BY JOSEF ROTHER (SCRIPT) AND ECKART BREITSCHUH (ART)

HAVE I EVER
TOLD YOU HOW MY
SHTROKE CAME ABOUT,
DOCTOR?

YES, You
HAVE, MRS. GRUBB.
HUNDREDS OF TIMES

TO BE EXAC--

: HE BROKE
SHAMUEL WANTED : - MY HEART. MY

TO LEAVE HISH POOR MOSHER, Y SHUN!
WANTED TO MOVE INTO HISH " ONIéHESN léHUl{}ND
) OWN APARTMENT. : SHTROKE... SHUH
i KE..

SHTROKE

MOTHER,
PLEASE...

MOTHER.

BUT I FORGIVE
You, SHAMUEL. You
SHTAID WISH ME, WHEN
I NEEDED YOU. YOU DIDN'T
LEAVE ME AFTER ALL, MY
DEAR SHAMUEL.

I FORGIVE
You. A MOSHER'SH
LOVE WILL ALWAYSH

FORGIVE.




WELL, YOU'RE
HEALTHY AS A HORSE,
MRS. GRUBB.

I WOULDN'T
BE SURPRISED, IF YOU
LIVED ANOTHER TWENTY
YEARS.

ANOSHER
TWENTY YEARSH?
LIKE SHISH?

MY... MY
BLADDER... SHOMETIMES
I KEEP MY POOR SHUN UP

ALL NIGHT.

THANK YOU FOR
GOING TO ALL THE TROUBLE
AND VISITING EVERY DAY,
DOCTOR OLSEN.

I REALLY
DON'T KNOW, WHAT
I WOULD I DO
WITHOUT YoU.
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SOMETIMES...

SOMETIMES
I WISH SHE WAS
DEAD.

DON'T WORRY,
MRS. GRUBB, THIS WILL HELP
YOU SLEEP.



















MOTHER...

DON'T EXERT
YOURSELF, SAMUEL.
YOU ARE STILL

OTHER
WILL ALWAYS BE

IS WITH YOU.

THE DOCTORS
SAID YOU WILL
NEVER BE ABLE TO
WALK AGAIN.

BUT DON'T WORRY, SAMUEL.
I HAVE FORGIVEN YOU

FOR ALL THE BAD

THINGS THAT

YOU DID.
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THE END
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