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helo.

hnh.

Helo,
malcolm.

Despite
what you 

might think, 
people can 

hear you,
you know.

I gues 
they just 
don’t want 

to talk.

sems
like nobody 

likes to 
talk any 

more.

Yeah...

h-How’d
you know my 

name?



so, tel
me, malcolm, 

Where are 
you headed?

I’m flying
over to visit my 
sister. We had 
a faling out.

I...

I have
to make 

things right. 
She’s al 

the family I 
have.

Malcolm?

Malcolm...

Can you 
touch your 
nose for 

me?

We’re
talking 
aren’t 
we?

heh.
you’re

right, we
are?

I said
some 

things...

I’m...



is that 
such an 
unusual 

request?

you
can’t 

can you?

Malcolm,
do you know 

what you 
are?

Do you
understand  

what I’m 
trying to 
tel you?

I’m sory, 
Malcolm.

but You never 
made it to 
se your 
sister.

what?



please 
tel her 
I’m sory.

of course,
MALCOLM.

You 
remember 
now, don’t 

you?

yes...

YES, I
remember

...


