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And | get tangled in some
old rug that’s been left
out here since the ‘80s...
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I'd been thinking she
was going fo break it
of f with Mason...
And Kira and me
would become some
Kind of couple.

But that wasn’t what
was going oh.

Those Kisses were
the death throes
of our friendship...

She was giving me
what she thought
I'd been waiting for,
but it was her voice
| wanted more than
anything... Not her
charity.

At that moment,
nothing mattered... |
felt like the only
person in the entire
fucking world...

Like | could scream
for hours and no one
would ever hear it.

So | said “fuck it”
and went up to the
roof fo Kill myself..
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| know --
Stupid, right?

And super-
depressing, too.

But like | said, this
is where the story
starts...

| Right as it hits me how much
I actually want fo live...

That even if my life sucks,
life is still the sweetest
B thing we've got...

Right then -- | get caught
on the laundry lines
between the buildings...
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sorry --
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before that night, Kiss MEZ
this happened...

And then it was just...
happening...
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And it was the
greatest thing
ever...

| expected some Kkind of
discussion after that...

&) Some explanation.

Until we heard
B Mason’s footsteps
in the hall...

ALL PRAISE
THE GODPS
OF P/ZZA/

But instead, it

Just became a

thing we did...

And Kira spent the
rest of the night barely
looking at me.

caNyou B

BRNG MEA M  JusT A
BEER, N vure...
BABEZ

And so, that night,
hearing Kira say she
felt sorry for me...

Suddenly it all
felt so empty...
My whole life.
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== No, you
HAVEN'T BEEN ~ANYTHING
KEEPING ME  COMING FROM

' \ uP. YOUR ROOM. -
15 BAR e

l So now | just pretend | mean, he’s okay... Their relationship
to be friends with him, but fuck h ruined the one
| mostly. good thing | had.

(NA)] |

Kira still came to our place all And that made me
( the time, but almost never 5 . feel even lonelier
o hang out with me. than | usually did.
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She was one of the few
people who really got me.

My sense of humor,
my isolation, my
taste ih music...

x

So it hurt... Having
her be so close,
but so distant.

And also... | could Not havihng sex. |
hear them. think they did that

when | was at school
or something.

That was what Kira She felt
said the night | sorry
decided to Kill myself. for me.

.wI DON'T AkNowW, T
FEEL SORRY FOR HIM;
I GUESS.
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i Like, “Why are You Killing

| yourself, Dylan?” you're thinking.

Well, o start with,
this wasn’t the
first time | tried it.

k (“ S *

| fook a buhch of That got me kicked oS Which is why I'm a
N pills once and woke out of college, set me «3 fwenty-eight-year-
up in the hospital... back a few years. .j old Grad Student...
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Most of my friends are
already starting their
“real” lives...

L 1 Careers, getting /
_ married, some

2 {" even having Kids... B
z = ]

= And I'm still living off
inheritance money and
\ student loans, spending
half my life studying.

——
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YOU GETTING | THAT'S
ANY SLEEPZ [ ENOUGH;,
RIGHTZ A

K7RA CAN swur we, |} : G
BEABITOF A ASSHEAD! My roommate Mason Studying some computer
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SCREAMER | { is a few years coding “shit that bores

younger than me. the fuck out of me

SOMETIMES. 3
'ﬁl He’s at NYU, *oo... whenever he brings it up.
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And maybe | wished |

was that kind of guy,

t00. But | wasn’t.

Not seven years
ago, and not even
now... Not really.

The nhight | decided
to Kill myself.

HEY 2YLAN. .
YOU'RE OUT LATE

TONIGHT...

That was just a
small stupid moment
I've never been able
1o let go of.. One
of many.

YEAH,
PROFESSOR
GRANT HAD A
THING AT HIS

No, | guess
where | should
really have
started this
story is...
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B

il No, this is wal | meanh, in some ways it started
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Or maybe that New Year’s Eve when [ RN /i, YOUR NUMBER,
Daisy and me fook the bus home and ! g N LOOK AT GIRL..,
these assholes were catcalling her... 2 b
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We say shit like “The arc of time is
long, but it bends towards_justice”
when it so clearly does not.

I+ bends fowards
fascism and mass
graves.

But we sit at our screens
and fill our heads with noise
and scream at each other...

| get it. FLIKK =~

| used to be
like that, foo. |

you
MOTHERFLUCKER!
MOTHER!
FUCKER!

As if that's
going to change
anything.

But now my life
is different.
Obviously.
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And yeah, you can sit there / But that’s just Your alibi for
and ask what gives me the | I your defense. not doing ’
right fo make That judgment... 3 anything.

Because the world
is shit right now,
and we all know it.

Just look at the Big business controls
news for five gour government... ‘
Fucking minutes

5 AT T 7 /7 /&

and it’s obvious.
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But you don’t And let’s face it.. Killin
always have a I've become pretty people.
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| spent the rest of the
month trying o put that
whoée night out of my
mind...

Which wasn’'t easy,
with my broken arm as
a constant reminder.

But see, here’s the
thing... Demons do
not exist.

I'm not some backwoods hick
who believes in angels and
the devil and shit like that.

So | know -- | know -- that
what | saw that night had
1o be all ih my head...

But sftill, it bugged me... Why
was that the fever dream |
had? Some demon +elling
me | had o Kill people?

That's
fucked up.

Even if it's just
a delusion.
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Welcome to

the first issue of KILL

OR BE KILLED. Most of you are probably
longer term readers of me and Sean and Bettie’s
books, but with every new project we seem to be
expanding our readership, so if this is your first time
trying one of our books, please check out the ads for
our many previous projects at the back of this issue.

And for those of you who followed us over from THE
FADE OUT and CRIMINAL, | hope you dug what
we’re doing here. Up until about a week before Sean
was finishing up our last book, we were going to do
something else next. But this idea kept bugging me,
and | kept hearing Dylan’s narration when I'd sit
down with my notebook, so we switched courses.
After a year and a half of intricately plotted historical
noir, | realized | really wanted to write something
totally different for our next big project. Something
that was still about crime and that was still very dark,
but something that had a slightly different voice, and
a bit of humor mixed in with all the murder.

This is our version of the vigilante killer genre, so
of course it’s as much a character study as it is a
thriller, but as you’ll see next month, we’ll be going
down some very unusual paths with this story.

And as for the other idea, the one we put on hold for
KILL OR BE KILLED, well, we’ll get to it down the
line, hopefully sooner than later.

*kk

Okay, so what else is new? In January we finished
THE FADE OUT, and then jumped right into
our longest one-shot yet, the CRIMINAL 10TH
ANNIVERSARY SPECIAL.

Like the previous CRIMINAL one-shot, this one
was also released in a magazine variant. We got a

tremendous response on this one-shot, and it looks
like FANG, the Kung Fu Werewolfis the surprise hit
character of the year. Look for a Fang action figure
soon. (Maybe).

And right around the time that CRIMINAL one-shot
came out, THE FADE OUT got nominated for several
Eisner Awards — Best Writer, Best Colorist, and Best
Limited Series. By the time this comes out, we’ll
have either won or lost, but either way, it’s always
humbling to be nominated, and for our wonderful
and amazing color artist, Bettie, it is long overdue.
(In my not humble opinion).

*kk

Something else you might be interested in — a few
months back, | started an email newsletter. | send it
out a few times a month, with art previews and behind
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the scenes stuff, and sometimes me rambling about
something that’s on my mind at the moment. If you
wantto sign up for it, go to my twitter page: @brubaker
and you’ll find a link to the sign-up page there.

*kk

So, in the months since the last letters page, a lot
of great stuff | would have recommended came out.
Here’s a few highlights:

THE NICE GUYS - Shane Black’s new crime movie,
which is probably already on video by the time you're
reading this. It’s funnier and more explosive than
Kiss Kiss Bang Bang, and one of the best times
I've had in a theater this year. In a perfect world
there’d be a sequel to this already in production,
because Gosling and Crowe are a perfect team.

THE NEON DEMON — My friend Nicolas Winding
Refn’s new movie is one of the most amazing
cinematic experiences of the year. A slow moody
horror story about youth and beauty that almost
defies description. One of those movies you want
to watch a few times and argue about with your
friends. Also includes one of Keanu Reeves’ best
performances ever.

GREEN ROOM — Jeremy Saulnier’s follow-up to
Blue Ruin is probably the scariest movie I've ever
not been able to look away from. Gets the punk and
skinhead subculture stuff right, while being a riveting
crime/horror film at the same time.

THE AMERICANS — The recent season of The
Americans was the best one so far. A deep dive into
the relationships undercover operatives maintain,
and how real or false they really are. This is a case
of a show being amazing and somehow getting even
better. | know no one is watching this show, but at
this point it’s really their loss.

There’s lots more, to be sure, but | have to save
some stuff to recommend next issue.

*kk

For those of you who keep up with our series in trade
form, CRIMINAL, VOL. 7: WRONG TIME, WRONG
PLACE will be coming out in September. This is

the first CRIMINAL trade to be released first in the
new design that Sean came up with for the Image
releases.

GRIMINAL

This book collects the CRIMINAL one-shots from
the last few years, two stories of the Lawless family
in the '70s.

*kk

For our back pages article this month, we’ve got the
first in a series about the vengeance/vigilante killer
genre by Devin Faraci, who you may remember
from his articles about old Hollywood in THE FADE
OUT. Devin also runs Birth.Movies.Death. and
has recently become a comic writer, adapting Jim
Thompson’s The Killer Inside Me, for IDW. This
month, Devin explores one of the classics of the
genre, DEATH WISH.

*kk

All right, that's it for this issue. Write to us at:
criminalcomic@gmail.com and tell us what
you thought or think or whatever. We’'ll be back in

September, looking like this:
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These guys are Grab this one’s
bad people’ un, Dylan --
! ake him out!

. LISTEN
Remember LI up, PICK

those assholes
on the bus?
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I'd like to tell you | lay
there for a long time
thinking about everything
over and over again...

But the truth is, it only
ook a minute before |
thought... The hell with
this, I'll do it.

Because | wasn’t sure what
was happening to me... But
I didn“t want to die.

And the second | gave in...
The second | told myself |
was actually going o commit
a homicide..."| felt better.

How fucked
up is that?

Now | just had to find
someohe who deserved
to die and kill them...

How hard
could that
be?

TO BE CONTINUED
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I knew your brain
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And | was tferrified mine
id was trying to Kill me.

That on some subconscious level, |
actually believed I'd been cursed.
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But then, when there The kind of sick where you Where you're just
was about a week left in can’t even remember what lying in bed for
| it feels like to not be sick.

=
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LAY
YOU NEED TO
| Cursing every doorknob SEE A DOCTOR,

il or subway railing you DYLAN. YOUR
might have fouched... BRAIN IS

BOIING.

‘; 5
i] o
g

But that was another y {| Everything L
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I+ was just for a
split-second... but you
saw that, right?

That’s what Every fime l Reflected in Or a momentary
started turn my head mirrors or shape in the
happening. = I'd see him... : windows... shadows...

And | knew it was That fucking
crazy, but | couldn’t demon is
help thinking... Killing me...
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becayse | was so amped-up... DIPN'T HAVE TO  LOVE GOING OUT IN

@l Right? W\  GETMY ARM |\ THE FREEZING COLL
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And yeah, | guess | could've
told Kira how | felt on the
i way home that night...

But all | was thinking about
was the whole “delusional
nightmare” thing.

And the next day | felt like
fotal shit... Like | had a
hangover ih my entire body...

So the moment \
Just passed. b £

. T KNOW
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Tell her a fucking demon
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I'm already
rationalizing
everything...

Telling myself |
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+SURE..,
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| just a nightmare...
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M That's the onl
| thing that makes
any sense.
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And how do you feel when [ My whole body : Cold and
you're suddenly not dead Sttt was battered shivering...
after a suicide attempt? : e and bruised...

/

| Well.. me? | was feeling
about twenty things
at the same time...

And half my brain was
screaming: “What kind of idiot
throws himself off a roof?!”

..SNOW 16 60

by While my other synapses \ = FUCKING
§ were all exploding with |3 . BEAUTIFUL. ..
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| suddenly wanted fo
wake up Kira and tell
her everything...

That our weird
secret bullshit
had fo stop...

| loved her,
which | guess |
always knew...

I knew | couldn’t do that ih the
middle of the night with her
boyfriend standing there.

But even half
out of my
head...

. = a8
So | gave in to the part of ; I'd tell her in the Tomorrow would
me that was in shock and [ ! morning, | figured... be the begihnhing
wanted to pass out.. : = J of a new life...

A whole
new Dylan.
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In DEATH WISH Paul
Kersey (played by the iconic man of

stone, Charles Bronson) never gets revenge on the
thugs who killed his wife and sexually assaulted
his daughter, but that doesn’t really matter. Michael
Winner’s film, based on a novel by Brian Garfield,
isn’t about a man exacting vengeance for his family,
it’s about middle class America exacting vengeance
on the poor and the minorities who they saw as the
causes of urban decay.

DEATH WISH's vision of New York City is a hellish
landscape of filth, grime and almost constant
danger. It's a cartoonish version of the then-
struggling metropolis, a version rooted in the same
fear that facilitated white flight from the country’s
major cities. In the New York of DEATH WISH you
can basically guarantee that an after-dark stroll will
lead to a mugging or worse; Kersey takes to the
streets to incite criminals to attack him, but it takes
very little convincing. Winner presents New York as
almost post-apocalyptic, a lawless city in the hands

of scumbags, criminals and the poor.

It was the suburbs that started Paul Kersey on his trip
to vigilantism. In the post-WWI| years the suburban
boom, embodied by Levittown on Long Island, began
to drain the middle class out of the cities. A century
of post-Industrial Revolution urbanization reversed
itself as highways and rail systems allowed the
middle class to buy homes in the ‘burbs, where they
were sold a pleasant, quiet post-war life with cookie
cutter lawns and samey homes that comforted in
their conformity.

At the same time
The Second Great Migration was
happening. African Americans left the South in
record numbers and began heading to major urban
areas, with the New York City area seeing its black
population explode in the years between 1940 and
1970. White flight ensued as neighborhoods began
to become mixed race. It was helped along by
blockbusting, a tactic wherein real estate developers
would secretly move a black family onto a street to
scare the local white owners into selling their homes
at a loss.

Despite changing demographics fueling the white
unease that sits at the center of DEATH WISH, the
film’s thugs are admirably multicultural (check out
young Jeff Goldblum in an honest-to-god Jughead
hat as one of the toughs whose attack on the Kersey
family sets Paul on his mission of death). Of course
that’s clearly an attempt to avoid racial controversy,
mixed with the fact that a bunch of old white dudes
made the film. (I mean, take the hoodlum at the end
of the movie, who looks like he wandered in from
a production of GODSPELL). But even if DEATH
WISH steers clear of racial strife, it does lean into a
post-hippie fear of the young, and it’s coded enough
that any then-current viewer would have understood
just what was driving the decay of New York -- a
culture that defied traditional family values, values
that included segregation.

Paul Kersey, a successful architect with a really nice
apartment, isn’t a middle class guy, he’s rich. But
the movie still plays to middle class resentments,
in that particularly American way middle class
people identify more with the wealthy than they
do with the poor. And so DEATH WISH posits the
poor (and minorities) as the villains of the piece,
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as the invading force upon whom vengeance must
be taken. If you think I’'m reaching here, these lines
are spoken aloud in one of the opening scenes, as
Kersey’s co-worker opines on an astonishing 21
murders that happened in the city the week before:

Sam Kreutzer: You know, decent people are going to
have to work here and live somewhere else.

Paul Kersey: By “decent people,” you mean people
who can afford to live somewhere else.

Sam Kreutzer: Oh Christ, you are such a bleeding-
heart liberal, Paul.

Paul Kersey: My heart bleeds a little for the
underprivileged, yes.

Sam Kreutzer: The underprivileged are beating our
goddamned brains out. You know what | say? Stick
them in concentration camps, that’s what | say.

Even Kersey recognizes the dog whistle language!

In a sane movie Paul Kersey’s journey would be
to disprove Kreutzer (note the Germanic name!),
but DEATH WISH is not a sane movie. The film’s
arc is actually about proving Kreutzer right, and it’s
about Kerseys’ ascent - not descent - into becoming
a murderous vigilante. The movie is structured so
oddly that the main arc all but ends after Kersey
commits his first murder; from then on in he’s free
of conflict and just moves forward, gunning down
as many punks, thugs and hoods as he can find.
Kersey finds his meaning in killing the poor for whom
he was advocating earlier; he has learned he was
wrong and that they’re ruining our cities.

Kersey’s indiscriminate killing spree was cathartic
for middle class white audiences at the time. In
the 1970s, New York City, once America’s crown
jewel, had turned into a trash-strewn crime zone
that was teetering on the verge of bankruptcy
(DEATH WISH was released one year before The
Daily News’ infamous headline “FORD TO CITY:
DROP DEAD,” printed in the wake of the federal
government refusing to bail out the city). The South
Bronx had been burning as slumlords tried to get
insurance money; the solution to the neighborhood’s
utter dissolution was to paint curtained windows and
flower pots on the sides of the tenement buildings
so that people driving north on the highway to the

suburbs wouldn’t have to look at the real blight.
How bad were things in New York City in the mid-
70s? A group called the Council for Public Safety,
made up of the police, firefighter and other civil
service unions, tried to hand out a pamphlet called
‘Welcome to Fear City’ emblazoned with a grinning
Grim Reaper looming over the Manhattan skyline.
Some of the safety hints in the pamphlet:

Stay off the streets after 6 p.m.

Do not walk.

Avoid public transportation.

Stay in Manhattan. (This section specifically warns
tourists away from the South Bronx, which it calls
“Fort Apache”)

Kersey cuts a bloody swath through New York
City, and the cops - who have been tasked with
apprehending the vigilante who has caught the city’s
attention - actually help him escape. The film ends
with Kersey showing up in Chicago and, what do you
know, immediately finding thugs harassing a woman.
He winks and makes a finger-gun at them and the
film ends. In another movie this is a scary ending -
the monster yet lives! - but for DEATH WISH it's a
hopeful conclusion. Kersey has found the next city
that needs to be cleaned up! He’s turned into the kind
of wandering hero who thrived in 1950s Westerns
(the film is jam-packed with cowboy imagery; in his
final gunfight Kersey orders his punk opponent to fill
your hand,’ the classic cowboy taunt).

What would have happened if Kersey could have
found the punks who destroyed his family? It doesn’t
matter, because for DEATH WISH they'’re just a
symptom of a larger problem, of an ongoing assault
on middle class white values that began with the
Civil Rights Movement and the hippies. It’s Michael
Winner’s twisted genius that, even knowing how
fascist and ugly the message of the movie, we still
end up rooting for Kersey. And that we kept coming
back for the sequels.
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