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LONG GROVE, IL.

MORNING.

S 1. I CAN'T TASTE IT!
2 I CAN'T TASTE ANYTHING!

:

NOTHING... NO PLEASURE.
NO RECOGNITION.

......
e,




| QUAINT CONFECTIONERY
IN LONG GROVE, IL.

THANK YOU FOR YOUR
SERVICE TO FLAVOR. IT
WILL BE PRESERVED.




: T WATER.
ONE WEEK LATER.
TIM IS FRUSTRATEPD.

NO. IT'S...
IT'S NOTHING,
LIKE WATER.
LIKE AIR.

DOC, RUN

BATCH 1S OFF.

ANALYSIS, THIS

IT'S PERFECT, \

TIM. EXACTLY
TO SPEC.

7 LISA, I CAN'T
TASTE IT. I CAN'T
TASTE ANYTHING

NEUROLOGICAL FUNCTION
NORMAL. RECEPTORS HEALTHY.
BUT YOUR SENSORY MEMORY
FILES — THEY'RE BEING

ACCESSED. DRAINED.

HE BLACKSMITH

PITCH. AND..

THES...

ONE SHOU

KFTHREE MORE CASES. \\\

FEEL HEAT, THE PIANO
TEACHER CAN'T HEAR

i HesiTaTES. )

| MRS. GABLE.

SHE TRIED TO BURN
—| DOWN HER SHOP.
=1 SAID IF SHE CAN'T
=\ TASTE CANDY, NO

CAN'T

LD.

7" THIS IS TARGETED.
THESE ARE LONG
GROVE'S SENSORY
ARTISTS PEOPLE WHO
MAKE THIS VILLAGE
WHAT IT IS.

FAMOUS PALATE
THE MIDWEST.

AND YOU. THE MOST

TIM, YOU'RE NOT
SAFE HERE. YOU
NEED TO—

IN

I'M NOT
HIDING. I'M ==
HUNTING. SOMEONE B
STOLE MY SELF. I
WANT IT BACK.




THREE DAYS LATER. TIM IS... .‘FFERENTZ WITHOUT TASTE ‘ I CAN'T TASTE IT,
AND SMELL, HE'S DISCONNECTED. FOOD IS FUEL. SCENTS || E% LY BUT I CAN CALCULATE
ARE DATA. HE'S BECOME PURELY INTELLECTUAL. - IT. PREDICT IT.

PERFECT IT.

LISA TOUCHES HIS SHOULPER. HE FLINCHES — NOT LISA, DON'T BE EMOTIONAL.

FROM PAIN, BUT FROM THE LACK OF ASSCOCIATION. WE NEED TO FIND THE THIEF.

HER TOUCH DOESN'T TRIGGER MEMORY, COMFORT, I'VE MAPPED THE INCIDENTS.
| DESIRE. IT'S JUST PRESSURE. e — THEY'RE FOLLOWING

B b, THE OLD BOOTLEGGER

SECRET: DURING PROHIBITION, THE VILLAGE WAS A HUB FOR SMUGGLING.
TUNNELS CONNECT THE COVERED BRIDGE. SPIRIT WATER BREWERY (THEN
A BARN), AND HALF THE DOWNTOWN BUILDINGS.

{ AND YOU CAN'T

PROTECT ME
FROM

EVERYTNING!

YOU CAN'T. YOU'RE
COMPROMISED. YOU
CAN'T SMELL DANGER,
CAN'T TASTE POISON=

7 I'M SORRY, I JUST... THEN WE GO TOGETHER. BUT
“{ IDON'TKNOW WHO I TIM — IF YOU CHANGE, IF YOU
AM WITHOUT THIS. AND BECOME SOMECONE WHO
I NEED TO FIND DOESN T NEED ANYONE...
THAT'S NOT YOU. THAT'S THE
THEFT TALKING.




LONG GROVE, IL.
MIDNIGHT.

TUNNELS

iy into remembering, maybe
| can reboot the
pathways.

Damp, brick-lined, smelling Joy. Nostalgia. Rhead.
of old whiskey and secrets. Pride. They're bullding Breathing. Multiple
\ something. sources.
The thefts form a pattern.
They're collecting specific
emotional profiles.

Welcome, Guardian.

( Welcome, Brewmaster.
You've coms to join
the Rrk?




" It's not theft. It's salvation. '\ T
The world is burning. When it’s ash —

’

someone will need to remember Mozart.
Remember sea salt caramels. —

the present to
save the past!

------------

e ey

We're saving the essence. Do you
know how much sensory memory is
lost every day? People forget the taste
_ of childhood. The smell of their first
¥\ love. We preserve it. Concentrate it.
» _ When the apocalypse comes—




What

apocalypse? The one your

mother started.
The one you're )
going to finish. g

' My mother
is dead.

Is she?
Subject Zero.
The first Guardian.
She could manipulate
matter at the molecular
A\ level — just like you.

She tried to “preserve”
the entire world.
Tum it into perfect,
unchanging
crystal.




I don't...
I don’t know

You're not preserving.
You're preparing for someone
else’s war. And you've made
yourself hollow to do it.

(

The Syndicate Shadow stopped her.
Imprisoned her. But her plan — the
Great Preservation — lives on. We're the
next phase. When she returns, she’ll
need the sensory memories we've
collected. To rebuild the world
as it should be.

Perfect.
Unchanging.
Preserved.

you’'re made of, Brewmaster.
: Without your senses,
what are you?




YOUR MEMORIES.
WHERE ARE THEY?

YOU ALREADY TOOK THEM.
I'M RUNNING ON EMPTY.
AND YOU KNOW WHAT?

I'M STILL HERE.




o= I'M NOT MY PALATE!
< IMNOT My NOSE! I'M
~ THE GUY WHO FIGHTS FOR
> HIS VILLAGE! WHO LOVES
A WOMAN WHO FLIES!
BURNS TOAST AND
KEEPS TRYING!




VILLAGE OF LONG GROVE, IL

| just wanted to save
something. | lost my
family. | wanted to keep
the world from losing
anything else.

Then live in it. Taste
it. Even when it hurts.
Especially when it
hurts.




— .
In the Village of Long Grove, IL. |

The Police arrive. The volunteers are treated.
h The sensory memories — stored in crystal
vials — begin returning to their owners.
/%‘- i :
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Should I...7
Doc says the
pathways might rebuild
haturally. If I take
this, I go back to
who I was.

I learned
something, being
hollow. I was

\ using my talent
as a wall.

7 VI can't be
vulnerable, I have
to monitor
the
fermentation.”

"I can’t take

a day off, the

yeast needs
me.”




Keep it. For now.
Let me rebuild. Let
me choose to be a
brewer, not just be

ohe because I
can't stop.

It’s their first real kiss — not
poisoned, not desperate, not
goocfbye. Just hello.

| can’t taste it,
but | felt that.
“\ '\ That’s enough. /
g For now. i




You knew.
About my mother.
About Subject
Zero.

| wae her partner.
Her friend. When she
went mad — when she
tried to preserve the
world — | helped stop
her. | thought she died.
The Syndicate told
me she died.

Did you tell him to
research her?

No.
But he's been
asking questions.
i Reading old files. He
"\ wants to understand
L you. f

AR




Tim?
What did 2
; Lisa, look
you find? at this. Your
mother... here, 30
years ago.

Lisa. This building —
it's not just a brewery.
It was bullt on a
convergence. Spirit  Jj== S

Your mother
| chose this place. J&
A\ For you.




The Proofmaster
and Blender were
distractions. The real
test was the Bung Thief
— could Lisa function
when her lover was
diminished? She can.
She's

dangerous. _

Not Maya.
Someone who
\ looks exactly
A like her.

“"The Bun

/_ Thief failed.
But we confirmed

it —
Elena Vance is alive.
Her daughter is
grrowmg stronger.
he convergence
approaches.”

“Then Phase Three.
We activate the Proofmaster’s
final gift — the poison in Tim's
system wasn't fully cured. It's
mutatm%_ Soon, he'll become a living
amplitier. Whatever he tastes,
the entire wllaﬁe will taste.
Whatever he feels,
they'll feel.”




AND IF WE
MAKE HIM
TASTE
PESPAIR?

WAH! Y WEAAY!
\ ( WEEPING, WEEPING

HAAH!




VILLAGE OF LONG GROVE, IL.

Join me,

daughter. Preserve
this moment. Keep

\  them all safe

N, forever.




N

IN THE VILLAGE OF LONG GROVE:
FIGHTING THE PLAGUE, THROUGH THE FAIN... S
I CHOOSE HIM. UNCERTAIN. GENUINE. = &y

>~

I CHOOSE THIS. / igqung

ALL OF IT. THE
PAIN AND THE JOY. sﬁqgﬁf':
1 CHOOSE YOU. :




THE SIX 5IMDOW5 REIIEIILED

N THE PRESERVER (Elena Vance?
Lisa's mother) — Leader. Wants
to freeze the world in a “perfect” |
moment. o

THE CASK — Immortal being,

body is a wooden shell contain- |= —
ing countless souls. Feeds
on experience.

2

L

THE SPIRI T WAR

THE DISTILLER — Creates
weapons from human essence.
Made the Copper Men, the Blender's
suit, the Proof Accelerator.

| contaln
millennia millennia...
The Cask is eternal.




THE SPIRIT WAR

7 We see all. Hear all.

In your head... thousands
of grains, one mind.
The swarm intelligence
is awakened.

The lost
potential... | am

i the untamed creation.
P71 The most powerful, the
most unpredictable...
and | have arrived.

I am THE BRAIN!
School Teacher that
knows everything just
by touching you... all
your secrets are mine!
The Spirit War
begins NOW!




THIS HISTORIC
VILLAGE IS MINE/
LONG GROVE WILL

BOW TO THE




THE VILLAGE OF LONG GROVE, IL:
UNDER SIEGE/

THIS VILLAGE
1S NOW MINE,
PUNY HUMANS!

il

NOT ON
MY WATCH!
I AM L/ISA, g
AND YOUR REIGN |
OF TERROR \
ENDS HERE!
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