
My sophomore year of engineering 
school my friends and I lived in an on 
campus apartment.  7 late teen guys 
together...  Conditions were what 

you’d expect

Party! more 
booze!

Pass the 
chips!

The bills were in my name.  When they 
came in, we were supposed to split 

them.

Bills are 
here! Here’s our 

share!

One roommate refused.

I won’t pay my 
share because the 
living room is a 

mess!

Everyone makes 
that mess, not just 
me.  Pay your share!

No!

Eventually I had to complain to the 
college administration

Your rental 
agreement says you have 

to pay your share!

No!

Pay 
it or you’re 

kicked out of 
school!

I’ll have my 
parents mail him a 

check...

But, his parent’s 
check bounced.  

I found out 
minutes before I 
was to leave on 
a trip to another 

city for a big 
meeting.  My 

transportation 
and room were 
paid for, but I’d 
have no money 
for anything 

else.

I left a note 
for him saying 
“you’re going 

to die” and 
pinned it to 

the wall over 
his bed with a 

knife.



I made my trip.  
Due to transit 
problems and 

lack of funds, I 
ended up walking 
long distances in 
my dress shoes in 
hot weather.  This 
gave me blisters 
on the heels of 
my feet that got 

infected.

Ow... I’ll get 
test 

results on 
the infection, 
but take these 

antibiotics 
while I 

do.

When I got 
back, I went 
to see the 

doctor

Is it 
bad?

Probably not, but 
I’m going to give you 
the good pills, just 

in case

I hated taking pills.  And the 
blisters didn’t hurt much.  But, I 

followed the doctor’s 
recomendation

Yuck!  
These are 

awful!

About a week later I heard from the 
doctor

I hope you’re 
taking those 
pills.  You’ve 

got that flesh 
eating bacteria.  
If you haven’t 
taken them, we 

may need to 
amputate both 

feet...

I took the 
pills!  I took 
the pills!  I 

get to keep my 
feet!

While not happy about 
the bacteria, I was 

happy I had taken the 
pills

These days I hear a 
lot about odds and 

doctor’s 
recommendations.  
But, I still have my 
feet and am happy 

about that.

If the doctor 
says put something 

between my face and 
others, I’m going 

to...
Why are 

my feet off 
panel?


