROT.

THE
STREETS HOWL
WITH CHAOS,

BUT TONIGHT
VENGEANCE
HAS A VOICE .




YEAH, THIS WASN'T
RANLPOM... SOMEONE'S
SENPING AMESSAGE.

S~ X

JORPAN, YOU'RE
SUPPOSEP TO HAVE
THIS CITY LOCKEP

POWN.

THE FPIECES
WRONG HERE... PON'T FIT.

TOO CONVENIENT.

NOW I'VE

GOT BOPIES...
FLAMES...

HEAPLINES/

IVE SEEN
CRIME

SCENES...
BUT THISZ

I WANT

r
THEM Now/



LOOK AT THE SCORCH MARKS,
THE METHODICAL TAKEPOWN,
THE MESSAGE LEFT BEHIND...

WITH ALL
PUE RESPECT,
SEXT--

JORDAN, ZIP IT.
YOU BEEN FUMBLIN’
THIS FROM THE JUMP.
LET THE MAN TALK.

SEXTON--
WHAT Yyou
GOoT?

IT'S CRISIS,
ALL SIGNS
POINT TO HIM.

HIS M.O.,
HIS MESSAGE,
HIS WARFATH.

HE'S
NOT SAVING
THIS FUCKIN'
CITY, CAP...

-

.. .HE'S TURNIN' IT

INTO ABATTLE-
FIELE

CASE CLOSED,
SWEETHEART.

SIR...
I CAN TAKE
HIM POWN.

JUST SAY
THE WORP.

IF IT'S HIM,
PO WHATEVER
IT TAKES TO
HAUL HIS
ASS IN!

THIS AIN'T

WAITING TO
BLURN US.

SEXTON'S TOO
PAMN EAGER
TO PIN THIS
ON CRISIS...

BUT WHAT IF
HE'S RIGHTZ

THIS CITY'S
AFUSE...
REAPY TO

EXPLOPE...

ANP I'LL BE
THE ONE LEFT
HOLPING THE

MATCH.




CRISIS
ISN'T THE ONLY
SHADOW LURKING
OUT THERE.

SHAPOWS,
HUHZ FUNNY
THING ABOUT
THOSE--

THEY
ONLY SHOW LP

WHEN THERE'S
LIGHT. AND LET'S
JUST SAY, I MAKE
SURE CERTAIN
THINGS STAY IN
THE PARK.

ICALLIT
LIKE I SEE IT,
JORPAN.

YEAHZ FUNNY...
LATELY YOU ONLY
SEEM TO SEE
WHAT SOMEONE
WANTS YOU TO.

ALWAYS
QUICK TO PIN
IT ON CRISIS,
ARE WEZ

GOT A
BETTER
THEORYZ

WE CAN
TRY POING OUR
JOBS AND...
I PON'T KNOW...
INVESTIGATEZ

FACE IT,
HE'S A
THREAT.

WE'VE
GOT BIGGER
FIRES TO PUT
ou--

Y

TAKING THIS
JACKASS
POWN. ..

WHATEVER
IT TAKL s/




THEY CALL THIS COLLATERAL

- PAMAGE--LIKE LIVES AIN'T
 WORTH MORE THAN BRICKS
ING GLASS. LIKE THE BLOOP

ALRIGHT,
EVERYONE,

LISTEN up/

CAP WANTS
THIS MANIAC OFF

THE STREETS...
YESTERLAY.

2073

PON'T ASK FOR

A TUVE-—’I ASK WHY

HARLEM HEIGHTS
I8 CRACKING,
UMBLING UNPER

IEZ I AN'T THE CALISE--
LUST THE REMINPER THAT




YOU WANT
EVIPENCE?Z
FIN

...BUT
TRUST ALONE
POESN'T WIN

CASES.

BRING ME
PROOF,

YOU ALL
KNOW I PON'T
WORK OFF OF
HUNCHES.

JUST KNOW,
I'LL BRING THIS
BASTARL POWN
WITH OR WITHOUT
yOUu, JORDAN.

c
FIRST THING.

HE'S GOT HIS
OWN PLAY..
AND I CAN'T

LETIT
JEOFARPIZE
THIS CASE.




BIII,IN
JJOURNALIENTRY.

THE ACAPEMYZ A LIFETIME AGO.
BACK THEN, WE ALL WORE THE
GREEN, NAIVE OPTIMISM LIKE A BAPGE
OF HONOR. WE HAP THIS FIRE IN LS,
THIS BELIEF THAT WE COULP ACTUALLY

MAKE A PIFFERENCE.

TIME CHANGES PEOPLE.
HELL, IT CHANGEDP ME
BUT IT CHANGEL HIM
MORE. MY FARTNER--
THE MAN I ONCE APMIREL,
THE MAN I LOOKEP UP TO--
HE'S GONE NOW.

I PON'T RECOGNIZE HIM
ANYMORE, SOMEWHERE
ALONG THE WAY, HE STOPPEP

BEING THE MAN I'P TRUST

WITH MY LIFE ANP BECAME

SOMEONE I BARELY TRUST
AT ALL.




|




DAD, WisH you
CoULP SEE THIS.

RESTORATION'S
PONE,




7 EN WAR,

LAY, THE SAME SH|T--

W\ icE ISN'T BLINP-- |
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