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Where
are we

now?

Sit. We don't
have much

time.

T��.
Thank you.

What
ha�ens if
you try to

stay?

Somewhere
in betw�n.

The signal ca�ot
intrude here. They wi�
lose the scent, find their

way back below.

We aren't.
It is.

It tolerates us pa�ing
through, which is more than
the signal can say. But it is
sovereign. It won't permit

anything not its own
to remain.

This is going
to sting.

It has a
temper. And

t�th.
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Personal Update

content warning:

sl�p paralysis,
night te�ors,

trauma.

B�n having episodes
of sl�p paralysis 

again this w�k.
Rational me knows this
is just me waking up t�

fast and waiting for
my body to catch up.

Muscles sti� asl�p.
Unable to push the air,
vibrate my vocal cords

enough to actua�y scream.

I've b�n in the clear so
long, I almost mi�ed him.

it. Cy--my Cyclops…

That's why I
have the mnemonic.

A weapon.

…Until I f�l him on my
chest, his breath on my
face, and a� I want is
to never s� him again.

Wi�le toes.

Aware it's
sl�p paralysis.

Know I'm safe. Even breathing.

WAKE.
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Hey Wren, great job on
this. Had a couple edits
that | think could make this
stronger if you want to…

Incoming Direct Deposit--
08492034000234

Wren, need a listicle by 
noon if you have room? 
Do whatever. Can 
cashmo the payment 
over before EOD.

Over and
over until
it's over.

Always te�ified THAT
if I stay frozen t�
long it won't be Cy

standing there. it'� be
something much worse.

And I won't
be dreaming.

Journalism can be an
uphi� ba�le, and stories
like these aren't po�ible
without generous folks

like yourselves.

Maybe I'� even
report on something
with a ha�y ending.

if I can
find one.

So�y. Clearly I'm having
an amazing mental
health w�k so far.

Gue� that's enough
bleakne� with my co��.

I n�d to get to work.

Going up tonight, for a�
five do�ars or more. the

fu� transcript of my
interview with J.F. discu�ing
her son's disa�earance and
where the search is turning.
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Hey
babe, I'm

o� to work.
You sl�p

okay?

Nope.
But I'm ge�ing
a lot done, so
there's that.

I'�
make di�er.

We'� bust out
the g�d

b�ze.
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--And you're in the
water, bl�ding into an
ocean fu� of sharks.



--And you're in the
water, bl�ding into an
ocean fu� of sharks.



No.
No, no,

no.
Come
back.

Come
the fuck

back!

it's REAL.
I didn't make
it up. it's not

a fantasy.

it's an
actual
place.

As real as
a� this.

Real as--

...

DON’T 
DO THIS!



Project Zero. Update.

The first real news
I've had in over a

year. And bi�er than
anything I've ever b�n
able to dig up before.

I found it.

How long have I
b�n chasing this
with nothing to

show for it?

And a� it t�k was
a short string of
characters put in
the proper order.

Now there's a
big crack in the

d�r betw�n me
and everything
I've forgo�en
from before.

Before they found me
wandering the str�t,

unable to explain
where I'd b�n, or

what ha�ened to my
parents, or whose
bl�d was on me.

Somewhere big, dark,
and loud. Somewhere in
the city. That's a� I've

ever b�n certain of.

But I've b�n building
contacts and sources in

my short car�r, and now
I have something solid to

give them. iP numbers.
Registration information.

S�ing those camera
f�ds--just a hint of
what's beyond them--

my brain inherently knew
I'd b�n there before.

Now I have
to figure out
HOW to get
back there.



Babe? You
alright?

Work mode. I'm
g�d. So�y. Late

night tonight.

--said we could join
them a� up there this
w�kend at his family's

cabin, right o� the lake.
So what do you think

about ge�ing
away and--

Love
you. Try to
take some

breaks.

A� the stories that
seize me, they're about

what's LOST. People
who go mi�ing, ways
of life VANiSHiNG.

A� easy
replacements

for the one story
I wanted to te�,

even if it was
just to myself.

And now that I've
found it, the rest

of them s�m
drained of color
and importance.

There's just this place.
And me di�ing into my

contacts list and a� the
t�ls I've learned to dig
up info, a� focused on it.

I can f�l it giving way
with each new pa�.
I can f�l the wa�

shaking, eager to fa�.

it's a� I can
s� anymore.



I'� send
you the f�tage

and we can compare
notes before we

decide.

I'm going to
make another

pa�.

Okay. S�n
as you get it,

upload to me. I'�
be here waiting

for it.

Half a dozen a�ignment
o�ers have come and gone
through my inbox already.

Didn't even open them.

Nico has given up trying to
drag me out. He left for the
whole w�kend somewhere

and I barely noticed. And my sl�p is
calm, heavy. No Cy
waking me up, no
frozen te�or.

I can f�l part of
myself stitching

itself back
together with

each tiny memory
that RETURNS.

if I solve
this mystery,
what's left?

Each new bit of info
that gets me closer to
an a�re�, to a name,
to a way inside. More of
them fa� into place.

But the closer I get,
the more I start to
panic a li�le inside.



Wren.
Wake up.

We n�d
to talk.

I know. I'm fucking up.
I know that. I can s� it
plain as day. But I CAN’T
STOP. You know how much

this means, right?

I do.
But it's not
healthy for

you.

You're trying to fix
something that isn't
broken. You weren't
like this until you
found that site.

I was, Nico.
The whole time.

I've go�en g�d at
hiding it. Especia�y

from myself.

I know this is fucking
ME up, and fucking US up,
and I know you deserve
be�er than what I'm

giving you…

…But I can't
live with it anymore,

and I can't k�p te�ing
myself it wi� go away.

Especia�y now that
it's SO CLOSE.

Have you
talked to your

therapist about
a� this?

So us, this
place, our

life… it's not
enough?

No. Because
this isn't in my

mind. it's a real place.
I saw it for a second,

and I have to s�
the rest. I have to

write an ending
to this story.

Maybe
a� that stu�…
maybe you forgot

it for a g�d
reason?



"I b�ked a
flight leaving

tonight.

"I'� be gone
a few days."

"A� by
yourself?"

"No, I have
a friend

helping me."

"Then you're
a� set. G�d
luck, I gue�."

it is.
it can be.

But not with
this version

of me.

Not
until I'm

sure.

No. I've
done a�
the work

I can.

Okay, then. So
what's your plan?

Hide in your o�ice until
you solve this? How

does it end?

19



Couch isn't
the greatest,

but I've slept on it
plenty. it does

the job.

Thanks, Joel.
I doubt I'� be
sl�ping much

tonight.

  Yeah,
    I'm definitely

    g�king a bit. in a�
my urban exploration

vids, I've never done a place
like this before. Though I
sti� have no idea what

kind of place it
rea�y is.

We�, the
fact that we can't

find ownership records
means that's by design.

Someone's hiding   
it, whatever          

it is.              

     And a�
the iP stu�?
Who owns the

URL?

Private.
ina�e�ible.

if they can hide
who owns a building,

they can hide anything,
rea�y. So whatever is

in there...             

          I'm bringing
everything and then

some. Hope for the best,
plan for the worst,

right?

Uh-huh.
So�y. Can we,

like, go for a walk?
Somewhere more

open?

Sure,
yeah, we

can do open.
Come on.



We�, long as you
let me film whatever

I want for my cha�el,
I'� get you wherever

you n�d to go to 
find them.

I remember
it being big and

open, dark, lots of
electric lighting,

no windows.

Like a
cave inside a

building.

Except
it was noisy.

Loud.

But I've spent
my life making

stu� up about this
place. About where
I came from, what
ha�ened to me,

my folks.

Just to
have some-

thing like an
answer.

There were so
many people in there.
Dozens of strangers.

I can't even make
them out. Maybe

I'm making
that up.

What do
you remember

about this
place?

Nothing
until I found

the site.

Now I just
have snatches of

things, sections of
pu�le, but no

edge pieces.

Go�a crash.
I'� grab you

some blankets and
pi�ows. You'�

be g�d.

I don't
think I
wi�.



There it
is. Somewhere

in one of those
thr� buildings

is where it
came from.

Does it
l�k right

to you?

Nothing
about this
l�ks right.

Let's go.
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Wren!
Come on,

I found an
opening.

JESUS.

Okay.

Whole place
is locked up tight.
There're security

shu�ers behind the
gla� in a� the

windows.

Except
for these sma�
ones down into
the basement.

This one has
some give to it.
I got it almost

a� the way
there.

Want
to do the
honors?

{H�g!}



Let me know
when you f�l

something under
your f�t.

Don't let
go until I te�
you to, Joel.

I've got
you. We

love you,
Wren.

Now,
go on.

GO!

What's wrong?
Do you want to

stop?

A
hundred
percent.

Yes.

But I
don't have
that choice
anymore.



Holy shit.
L�k at this

place.

Wren,
you hit the

jackpot!

They knocked out the
wa�s--a� thr� of these
buildings are co�ected.
This is insane. What was

a� this for?

Does
any of it ring

a be�?
A

li�le
bit.

So this
is the place,

yeah?

Sure s�ms
like it.

Yeah. This
is definitely
di�erent.

No.
I don't think
so. This f�ls

di�erent.

This place f�ls
like a cult compound

after the cops
raided it.

Were
you in a
cult?

GET iN
HERE!

COME ON!
L�K!



No, I
think they

were something
much stranger

than that.

I'm
l�king
for this.

Why did
they n�d
a� these

guns?

I don't
know.

Jesus.
is this...an

inte�ogation
r�m?

I don't
know. Okay, this is

definitely giving
o� cult vibes

again.

What kind
of church

is this?

I don't
know, Joel.

I
don't know
anything.

it l�ks
like a janky

religious
shrine.

SLOW
DOWN! I n�d to

get a� this
stu�.

What are
you l�king

for?Something
that wi� te�
me something.

We have
your answer,

Wren.

This
was a cult.
That's a�.



Can't believe
there's power in

here. Or that this
junk works.

I'm
go�a l�k

around.

Me t�.



Can't believe
there's power in

here. Or that this
junk works.

I'm
go�a l�k

around.

Me t�.



What?

Mom?
Dad? Wren! We've

go�a go!

NOW!

What's
ha�ening?
Did you find
someone?

No.

Someone
found us.

What?
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Whatever
ha�ened

here...

...it wasn't
anything

g�d.

That's what
we're here
to find out,

I gue�.

Where
the he� did

they--

He�o?

oh,
what the

fuck…

That, and
the people.

There were lots
of people

here.



JUST
RUN!

Head for
the window!

We n�d to get
out of here!

They're t�
fast. We can't

make it.

What the
he� is--



ScreEp

FWsSHh

Ding



There has
to be another

way out.

{hff   
   hff}

We just
have to find it

somewhere in this
nightmare.



We n�d
more eyes.

Take it.

I
brought
plenty.

We k�p
going until we
hit an exterior

wa�.

Then
we can move
along it, find

a way out.

Out?
We're not
leaving.

We're
tra�ed

here.

There
is no way

out.



What I
wa�a know is,

what the fuck did
you drag me into?

What is this
place?

Screw it,
we go this

way.

Stop. We
n�d to go up,
not d�per in.
We die if we go

that way.

How do
you even
know?

There're
stairs. Going

up. We can find
you a window

up there.

We sti�
die.

And if
there are

no stairs? No
windows?

Pieces ARE
coming back.
More pieces

than you
have.

it's a building.
Brick and concrete.

I've broken into plenty
and have always go�en

out without a single
a�est.

This time it was a
haunted house, The
kind you go to on
Ha�ow�n with a
big line outside.

Sometimes it’s an
airport, a train station.
Now and then, some big,

anonymous building.
Haunted

houses are in
my top thr�.

The whole time I'm waiting to go
inside I'm te�ified. I know what's

going to ha�en. A� those pretend
ho�ors wi� be real in there and

I'� be tra�ed with them.

And I go in anyway.
Like I always do. I can

never walk away.

But it isn't
the se�ing

that scares me.
Not rea�y.

it's knowing when
I wake up from one
of these, Cy wi� be

waiting, perched
on my chest.

Fu� of
secrets he
refuses to

share.

Had the
usual dream.
Everything is

a maze.

"I don't have any
idea, Joel. A� I’ve
got are flashes.

Whatever ha�ened
here, it ha�ened
after I was gone.

"This place had
some kind of
order. it was

normal. No one
was tra�ed

here."



What I
wa�a know is,

what the fuck did
you drag me into?

What is this
place?

Screw it,
we go this

way.

Stop. We
n�d to go up,
not d�per in.
We die if we go

that way.

How do
you even
know?

There're
stairs. Going

up. We can find
you a window

up there.

We sti�
die.

And if
there are

no stairs? No
windows?

Pieces ARE
coming back.
More pieces

than you
have.

it's a building.
Brick and concrete.

I've broken into plenty
and have always go�en

out without a single
a�est.

This time it was a
haunted house, The
kind you go to on
Ha�ow�n with a
big line outside.

Sometimes it’s an
airport, a train station.
Now and then, some big,

anonymous building.
Haunted

houses are in
my top thr�.

The whole time I'm waiting to go
inside I'm te�ified. I know what's

going to ha�en. A� those pretend
ho�ors wi� be real in there and

I'� be tra�ed with them.

And I go in anyway.
Like I always do. I can

never walk away.

But it isn't
the se�ing

that scares me.
Not rea�y.

it's knowing when
I wake up from one
of these, Cy wi� be

waiting, perched
on my chest.

Fu� of
secrets he
refuses to

share.

Had the
usual dream.
Everything is

a maze.

"I don't have any
idea, Joel. A� I’ve
got are flashes.

Whatever ha�ened
here, it ha�ened
after I was gone.

"This place had
some kind of
order. it was

normal. No one
was tra�ed

here."



Did... Did
you s�
that?

I don't s�
anything. Thank

fucking god. I think
we managed to

shake them.

They've sto�ed
screaming, at

least.

Let's take a second.
Catch our breaths.
I've got weapons

in my pack.

What did
you s�?

Cy. He was--
I don't know.

Nothing. My brain
is me�ing with

me now.We're
almost out of

here. We have to
be. Either stairs,
or a wa�, or...

Something. We've
b�n walking

for hours.

I told you.
I'm not leaving,

Joel.

Yes, you
are. We both

are.

I didn't sign up to
get hurt or fucking die

for this. And I'm not going
to let you do it, either. I won't
have that on my head, I won't

be responsible for it.

So go. I'm  l�king
for the truth about me.
My parents. Where I came

from. What ha�ened
to us.

it's a�
in here. There're

thr� fl�rs above us.
it's up there somewhere.

I'm going to find it.

Like you said,
you're not

responsible.

Wren, you're
losing the go�amn

plot. You wi� die and
no one wi� ever find
you. That's the truth

you're refusing
to s�.



I am,
though.

You made
me responsible
by bringing me

here.

Then you’D
be�er take a

weapon. I'm gue�ing
you didn't bring

any.
I have

another knife in
here somewhere.

Big one's mine.

This is the
route we've b�n
walking since we

climbed down
here.

What
the shit

is--

Wren? Can
you... My GPS

tracker. I don't
know what

this is.

We just
found some

more.

Oh jesus.
Not another
one. Please.

We're in a
building. A fucked-

up building, but even
so... How do you walk
twelve miles inside

a building?

if I leave
I'� spend the rest
of my life gue�ing
at who I am. That's
b�n my whole life

until now.

That's why
I'm staying. To

find out why. What it
means. Evidence of

some kind.

I can't do it
anymore. I've b�n

trying, But you can't
build a life around
a black hole. it'�

swa�ow everything.
it already has.



...hit the
wa� on this

whole thing in the
last couple months.
I'm almost eager to
get back to paying

for stu�.

...sti� have
no idea what the

point of any of this
was su�osed to be,

but I'm honored
I got to...

...is it strange
that I'm a li�le

sad that we have to
leave? I'm going

to mi� it.

The fuck is
going on?

Open
this up!

Let
us out!

Citizens
of Blink. I'm

so�y, but your
exit has b�n
postponed.

I was wrong.
About a lot of

things. I began this
with a vision, and now,

FINA�Y, MY EYES ARE
TRULY open.

Everything
has changed.
This is bi�er

than us.

Our job
isn't done

yet.

Don't be
afraid. I'm
here with

you.

We're
going to

stay until
it is.

Nothing
wi�

change... Until
the moment
everything

does.

Holy shit.
it has audio.

I n�d...A few
minutes.

Go on
ahead if you

want.

Alone?
Fuck that. I

can wait. We're
safe here. ...can't

believe I got
picked. I was
sure they'd
go with...

...made us sign
that contract,

so I couldn't even
te� anyone if I

wanted to...

...figured
we could ride

out that whole
y2k “end of the
world” thing if
we get rea�y

lucky.

--that
a� of your n�ds

wi� be provided for
during the next six

months of your stay in
Blink. if we don't have
something you n�d,

talk to me.

This is an
experiment, an
idea. it's art.

You are the
brushstrokes,
the carefu�y
constructed

stanza.

You wi�
help explain

to people what's
going to ha�en

next.

There's
a new world

coming.

I think
Blink is what
it wi� l�k

like.

And
the cameras,

of course.

A� you owe
us in exchange is

living your lives as
fr�ly as you want.

For yourselves.
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whole thing in the
last couple months.
I'm almost eager to
get back to paying
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during the next six

months of your stay in
Blink. if we don't have
something you n�d,

talk to me.

This is an
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idea. it's art.
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brushstrokes,
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stanza.
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help explain

to people what's
going to ha�en

next.

There's
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coming.

I think
Blink is what
it wi� l�k
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And
the cameras,

of course.

A� you owe
us in exchange is

living your lives as
fr�ly as you want.

For yourselves.



I was
probably

the last one
to leave.

Eight�n
years ago.

So he invites a bunch
of weirdos to live here in
maniac mansion and then

locks them in for...
How long?

And your idea is to stay...
AND what? Find out why

the guy in charge kidna�ed
a hundred people? Who made
those monsters out there?

What the whole point of
this fucked-up he�

was?

No. I'm
staying because I

have nowhere else
to go, Joel.

I built a whole life to
hide from this shit, and the
moment I caught a glimpse
of it, none of it ma�ered.

I saw it for the decoy
it was.

Then I
didn't s� it

at a�. I only
saw Blink.

I left part of myself
here. I lost my way home.
I've b�n driving around
in a loaner, crashing on
couches. This is the only

way I can find my way
back again.

And I know.
I know how insane
that sounds. That's
why I have to stay
and find out if it

is or I am.

A� I
have to do

is--



GO!



Come
on, come on,

Joel! COME
ON!

S�? We're
go�a make it.

Son of a--

Wren!
An opening!



Wren!
Help me! JOEL!

I've got
you, don't let

go! Don't--

Please!

I don't
want to--



I'm the reason he died.
Even those things were
le� to blame than I was.

Joel was fu�y, and
gregarious, and alive…

and then he wasn't.

And I'm going to live
the rest of whatever

life I have left
remembering what I did,
ca�ying him on my back.

Maybe the only way
to find it is to get
completely lost.

And now
I understand

why he insisted
I leave.

But it
doesn't change

anything.

if anything, it
makes it easier
to go d�per.



{hff
     hff}

I can't--
god…

Please.
I n�d...

...something.

FUCK!

{hff
hff hff}

{hff hff
hff}



He�o?

No.
No, no,

no.

This
isn't--

Let me go,
let me go, let

me go!

let us
save you.

stop. no
stru�le.

you're
safe here.

What
is this?

Where
the fuck

am I?

uff!



He�o?

No.
No, no,

no.

This
isn't--

Let me go,
let me go, let

me go!

let us
save you.

stop. no
stru�le.

you're
safe here.

What
is this?

Where
the fuck

am I?

uff!



Get o�!
Stop!

Don't
hurt me!

I'�
leave!

I
won't say
anything!

Just
please let

me--

nnn…
Don't--

yes. safe.
a� together.



elsewhere

is disto
rtion.

inte�uptions.

they ar
e the

signal. 
we are

the sta
tic.

elsewhere
is distortion.
inte�uptions.

they are the
signal. we are

the static.

hnnrr…

nnnoo…

the signalcontrolsblink.
we oncefought forit. no. thatis theirs.

the signalcontrols
blink.

we oncefought forit. no. thatis theirs.

come.
safe.come.

safe.come.
safe.

the signal
controls

blink.

we once
fought for
it. no. that
is theirs.

elsewhere
is distortion.
inte�uptions.

they are the
signal. we are
the static.

come.
safe.

the signal
controls

blink.

we once
fought for
it. no. that
is theirs.

elsewhere
is distortion.
inte
uptions.

they are the
signal. we are
the static.



but we wi� shutthe f�d down first.save the receiver,change it.
we have before,
we wi� again.

with you.

enough.

but we wi� shut
the f�d down first.
save the receiver,

change it.
we have before,
we wi� again.

with you.

enough.

once there
was a remote, but

it pa�ed, t�, as
we a� wi�.

once there
was a remote, but
it pa�ed, t�, as

we a� wi�.

W-What
do you want

from me?

I don't
understand

what is
ha�ening.

Where am I?
Please.

wren.

be calm.

you've
fina
y come

home.

no one
wi
 hurt

you.

you're
safe now.

once there
was a remote, but
it pa�ed, t�, as

we a
 wi
.

but we wi
 shut
the f�d down first.
save the receiver,

change it.

we have before,
we wi
 again.

with you.

enough.

once there
was a remote, but
it pa�ed, t�, as

we a
 wi
.

but we wi
 shut
the f�d down first.
save the receiver,

change it.

we have before,
we wi
 again.

with you.

enough.
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klik

KLI K
   klik

klik
KLiK

klik
    KLI K

klik



Wren.

Be calm.

You've
fina
y come

home.



Why do you
know my name?

How do you
know me?

Who the
he� are you?

Answer me.

You're--
t�s--as deranged
as those murdering
things out there.

if you
know me, then you

know what ha�ened
to me. My parents...
What ha�ened to

this place?
if you're

going to ki�
me, give me

that answer,
at least.

We
told you,

Wren.

We are
the static.
We are your

home.

Not going
to ki	. Wi	

give a	 answers.
Not safe.

We wi	
take you to

safe.

Because the
signal s�ks you. To
turn you o�. Not

one of them.
You interfere.

You are the static.
So you are us.

I'm not leaving
until you give me

something. Like why
you want me with

you at a�.



Go,
then. I'm

not moving
an inch.

Who is
David? Give
me that, at

least.

Trust.
Safety.

This is
both. And a

symbol.

The signal
only leads to

oblivion.

The
static o�ers...

something
else.

You stand
betw�n the

two.

    You pick
 which side

of the knife 
you wish to  

o�upy. 
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I would have to learn

the map a� over

again. Make sense of

the new rules and my

new forcible friends.

Trying to put a

place that made

no sense into an

order that did.

Even if it
dra�ed me
in d�per.

it was the simplest
math of a� to

take the hand of
someone not trying
to ki� me on sight.

They were right.
I was alone in this

slice of he�.

I could've b�n anywhere

inside Blink. Two fl�rs up,

or some corner of the

basement we never saw.

Lost again. it felt
like hours inside

the wa�s, drifting

in and out of focus.
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I would have to learn

the map a� over

again. Make sense of

the new rules and my

new forcible friends.

Trying to put a

place that made

no sense into an

order that did.

Even if it
dra�ed me
in d�per.

it was the simplest
math of a� to

take the hand of
someone not trying
to ki� me on sight.

They were right.
I was alone in this

slice of he�.

I could've b�n anywhere

inside Blink. Two fl�rs up,

or some corner of the

basement we never saw.

Lost again. it felt
like hours inside

the wa�s, drifting

in and out of focus.
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Where
are we
now?

Sit. We don't
have much

time.

T��.
Thank you.

What
ha�ens if
you try to

stay?

Somewhere
in betw�n.

The signal ca�ot
intrude here. They wi�

lose the scent, find their
way back below.

We aren't.
It is.

It tolerates us pa�ing
through, which is more than
the signal can say. But it is
sovereign. It won't permit

anything not its own
to remain.

This is going
to sting.

It has a
temper. And

t�th.

Why are you
in such a hu�y

to go, then?



Gue� I
don't have
a choice.

I
never did,

did I?

The moment
I saw this place,

I was already
lost.

I was born
here. My parents

died here.

That's a�
I rea�y n�d

to know, isn't it?
Everything else is

u�ece�ary
detail.

Sand is
ticking. Next
d�r is leaving

in twenty
seconds.

No. There
is much more.
| told you we

would bring you
to safe.

Here
is safe.

Here are
answers. We have
b�n waiting years
to te� them a�

to you.



“He kept us like pets. Fed
us, made sure we were clean,
not sick. We didn't know why.

We waited to find out.

“Time moved
strangely. Months,

then a year.

“We grew tired, sought
to fight it. Storm back

to the world.
“Some listened to the

whispers from the speakers.
Believed this sacrifice of

time was important.

“The more we
pushed, the more

they believed.

“Grew.

“A� they could do
was say we would s�
if we waited more.

“The only angle we had was
the eyes. Cameras. They are
precious. Their nerve endings

make this a� po­ible. “If they were blinded,
something was bound to

ha�en as a result.

“It did. Made
them react. He
was the brain.

“They vowed to become
his hands, his t�ls, his

body. Fulfi� his wi�. Make
the great thing po­ible.



“The signal began to invade,
restore the fa�en eyes, a

more. Repaired models at

first, then fresh from boxes.

“S�n they began
to take prizes

home with them.

“Two lands became one
again. A ba�lefield formed
a� around us. We readied

for war, prayed for escape.

“The static began to grow as
the signal got stronger, building

to some unknown moment.

“Blink sha�ered in two. We 
began to consume it, reshape it 
to fit our n­ds. Two lands in 

one place, a low wa� its borders.

“We ca�ied
on trying.

“Our numbers sti� larger, but from
a thousand di�erent angles, they

had belief that bound them tightly.



“A� of Blink waited.
The signal made

themselves more visible.
Pr�f of devotion.

“We made ourselves invisible. If
we a� a�eared the same, the eyes
couldn't use us as easily. If the eyes

could not s� us, no one could.

“A contest of faithful
bl�d and screams that

echoed for w�ks.

“Some held on to what
was until they could
not deny anymore.

“There was only the
static and the signal.

“War came.

“The sun
went out.

“And the signal
was clear, fr�

of static.



It was the
only crusade of

Blink that actua�y
su
	ded.

“None were truly
prepared. Could
never have b	n.

“We had b	n readying for
a long time on our own,

finding soft spots, di�ing
slowly away at them.

“Very few thought
of anyone other than

themselves, their sides.

“But these two were their
own land. A� they wanted

was to save one body.

“The only true
citizen of Blink. The

one born here.

“You.”



Come
on, li�le

Wren.
We're

almost
there.

You're going
to be safe. As s�n
as you're outside

you run, and I'� be
right behind you.

I swear.

No! No! I don't
wa�a! Please!

Mama!

Go on,
hu�y. The
b�geymen
are coming,

Wren!

Go! I'm coming!
it's okay! Everything

wi� be okay!

Run.

RUN!

Honey, try
and--Oh my god.

What's
outside?



I s� it.

Show me
the rest.

“You didn't
listen. You
had to s�.

“The signal snu�ed
out a large part of
the static that day.

“And we t�k
as many with
as we could.

“But you're
the only true

survivor of Blink.

“Do you
s� now?”



Then I'm done.
My parents sacrificed

themselves to get
me fr� and I wasted

it by coming back.
For this.

I want
to leave.

Show me the
way out.

Where are the
parts that explain

why my parents
came here?

Why you
didn't tear this
place down on

itself?
Who the

he� kept you
a� locked in

here?

I want
the fucking

truth.

A�
of it.

The
truth is what
the cameras

s�.

We showed
you what we
were able to

a
e	.

This is a�
you are meant

to know at this
moment.

There
is no out

without you,
Wren.

Now
we have you.

You wi� save us.
Then out.



You've dra�ed
me through two

fl�rs. I'd have died a
dozen times without

your help. I'm not
capable of doing

the same.

I couldn't
even save

Joel. I can't
save you.

Then te�
me where

we're
going.

Who?

Untrue.

You are
the mi�ing

piece.

The
first born
to Blink.

You amplify
the static.

We shut down
the signal.

The
last to
enter.

Up there.

A�
the way to
the top.

To m�t
him.

The
only one to

escape.

And
that truth you
s�k, it is lost

to us a�.

Except
to the eyes.

Their memories
are intact and

indexed.



A few
tried, but Oz s�s
a�. The signal is his

weapon of punishment.
Only one of those

few returned.

You've b�n
in here for twenty

years, plenty of time to
face him. What have

you b�n doing
instead?

How am
I su�osed to

be any di�erent?
I'm a stranger

here.

What
do you expect

from me?

No. The signal
and the static, we
are strangers. His
subjects, actors,

props.
You are defined

by your di�erence. An
e�ential part of Blink and

who�y apart from it. He has
b�n waiting like a� of us.

The one who
built Blink. Who
locked us inside.

Who watches us a�
behind the eyes

in the sky.

He is the
brain behind
the curtain.

He is Oz.

Simple.
You fr� us.

And to do
that, you n�d

to ki� him.

So he's
just going to

let me up there
to do...what?
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You don't even
know who you're

talking to. I'm not
special. I'm te�ified

a� the time back
out there in the

real world.

That's
with none of...

Whatever the fuck
is going on in

here.

I'm not ki�ing
anyone for you! I'm

ge�ing out of here, and
anyone who wants to--

Where the fuck are
you going?

You're crazy.
A� of you. Why do you
want this to ha�en?
You've had years to do
something. Why do you
n�d me to ki� your

monsters?

I've
fucking got

my own.

Don't
pretend like

I have a choice
here.

To war.

Wren, you
do not have to

go with--



I o�upied myself trying to count
how long I'd b�n inside Blink. How
many hours and days separated me

from that warm place in the
sunlight I'd fought so hard to find. How easily

I threw it
a� aside.

A� those po�ible lives
I'd b�n building, and none of
them were strong enough to

stand up against the faintest
chance of finding out the
actual life I'd come from.

Who else I
could have b�n
if it wasn't for

this place.

And how none of
it rea�y fucking

ma�ers.

None of them would
save me. K�p me alive.
Just who I was at this

exact moment.

And she was
never ready for

what was coming.



We go back to
the basement. Together.

That's a fight we can
actua�y win. We find the
window I got in through

and get out. You'�
be fr�.

We ca�...someone.
Cops if we have to. Make
them open this place up.

Save the rest of the static,
grab the psycho behind

the curtain, and
end this.

Not if we
leave. Not
like this.

This place is like
a ma� ha�ucination
that somehow became

real. But nothing about
Blink is real outside these

wa�s. You don't have
to live this way, But

you want to.

I'm not
helping you ki�

yourselves.

Things
sti� fo�ow the
rules out there.

Even if they don't
in here.

No.

We don't go
backward.

We go
forward. We go
up. We fight.

Not suicide. Not
death. A change. Not
us. Him. This place.

The Signal.

You, if
nece�ary.

You do,
t�.



Then let
me go.

Either I'm
not important
to your plans

or I'm the key to
everything. Pick a
story and stick

with it.

But this
is what you

want, and you'�
threaten me

to get it.

Some Static spent more
time in this world than the
one outside. It's no realer

than Blink. It makes as
li�le sense.

Blink protects,
provides, gives its bones and

bl�d for our crusade. Shelter
when we n�d. It ca�ies our f�d,

opens new sources of water.
D�rs of escape. Paths of

o�ortunity.

It is part of us.
We strive to understand

it as much as it lets us, it
studies us gently as it is able.

Can your world say that,
Wren?

We were a bad fit
for this place when Oz

locked the d�rs. We are far
worse for that one out
there. That is ki�ing

ourselves.

When we te� you this
is ha�ening, you believe

us or we make you believe
us. Or we do not n�d

you anymore.

No. We do not go
back because of a choice.
The way is closed to a�

of us. Blink wants this as
much as we do. We pre�

you to make you
understand.

Oz is the key
to everything
you want.



You
make him step
down from his

throne. Turn it
over to us.

To
the third

fl	r.

To his
home.

If that's
what you sti�

want.
But first

we must make
our way.

We open
those d	rs

for you.

I always thought
that there were

lines. Sides to
things. G�d and
Evil. A moral arc
of the universe,
always bending,
however slowly.

Never realizing
I was as wrong
about my world
as I was about
this one. The
only side was
self-interest.
Nothing like

justice existed. 
not rea�y.

And as much as I
strived to get back
to that place I told
myself made sense...

I tried to make it
be�er. Poured myself
into others who were

lost like me. Always t�
late, recounting the

story instead of te�ing
it. Making money o� it.

it was
just as chaotic
and unbound.

in Blink,
I could change

things.

I wondered
what that would

f�l like.

I was
no one
special
there. 



What the
fuck was--
KAFF KFF!

Quietly.

S�h.

We are in
the be�y of
the Signal.

No wa�s to
transmit or hide

us. We stay uns�n,
unheard, until we
have taken Oz.

We ca�ot
strike before

then.

This
is their

land.

Of
a� the
homes
I ever

tried to
make.

This was the
easiest one to
claim as mine.

I was born
here. I would
sti� be here
if my parents
hadn't saved
me, sent me
back to the

world they'd
b�n taken

from.

instinct,
preservation,
I don't know.

if it was something
as basic as love

that got me out.

Then what was
it that brought

me back?
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G�d.
Let's go.

There is enough
r�m in the outer

cha�el that we can
pa� to the other

end without
incident.

Our numbers
are low to k�p
us undetected
because if we

are?

We wi�
fight.

We wi�
ki�.

Or they
wi�.

I'd b�n ru�ing and hiding since I
broke in to this thr�-story tomb.
Joel died. I should have died a few

times. I found what I came in
search of, but not a� of it.

Maybe I was catching their
insanity or I could fina�y

s� the truth of Blink--That
the shortest path out of it

was to go through it.

And this idea of taking it
out on the one who lined
up a� the dominos of my

life could be the real
truth I was l�king for.

A be�er solution
than being afraid,

in any case.

Something
that made
some sense.

A di�erent sound
from  when they were
in pursuit.  Something
almost ha�y about
it. A sigh of relief.

We skulked for what felt like
hours without speaking, Sto�ing
for gaps in the wa�s as they rose
and fe�. Years of junk, TVs on so
long they were hot to the touch,
crates from f�d wholesalers,

furniture, and broken machinery.

A thin ti�ue of
normal betw�n

me and the
nightmares.

We moved as quietly as
a group of people can,
but they couldn't have

heard us from the blare
of eight�n di�erent
videos playing at once.

And then from
the screaming.

We can’t
find any of the

d�rs or windows.
So we have to fortify

until we do. it’s
temporary.

Citizens of
Blink, your f�d

and su�ly drop is 45
minutes away. I leave

it in your capable
hands as to who

gets what.

if they’re
the signal, we’re

the static. We stop them
from broadcasting, from
changing Blink more, we

turn the tide, make
it ours.

What you a�
n�d to understand
is Blink was never a

place. it was an altar,
a church, a place of

su�oning...
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Get yourself
under control.
We are far from

safe.
Listen

to my voice.
| wi� te� you

the story.

“While Blink
t�k note. Began
to change, t�.

“After the first war, Oz hid on
the top fl�r, the Signal t�k
this one. They began building

as we recovered below.

“Tearing
apart what

was to
build what
would be.

“When it was
made to their
satisfaction?
They remade

themselves to
serve. To repair

and maintain
the f�d.

“Became receivers.
Matching some
unspoken image

they shared.

“A� for the eyes in
the sky. Observing each
moment, etching it into
magnetic tape. Every red
light throughout Blink
was a sign of a�roval.

“Being watched changed
the Signal. Each new step
that violated the rules

made the next one easier.

“The Signal went further,
turned themselves into eyes
and ears, fed into the same
nervous system of Blink.

“As they became
impo�ible, Blink came

tumbling after.

Knowing what I had to do
didn't make it easier. Each
time we sto�ed, I could
f�l the panic surging.

Breathing faster, shaking
a� over, heart pounding

loud enough to hear. A� of it
threatening to spi� out of me.



Citizens
of Blink.

“We discovered
the first d�r. Then
another. We reached
the first fl�r. Any
escape sealed as
tightly as below.

“The Signal had
b�n there. Did not

live there. Yet.

“They would return
again and again.

Restoring the eyes
we'd blinded, stealing
us away, one by one,

to their domain,
their side.

“We n�ded
a defense.

“Protection for what was
left. Wa�s to give us time.
D�rs that might open to

somewhere be er.

“Then, when those
fe� away, to slow the

Signal's progre­.

“We stumbled into
those temporary

spaces that should
not have b�n, where
Blink whispered its
secrets to us the
way Oz would sing
to his monsters.

“Our masks excised us
from the na�ative the

eyes recorded, the stories
Oz was constructing.

“We became one
story. Each of us faded

for the sake of the
Static's existence.

“And slowly, we faded
from the view of the

eyes completely.

“Reality bent. We
shifted with it to
not get crushed.

“A� for--



We have
built something

together up here.
A home for what

comes next.

We've come
so very far

since those first
uncertain

days.

Waiting
for the
a�ival.

And now it's come
to pa�. The final piece

is back inside Blink. That
frozen sea we've lived

on is thawing.

We wi�
s� what

it has hi�en
beneath it. in

whose image
we've remade

ourselves.

Our world
wi� broadcast
beyond these

wa�s.

Record
over the old

one.

A�
thanks to

her.

Wren.

We're so
glad you came

back.

A�
of this is
thanks to

you.

Everyone,
welcome
her home.



Get--

Akk--



I didn't
have any thoughts
except survival.

I didn't have
r�m for words

anymore.

A� those
explanations were

usele� noise.

The
endle�ne� of
Blink reduced
to this sma�
space, ge�ing

sma�er.

But I was a citizen
of Blink, t�. Oz said
it. The static said it.

I was special.

I could open
the d�rs.

I could change
the shape of it.

Just images and
sounds, ji�ery

and violent.



They said Oz had b�n
waiting for me, but now
he wanted me dead. The
Signal as his weapons.

The Static told me I
was home, but a� I was

to them was a bargaining
chip to make him stop.

in the ocean.

Bl�ding out.

The truth was
I was alone.



n-No.

No.

NO.

Wren.
No time.
Listen.

They're
coming.



Why the
fuck is nothing
in this place

normal?

A� this
pla�ing and

no one brought
a go�amn

la�er?

Then help me do
what you do.

build a
way out.

No one
has ever made
it this far and

returned.

It's done.
Go. We wi	

fo	ow.

We were escaping from a
hostile land into something
even more vicious. No maps

and only one d�r in.

And I was meant
to ki� the man on

the other side.



Te� me
when we're

safe.

What
is...is this a

dumbwaiter?

Bu�shit,
one or two of

you can squ�ze
in with me.

The rest
of you hold the
signal o� until
we send it back

down.

Stop it,
go�a�it.

I won't survive
without you.

No ma�er
what Oz says,
remember who

you are.
You're

unique. More
than anyone here.

Even him.

A bo�leneck.
Only one in or out

at a time.

Giving
them a chance to
fo�ow. Stop you.

Ki� you.

We wi� slow
them down. Maybe

stop them. You
go alone.

You wi�,
Wren. You found

us. You made it a�
this way.

A� I ever wanted
to know a� this time.
Whether it was worth

le�ing you go.

But I was
scared enough

to snatch a
chance to

turn my back
and run.



NO!It was.
It wi� be this

time, t�.

I'd b�n discovering everything
t� late. That coming here was

the wrong answer to those
wounds I ca�ied with me.

That going further
meant death, Even
if it wasn't mine.

That maybe I'd
already found out
what ha�ened to

my parents.

Learning
the truth,
the most

important
thing to me,

I had it.

Now it was
worthle�.
Poisoned.

One of them,
at least.



The box went up
and up and up for

an Eternity. I had a�
the time to catalog

every clue I'd
overl�ked like some

final k�psake.

Always hovering
around me, tending
to me, her hand on
my wrist calming

that panic that was
boiling over now,
the closer I got

to the end.

I'd found
everything I'd

wanted.

it was
time for what

I n�ded.

Then enough time
to tamp those

thoughts down and
replace them with

anger. My g�d hand
a fist, folding and

unfolding.



The box went up
and up and up for

an Eternity. I had a�
the time to catalog

every clue I'd
overl�ked like some

final k�psake.

Always hovering
around me, tending
to me, her hand on
my wrist calming

that panic that was
boiling over now,
the closer I got

to the end.

I'd found
everything I'd

wanted.

it was
time for what

I n�ded.

Then enough time
to tamp those

thoughts down and
replace them with

anger. My g�d hand
a fist, folding and

unfolding.



I'm here.

You wanted
to welcome

me? There's no one
else to do it for
you. Come on. Do

something.

I got a knife in my
ribs instead. Turning
slowly as I l�ked

around a mausoleum
to find some evil

mastermind lurking
behind a curtain.

I couldn't explain
the f�ling this

fl�r was reserved
for some other

resident. One who
hadn't a�ived yet.

The only signs
of life were the
eyes fo�owing
me as I moved.
Oz somewhere
behind them.



Fuck
you.

You stole
our lives. A�

of us.

You watched
everything go wrong

and ch�red it on. You
hid from it ever

touching you.

Where
are you?

I'm back.
Your mi�ing

citizen. The guest
of honor.

What you've
b�n hiding from.

The bl�dy, screaming
me� that you've

made.

You believe
you control any

of this? Come
show me.

Or I'�
come in after

you.

I
was born

here.

I can
rewrite the
rules, t�.



Part of me
wondered if I
was meant to

stay here.

if the world
out there left
so many scars

because I didn't
belong in it.

if this was
my world,

t�.

And what I
would do with
it if it were in

my hands.

But t� late
again. I realized

my bi�est
mistake was

a�uming any of
it ever could be.
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Because
sending it to

me would be t�
obvious.

He�o,
Wren.

I've b�n
waiting.

Let go.
As you
wish.

I began
to wonder if
my plan had

worked.

You put
that site
online.

it's okay,
Wren. I know

you n�d to fight
it. To say you did.
But I have what

you want.

A� the
answers you've

b�n l�king
for.

THE HELL
| AM.

That. And I
wanted to believe

Blink didn't n�d you.
We could do this

without you.

it t�k me
a while, finding

you. Who you
were now.

And after
I did, I sent it
to everyone

but you.

And
then I wanted

nothing more, and
I got wo�ied you
wouldn't come,
That it wasn't

enough.

But here
you are. At my

mercy.

So�y. I'm
excited. I've
b�n waiting

so long.



I was raised on TV. By
TV. The people in the

scr�n were more real
to me than my family.
More interesting, at

least. Everything was.

Everything could be if
you put it behind the

gla�. 100 strangers you
wouldn't notice on the

str�t became fascinating
when you recorded them. “Every inch wired for video,

everything provided for its
citizens, and their only

payment was every ounce of
privacy. A� moments at a�
angles. Captured forever.

“I was done with busine�.
I wanted to be an

artist. This was my art.
Turning the mundane

into something sacred.

“And somewhere in a� that,
I saw where we were heading.

Cameras in every ATM and
intersection, A worldwide web
whose bi�est bounty was the
data of everyone who used it.

“it was only
going to get

worse.

“I was
curious how
much worse.

Are you
done fighting
me? We have a

lot to do.

“So I locked
the d�rs and

waited.”

There's
one answer
you want.

On the
house.

“I was always special. Made a lot
of money very young, very fast.
They ca�ed us dotcom kids. We

were inventing the future.
People watched our every move.

“I didn't like it. I
wanted to be the

one watching.

“So I walked away.
Cashed out. Enough

to build Blink.



Take
it.

Take
it.

What the
fuck did you
do to me?

I had
the Signal build

six of those altars
acro� Blink. You only

found two. So I am
improvising, Fi�ing

in the gaps.

You n�d
to know these

things.

it's
almost
here.

Take
it.

I don't
want it.

it's not
an o�er.
Take it.

Film
everything. No
ma�er what.

Especia�y
me.

We're at
the end of

this story. And
I'm almost out

of time.

Before
what

ha�ens?

Before
God

a�ives.

Haven't
you b�n paying

a�ention?



We've built
the altar, the throne,

the church. A� we were
mi�ing was the key to

open the d�r.

You sti�
are.

My parents
shoved me out of here
with nothing but a few

bl�dy clothes on my back.
I didn't even know my

last name.

I
didn't have

a key.

When a
new god is coming,

they send a harbinger to
lead the way, a�ounce
their a�ival, and open

the d�r.

You weren't
the first born

in Blink.

You did,
Wren. it's what

I'm trying to
teach you.

Cy. You can
s� him? You
can film him?

He's--

it. it was drawn
to you. Maybe because you

were born here, t�. I pored
over the old f�tage, I caught

glimpses of an answer of
where it went.

it hid
inside you. Growing

with you. Learning first
hand. And when you left,

you t�k it with. The
key to it a�.

So this
is my fault?

That thing that's
b�n haunting me a�

my life is actua�y
some precursor

to god? And
you say this

like it's fucking
normal? Are
you serious?

That's a lot
of questions. And
we're almost out

of time.

So I'�
make you a

deal.

I'�
answer five

more.

And
then I'm

gone.



You say you’ve
won. And your big
victory is ki�ing

yourself?

Four
more.

I wasn't--
okay. Fuck

you.

Which god?
Who are you

su�oning with
this delusion

of yours?

There're thousands.
Gods for each industry

and box on the periodical
table, every species. Old

ones go extinct, new
ones born.

I ca� ours Blink.
The god of survei�ance,

of human data, of a� secrets
uncovered and exposed, the

god of brutal, punishing
transparency.

Thousands of
cameras ru�ing 24/7.

Nowhere to hide. 101 people
whose every moment of

existence was lo�ed
and filed.

We burned
brightly.

Blink was drawn
to the light. it wanted to

come through. it sent that
thing and waited until the

world was ready.

We're ten
years past

that. Video cameras
in every pocket, inside

and out of every home. And
what those don’t co�ect,
people post of their own

fr� wi�.

They've
built a world

designed for Blink
to thrive.

Next.

Ste�ing
down. I was god
here, but she’s

taking over.
And the big

problem with life
is it rarely has a g�d
ending. But mine… it’s

a perfect finale.



What
ha�ened to my

parents?

I don't have
to know every-

thing, I've digitized
every scrap of f�tage.

Timestamped, noted,
uploaded. Preserved

for an unanalog
future.

The f�tage you're
sh�ting now is being

transfered as we speak.
Every moment from the

minute I opened
the d�rs.

They're
both dead now.
But I think you

knew that.

The second
I die, it a�
goes live.

The whole
story for anyone to

s�. Everyone's story.
Mine. Yours. And

your parents.

You want
that particular

answer, you go find
it yourself when

this is a�
through.

How do
I get out of

here?

That one
was fr�. Next

question.

I hope
you're k�ping

count.

You were god
here. Omniscient,

right? You know and
you're refusing to

te� me.

No. We're
not done with

that one.



“The signal started
altering themselves to
be more in God's image.
Or what they imagined

that image to be.

“The building changed. it
always had a personality, but

now it had a personality.
it grew, shru�ed o� its

boundaries stretched into
impo�ible dimensions.

“The signal started
altering themselves to
be more in God's image.
Or what they imagined

that image to be.

“The building changed. it
always had a personality, but

now it had a personality.
it grew, shru�ed o� its

boundaries stretched into
impo�ible dimensions.

“This was what was
coming. A part of it.
A� of these signs.

“This was what was
coming. A part of it.
A� of these signs.

You have
to figure that out
yourself, Like I did.

Like the static have,
despite my best

e�orts.

“When god came knocking and
we began making preparations,
everything started to change.

“The signal started
altering themselves to
be more in God's image.
Or what they imagined

that image to be.

“The building changed. it
always had a personality, but

now it had a personality.
it grew, shru�ed o� its

boundaries, stretched into
impo�ible dimensions.

“This was what was
coming. A part of it.
A� of these signs.

“I made it my
home, Felt something

resembling love for it.
it would let me move
from one end to the
other in a moment.
it provided solace.

“To me, it was always
kind. To everyone else
here, impo�ibly cruel.

“it's fickle. it
can get mad, Refuse

to play along.

“We're not in the real world
anymore. Those rules don't a�ly.
You have to make your own. Trust
that Blink has b�n watching and

hope it agr�s with you.”



No. I wouldn't
have...Felt the pu�. I

would've filed it away in
my head and forgo�en

about it.

I have
two more
questions!

Two left.
Make them

count.

Clock is
ticking, Wren. You

n�d to get back to the
third fl�r s�n and I

n�d to get out
of here. Don't.

I can't--Every
answer you give
is just a piece

of f�tage.

it doesn't
even scratch

the surface of
what I want to

know. I want
the truth.

F�tage is
the only truth. it's

why you're filming me.
Why the cameras were the

most important part
of Blink. Each one

an eye of god.
Let me

ask you a
question.

Would
you have come

back if you hadn't
s�n actual moving

evidence of this
place? 

What if
someone had

merely told you
about it? Would
you be standing

here now?

Enough to k�p
you moving forward,

to find out more. Even
if everything inside you
was screaming out in
fear, you had to s�

the rest.

Words can
be twisted. Thoughts,

ideas, morality. A� of it
can change betw�n the

thought in your head and
your mouth forming

the words.

But
f�tage, it

just is.

I lied.
I'm done.

That's the
point. it's why I built the

shrines. To teach you about
this place in a way you

could never deny.



I am, t�. You're
a psychopath and I'm

not playing your game
anymore. I'm leaving and

I'm coming back with
enough people to 
shut this down.

Now hold that
go�amn camera

steady.

I want to
give you your

prize.

“No, Wren. it's t� late
to quit. it has b�n since

you clicked that link. Since
you were born, rea�y.

“Because you've b�n trying
to track down a� your

pu�le pieces you dro�ed
along the way, Pu�ing

yourself back together.

“You spent your
life preparing

for this.”

“You love solving
mysteries. Tracking
down the mi�ing,

ge�ing some
laurels for it.

They're secondary.



I'm turning
the keys over.
Blink is yours

now. Maybe she'�
give you a li�le

control after she
se�les in. You can s�

what it's like, make
up rules of
your own.

You
deserve that

much.
I deserve

more than this
place. I deserve

the life I was
owed.

I don't
want any of this.

I'm not your
audience.

Are
you saying

life is unfair? is
that your big

takeaway?

Because
we a� deserve
more than we

have.

I always
wanted to change

the world. in a
big way.

My life
before Blink, I

thought it would take
t� long. I wanted

something more
i�ediate.

T�k me
20 years instead,
but I'm rewriting
the whole world.

G�d or bad. I
did it. Me.

And a�
this? Right

now? it's not
for you.

My audience
is them. The ones
who inherit my

legacy.

You're
just here to

film it.

And
when I'm gone I
won't care what

you do.



Don't be
afraid of it,

Wren.
You spent

your life being
no one. No real

purpose.

But it was
a� for this.

For right
now.

Do you
know why that
harbinger hid

inside you?

Because
you're a

harbinger,
t�.

And
nothing

wi� be the
same.



He's dead. I did what
you asked and he's

dead and now--

We have to go,
things are about
to get worse and

I don't want--

He's
dead, who

cares how it
ha�ened? He gave

it to me, but
I'm going to stop

it. Shut the whole
thing down. Burn
this place to ash.

I n�d your
help to--

By his own
hand!

You were su�osed to
stop him. To rip him out
of control so we could

a�ume it.

It was a
ritual! You a�owed
him to exit! He t�k

the keys with
him and--

And if Oz
gave the reins

to you?

Then our
idea is sti� on

the table.

No. We have
done enough to
help you do far

t� li�le. You are a
child of Blink, to be
sure. Cu�hroat and

quiet as it is.

We wi�
simply ki�

you.

And
Blink wi�
be ours.

There
she is!

The
traitor.

My first
thought was
I was dead.

But I could f�l the 
bl�d ru�ing from
my  ears, blown out
by the gunshot in
that sma� r�m. Mu�led. A high pitch

whine like a hundred old
TVs turning o�. I hurt
a� over. I felt awful.

So I knew that I
was sti� alive.

Sti� in this world.

But I didn't know
for how long, if

anything that Oz
had said was true.

The third fl�r
hu�ed to life.
Every scrap of

f�tage dumped
onto those

scr�ns, the
heat from them

radiating out
at me.

The Signal weren't
a threat anymore.
For the first time,
I thought maybe I

was safe here.

A� I had to do was
find a way out and
back to the life I'd
abandoned for this
nightmare of brick

and concrete.



He's dead. I did what
you asked and he's

dead and now--

We have to go,
things are about
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My first
thought was
I was dead.

But I could f�l the 
bl�d ru�ing from
my  ears, blown out
by the gunshot in
that sma� r�m. Mu�led. A high pitch

whine like a hundred old
TVs turning o�. I hurt
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So I knew that I
was sti� alive.

Sti� in this world.

But I didn't know
for how long, if

anything that Oz
had said was true.

The third fl�r
hu�ed to life.
Every scrap of

f�tage dumped
onto those

scr�ns, the
heat from them

radiating out
at me.

The Signal weren't
a threat anymore.
For the first time,
I thought maybe I

was safe here.

A� I had to do was
find a way out and
back to the life I'd
abandoned for this
nightmare of brick

and concrete.



it is yours.
A� of it. I don't

want anything to do
with his place.

HEY!

TAKE IT!

We don't
want the
building.

We want
the god.

You are her
emi�ary.

And
we are

taking her
from you.



Once she is
under our thumb,

we can change
everything.

And for
that, you have
to die, Wren

B�ker.

NO!
NONONO--

it was ten
seconds or ten

minutes or
forever until
the screaming

fina�y sto�ed.

Cy. My Cyclops had
saved me. No mercy

for the static or the
signal inside him.

He'd protected me.
Living with me--in

me--for so long, maybe
he'd developed the same

conflicted a�ection
I'd felt for him.

But when he noticed
me, I stared in his eye

and saw something
else altogether.

He wanted
something.



Cy...
Please...

Don't.

I
can barely

move.

I'd taken him
away from this
place, from a�
he had known.

Tra�ed him
in a world of
sunlight and
open spaces,

thr� thousand
miles from

everything he
was born to do.

And I wondered
if maybe the 

obse�ion that
had dra�ed me
here wasn't a�

in my head.

it was in this
harbinger who

had come to
open the d�rs
for his master.
He'd come every
night to relay

a me�age.

But I saw
nothing inside
that red eye

before fina�y
noticing it

wasn't an eye
at a�.

it was
another 
camera.

Someone was
on the other
side, watching
the f�tage.

"You have
to go back."

I was
lucky,
rea�y.



Cy...
Don't do--

Then it a�
broke l�se.

Cy was drawn to the
throne, everything else was an
impediment. He didn't hear me,

or he gave no sign if he did.

I told myself none of
this was real. it had a�

b�n manufactured.

Like the shrines and
the link to the site

and the barely
bricked over window

in the basement.

That they had made this
mythos up to give their
lives--mutilated and

mutated and tra�ed in this
house of ho�ors--some
kind of bi�er meaning.

But in that
moment,

everything was
a� t� real.

And this wasn't the
end of the world. it
was the begi�ing of
something far worse.



Come on.
Move!

WORK!

I averted my eyes
and thanked my mom
for the knife she'd
given me. Saving my
life one more time.

And when it
came, my heart flying

up into my throat, I was
grateful for that moment

of weightle� te�or. Hoping
I could fa�

forever.

I ignored the hum
ge�ing louder,

overwhelming the
Signal's screams.



My memory gets
fu�y here. My

train of thought
derailed at top

sp�d, sti�
going, tearing
up everything

around it.

And if I could do
something to stop
it from spreading,

it was a sma�
sacrifice to make.

Crashing.
Bursting into

flames.

in the silence, I
remembered what
the static had said.

That there was
no way back.

it had taken my life
already. Destroyed it.
Forced me to rebuild

from its ruins.

Where I
had b�n

born. Where
I belonged.

That I
was tra�ed

here.



A� I had
to do was
believe.

A sma�
prayer to

Blink.

And take
some pity on

its child.

A hope that
it could
hear me.





I've b�n back a few w�ks.
Healing slowly, because I
refuse to stop and let it.
I've got a new project.

The website was
live, like he said

it would be.

A complete timeline.
Every answer I'd gone
l�king for,  in there

somewhere.

No stories
or a�ignments.
My regular gigs

sto�ed emailing
me a while ago.

I'm trying to
make sense of
things, Of how
they got this

way.

Like how this computer I
got for a discount because it
didn't have a built-in camera

s�ms to have one now.

Wondering if it was
always there and I

never noticed.

And if not,
what did

that mean?



I turned the
camera o�

before Oz died.

I burned
Blink to the

ground.

I've scru�ed through hours
of f�tage from countle�

angles, until each one melted
or cut su�enly to black
scr�ns and d�p static.

I've b�n locked in
my house. Devoting
everything I have,
even my health, to
trying to quiet this
itch in my thinking.

This one
persistent
thought I

ca�ot run
from.Haven't talked to anyone.

S�n anyone. Nico moved out. The
bank k�ps leaving me�ages. Cy

hasn't made a single a�earance,
despite me waking up tra�ed

behind my eyes every night.

I should f�l
more alone than

I ever have.

But even while I stalk my
empty dream and tear apart
the remains of a life I used
to share in search of some
evidence, it's the o�osite.

I f�l like
someone is

always here.



I pray
I'm losing
my mind.

That if I ever go
back outside, the

world wi� be
normal and fine.

But I sti�
haven't. Not yet.
I'm sti� afraid.

Not of what comes
in my sl�p, not of
a� those mi�ing

moments of my life.

But of what
ha�ens next.

And who's
watching on the

other side.





Where
are we
now?

Sit. We don't
have much

time.

T��.
Thank you.

What
ha�ens if
you try to

stay?

Somewhere
in betw�n.

The signal ca�ot
intrude here. They wi�

lose the scent, find their
way back below.

We aren't.
It is.

It tolerates us pa�ing
through, which is more than
the signal can say. But it is
sovereign. It won't permit

anything not its own
to remain.

This is going
to sting.

It has a
temper. And

t�th.

Why are you
in such a hu�y

to go, then?

Where
are we
now?

Sit. We don't
have much

time.

T��.
Thank you.

What
ha�ens if
you try to

stay?

Somewhere
in betw�n.

The signal ca�ot
intrude here. They wi�

lose the scent, find their
way back below.

We aren't.
It is.

It tolerates us pa�ing
through, which is more than
the signal can say. But it is
sovereign. It won't permit

anything not its own
to remain.

This is going
to sting.

It has a
temper. And

t�th.

Why are you
in such a hu�y

to go, then?

Where
are we
now?

Sit. We don't
have much

time.

T��.
Thank you.

What
ha�ens if
you try to

stay?

Somewhere
in betw�n.

The signal ca�ot
intrude here. They wi�

lose the scent, find their
way back below.

We aren't.
It is.

It tolerates us pa�ing
through, which is more than
the signal can say. But it is
sovereign. It won't permit

anything not its own
to remain.

This is going
to sting.

It has a
temper. And

t�th.

Why are you
in such a hu�y

to go, then?

Where
are we

now?

Sit. We don't
have much

time.

T��.
Thank you.

What
ha�ens if
you try to

stay?

Somewhere
in betw�n.

The signal ca�ot
intrude here. They wi�
lose the scent, find their

way back below.

We aren't.
It is.

It tolerates us pa�ing
through, which is more than
the signal can say. But it is
sovereign. It won't permit

anything not its own
to remain.

This is going
to sting.

It has a
temper. And

t�th.

Why are you
in such a hu�y

to go, then?

Can't believe
there's power in

here. Or that this
junk works.

I'm
go�a l�k

around.

Me t�.

Can't believe
there's power in

here. Or that this
junk works.

I'm
go�a l�k

around.

Me t�.
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their significant other and an increasingly dumb cat.their significant other and an increasingly dumb cat.

(He/Him) is a comic book letterer (He/Him) is a comic book letterer 
who hates when people assume that who hates when people assume that 
all he does is put words in bubbles. There’s a little all he does is put words in bubbles. There’s a little 
more to the job than that. For instance, sometimes more to the job than that. For instance, sometimes 
he puts them in boxes. He currently lives in he puts them in boxes. He currently lives in 
Cleveland, Ohio, where the rivers occasionally Cleveland, Ohio, where the rivers occasionally 
catch fire and the city sometimes shuts down  catch fire and the city sometimes shuts down  
due to deadly swarms of balloons.due to deadly swarms of balloons.

grew up in New London, Connecticut, listening to grew up in New London, Connecticut, listening to 
Small Town Hero and watching Small Town Hero and watching Batman: The Animated SeriesBatman: The Animated Series. . 

After graduating from Savannah College of Art and Design in 2004, he After graduating from Savannah College of Art and Design in 2004, he 
colored for Zylonol Studios under Lee Loughridge in Savannah, Georgia, colored for Zylonol Studios under Lee Loughridge in Savannah, Georgia, 
while maintaining the pretense of working an “office” job. He is currently while maintaining the pretense of working an “office” job. He is currently 
living in Gainesville, Florida, with his three-legged dog, DeNiro. You can find living in Gainesville, Florida, with his three-legged dog, DeNiro. You can find 
his work in his work in PowersPowers, , The VictoriesThe Victories, and , and Atomic RoboAtomic Robo..
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Wren Boo
ker is haunted by a childhood she can’t fully remember. When she 

comes across a cryptic website streaming video feeds from the ruined building  

of her nightmares, she tracks it down and re-enters the failed social experiment 

she narrowly escaped as a child.  

Eisner-nominated writer 
(Dirtbag Rapture), illustrator  

(Dark Spaces: Wildfire), colorist 
(Rogue Planet), 

and letterer 
(DC Pride) team up for a found-footage horror 

where uncovering your past will leave you trapped inside it.
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