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BAYLA’S
OLD FLAME

DR KATE 
(BAYLA’S
THERAPIST.)                    

was it 
really him?

i couldn’t 
believe my 

eyes! 
I 

hadn’t 
seen 
him in 
years!

it brought 
back so many 

memories. 
he was tall, 
blond, blue 
eyed. smart 
as all hell. 
I think he 

was a 
closet 

Neo-Nazi.

Bayla, 
calm down. 
you’ll have 
a stroke.

What’re 
you doing 

with a Nazi? 
You’re 
Jewish!



we became 
hippies. 
grew 

our hair 
wore head 

bands. 
got

 high on 
hallucinogens.

his soup 
seduced 

you?!
not his

_ _ _ _ _?!

Hallucino-
gens? What 
about his 

soup?

was she 
Jewish?

he dumped 
me for 

a pretty 
young red 
head. her 
hair was 
thick and 

wavy.

His looks 
and 

smarts 
sucked 
me in. his soup 

seduced 
me.

mmm so good!

wow
man

cool
man



you should 
have 

thought 
that one 
through.

was he 
naked?

i found out where she lived 
and barged in!

what 
the 
fuck!

shit, just 

when i was 

about to 

score.

you fucking bastard!

i yelled 
and 

screamed 
my head 

off!

i looked 
awful.

he swore as he 
climbed out of 

the bed.
but in a sick 
sort of way 

i think he 
enjoyed my 

performance.



fifty years 
later i bump 
into him at a 
paddle club. 
they paddle 
boats, not 
each other.

he recognized 
me alright. 

he swore like 
he did fifty 
years ago.

i want the shit-head back!

how do 
you feel 
now that 
you’ve 
seen 
him?

so you’re 
consistent 

too.

did he 
recognize 

you? you’re 
an old lady 

now.

at least he’s 
consistent.

shit, there 

she is again.




