Most nights, I didn’t
sleep right.

I had these dreams
About a fire.

Only they didn’t feel
like dreams.

Haunting me
everywhere
I looked.

Like memories of
some distant past
event I was starting
to forget.

I couldn’t shake
his face, though.

Foggy memories.

That face -

Haunting me everywhere
I looked.

it was barely even
the face of a man
to me anymore.

Jesus.
Pull yourself
together,
Casey.

That monstrous
face.
THAT
monstrous
FACE.

More like a
monster from
a story book.

I’d lost sleep
because of the
‘dreams’ before.

But not like This.
Something needed
to change.
This time, I
decided...

I needed help.

Psychiatry always seemed
like kind of a joke to me,
but desperate times...

I keep
having these
dreams about
a fire...

You seem to
be repressing
memories of
childhood
bullying.

I'd like
to prescribe
Fluoxetine.

There are
people all around
me, caught in
the fire...

You're
clearly repressing
memories of sexual
abuse. I'm going to give
you a Sertraline
prescription.

Perhaps
there are repressed
memories of fatherly
abuse.

I think a
Citalopram
prescription
would help.

You may be
repressing...
Most nights,
I don’t sleep
right.

Hmm.

Just
take some
Paroxetine.

The truth
is, Casey Can I call
you casey?
I don’t
know the
cause of these
dreams.

But I
think there
are powerful
non-medicinal
ways of
exploring it.

Really?

You’re not
just going
to push some
drug you own
shares in?

Then, you
and I explore
the imagery
together.

Casey, I want
to get to the bottom
of this as much
as you do.
There is
a new exploratory
treatment available
called Hypno-Tech
Analysis.

Basically, our
machine turns your
brain’s signals into
code, which a technician
reads and converts
to an image.

if it helps
you to think of
it like that,
The important
sure.
thing is that
it works.

So...
it’s automated
hypnosis?

I need
some time.
I’ve got
to think about
all this.

And it’s
safe.

We’ve done
this process
dozens of
times.

Of course,
Casey.
Call me
when you’re
ready.

it’s not that I
thought hypnosis was
a bad suggestion...

Just that in that state
of mind, I could think
of a better one.

Most people
drink to remember.
Or to forget.

But I couldn’t
shake These images
in my head.

Zombie.

I was just drinking
to sleep.

I used to only see
them in my dreams...

leave me
alone!
But...

I just couldn’t
escape him anymore.

I know: I was
in denial.

I knew then, too.

Then, I
didn’t care.

The only
difference is...

Then, I just
wanted to sleep.

Ugh.

But I couldn’t.

Where’s the
damn aspirin?

What the f--

Wh- what?

I couldn’t even
remember owning
a gun.

But for some reason,
keeping it just seemed
like the thing to do.

First the dreams,
then the gun.

I needed answers, and
I wasn't even sure I
knew the questions yet.

Casey Manning?
Doctor Crawford
will see you now.

I couldn’t ignore
it anymore.

I knew
you'd be back,
Casey.
Doctor Crawford?
I've ...
Had some time
to think...

I'll only
do this under
one condition:
I need you
to assist on the
procedure.

Hand-pick
the technician
yourself.

I even
took the liberty
of starting the
paperwork.

Of course,
Casey, I'll put my
best and brightest
on it.

We can
have the procedure
done tomorrow if we
get creative with
these forms...

The next day, it
was happening.
Just like that.

Just take
a seat over
here.

We're ready
when you
are.

if this
thing kills me, I
swear to god
I'll sue.

Just relax
and let the machine
do its thing.

Well that
didn't sound
ominous
at all...

Please stop
moving.

it'll be fine,
as long as you
don't resist.

You're
not the one
strapped
into a metal
deathtrap.

Ray of
sunshine, this
one.

... is this
gonna hurt?

He's having
a seizure!

This has
never happened
before!

We're going
to figure this
out, Casey. it's
all going to
be okay.

No ...
Should it?
Have you
ever had any
sort of neurological
procedure before,
apart from
the HTA?

Your chart
indicates that you've
had a procedure done,
only the record is
incomplete.

A procedure?

No. What's
going on?

Who were
those doctors
earlier?

Neurological
in nature, as far
as I can tell you're sure you
don't remember
one?

They wanted
to ... Study ...
the side effects
HTA had on
your brain.
Positive.

'Study' me?

Your chart
is frustratingly
vague, Mr. Manning,
I was hoping you'd be
able to shed some
light on this.

This whole
thing was a
mistake.

Much to
their dismay,
you're recovering
quite nicely.

Let me
know if
you remember
anything,
Casey.
We're going
to keep an eye
on you for a few
days, but you'll
be free to
go soon.

Thanks, doc.

Five days.

By the time I left,
the name was seared
into my brain.

I spent five days
in that hospital room.

And I used all
of them to memorize
every word on
that chart.

She was easy enough
to find. Evidently,
she was a public figure
some time ago.

She worked with
memory, primarily.
She made great
strides in the
Field - some
called her 'The
Mother of Memory.'

There was a lot of
information about her
and her work.

After a string of
discoveries about
memory storage, she
opened a private
research facility,
MemTech, and
went dark.

She came under heavy
fire for privatizing her
work after that. They
criticized her for
turning to profit
over discovery.

She stayed out of
the limelight for
years while MemTech
continued its
research, and
then one day...

it was gone as
quickly and quietly
as it started.

And she disappeared.

There was no record
of her after
MemTech.

I spent hours trying
to find some trace
of her, and for most of it,
I got absolutely nothing.

She, and all of her
people, completely
gone.

And then, right
as I was about to
give up...

Of course she
changed her name.

I finally had her,
and I'd be damned if
I was going to let
that opportunity go.

But some voice in
me warned me to be
ready. I had a bad
feeling about
all of this.

Once I had her new
name, it wasn't hard
to track her after MemTech
closed. She moved out
of New Foles and bounced
around for a while.

Finally, she settled
into Chesterford
and became the head
of the hospital's
neurology department.

She was careful. She
stayed out of
the press.

My guess was that
she was hiding from
something. But she
couldn't hide forever.

Not from me. it was
time to get
my answers.

I need to see
Doctor Clarke.

Do you have
an appointment?

No, but
this is important.
She'll want
to see me.

Alright, lady,
how much do I
need to pay you
to make this
happen?

You don't
need to pay me,
sir, you just need to
make an appointment.
Doctor Clarke is
very busy.

She'll
probably also want
to see you when you
come back for your
appointment.

Not the most graceful
way of getting the
job done, I know,
but I was desperate.

Hell with
this.

Sir, you
have to wait! I won't
hesitate to call
security!

SIR, STOP!

Doctor Clarke,
we're going to have
a word!

Great.
I think you've
met my secretary,
Kristin. You can
schedule an
appointment
with her.

Doctor Purcell,
we're going to have
a word!

Tell me
about your
work with MemTech.
Tell me what they
did to me.

This isn't over,
Doctor Purcell.

That name
means nothing
to me. Again, you've
got the wrong
office.

There's no
Purcell here. You'll
want to try a hospital
in New Foles.

I believe
you've got the
wrong office, sir.
We don't have a
Purcell here.

...was
waiting in
the parking garage
for her with flowers
and chocolate.

So cute!

I know. And
then they left
for the
sum...

Doctor Purcell,
please, tell me what
they did to me.

I already
told you, I have no
idea whatyou're
talking about.

So you
keep saying. Answers,
this. Answers, that. What
are you so desperate
to find?

I know
you know something...
I can't leave here
without an answer.

I need
to know who
I am.

Talk to a
shrink.

You know
what I mean. Your
name is on
my chart.

You think
I have answers
for you?

Yes!

Then what's
the question? What
do you want
from me?

I have
too many memories.
I keep seeing these
things that I know I've
seen before, but
I also know
I haven't.

Two conditions:
First, put the gun
away. You don't
need it.

And second?

Get in.
There are things
you'll need to see
for ourself.

MemTech was
the culmination of
all of my previous work. We
had to privatize once we made
the discovery; can you imagine
if the ability to edit memories
hit the public sphere?

There wasn't
enough money in
cures for them, they
wanted to create a high-end
service, something to bring
in people willing to pay
premium prices.

We thought
we could do good
with it - proper good, like
curing phobias, PTSD, even
Alzheimer's. Our biggest
mistake wasn't the
technology- it was
our board.

I don't get
it. What did
MemTech do?

We made
people new lives,
Casey. At first, it was
for the people who
really needed it.

But ... Then
we started marketing
to unhappily married
idiots with too
much money.

When they
were unhappy with
their old ones, we created
new ones for them.
Replaced their
memories with
new ones.

Sometimes
we even let
them pick.

What does
any of this have to
do with me?

What are
these memories
you mentioned?
What do you
see?

I see this
fire... But I remember
it twice, like there are two
sets of memories and
neither of them
make sense.

Some of the
procedures - the
memory replacements some of them failed.
And they failed
spectacularly.

The brains
rejected the memories
like a body rejects
an organ.

We tried,
and tried, and
tried, to fix them, but
every fix we tried, all
of them, had the
same result...

...Permanent
irreparable brain
damage.

So we
covered it up.
We put our efforts
back into improving
the process.

We tried
for so long, but
eventually we had to
give up. There was
nothing we
could do.

Are you
serious!? You just
left people
broken!?

There was
nothing else
we could do but
try and make sure
it never happened
again!

Of course
it kept happening,
and we kept trying to
fix it, up until the
bitter end,
we tried!

is that
me!? is that who I
am!? Some failed
experiment!?

I don't
know! I ... I think,
but I don't
know!

But it did
happen again, didn't
it!? it kept happening!
You couldn't stop it
from happening!

... I wish
there were
fewer.

You don't
know!?

I could
never remember
the names and faces
of everyone! There
were too many
patients!

Even the
failed ones?

Where
are we? What
is this?

This is
a monument
to my
failure.

to be continued...

