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INTRODUCTION
LENNY ZERO

I've always had a bit of a problem with ‘received wisdom.’
If you always do what you've always done, you'll only get
what you've always had, right? When | started as a lowly
assistant-editor at 2000 AD back in 1997, the received
wisdom was that editorial staff shouldn’t be allowed to
write for the comic. This was a bit of a drag, to say the
least, as I'd always wanted to write comics, and had been
gearing up to start inundating David Bishop with Future
Shocks when | unexpectedly landed an editorial role. |
suddenly found myself working right at the heart of the
Galaxy’s Greatest Comic — and | was the only guy in the
world who wasn't allowed to pitch stories for it. Frustrating
much?

Doubly frustrating was the knowledge that just about every
previous editor had written (and rewritten) for the comic.
At one point in the early 90s, yet another editor (who shall
remain nameless) was writing over half of 2000 AD himself
— albeit under a variety of pseudonyms. As a result, the
quality nosedived — and so did the sales figures. And that
goes to the very heart of David Bishop’s edict that editorial
staff should not write for the comic: quality control. It's
hard to be objective about the quality of your own work. The
best writers have a sort of ‘internal editor’ in their heads
that tells them when the writing isn’t up to scratch, and
prevents them from turning in substandard work. John
Wagner certainly has one; | remember at least one instance
where he sat on a six-page Judge Dredd script because, in
his own opinion, it simply didn’'t make the grade. But that
didn’t stop me champing at the bit. | was hungry enough,
and arrogant enough, to think | had what it took.

By the point | became the Meg’s editor, the editorial budget
had been slashed to the point where it mostly had to be
bulked out with reprint. But the 10t anniversary issue was
looming on the horizon, and | wanted to make it something
special. Maybe | couldn’t afford to fill the issue with all-
new material from A-list creative talent, but | could at
least hire an A-list cover artist. And hey, I've always been
a big Frank Miller fan.

| was amazed when he agreed to do it; all | had to do was
figure out how | was going to pay for it. Fortunately, | had
a cunning plan. If | wrote a 10-page story, unpaid, for a
previous issue, I'd save a chunk of editorial budget which |
could put towards the cover. | even had this idea for a story
| thought would be perfect; a twisty little Mega-City crime

caper called Lenny Zero...

But there was still that nagging little voice of doubt at the
back of my mind. What if my script sucked, and | was just
too close to see it? | needed an objective opinion. So | sent
my Lenny Zero script to a few writers who were well enough
established that they wouldn't be afraid to give me some
honest criticism. When John Wagner told me he liked my
dialogue, | was walking on air. But | still couldn’t be sure
they weren't simply telling me what | wanted to hear, just
in case | turned out to be the kind of editor who loves to
hold a grudge.

So as a last-minute quality-control test, | took my name
off the script and ran it past Steve MacManus. When Steve
gave it an enthusiastic thumbs up, | figured it was time
to publish and be damned. All | had to do then was find
an artist to draw it. There was this one guy whose artwork
practically jumped out of the submissions pile. I'd already
been waving his art samples under Bishop’s nose for a
while, to no avail. Now that | was my own boss, why not
give this new guy a crack at it... ? He went by the name
of Jock.

By the time Frank Miller's cover artwork arrived, David
Bishop and | had swapped jobs; he was editing the
Megazine, while | had assumed Tharg’s mantle as editor
of 2000 AD. And when Bishop saw Miller's piece, his
response was somewhat, shall we say, ‘undiplomatic.’
Miller promptly withdrew permission to use his artwork
and, if memory serves, Bishop commissioned a cover from
Siku to replace it.

Our final vindication came when Bishop commissioned a
sequel to Lenny Zero. For Jock and me, it was quite literally
the beginning of a beautiful friendship. We did the two
Lenny Zero sequels together and went on to create The
Losers for Vertigo. Jock even drew the wedding invitations
when | married Angela, the Managing Director’s personal
assistant, after we met at the 2000 AD office

So yeah, ‘never date workmates’ was another piece of
received wisdom I'd chosen to ignore.

Seems to be working out pretty well so far.

Andy Diggle, January 2008
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FIFTEEN YEARS I'D BEEN BUSTIN' MY BALLS ON I E ll l\l \f Z E R 0
THE STREETS OF THE BIG MEG. IN MY LINE OF
WORK, THAT'S WAY BEYOND LIFE EXPECTANCY.
S A\ -

I PUT IT ALL POWN TO TRUST. THE JUDGES,
THEY PON'T TRUST NOBODY...

/A

BUT THAT'S 'CAUSE THEY PON'T
KNOW A THING ABOUT LOVE,

BESIPES, THEY GIVE ME
360 DEGREE VISION...
AND SOMETIMES IT PAYS
TO HAVE EYES IN THE
BACK OF YOUR HEAD.

BUT | COULP ALWAYS COUNT ON
MONA TO COUNT ON ME. WE WERE
ONE HELL OF A TEAM. TRUST, Y'SEE?

HEY MARV,
WHAT'S upP? You
PUT MONEY ON
THE FAT GUY OR
SOMETHIN'?

FIFTY CREDS
SAYS YER
BOYFRIEND

CAN'T MAKE
THAT SHOT.

SURE, | COULD'VE MADE THE

- SHOT WITHOUT THE HEAPS-UP
i PISPLAY IN MY NIGHTSHADES,

BUT THEY MEAN PEOPLE CAN'T

READ MY EYES.

A NASTY PIECE OF WORK WHO TOOK A LITTLE
TOO MUCH PLEASURE IN CARRYIN' OUT WHACK
JOBS FOR LITTLE CAESAR PICCANTE'S MOB.

JUST BUSINESS, BABY.
HEAD ON HOME, I'LL
CATCH UP WITH You

LATER.

MARY WAS NAMED AFTER HIS RAP
SHEET -- "MULTIPLE ARMEDP
| ROBBERY WITH VIOLENCE". YEAH?

DITCH THE BITCH, BUDDY.
PA BOSS WOULD LIKE A
WORD.

5= | N

A someTHING ToLp ME | was Agout To sTART |
) LOOKIN' FOR A NEW LINE OF WORK. N

I'D BEEN DOIN' SOME LAUNPERIN'
WORK FOR CAESAR'S OUTFIT, SUPPLYIN'
USEDP CRED-CARDS FOR RE-CHIPPING.



LITTLE CAESAR WAS BARELY INTO HIS
THIRP BIO-CHIPPED CLONE BOPY, SO HE
WAS PRETTY SPRY FOR A GUY HIS AGE...

GRUDSAKE, CAESAR
== WHY DON'T You
TELL ME WHAT THE
HELL YOU'RE
TALKIN' ABouT?

I'M TALKIN' ABOUT. OKAY.
WISEGUY, LET ME KNOW
WHEN THIS STARTS
SOUNPIN' FAMILIAR.

YOU PON'T KNOW WHIIT

NOW THEY'RE GIVIN' HIM THE
TREATMENT IN SOME CUBE, AN' | CAN'T
EVEN GET AHOLD OF MY OWN MONEY!

THAT'S THIRTY~THREE
MILLION CREDS, You
SON OF A BITCH!

WHOA, CAESAR --
TIME OUT! WHY THE
HELL WOULD | SELL
YOUu out? | AIN'T GOT

NO DEATH WISH!

m TELLIN' YA, IT'S HEY THERE, BUDPDY, GLAD YOU

AMAZIN' WHAT
THEY GOT FOR KIPS
THESE DAYS!

COULDP JOIN THE PARTY! You
KNOW WHAT TODAY 152 MY
200th BIRTHPAY!

"SOMEBODPY TOLD THE JUPGES
WHERE TO FIND ALVIN KEYES,
MY CHIEF ACCOUNTANT.

THAT A FACT? THEN MAYBE
YOU CAN EXPLAIN HOW COME
| GOT VIP FOOTAGE OF You
AN' YOUR JUDGE PAL COSYIN'

UP IN SHAPIRO'S?

HOW MUCH DPID THEY
PAY YOU FOR RATTIN'
ME OUT, HUH?

| WAS RUNNIN' ERRANDS FOR AN
CAPONE WHEN | WAS TEN YEARS
OLD. | SEEN TWO NUCLEAR WARS,
THE BIG NEC, JUDGEMENT DAY...
AN' I'M STILL HERE.

AFTER ALL'A THAT, YOU REALLY
THINK I'M GONNA LET MYSELF GET
SHAFTEP BY SOME TWO-CRED
STREET PUNK ON THE MAKE?

pbo yaz

"NOW KEYES AIN'T NO PUMMY. MOMENT THE
JAYS BUSTED IN, HE CHANGED THE ACCESS CODE
TO MY ACCOUNT BEFORE THEY COULD SEIZE IT."

YOU'RE PEAP. AN' THAT PIECE
OF SKIRT YOU HANG WITH,
SHE'S DEAD TOO -- AT LEAST,
ONCE MARY HERE'S HAD HIS
FUN WITH HER.

L-LISTEN.
You GOT IT
ALL
WRONG-~-

OKAY MARY,
I'M DONE TALKIN'.
SHOOT THIS RAT

FINK.




...YOU CAN'T KILL
ME, CAESAR. You
NEED ME.

| CAN
GET HIM BACK
FOR You.

THAT A FACT?
YOU'RE GONNA
SPRING KEYES FROM
A SECTOR HOUSE
INTERROGATION
CUBE, PEAD MAN?

WHAT ARE You,
SOME KINDA
MAGICIAN?

sowora N/ You was ALREADY

BITCH.. ALLA  DEAD, BUDDY. YOU'RE
THIS TIME, You N DOUBLE DEAD NOW!
WAS WALLY
SQuAp...?"

N

LEAVE MONA OUT OF IT.
SHE DPOESN'T KNOW ABOUT
ME, SHE AIN'T INVOLVED.

JUST... LEAVE HER
ALONE, AN' I'LL GET
YOU THE ACCOUNTANT.

—

* WALLY SQUAD: MEGA-SLANG FOR JUSTICE
PEPARTMENT'S UNPERCOVER PIVISION.

SOONER OR LATER, KEYES IS
GONNA CRACK. AND WHEN THE
JAYS GET AHOLD OF THAT
ACCOUNT CODE, YOU CAN KISS
YOUR THIRTY-THREE MIL
GOOPBYE.
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T h * UNDS LIKE YOu
YOU'RE EITHER LOOKIN' FOR A BULLET R cArsars GETIN X sHoLD KetP A Low
OR A ONE-WAY TICKET TO TITAN. -, KNOW WHO SOLD PROFILE 'TIL THIS |
| JUST CAN'T FIGURE WHICH... ! LS WHOLE THING BLOWS
I p - OVER, ZERO. -

OKAY, YOU DO WHAT YOU GOTTA DO. : A1) 5
BUT REMEMBER, THERE AIN'T NOWHERE il : !
IN THIS CITY YOU CAN HIDE FROM ME. e

=3
YOu TRY ANYTHIN', YOU GET < S i = y 2
TO SEE WHAT RESYK LOOKS LIKE =" -
FROM THE INSIDE, CAPICE? ~, , i
) .
e o
= qq' PN .
){: )
| o -8
S
5 CAESAR... P
oLl
W TRUST ME.
i /
I - ‘
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| RUN FOR S0 WHAT'S THE WORD ON YOU START MESSIN' WITH A MIND AND | SUPPOSE You
COVER, KEYES HERE -- HE GIVEN UP LOCK. YOU'RE LIABLE TO TURN HIS HAVE SOME IDEA
THEY KNOW THE ACCESS CODE YET? BRAIN TO MUNCE -- AN' THEN YOU'LL HOW WE DO THAT?
IT WAS ME. NEVER LINK HIM TO CAESAR.
LT e 15 o
IMPLANTED M SURE | DO.
POST-HYPNOTIC MIND LOCK, ok L LISTEN...
——If HELPS HIM RESIST THE TRUTH You THE capE
——_ SERUM, :
WE'VE REQUESTED A
SPECIALIST FROM PSI . Y
PIVISION, SEE IF THEY =
CAN CRACK HIM.
AN i
LY . ’
‘! " ~.7Z
- - ol
2 4 — R ]
g -h. T
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WOULD SPENP THE REST
OF HIS LIFE IN A CUBE

' GIVE IT UP, KEYES. YOU ¥
THINK LITTLE CAESAR

GIVE US THE COPE AND
WE'LL SUSPEND YOUR
SENTENCE. YOU CAN WALK [
OUT OF HERE.

| GOT A MESSAGE
FOR YOU GUYS.

SN
'\N

=

-~

WHAT DPOES IT LOOK LIKE, NOW GET PRESSED BEFORE
LAMEBRAINZ I'M BUSTIN' WE'RE UP TO OUR NECKS
YOU OUTTA HERE! IN ANGRY BADGES!
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UNDERCOVER 101: IN THE LION'S PEN, WALK LIKE

YOU OWN THE PLACE AN' YOU WON'T GET BIT.

WE GOT MAYBE TWO MINUTES
MAX BEFORE THEY REALISE

YOU'RE MISSIN' AN' LOCK
POWN THE BUILPING.

I

REAL LIFE, THINGS TEND TO GET
A LITTLE MORE COMPLICATED.

AT LEAST, THAT'S THE THEORY. IN

PERHAPS YOU SHOULD THINK
ABOUT TRANSFERRING OUT OF

\\
‘"\‘ i THAT COULP GET YOU KILLED.

V1S EVERYTHING ALL RIGHT?
| HOPE YOU PON'T MIND MY
SAYING SO, BUT YOU'RE
BROAPCASTING AN AWFUL

NEGATIVE ENERGY.
—

LOT OF STRESS AND .4.}

THE DIVISION. JITTERS LIKE
NO KIDPIN', THIS

UNDERCOVER
WORK'S PLAYIN'
HELL WITH mY
NERVES.

FUNNY You
SHOULD SAY
THAT, PAL...

I'VE BEEN
THINKIN' THE SAME
THING MYSELF.

GET IN THE FOORP,
AN' KEEP YOUR HEAD
POWN 'TIL WE'RE

W-WHATEVER

You Say...




GOOD SIGNAL FROM THE SHOULDN'T WE AT TOO RISKY. IF
e e ML LEAST PUT A MOBILE ' KEYES SMELLS A
UNIT ON HIS TAIL? . : rﬁg%ﬁ&fﬁﬁh

OVERZOOM, APPROACHING
THE SUPERSLAB FEEPWAY.

NOW LISTEN GOOD, MONEY MAN. m
WE'RE ON A TIGHT SCHEDULE HERE, AN' =

IS BLOWN.

ZERO KNOWS
WHAT HE'S

WHAT? I-I'M ONLY
SUPPOSEP TO GIVE IT

I'M ONLY GONNA SAY THIS ONCE.

Y CAESAR'S MOVIN' ALL HIS ASSETS
OFF WORLD. HE SAID TO GIVE You
THIRTY SECONDS TO GIMME THE

ACCOUNT COPE.

(VT

HE ALSO SAID IF Yﬂu_\( TWENNY SECONDS.
PON'T GIMME THE CODE,
I'M SUPPOSED TO BLOW

YOUR BRAINS OUT.

e e
| M-MEAN, CAESAR WAS ALWAYS | ALREADY TOLD YOU, CAESAR'S OFF
VERY PARTICULAR ABOuT v WORLPD. HE AIN'T TALKIN' TO NOBOPY
SECURITY... M-MAYBE IF | A Y \ 'TIL THIS HEAT DIES POWN.

: COULD JUST TALK TO HIM -- &%

0-0KAY, OKAY!
CHEEZ LOUISE...

IT'S ACCOUNT
NUMBER 779144,
FIRST MEGAPOLITAN
BANK. ACCESS CODE

ALPHA 55 BLUE NINE.




TAKE THIS TRACER.
oKa. THis
CAR'S HOTTE
THAN HESTIA | , SIT TIGHT, AN ONE OF “\( W-WAIT A
GOTTA DITCH I, ; b CAESAR'S BOYS'LL PICK
. =L YOU UP AN' TAKE YoU
TO THE SPACEPORT.
you BAIL
OUT HERE.

FORGET
ABOUT IT.

SEE YA 'ROUND.
PLEASURE DOIN'
BUSI‘N&"&S WITH

< TRANSFER
...YEAH, WORKED OKAY, BABY 3 CAESAR'S MONEY INTO
LIKE A PREAM. TIME TO FOCUS ’ ) MY LUNA-1 ACCOUNT
LEFT HIM STANDIN' WE'RE ON DANGER ! AN' MEET ME AT JFK.
ON THE FORECOURT j HERE'S THE ACCESS
WITH HIS HOTTIE i COPE..
IN HIS HANDS.

THEY'RE STILL AT p '._ . = : IF ZERO HASN'T SEND A PAT-WAGON
THE TOM FUELERY, e ¥ i ; =T { GOT THE CODE YET. TO THE FUELERY TO
CRUISING CLOCKWISE : i e HE ISN'T GOING TO PICK THEM UP.

ON rg;':ifrm. \ ) ' opt - GET IT. ' >




HUSTLE
THAT TUSH,
TOUGH GUY.
OUR FLIGHT

LEAVES IN

FIFTEEN

MINUTES.

FIRST CLASS ALL Y WJUST WISH | COULP SEE THE LOOK ON

THE WAY, COURTESY KEYES' FACE WHEN THE JUDGES PICK
OF LITTLE CAESAR'S HIM UP WITH A JUSTICE PEPARTMENT
THIRTY-THREE TRACER IN HIS HAND!
MILLION!

MAN, | couLp
KISS MYSELF.

HANDS WHERE
| CAN SEE
THEM, ZERO.

BY THE TIME CAESAR
AN' THE DEPARTMENT
FIGURE OUT WE SCREWED
'EM BOTH. WE'LL BE ON
OUR WAY TO A
NON-EXTRAPITION
PLANET...

BUT FIRST THINGS FIRST -~ | AIN'T GETTIN'
THESE BABIES THROUGH CUSTOMS. PITCH
'EM IN A GRINDER, WILL YA?

FORGET ABOUT
CUSTOMS -- THE ONLY
TRIP YOU'RE TAKING IS

TO TITAN.

YOU'RE UNDER
ARREST.

CONTROL,
THIS IS KRAMER,
SVS.”

- " SUS: SPECIAL JUPICIAL SQUAD.
N AD JUSTICE DEPARTMENT'S INTERNAL

CATCH-WAGON TO JFK
POP PARK, UPPER LEVEL. INVESTIGATION PIVISION.
BABY. NO-- .




WE'VE HAD YOU UNDER OBSERVATION
SINCE YOU FELL FOR A ROUTINE
HONEY TRAP, ZERO.

PLEASE,
BABY...

WHEN A JUPGE CAN'T KEEP IT IN
HIS PANTS, MAKES YOU WONDER
WHAT ELSE HE'S CAPABLE OF.
AND NOW WE KNOW.

| DID THIS
FOR YoOU --

| SUPPOSE YOU THINK WE
SHOULP THANK YOU FOR GIVING
US CAESAR'S ACCOUNT COPE.

DON'T MAKE ME SICK.
n:guugsv%%ﬁsf lé%‘r\;is e T“f“-‘-‘, VOICE DESTRUCT
‘ , y I'M SORRY.
TO PAY FOR IT. Nk _ . copE amMA

CONTROL. CODE 99 RED,
THIS IS ZERO. JUPGE POWN. OH YEAH,
URGENT MED-ASSIST AN' ONE OTHER
REQUIRED. | d THING...

e YEAH, THE JUPGES PON'T TRUST
NOBOPY... BUT THAT'S 'CAUSE THEY
PON'T KNOW A THING ABOUT LOVE. p

=

AIN'T IT THE TRUTH.




LENNY ZERO:

Script: Andy Diggle
Art: Jock
Letters: Tom Frame

JEAD'ZERO
~ v

Originally published in Judge Dredd Megazine 4.07-4.02
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HEY THERE, VINNIE. O
- EAT ANY BAD GUYS
% WHILE | WAS OUT?
‘J -.i. =

vz |

4 VOICE-PRINT RECOGNISED.
! WELCOME HOME, FATSO.

J-JEEZ LOUISE,

| BET YOU SAY
THAT TO -- -
BUDPDY..YOU KNOW HOW

INTRUPER : e A EXPENSIVE THEM ROBO-
PETECTED — . , — 4 - _ MUTTS ARE...7

- . .
| AM TRAPPER KHAN, ' | SMELL HIM ON

AND LITTLE CAESAR WILL PAY YOU. TELL ME WHERE
ME TEN THOUSAND CREDITS HE IS...AND | PROMISE
FOR THE HUMAN THEY
CALL..LENNY ZERO.

H-HEY, THIS
- A LITTLE
WHOLE 00ZIN' MENACE " "
SCHTICK, IT'S KINDA PLEASE" GOES A

STALE, Y'KNOW?2 ‘ LONG WAY...

SURE, I'D LOVE TO

/" DO NOT TRY ME, ' - R ¥ STAY AN' CHIT-CHAT,
CORPULENT ONE. SPEAK BUT IT'S GETTIN' KINDA

NOW, WHILE MY R N LATE--
PATIENCE LASTS!




HEY, KITTY CAT--

ANYBODY EVER TELL
YOU You PITCH LIKE
A GIRL?




—
LISSEN... WHOLE.. WHOLE CITY
ALMOST TOO EASY. KNOWS CAESAR DON'T HAVE TWO

TEN THOUSAND FOR CREDS TA RUB TOGETHER...

SUCH A PUNY
| SHOULP KNOW--1'M THE
ONE...LOST ALL HIS MONEY..
A

WHY D'YA THINK
e &
FIND ME...7 YA SEE MY
POINT, PON'T
YA-?

, L)
IN A WAY, | WAS ALMOST
GLAD I'D BEEN RUMBLED.

SIX MONTHS DODGIN' P.S.U. CAMERAS AN’ LIVIN'
ON TWO-FOR-A-CRED GROT-POTS WAS STARTIN'
TO FEEL LIKE A SORRY ALTERNATIVE TO TITAN.

| WAS LIVIN' ON STOLEN TIME,
AN' | KNEW IT. THE PEPARTMENT
ON ONE SIDE, CAESAR'S BOUNTY-
HUNTERS ON THE OTHER...

I NEEDED A WAY OUT,
AN' | NEEDED ONE FAST.

(k& &




THAT'S WHEN THE PLAN | BUT FIRST | wAS )3 WHAT'S THE PROBLEM,
FIRST CAME TO ME-- GONNA NEEP A BUPDPY? | GOT A SCHEDULE
AN' IT WAS A BEAUTY. T LITTLE INSURANCE... TO KEEP HERE.

|

MATTER OF FAC',
AM FEELIN' MOCH
BETTER NOW.

WHAT SAY YOU OPEN UP THAT
TROCK OF YOURS AN' WE SEE i ;i
WHAT YOU CARRYIN', EH? LISTEN PAL, | COULDN"T
OPEN THOSE POORS
EVEN IF | WANTED TO.

;m&;&snggﬂtjp ; THIS IS BULLSHIT, 1S SOLID
MAN! LESS JOST TITANIUM, CABRON.
: SHOOT THIS PENDEJO HOW WE SUPPOSED
YOU WAN' WE BLOW MEK AN’ BLOW THE /
YOUR METAL HEAD OFF, . POORS - .
EH? OPEN THE FOCKIN' _ e .
DOORS, MAN! : ) Al
\ \ - _' \ \ : / Fd

GUESS THEY STILL
USE HUMAN DRIVERS  MYBE YOU BOYS
ME, THREATEN ME. IT WON'T WHAT ARE YA POWN BANANA CITY AT HOME
MAKE NO PIFFERENCE. IT'S GONNA DO, I'M WAY, HUH? '
HOW I'M PROGRAMMED, SEE? JI A ROBOT. >




QUE CARAJD
QUIERES -7

I'M THE GUY WHO I

AN' THEN | MIGHT
JUST HAVE A JOB FOR
YOU...AMIGO.

CAN GET YOU INTO
THAT TRUCK BEFORE
THE JAYS SHOW UP.

MADRE GRUD...
You GOT SOME
COJONES, MY

FRIEN"!

WE'RE IN A P.S.U. BLIND-SPOT,
BUT THE PROIP CAN STILL I.D. You.
SHOOT THE PROID, AN’ YOU'LL
NEVER GET INTO THE TRUCK.

THOSE POORS,
METAL MAN, OR |
BLOW THIS
ASSHOLE'S BRAINS

GRAVY. SEVENTY GRAND'S

WORTH OF HIGHLY ILLEGAL

ALLOSAUR~-HIPE JACKETS,
COURTESY OF THE
CADAVERE MOB.

NOW You
CAN SHOOT
THE ROBOT.

WHO THE
FOCK ARE YOU,
CAPULLO?

GIVE You
MmY..?

YOU GOT A DEATH
WISH, MAN! THIS |
GOTTA SEE...

COVER HIM,

YOU WANT IN,
GIVE ME YOUR
GUN.

You Loco,
BRO--2?

AWW..NOW THAT'S SMART.
THAT WHOLE "LAW OF
ROBOTICS" THING, RIGHT? |
GOTTA PROTECT HUMAN LIFE
NO MATTER WHAT...

THASS A
GOOD IPEA..BUT |
HAVE A BETTER

0

PON'
WE JUST SHOOT
YOU...AMIGO?




Y

PEATH WOULD HAVE
BEEN INSTANTANEOUS.

SINGLE LASER-BLAST THROUGH
THE SKULL. MOST OF THE
INTRA-CRANIAL TISSUE WAS

FLASH-VAPORISED.

v—; T
CLASSIC MOB SO WHAT DOES /

HIT. NO BULLET THIS HAVE TO PO
TO IPENTIFY. WITH §.4.5.7

WE FOUND HIM IN A CHEM=PIT,
ANONYMOUS TIP-OFF. MUCH LONGER
AND THE D.N.A. WOULD HAVE BEEN TOO

PEGRAPED FOR A POSITIVE I.D.

S : : | WANT A FULL
Lz e fbf A L AUTOPSY -~ THE WORKS !
FORMER UNDERCOVER j e 7 y [ | WANT CAUSE OF DEATH.
JUDGE LEONARD ZERO. ¥ ; ! (o, RETINAL PATTERNS,
HIS FILE WAS FLAGGED ; A = DENTAL RECORDS, WHAT
FOR YOUR ATTENTION - Eain W\ )\ HE ATE FOR DINNER AND
i 1 9 WHETHER HE FLOSSED

AND RUN A
GROUND-UP PIAGNOSTIC
ON ZERO'S MEPICAL

..WELL. I'LL BE A MONKEY'S THE REAL CAUSE

UNCLE. YOU WERE RIGHT-- & OF DEATH WAS--
THE LASER BLAST WAS

DELIVERED POST-MORTEM. .
o A SNOOGY-BIX
; g LODGED IN THE

' WINDPIPE?

WHEN YOU KNOW
LENNY ZERO LIKE /
KNOW HIM, YOU NEVER
TAKE ANYTHING AT
FACE VALUE.




THE BODY WASN'T
ZEROQ, SIR. WE WERE
JUST SUPPOSED TO

THINK IT was.

WE'VE IDENTFIED IT AS
CITIZEN HERB FLACKETT
OF GEORGE KAPLAN BLOCK.
CHOKEP ON HIS BREAKFAST
CEREAL LAST WEEK.

HE'S REGISTERED OFFICIALLY PEAD. HIS
FILE GETS REMOVEP FROM THE P.S.U.

HIS BODY WAS
STOLEN FROM RESYK

UH-HUH. S0 HOW
THREE DAYS AGO.

DIP REGULAR JOE CIT
END UP BEING MISTAKEN

FOR-- ‘J

HE MUST HAVE HACKEP
INTO OUR CENTRAL PATABASE
AND SWAPPED HIS MEPICAL

RECORPS WITH THOSE OF THE
BOPY HE'D STOLEN.

SMART. S0 ZERO FAKES HIS
OWN DEATH TO GET CAESAR'S
BOUNTY HUNTERS OFF HIS BACK.
BUT HE'S STILL GOT TO WORRY
ABOUT THE P.S.U. CAMERAS IF--

i ACTIVE SURVEILLANCE ROSTER.

IN EFFECT, HE'D BECOME
INVISIBLE TO OUR CAM-
ERA NETWORK...

THEN You'p
BETTER FIND
HIM, KRAMER.

INTERRUPT ME ONE MORE '

TIME AND I'LL HAVE YOU BUSTED
POWN TO TRAFFIC S0 FAST
YOU'LL THINK THE SLAB
CRACKED OPEN AND SWALLOWEP

I'M GOING TO ASSIGN You
SOME BACKUP -- SOMEONE
WITH EXPERIENCE IN
THESE KINDS OF --

WITH RESPECT, SIR,

THAT WON'T BE
NECESSARY.

ZERO WAS INFATUATED
WITH ME. | KNOW HIS
MOVES, | KNOW HIS--

OH, AND KRAMER...

v

YOU WHOLE. CLEAR?

YOU WILL HAVE ON-THE-GROUND
SUPPORT FROM A SENIOR JUDGE. YoU
WERE PERSONALLY INVOLVED WITH ZERO
EVEN BEFORE HE BLEW YOUR HAND OFF

AND YOU NEED SOME PERSPECTIVE!

LOVE CAN BE A POWERFUL WEAPON IN
THE HANDS OF A TRAINED JUDGE...BUT
IT CAN ALSO BLOW UP IN YOUR FACE!




| PUT THIS CREW TOGETHER FOR A
HARPCORE HIJACK, NOT A BLOCK PARK PICNIC.
FACT IS, WITH YOUR REPUTATIONS, YOU'D BE
CRAZY TO TRUST EACH OTHER.

S0 THIS CAPER You
PLANNIN', AMIGO. WHAT
MAKES YOU THINK WE
SHOULP TROST You?

DON'T TRUST
ANYBOPY, THAT'S
MY POLICY.

EVERYBODY KNOWS HOW THE ROPRIGUEZ
BROTHERS TRIEP TO SELL THEIR OWN MOTHER
TO OFF-WORLD SLAVERS -- AN' NOW SHE'S PUT

A DEATH MARK ON BOTH THEIR HEADS.

Q,V%V/L;}W/.\“v wxsie?
Vo8
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BAD BOB IS WANTED
FOR SEVEN JUPGE MURPERS
AN' THREE COUNTS OF
AGGRAVATED RAPE...

POMINO HERE BLACKMAILED
FIFTY GRAND OUTTA THE
AMBASSADOR OF ANTARES IV
IN AN UNLICENSED SEX-MEK
SCAM...

..THEN SLIT HIS
THROAT ANYWAY AN'
SOLD HIM TO THE
ORGAN LEGGERS.

' i AN’ SUGARBOY .

HOW MANY POOR
SCHMUCKS YOU BLOWN
OUTTA THE AIRLOCK
ON THE WAY TO THE
PROMISED LAND,
FLOYD?

LOYD'S OFF-WORLDP
EXPRESS HAS BEEN
CHUMP PUMPIN' FOR
THREE YEARS NOW.

KEEP TALKIN', YOU MIGHT

BE NEXT TO TAKE A GIANT

LEAP --YOU KNOW WHUT
I'M SAYIN'?

ALL I'M SAYIN' IS,
WATCH YOUR BACKS. AN' BEFORE
YOU GET ANY IDEAS ABOUT RIPPIN'
ME OFF. CHECK OUT THE WATCH.

THIS BABY PACKS A
CARPIOMETER WIRED INTO A
MICRO NUKE. MY PULSE STOPS,
AN' YOU CAN KISS GOOPBYE TO
: HALF A CITY BLOCK.

LET'S JUST SAY MY
TRUST IS SOMETHING
YOU GOTTA EARN.




SECURITY'S LIGHT --THEY ONCE WE'RE
GOTTA PASS A JUSTICE OFF-WORLD, WE SPLIT THE
PEPARTMENT INSPECTION. GOODS SIX WAYS AND IT'S
SOON AS THE AIRLOCK DOOR'S ADIOS COMPADRES. ANY
OPEN. WE GO IN HARP AN’ QUESTIONS?
TAKE THE SHIP.

OKAY--YOU'VE HAD THE SALAD,
HERE'S THE BEEF. THIS AYEM, THE
STAR-FREIGHTER BETTY COLTRANE
DOCKED AT J.F.K. CARRYIN' FORTY
MILLION CREPS WORTH OF
STREET-GRADE UMPTY.

ME? I'M NOBODY,
A GHOST. A HOLE
IN THE CROWD...

YEAH, | GOT A
QUESTION-- HOW
COME YOU KNOW SO
MUCH? WHO THE HELL
ARE YOU...?

LITTLE CAESAR'S PLANNIN' TO

BY FLOODIN THE CITY'S CANDY
MARKET. WHAT HE POESN'T
KNOW IS, I'M ONTO HIM.

IT FELT GOOD TO BE BACK ON THE
STREETS. THE OLP BUZZ WAS BACK,

LIKE WHEN IT'S ALL COMIN' TOGETHER
AN’ YOU CAN SEE ALL THE ANGLES.

Ly BUT THE CLOCK WAS TICKIN',
== AN' THERE WAS STILL ONE

: VITAL PIECE OF BUSINESS |

W | HAD TO TAKE CARE OF...

]
| RENTED A POZEN HABS
UNDER A DOZEN NAMES,
BUT THE APARTMENT IN
ROLLO TOMAS| WAS THE

ONLY PLACE |'D ALWAYS
FELT SAFE--

—




IT'S FUNNY HOW WRONG
YOou ¢AN BE.

HEARDP ABOUT THOSE X
QUICK-PRAW PISTOLS.

CARE TO TRY
YOUR LUCK?




i
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THE BOPY POUBLE
ALMOST HAD US FOOLED,
ZERO. WE LET YOU THINK
YOU'P GOTTEN AWAY WITH

IT. AS SOON AS You
STEPPED INTO THE LIGHT,

THE P.5.U. CAMERAS

HAD You.
m

s |

AN

" SHIT, WHY '
AM | EVEN WOULD YOU KNOW

\ BOTHERIN'..

HOW THAT FEELS --
WHEN THE WOMAN
YOU'D PIE FOR
TURNS AROUND ANP
STICKS A KNIFE
RIGHT THROUGH
YOUR FRIGGIN'

: ': YOU'VE BEEN HANGING
OUT WITH A WHOLE

NEW LEAGUE OF SCUM-
BAG. SO WHAT ARE YOU
PLANNING?

THAT'S EVERYTHING'S JUST
RIGHT. MAKE BLACK ANP WHITE WITH
T HARDER ON YOu, AIN'T IT, PREPD? NO

YOURSELF. ROOM FOR GREY AREAS IN
— THAT ACADEMY-DRONE
. BRAIN 0" YOURS!

IF YOU THINK A SAVE YOUR

SOB STORY'S GOING
TO SAVE YOu, You
PON'T KNOW ME
AT ALL.

ON TITAN.

YOUR
RETIREMENT
PARTY, OLD

MAN.

WELL LEMME TELL YOU, THIS WHOLE
FRIGGIN' CITY IS ONE BIG GREY
AREA! AN' WHEN YOU'RE WORKIN' MY
SIDE 0' THE STREET, ALL BLACK AN'
WHITE'LL GET YOU IS KILLEP!

OKAY, PREDD.
YOU WIN.

BREATH, ZERO.
YOU'LL NEEP IT

I'LL COME
QUIETLY.
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--WHICH WAS THE COPE PHRASE THAT ACTIVATED

A SHERMAN, A BARELY-SMART BRUISER I'D BRICKED INTO
8| THE SPARE ROOM THREE MONTHS BEFOREHAND.
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| MY WALLY SQUAD LIAISON ? : ”
USED TO SAY, "ALWAYS HAVE |
A BACK-UP PLAN". ME, EVEN AR el ? &
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I'0 ALWAYS FIGURED THE DROID WOULD GIMME =9 ()ﬂ_.
ENOUGH TIME TO LOSE MYSELF IN THE CROWD. / i . e
ANY OTHER JUDGE AND IT WOULD HAVE DONE. \ . o
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WHY DID IT HAVE * e

0 BE PREPP? T




| ONLY ONE
) WAY OUTTA HERE %
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l 0TOMO ' 0KAY, COMPUTER -- JUPICIAL

K-9000... OVERRIDE 5597. DISABLE
SIMP DON'T SAFETIES. DISABLE AUTO-NAV.
PESERVE A DISABLE ANTI-CRASH BRAKING.
Mncmsfluxf DISABLE AUTO-SPEED DAMPERS.

TEN-FOUR.
ALL SAFETY
FEATURES
DISABLED.

BEEN A LONG TIME SINCE BASIC
LAWMASTER TRAINING...




PN LATER FOR
YU, ZERO...
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..GRUDDAMN
TIME YOU CALL THIS?
YOU WERE S'POSED TA

BE HERE AN HOUR
AGO --

WE'RE USIN'
WIPOWMAKERS.
JUSTICE DEPARTMENT
SURPLUS, TOTALLY
UNTRACEABLE.

CUT THE CRAP .
§ THE BETTY COLTRANE'S

A LT SCHEDULED FOR A JUSTICE

ES SETT DEPARTMENT INSPECTION AT
MIDNIGHT, WERE NOT

: OFFWORLD WITH THE UMPTY

BY THEN, THIS WHOLE PLAN

IS SCREWED.

PREPD HAPPENED. NOW,
HADDA MAKE A ANYBODY ELSE
SLIGHT DETOUR GOT ANY STUPIP

BEFORE | COULP PICK QUESTIONS...?
UP THE OUTFIT.

JEEZ. PON'T GET YOUR
KALVINS IN A BUNCH. |
WAS JUST ASKIN...

JUPGE JUPGE? MAN, THIS CAPER IS
THASS REAL SLICK, MY BULL. I'M TELLIN' YOu, WE
MAN. SHOULD GET YOUR OUGHTA SHITCAN THE PLAN
OWN VID SHOW, NAME 'FORE WE UP TO OUR

LIKE THAT. NECKS IN ICE--

s

—

e RELAX, FLOYD. T 4
2 IT'S STEALIN' CANDY | &>
: <Y FROM A BABY.




JUSTICE PEPARTMENT! |

i OPEN UP IN THE NAME ' .
o | Y KEEP GIVIN' ME LIP, CREEP,
1, OF THE LAW! N . AND YOU'LL BE INSPECTIN'
hy

THE INSIDE OF A CUBE! NOW B L
OPEN THE AIRLOCK! ¥

/ WAS SCHEDULED FOR
p  MIPNIGHT, OFFICER-~

f  STRAIGHT AHEAD
T0 THE BRIDGE.
LET'S MOVE!

POUBLECROSS!
BLAST HIm!

N/ AHH. ZERO!

. | FEARED YOU
Sl MIGHT HAVE
BROKEN OUR

HEY, | TOLD
Y'ALL NOT TA
TRUST ANYONE.
DIPN'T 12




S ATTENTION THE SHIP!
THIS IS JUPGE PREPP!

YOU ARE A THAT WAS THE
MAN OF YOUR WORD, PEAL--MY FREEPOM
ZERQ. THE OFFWORLD IN RETURN FOR
WARRANTS ON THESE TWENTY TIMES THE
FIVE COME TO OVER PRICE ON MY OWN
TWO HUNDRED HEAD.
THOUSAND
CREDITS...

EVEN SAVED YOU THE
JOB OF HUNTIN' 'EM
POWN -- SERVED 'EM
UP ON A PLATTER.

WE HAVE YOU SURROUNDED!
MAKE NO ATTEMPT TO START
YOUR ENGINES, OR YOU WILL
BE FIRED UPON!

PLUS MY
FINDER'S FEE,
OF COURSE...

AN' NOW, IF YOU'LL
JUST UPHOLP YOUR
END 0' THE BARGAIN,
YOU CAN UNLOCK THIS
EXPLOSIVE TIMER YA
TAGGED ME WITH!

HE ACTUALLY
THINKS HE couLp
HAVE RUN ME OFF
THE ROAD.

IF YOU'D MISSED
HIS BIKE WITH THE
TRACER DART, You
REALLY WOULP HAVE
LOST HIM.

THE ARROGANCE
OF THIS CREEP...

l' o
— thes

! Wﬁo"i i’ b &’ 4

IF I'D TAKEN HIM DOWN AT TOMASI, i

WE'D NEVER HAVE KNOWN WHAT THEY
WERE PLANNING. THIS WAY WE TAKE
THE WHOLE CREW RED-HANPED.

0 60 ‘
MAINTENANCE HATCH WE'LL HAVE
IS BOOBY-TRAPPED TO FIND ANOTHER

YOU PO THE JOB
YOUR WAY, KRAMER --
AND I'LL DO IT MINE.

FINE. LET ME
SHOW You my
WAY, DREDD.

ASSAULT
SQUADS -~
MOVE IN!



MANTA
COMMANDERS -~
FIRE AT WILL!

-

O 'F?‘“

THIS IS ' YOU'LL BRING
/ DREDD -- BELAY HER POWN ON
THAT ORPER! THE CITY! LA

BELIEVE YOU'RE
JUST LETTING

WHO SAID CONTROL--PATCH
ANYTHING ABouT ME THROUGH TO ORBITAL
LETTING THEM WEAPONS PLATFORM
Go? i McGRUDER.
ATTENTION STARSHIP
BETTY COLTRANE!

POWER POWN YOUR
ENGINES IMMEDIATELY,
OR BE PESTROYED!

BETTER TO PIE A
HUNTER'S PEATH
HAN ROT IN A MEGA-
CITY ISO-CUBE!

|. 2 . { $§ ‘ .:;
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LOOKS LIKE WE
CAN CLOSE THE CAS
FILE ON ZERO ONCE

AND FOR ALL.

A SHAME,
THOUGH. FOR
IT TO END
LIKE THIS, |

| CAN'T SHAKE
THE FEELING THAT
SOMEHOW HE'S STILL
. LAUGHING AT ME... 4
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WHAT | wouLp
HAVE GIVEN TO GET
MY HANDS ON HIM
ONE LAST TIME. THIS

THING STILL HURTS,

YOU KNOW...

i
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| oth 0, =] fow— |

a
e

LET IT GO, KRAMER.
A JUDGE SHOULD NEVER
LET IT GET PERSONAL.
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ONE THING I'VE LEARNED,
THE BIG MEG IS A PREPATOR.

V' &7 .Cdd

SHOW FEAR, AND IT'LL EAT !
YOU ALIVE. FACE IT POWN, AND |'§
IT'LL ROLL OVER FOR YOU.

NOW | GOT YOUR
WORD -- THESE
CRED-CARDS, TOTALLY
UNTRACEABLE?

CLEANER THAN GRUD'S
OWN CONSCIENCE, MAN.
WIPED 'EM MYSELF -~
FIRST MEGAPOLITAN BANK
WOULDN'T KNOW 'EM
FROM THE REAL PEAL.

L

BUT YOU CAN'T LOOK IT SQUARE
IN THE EYE IF YOU'RE ALWAYS
CHECKIN' OVER YOUR SHOULPDER...

| RECKONISE

THIS GUY.
NAME'S LENNY
SOMETHIN'...

WAIT
A SECOND,
BOSS--

OKAY, JAKE. PAY
THE MAN AND
LET'S SPLIT.

HE'S ﬂ\//I._ITTLE CAESAR

FRICKIN'  PUT TEN LARGE ON
RAT! THIS ASSHOLE'S
HEAD!

YOU'RE MAKIN' A BIG
MISTAKE, JAKE -- AN'
I AIN'T JUST TALKIN'
FASHION SENSE.

PLAY NICE.

YOU MUST HAVE

ONE HELLUVA TRICK

UP YOUR SLEEVE,
HuH?

OR WHAT, YOU'RE
GONNA TAKE OUT ALL
FIVE OF US? HOW
YOU GONNA DO THAT,
RAT BOY?
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WHERE TO, PLEASE

SIR? | COULP GIVE SPECIFY A
A JACKRAT'S ASS! DESTINATION,
CAR! GET ME JUST PRIVE! SIR.

THE HELL OUTTA
HERE-!

LENNY ZERO IS
STILL ALI—

MARV? THIS
IS LOU -~ LISTEN
TO ME

THE WORD WAS OUT. LITTLE
CAESAR WAS GONNA COME
LOOKING FOR ME.

AN' I'D BE ON THE RUN
AGAIN, BACK TO SQUARE
ONE == LYIN' LOW,
HIPIN' IN THE SHAPOWS.

SHADES,
INTERCEPT AND
REPLAY.

LENNY ZERO IS
STILL ALI-=

LENNY ZERO IS
STILL ALI-=

LENNY ZERO IS
STILL ALI--

=

HScnook.” [screw rwar,




CAESAR? LOU
BALOU JUST GOT %
WHACKED. THEY'RE
PICKIN' HIM
OUT'VE HIS LIMO
\  WITH BARBECUE

THAT'S THE THING.
LOU MADE A CALL.
GOT CUT OFF BEFORE
HE COULD FINISH,
BUT IT SOUNDED
LIKE...

WAS STILL RUNNIN'
AROUND OUT THERE! GET THE WORD 0UT,

RIGHT NOW -- TWENNY
GRAND TO THE GUY THAT

PUTS HIM DOWN.

NOTHIN'

BRING ME
HIS HEAD.

AND THIS BOTHERS
J'\:‘EJ WH\; EXﬁTCTIS.I'?IFAT
) MP HAD IT COMIN'.
Y
AN Q7

. ﬁ WHO

\

SOUNDED LIKE
HE SAID LENNY
ZERQ'S STILL

I TWENTY? BOSS, THE

WAY THINGS ARE RIGHT
NOwW, YOU SURE You
CAN AFFORD--
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WHAT AM |,
TALKIN' IN FRICKIN'
BRAILLE HERE?

MAKE HIM

A
e
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KNOWLEDGE IS POWER. CAESAR
WAS ONLY THE BOSS 'CAUSE
EVERYONE BELIEVED HE WAS.

IF THEY STOPPED BELIEVIN' r /\}

IT, HE STOPPED BEIN' IT. / b *

\ /|
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CAESAR'S CATHOUSE WAS ; >
BLACKMAILIN' HALF THE CITY'S L AR i Q? v .
1> MY RESIGNATION FROM
COUNCILLORS -~ UNTIL THE THE CITY COUNCIL
WHOLE SCAM BLEW WIDE OPEN. %
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THE JUDGES STARTED ?
GETTIN' ANONYMOUS
“it ( \ TIP-OFFS ABOUT SCORES AVALLABLE
v ON CAESAR'S PATCH. )
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THEN ONE OF CAESAR'S WAREHOUSES MYSTERIOUSLY NATURALLY THE JAYS FIGURED
EXPLODED, INCINERATING A HALF-MIL'S WORTH OF IT WAS ARSON, AN’ RAN
TOP-CRED HONDO VI-ZINES. ol CAESAR'S FRONT COMPANY IN
FOR INSURANCE FRAUD.
\_J N R (
.
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: ANOTHER LITTLE TWIST
» N\ OF THE KNIFE, COURTESY
A OF YOURS TRULY.



| WANT HIM
STRUNG UP BY
HIS FRICKIN' EYE
SOCKETS!

N-NOTHIN', BOSS...
I=I'M JUST SAYIN'...

I1-IT'S SHARKS THAT CAN
SMELL BLOOD FROM A
MILE AWAY. NOT...

ZERO'S MAKIN' ME WELL LEMME TELL YA, THE
LOOK LIKE AN ASSHOLE, VULTURES ARE CIRCLIN' -- AN'
AN’ YOU LOSERS GIVE THEY CAN SMELL BLOOD A
ME NOTHIN' BUT MILE AWAY!

EXCUSES!

NOT
YULTURES.

ANYBODY ELSE
WANNA GIMME A
NATURAL HISTORY
LESSON. OR PO

.......
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WHADDAYA WANT, I'M A GRIFTER,
SHAKESPEARE? [~ " NOT A POET. |~
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| DON'T LIKE THIS,
BOSS. MAYBE COMIN'
HERE WASN'T SUCH A
GREAT IDEA-~

WHAT, | CAN'T COME
WATCH THE FIGHT NOW?

| DON'T SHOW I'M
ON TOP OF THIS THING,
THE OTHER BOSSES'LL
EAT ME FOR FRICKIN'

BREAKFAST-~

HEY, FRANZONE!
LONG TIME NO
EE...

EAST SECTOR
RACKETS BEIN'
GOOP TO YA?

VOICES?
THOSE FUMES OFFA THE BLACK
ATLANTIC MUSTA MESSED UP
YOUR HEAP OR SOMETHIN'.

YOU KNOW
TROUBLE AIN'T
BEEN INVENTED GOOP TO
THAT CAESAR SEE YOU.
PICCANTE CAN'T -

TAKE CARE OF. YOU TAKE

CARE NOW.

N
| AM TROUBLE. H&
MY MIDDLE
NAME IS -~

YEAH, OKAY.
WHATEVER You
SAY, CAESAR.

BETTER'N You,
WHAT | HEAR.

WORD IS You
BEEN HAYING SOME
TROUBLE...

SMUG
SONUVABITCH
TURNS HIS BACK
ON ME AGAIN, I'LL
PUT A FRICKIN'
BULLET IN IT.

COVER THE
POOR. | GOTTA
TAKE A DUMP.







YOU TELEPORT
ME STRAIGHT OUTTA
THE JOHN...?

MAN, THAT'S LOW -~
EVEN FOR A MOTHER-
LESS RAT BASTARD
LIKE YOu...

IT'S THE FUTURE
YOU SHOULD BE
WORRYIN' ABOUT.

AS IN, You
DON'T HAVE ONE.

PON'T GET YOUR
UNDIES IN A BUNCH,
CEEZ. | AIN'T GONNA
WHACK A TEN YEAR-
OLP KID...
| JUST FIGURED IT'S
TIME YOU AN’ ME HAD

~.EVEN IF HE DOES A CONVERSATION.

HAVE THE BIO-CHIPPED
PERSONALITY OF A
TWO HUNNERD-YEAR-

0LD PSYCHOPATH. Y'KNOW, IT'$ LIKE

WE'VE COME FULL CIRCLE. |
BEEN WIPIN' OLD CRED-CARDS,
RE-CHIPPIN' 'EM... JUST LIKE
| USEP TO PO FOR YOU, BACK
IN THE DAY.

YOU EVER WISH You
COULD PO THAT WITH
YOUR LIFE? ERASE THE
PAST, WIPE OUT YOUR
OLD MISTAKES AN'
JUST... START OVER?

| GUESS YOU'RE
PROBABLY EXPECTIN'
SOME KINDA DOUBLE-
CROSS, A STING IN THE
TALE. WAY THINGS HAVE
BEEN BETWEEN US,
| CAN'T SAY |
BLAME YA.

BUT THAT AIN'T
WHAT THIS IS ABOUT.
| JUST WANNA TALK.

AN' | SWEAR,
EVERY WORD | SAY TO
YOU HERE WILL BE
THE TRUTH.
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'IT PON'T COME EASY TO ME
| NOW. THE TRUTH, | MEAN.
. N

\\ 'BEEN LIVIN' A LIE SO LONG,

| CAN BARELY REMEMBER
WHO | AM ANY MORE...

'EVEN AS A KID, | ESCAPED INTO
A FANTASY WORLD. REALITY WAS
THE INSIPE OF A LOUSY ONE-BED
MOPAD, SLAB BLURRIN' PAST AT
TWO HUNNERD PER.

\$f __’l

v

'l WAS FIVE YEARS OLD WHEN
CAL'S JUDPGES TOOK DAD AWAY.

‘WE EVENTUALLY HEARD HE
GOT SHOT PEAD TRYIN' TO
ESCAPE FROM A WEST WALL
CONSTRUCTION CREW.

- -
Vi

- ‘

‘THAT WALL CAST A SHADOW

OVER MOM. SHE SAID IT  |eemmmlia

WASN'T BUILT TO KEEP THE
CURSED EARTH OUT...

-— £_

'IT WAS BUILT TO KEEP Wy
THE CITIZENS IN.




'SO ONE DAY SHE TOOK ME
ALL THE WAY TO THE TOP...

'ANTI-MISSILE LASER
VAPORISED HER BEFORE
SHE FELL TEN FEET.

'l WATCHED HER DRIFT &
OUT OVER THE BAPLANDS,
SMOKE AND AIR... =

‘MOM ALWAYS SAID, BAD
THINGS HAPPEN TO GOOD
PEQPLE IN MEGA-CITY ONE.
SHE'D KNEW SHE'D NEVER
BE ABLE TO KEEP ME SAFE...

M-MOM SAID
| SHOULD GIVE
YOU THIS...




"...UNLESS | BECAME THE THING TO FEAR. 'AFTER THAT, ALL | WAS SUPPOSED
. 5 TO CARE ABOUT WAS THE LAW.

b

. Nl %
. b L X\
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"BUT AFTER FIFTEEN YEARS ON THE STREET,

YOU START TO REALISE THE LAW AIN'T GOT
NOTHIN' TO PO WITH RIGHT AN' WRONG.

-

.

< N S\ .'
N 'IT'S DOG EAT DOG OUT THERE, AN' THE JUDGES ARE | \
\ JUST THE WOLVES WITH THE SHARPEST TEETH. .

\

'"WASN'T 'TIL | MET MONA

THAT IT ALL FINALLY CAME

INTO FOCUS. | REALISED I'D
BEEN LIVIN' A LIE.

iy /8 »
'| WOULDA DIED FOR HER.

‘AN' WHEN YOU BLEW MY
COVER... | ALMOST DID.’ “
T _ew




| GUESS | JUST NEEDEDP TO
SEE IF THERE WAS ANYTHING
HUMAN LEFT IN THAT BLACK,
TWISTED LITTLE HEART 0
YOURS.

LISTEN, THIS WAR BETWEEN
Us, IT'S OVER. YOUR MONEY'S
GONE, YOU GET NO PERCENTAGE

OUTTA MAKIN' ME DEAD.

¢

SAME TIME, THE OTHER
BOSSES FIND OUT HOW |
PLAYED YOU, THEY'D WHACK
YOU IN A HEARTBEAT.

THAT'S WHAT |
FIGURED. JUST HAD
TO BE SURE.

B0O. FRICKIN'. HOO.

WHAT IS THIS, S08
STORY? WHY ARE You
TELLIN' ME ALL THIS?
JEEZ, YOU EXPECT ME
T0... TO FORGIVE You

OR SOMETHIN'?

WHAT, YOU TELLIN' ME
YOU DIDN'T HAVE A CHOICE?
YOU THINK YOU CAN RIP ME

OFF FOR THIRTY MIL AN' THEN
EXPECT ME TO JUST FORGET
ALL ABOUT IT?

SCREW YOU, YA
SELF-PITYIN' SON OF A
BITCH! YA CAN BLOW IT

OUT YER ASS!

S0 WHADDAYA
SAY, CAESAR? WE
QuITs?

~WHAT'RE YoU
GONNA PO? W-WHAT
THE HELL IS THAT
THING...?




E.M.P. FIELD
GENERATOR.

WE USE 'EM TO
WIPE ALL THE DATA
FROM A CRED-CARD




THE MAN SAID |
SHOULD GIVE YOu

WITH PROPER COUNSELLING,
CAESAR'D GROW UP INTO A
PERFECTLY NORMAL, HEALTHY ‘

HTT.’.E KID.

[ 1[1!_I.I_I'—I
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IAKE FRIENDS. HAVE A LIFE.
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THE OTHER BOSSES WOULP MOVE IN AN' FIGHT
OVER WHAT WAS LEFT OF HIS EMPIRE, BUT
THAT WAS OKAY. THEY HAP NO BEEF WITH ME.







INTRODUCTION
LOW LIFE

It seems appropriate that I'm writing this introduction
during a stomach bug that’s turned my New Year's into
a digestive disaster movie. You see, Low Life was always
supposed to be about the nastier things. The decaying,
rotting sector of Judge Dredd’s hometown.

Matt Smith, 2000 AD's editor, asked if | was interested in
pitching an undercover Judge series. | was heavily into
the excellent US cop drama The Shield (the star of which,
Michael Chiklis, | met soon afterwards, a story I'll come
back to) at the time and the idea of an undercover Judge
operating in the same grubby surroundings as Vic Mackay
and co. seemed perfect.

For me, though, what made Low Life interesting, and
(hopefully) transcended it above cop clichés, was the
idea of class. The Low Life was the scum area of MC1 not
just in nastiness and crime, but also in terms of a lack
of economic regeneration. Coming from the South Wales
valleys, as | do, and growing up there in the '80s when the
area fell into decay, it felt familiar to me.

And Aimee Nixon WAS the Low Life. The perfect liar (mainly
to herself), someone who stays an undercover Judge in order
to sustain the no-good life she lives. | loved Aimee from the
off, and certainly felt that she was far more complex than
your bog standard ‘screw authority’ anti-heroine.

Low Life started gritty then slipped into comedy. The fault
lay with demented co-star Dirty Frank, who was just too
much fun to write. Frank was named after a Pearl Jam
B-side and his penchant for speaking in the first person
was based on Tony Adams, ex-captain of Arsenal, who
would self-importantly proclaim in interviews that: “Tony
Adams is as Tony Adams does, etc.”

An enormous amount of credit for Low Life goes to its two
artists — Henry Flint and Si Coleby. Henry co-created Low
Life— his suggestion of giving Aimee a broken nose nailed
the character immediately, it was Henry who drew Frank

as Alan Moore. He gave the strip the ugliness it needed.
Henry’s insane imagination makes him a genius one-
off, yet few people ever comment on just how good his
storytelling is. My favourite page from ‘Paranoia’ hangs
on my wall. It's Aimee approaching a transport, looking in
and seeing the scummy refugees she has to join now she’s
defeated. There are two silent panels where Henry superbly
conveyed her inner horror, the turning point in the strip. As
a writer you hand your script to an artist and they either
make it better or make it worse. Henry made every page of
Low Life better than | wrote it.

Si took over after Henry went back to ABC Warriors. His
beautifully oppressive blacks suited the noire feel, even if
we did immediately dive into comedy. Si and | both have
misguided backgrounds in heavy metal, and we would
knock around ideas on the phone for ‘Rock And A Hard
Place.” It was a lot of fun and I loved the energy and weight
of his pages.

Anyway, before you get down and dirty in the effluent end
of Mega City 1, let me warn you just how nasty this world
can be - as promised earlier, my Michael Chiklis story:

| was at the San Diego Comic Con and Chiklis was there
promoting The Fantastic Four. By chance, | bumped into
him. | shook his hand and told him how much I loved The
Shield. Upon hearing my Welsh accent the baddest cop
on US TV promptly decided, quite unexpectedly, to reply in
a faux Dick Van Dyke cockney twang — “awwriight mate,
awwwright.” Somewhat taken aback by this cor blimey
display, my mouth ran off before my brain could stop it:
“You're not going to get many English parts with that
accent,” | said.

“Fuck you!” came his reply.
Truly, these are the mean streets.

Rob Williams, Jan 08



: 2 A
N YRR AR

24 R S N
‘..\‘\';fﬁ "/',A v Ay

JW LIFE: PARANOIA

Script: Rob Williams
Art: Henry Flint
Letters: Ellie De Vill

Originally published in 2000 AD Progs 1387-1398



PO YOU BELIEVE THAT
THE PLACE YOU LIVE IN
PEFINES YoUuU?

POES IT
CHANGE WHO
YoU ARE?

IF YOU'RE IN A GOOP
ENVIRONMENT, WILL
=| You BE A GOOP
| PERSON7 AND IF
YOU'RE SURROUNPERED
o BY CRAP, WiLL YOU...
o Y'RNOWw?

SGEE, I'VE BEEN
THINKING ABOUT
THIS A LOT LATELY .
I'VE BEEN LIVING
THE LOW LIFE FOR
ELEVEN YEARS
NOW...

=\

... THAT'S A LONG TIME
TO BE IN THE NASTIEST
PART OF MEGA-CITY
ONE. THAT HAS TO
CHANGE YOU, RIGHTZ




C“L

e

i) . —
. ... EVEN WHEN
YOU'RE AWALLY |,
SQUAP TUPGE

GRUP! THAT
WAS CLOSE!

THATS 'cAUSE
THEY ALWAYS

=7 MN TUDGES'RE
N FOLLOWING WE, T

You ALWAYS
THINK JUPGES ARE
B FOLLOWING YOU.

SHUT UP, BILLY.
YOu GET IT#

’/4" o

SAPOMASOCHISTIC
JUNKIE FOOP, BABY. THE
NEWEST THING. FOR ALL THOSE
FILLEP WITH APPICTION AND
A PESIRE TO CAUSE
THEMSELVES PAIN.

; '.I I-II g .. 25
z

THEY USE THESE TO GET THEIR
HIT ANP SELF-MUTILATE, ALL
AT THE SAME TIME.

N YOU PONE
P> coov, BiLLY.

il

!{ WANNA TRY IT,
B BABY-UOLL7




7 YOU WON'T LET =
HIM HURT ME, WILL YOU, YOU'RE TOO
COOZE-BABYZ PRECIOUS TO HURT, PARLIN',
. / YOU KNOW THAT.

um... COOZE? IS THIS
ENOUGHT I MEAN, THERE'S
GOT TO BE SIXTY OR
SEVENTY KAYS' WORTH
HERE, RIGHT?

PROKK SHOULP FETCH
SEVENTY-FIVE THOUSANP
ON THE STREET.

SEVENTY-FIVE KAY UH, YOU MEAN FIFTY—-FIVE
STRAIGHT PROFIT. THATS KAY STRAIGHT PROFIT. YOU
ENOUGH TO GET US INTO SAIP YOU'P PAY ME TWENTY

THE BIG-TIME, BOYS. 4 KAY FOR THIS STUFF —

UH, YOU MEAN
'‘RENEGOTIATING',
RIGHT, cOOZE?




SEE, I HAPPEN
TO KNOW THAT A

POWN IN THE LOW
LIFE, BILLY. ANP

FOR A SEVENTY-FIVE
KAY INVESTMENT T
KNOW A GUY WHO
CAN GETME IN. T
CAN BE GOLP.

FREEZE! YOU
ARE ALL UNDER
), ARREST

VERY BIG JOB'S _ L
ABOUT TO GO » - - o
o = : 72
—

50 I'M TAKING YOUR
GEAR. NOTHING PERSONAL,
BILLY. YOU KNOW THE
SCORE, MAN.

ITS ALL

b BUSINESS...
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i
GOT THE GEAR, ol AL MiNE!

! Fa
EH, COOZE? BABY, WE NEE” THE -

SEVENTY-FIVE KAY -
: ‘, 4§ Iy il R B - TO GET IN ON THIS _
YEAH, MAX, ' PEAL. THIS £AN GET \._f
SEVENTY-FIVE KaY, R - : s e us OUT oOF THE

RIGHT HERE... ] . / L . LOW LIFE — =

| || & 1 ‘...' 1
OH, PROKK IT, -y
BABY... COOZE, LISTEN

=\ TO ME—
-
I-I'M LOOKING AT A
CUBE STRETCH, HERE. YOU'LL
WAIT FOR ME THOUGH, RIGHT?

T-TWENTY YEARS, MAYBE? 4
TWENTY-FIVE? T




A CONTACT FOR THE
BlG PEAL.

" TELL ME NOW, cOOZE,
OR I WILL PUT THIS IN

HANPS IN
THE AIR,
CREEP!
NOW!

W=

i

TR
g, "B

btV

, WHAT-WHAT PO

YOU MEAN...7

B-BABY,
THIS AIN'T NO TIME

YOUR WOUND .

GREAT. TWO MONTHS
I LIVEP WITH THIS
INTELLECTUAL TRYING TO
GET IN ON HIS PEAL,
AND YOU MORONS
SCREW IT UP IN TWO
MINUTES!

Y SHUT YOUR
MOUTH' TURN
AROUNP

FOR A JOKE — J

THATS IT... THATS ALL T ).
KNOW! GRUD'! :
oA A3HD &

YOU THINK I'M
JOKINGZ

ITS RAG... NNNNN...
RAGNAROCK! AHHH...

]

AT
A
’

NN

a e s 8 SN Y
.:.;::.:-?R‘\\\\Q&@\\
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1

ERYIN' OUT LOUP!
I-AM-A-

AIMEE NIXON -
WALLY sQUApP!




I HAVEN'T BEEN HERE FOR
; YEARS... IS IT ME OR IS
il THE TWO-HUNPREP-FOOT- J
TALL EAGLE KINPZ OF g
OVERPOING THE
SYMBOLISM?

- I GUESS IT HAS ITS USES. 1 £
B VEAN, I PON'T SUPPOSE THAT NI
PELIVERY TRULKS EVER HAVE [PNT
i TROUBLE FINPING THE
PLACE, RIGHT?

W B PLEASE REMOVE i -
B B\ YOUR FEET FROM J
) MY PESK. v




PO YOU PUT UP WITH
THIS EVERY PAYZ SITTING
IN YOUR OFFICE,

OOPS. LOOK AT THAT.
GUESS THE SPRING IN MY
ROBOTIC FINGER MUST BE
FAULTY. BETTER GET THAT

LOOKEP AT.

JUPGES OBEY RULES. FOR
INSTANCE, WE PO NOT ASSAULT

IT WAS

SELF-PEFENCE.

NOT TORTURE
PERPS FOR
ll INFORMATION. _4

COOZE FELL ON
THAT THING WHEN
HE WAS SHOT.

HE NEARLY

SO7 HE'S A
STUPIP, NASTY PIECE
OF WORK.

AN YET
YOU WERE LIVING
WITH HIM.
YOou May NOT
HAVE HEARD, BUT I'M
AN UNPERCOVER




NIXON: GRAPE-A STUPENT
AT THE ACAPEMY. AMAZING ABILITY
TO BEAT ANY LIE PETECTOR.

MADE YOU PERFECT
FOR WALLY SQUADP
ou

Mom? 1
HEARD A NOISE,
T

AT EIGHTEEN YOU WENT ON THE
STREETS. VOLUNTEEREP TO

HAVE YOUR ARM SURGICALLY %

REMOVED, THE BETTER

TO BLEN

IS THERE A
POINT TO THISZ PO
YOU KNOW HOW RISKY
ITIS FOR ME TO BE
HEREZ IF I'M
SEEN —

A POINT? YES, NIXON.
WE'RE SERIOUSLY
CONSIPERING WHETHER
OR NOT YoU sHouLy
BE RECALLEP TO
UNIFORM.

YOUVE BEEN WALLY SOUAD FOR
ELEVEN YEARS. MAYBE THATS
TOO LONG.

LDPONT...
I'M JUST POING

YOU ASSAULT
ANOTHER JUPGEZ TORTURE
INFORMATION FEROM

PO YOU EVEN

REMEMBER WHY e
A JUPGE, NIXON?




LEAVE mY
mom

LOOK, I KNOW I SEREWED
UP WITH THE RAI, BUT IT
AIN'T EASY OUT THERE.




GIVE ME ONE GOOP REASON
WHY I SHOULPN'T PULL
M vou BACK IN.

Y .

1

a1 LOOK, I'M A GOOP
R quee, FarnewORTH. T
| = €AN PO THIS.

GO, CHECK IN WITH
PIRTY FRANK, SOME
OF THE OTHERS. FINE A,

OUT WHAT THEY ‘

BEHAVE
YOURSELF .




WOO-HOO! AM I GLAD
THE ELEVATOR'S WORKING!
I HATE HEIGHTS!
THANK You
FOR COMING, MR
FLEISCHMANN. -

.ell!ll_l,

| [l

HE'S £LEAN, MR MY EMPLOYER WAS DETAINED.
FLEISCHMANN. HOWEVER, HE OFFERS YOU THIS
NO WEAPONS. - \ SUBSTANTIAL INCENTIVE AND HOPES
TO SPEAK TO YOU THROUGH
THIS PHONELINK .

PROIPS CAN'T

BE BOUGHT OFF. THATS
HOW I'VE STAYEP ALIVE NOW, ARE
THIS LONG. A, You HE?

WHY YOU WANT TO BUY UP
- CRUMMY LOW LIFE BUILPINGS
a GOOP AFTERNOON, . IS YOUR BUSINESS, MISTER. BUT
MR FLEISCHMANN. I'M SORRY I'M HAPPY TO SELL THEM
I £AN'T BE THERE, BUT I HOPE
THE CONTENTS OF THE SUITCASE
PROVE MY cOoOP
INTENTIONS.,

> 5o rowe &
HAVE A DEALZ_




I AM ¢ONTROLLING YOUR M v 1 PO YOU... KNOW WHO 1T AM,
OIoR. ’ YOU SONOFABITEHT UHHH ... YOU HARM

DONE DEAL. ' Bl FUNCTIONS THROUGH A SMALL, :
I LOCALISED ELECTRIC FIELD / ME AND YOU'RE... PEAR. MY
GENERATED BY THIS EARPIECE, : BROTHERS —
MR FLEISCHMANN.

— WERE KILLED THIS
MORNING, MR FLEISCHMANN.
- I KNOW YOU. I KNOW YOUR
TELL THEM TO STAND PAST CRIMES...
POWN OR I FRY YOUR )
CEREBRAL CORTEX.

[\
L O 8l 1
... AN THIS NO! WAIT! - / ... ANZ ALSO YOUR
IS WHERE You PaY i PLEAGE! / TWO SMALL BOYS. THEY WOULP
FOR THEM. : I'M AWARE OF THE MOB's g HAVE JUST GROWN UP TO BE
PENCHANT FOR REVENGE. 5O CRIMINALS. I AM POING THE £ITY
THIS MORNING MY MEN WENT A SERVICE, WIPING OUT YOUR
TO YOUR HOME AND KILLEP
YOUR IMMEPIATE FAMILY.
y  YOUR WIFE... w

= T OWN
THE LOW LIFE
NOW.




LINK — NERVOUS, WEASLY LITTLE JUPGE. EATS
LIKE HE'S GOT PARASITES ANP NEVER PUTS
WEIGHT ON. PROBABLY POES HAVE PARASITES.

e =

PARKER — 32-YEAR-OLP
/3 YEAR OLP. FACE CHANGE
MACHINE KEEPS HIM YOUNG
ANP PRETTY. WORKING AS
HOME HELP FOR A PERVY OLP
MOB BOSS cALLEP WHEELS
TIERNAN. PON'T ASK.

—a

TAKING A RISK, =it .“F_—-
AIMEE, GETTING US |jaes=
ALL TOGETHER PIRTY
LIKE THIS... { FrRANK IS NOT
IMPRESSED.




YEAHT HOW ABOUT I WHEN PIP FRANK I HAVE NO IEA.
PLAY MARBLES WITH YOUR START TALKING ANT BEEN HIM FOR
YOU'RE TOO ? SEVEREP EYEBALLS, ABOUT HIMSELF MONTHS.

YOUNG TO BE IN ‘_ You STUPID — " ;;;» THRD

I'Mm SORRY
ABOUT MY SON. HE
HAS TOURETTE'S,
YOU SEE...

PIRTY FRANK
WILL PUNISH HIM
LATER. REST
ASSURED.

FRANK £AN
HEAR YOU.
WHY ARE WE
HERE, AIMEE®

SOMETHING B OH, WAIT T
BG7 LIKE KNOW!

WHATZ
SONMETHING BIE'S 2 : v GRUD'S SAKE, LINK,
'S i L GREOW UP...
COMING DOWN. T HEAR ' [ AT R :
o A ) ITS A SECRET
STREET WHISPERS. YOU BLo ) \ i
ews;’R i/ AN WA UNPERGR OUNE
) ! £LUB. T BEEN
THERE. NASTY

ME TOO.
PON'T KNOW
WHAT,
THOUGH.

I PON'T KNOW.
SOMETHING'S BEING
! PLANNED. T'VE JUST
NOT ME. - GOT A WORD —
WHEELS HASN'T i . RAGNAROCK.
SAID - THAT MEAN
ANYTHING. = ANYTHING?Z
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#| 'THE HARPCORE PUNKS LIKE IT. IT'S ’y

t‘“':,l

HI. THIS YOUR FIRST TIME
AT RAGNAROCK?

7" UH-HUH. NIcE Xy
PLACE YOU GOT

- WE LIKE IT. :
LENNIE, GET THE
LAPY A PRINK.

F¥eas T ot AW
- il oy

HOW'S ABOUT 1 GIVE YOU THE
FULL TOUR? WE'RE ALWAYS
KEEN TO APPEAL TO

MORE WOMEN...

W-WHASSS5S

\ ,‘ 3

HAPPENIIININNNGG... T
I BET YOU HAVE @r LN j ,

NO TROUBLE APPEALING [ ¥ )

TO WOMEN. THAT TOUR - AR

_ SOUNDS 600 — LA\ L)) B |

-
'
P,
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I SEE YOU, LITTLE GIRL.
3 v T PR

THERE'S 50 "
ERE'S S . ' ... ANP YOU'RE NOW, PULL THE

MUCH EVIL IN ' IGGER,
GOING TO HELP '/ . BABY.
THE WORLD... ME STOP IT. L i




5 ’ ME GATTUSO, YOou
WHAT'S HAPFPENING? J E - 3 FINISHER WITH HER
W-WHAT |§ THIST =g -

—_—

¥ 2 = 7 e
- ',..\_,/f; / _{_.

i;//// ;J.




pear. ¥
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CRACKER, PON'T... i A _ X aly 2 DON GATTUSO
YOu KNOW WHO Ir, 3 )
AL IO M . / . ‘RN ) ) AND HIS MEN? X
'Y 3 i 7 4 T ¢ = " ".- £ 7
s, s = =/ 4 A&, L
A L= A fra A a £
A = o ;o “f b, . D) A #
7 A Z At = T~
i’ 7 2 ® 1 2 = y

WE'LL BE ABLE TO
WORK WITH IT.

‘GOOP. I TAKET |
| SHE'S RUNNING®'

NP




YEAH! FRESH
MEAT!

'L PON'T KNOW WHAT
HAPFPENEP. I PIPN'T
KILL ANYONE...'

!‘m’ﬁr ey
('\a‘\.—-—v’(,; =




THE NEXT THING T KNEW, T
WOKE UP WITH THE GUN
AND' HE WAS DEAD.

SOUNPS LIKE
GATTUSO. SECOND
MOB BOSS KILLEP TOPAY.
WORP 1S SOMEONE

OFFED FLEISCHMANN, 4

SOMEONE'S MAKING A
MOVE TO TAKE OVER

THE LOW LIFE. I PIPN'T KILL

Hit, LINK.

NEVER THOUGHT
YOU PIP. YOU WANT THE
COUCH TONIGHT?

YEAH. T'LL ALSO
NEEP £REPS TO GET
ACROSS TOWN
TOMORROW.

SOMEONE'S SETTING ME UP,
LINK. MAPE ME PRESS LIKE

OUT OF YOUR
A BRIT-CIT HOOKER,

ACCOUNT FROM

TO SET YOU UP THEY'P NEEP TO KNOW
YOU WERE WALLY SOUAD.

AIMEE, HON MANY AROUNG

ggligi OSHé)ULP SEVEN HLNIPRED.

U

IF YOUR £OVER'S LIKE YOU £AN

BLOWN WE cOULE ALL BE IN ACCOUNT? RETIRE, BABY
; roLL!

TROUBLE — WoAH!
i Y I}




AlLL ACROSS
‘ THE LOW LIF

E
HON. SEE YOu
TONIGHT.

HEY, £ALZOME.
PRESENT FOR YOU.

WIPING OUT THE
MOB GUYS...

CREATING A




I'M BEING ! THAT'S ENOUGH
SET UP! GREEN TO

KEEP YOUR
HEAP POWN. T'LL £ALL
YOU LATER ,

T'LL CHECK OuT
YOUR ACCOUNT. SEE IF
I £AN TRAZE WHOEVER

PLAYER WITH IT.

THE LOW LIFE MOB 1S

BEING WIPEP OUT ANP

SOMEONE WANTS TO
MAKE IT SEEM LIKE

I'M BENEFITING... &

IF SOMEONE'S TARGETING ME THEY KNOW
I'M WALLY SQUAR. WHICH MEANS THEY
KNOW ABOUT YOU, PIRTY FRANK, -
PARKER...

THE GUYS NEEP S

TO BE WARNED!




GET UP HERE, ; ==
aeeary {3 = =

. N WHAT ' IHIT
fes THE PROBLEM, L T THINK T RAN \ HAPPENEDZ A SOMETHING.
\ MR TIERNANZ OVER ONE OF | ; \ THERE WAS

THE POGS. :

THATS GLORIA, -
MR TIERNAN. |1Eépn955ém
ONE OF THE BUMP...

COOKS.

SHE'S JUST ITS A GOOF JOB JUSTICE
STUNNER. T'LL WAKE PEPARTMENT NEEPS THE
INFO YOU PROVIPE, OR I'F
PLUG 50,000 VOLTS
INTE THAT £HAIR, YOu
STUPIP MOB — \
POOR IS BEING
FORCED!

I'M GOING FOR
A LIE-DOWN.




CAN PETECT
BULLSHIT,

LOOK, IT'M ‘
A HERE TO SEE HIS...

AIPE. PARKER.

ONLY MR TIERNAN'S

>,  FRIENDS GET IN
THROUGH THIS BACK
. POOR.

UH- ' WELL, I'M MR

HUH? * TIERNAN'S GRANPMOTHER,
BACK FROM THE DPEAP. T'M
PREGNANT WITH THE
REINCARNATION OF ELVIS
PRESLEY, ANP T' LIKE

TO SEE MY

GRANDSON.

WELCOME BACK,
MRS TIERNAN. 7

B
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PARKER!

T-THEY KNEW, AIMEE...
THEY KNEW T WAS W-WALLY
SOUAD... HOW...

MISS NIXON.
GOOP TO SEE
YOU AGAIN...

z‘ fﬁ"ﬁ :Qx :Qa ;Séx
(Q‘ ffé‘ rgﬁ (Q."‘J 1%.
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50 THEN, AIMEE, YOU KNOW MY NAME. YOU'RE TRYING TO PIN GATTUSO'S 50... IF YOU WANTED ME
HERE WE ARE YOU KNOW T' MURPER ON ME. THE OTHER MOB PEAD YOU'D HAVE PONE IT AT
AGAIN. WHAT A WALLY SOUAD HITS TOO, PROBABLY. THE CLUB. T'M GUESSING
COINCIPENCE. YOUVE GOT STRILT
- ORPERS NOT TO
MY, AREN'T e

YOU BRIGHT? : . RIEF (e

'™ A MATOR WACE B UH,
PART OF WHATEVER PLAN | CRACKER?
YOU'RE RUNNING...

THE BOSS SAIPP KEEP YOU BACK-UP'S NC. IT AIN'T.
ALIVE, YEAH, BUT THAT PON'T COMING...
MEAN AN'T T CRACKER...
YROH T caT iR THE REST OF YOUR
Y WALLY SOUAD'S BEING
KILLEP RIGHT NOW...
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DIRTY FRANK SUGGESTS b 'a' /
YOU LEARN TO PLAY A e
INSTRUMENT. ‘

PIRTY FRANK
KNOWS YOU'RE




WHY THEMZ )

AH, POOR BABY...
WHY ME?

WHY You#?
BECAUSE YOU'RE
PERFELT FOR TAKING
THIS FALL.

WHAT KINDA PERSON
ARE YOU, ANYWAY? You
VOLUNTEER TO HAVE YOUR
PN OWN ARM REMOVED? _

YOU ENJOY BEATING
ON PERPS — THE SAME

BECLAUSE, PEEF POWN,
YOU KNOW YOU'RE ONE
OF THEM.

e
YOU'VE KNOWN IT
SINCE THE DAY YOUR MOTHER
. WAS MURDERED.

PERPS YOU LIVE WITH.
YOou LOVE IT POWN
HERE, SURRKOUNPED
BY THE Scum. You
KNOW WHY#

YOU COULPN'T SAVE HER YOURE A VIETIM.
THEN. YOU WEREN'T YOU'RE A FAILURE.
GOOP ENOUGH,




HOMING BUG
ACOUIRED.

. TRACKING TARGET

y o
YOU FORGOT TO MENTION
ONE OTHER THING




I CAME AS SOON AS 1
COULP... T WANTEP TO WARN YOU...
SOMEONE'S... SOMEONE'S

OUT TO GET Us

D!




ITS RIGHT, I'M

CONTROL, NEEP A MED- 1
TELLING YOU... A&

§ WAGON URGENT, BOOTSY
A COLLINS BLOCK. ALSO NEED

A WALLY SOUAP cOPE
CHECK: CAL-ISE2T.

MED-WAGON'S

. ROLLING. STAND 4
BY FOR £OPE
CONFIRMATION.

SOUAR cOPE
CONFIRMED.

MAYBE. ALL T
KNOW IS T'VE GOT A
WOUNPEP MAN ON
THE FLOOR.

JUPGE AIMEE NIXON, 2
WANTEP FOR MURPER OF
MOB BOSS GATTUSO.
BRING HER IN.




JUSTICE PEPARTMENT HAS THE
FOOTAGE OF NIXON WITH
GATTUSO. THEY'RE LOOKING
FOR HER NOW.

T
ANP | TIER uP
THE OTHER LOOSE
ENP. HE WON'T

o/ THIS PLACE Nl

REALLY IS A

HELLHOLE, ISN'T

NOT FOR




MEP-WAGON'S
COMING, PON'T —

SAVE IT.
YOU'RE cOMING

| HE... COULDN'T
BE BEHING IT.

AR AN




HE'S A TUPGE. HE'S ALWAYS [ HE HAS THE COMPUTER KNOW-
BEEN ONE OF US. BUT... HOW. HE cOULP HACK A FEW

HE COULP POLTOR VIPEC BUT HE WOULEN'T
FOOTAGE TO SHOW ME HE WOULPN'T PO

MILLION INTO MY BANK ACLOUNT... KILLING GATTUSO. gl it
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LINK'S MY FRIEND...

[
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i WHEN IT'S LIGHT I FOLLOW £RACKER'S
HOMING SIGNAL. T WATCH HIM COME
ANP 6O, VISITING THE SAME BLUILPING
SITE EVERY PAY .

... AFTER SEEING MY FRIENPS
KILLED, AFTER BEING FRAMED
FOR MURPER ANP HAVING
MY LIFE TORN AFART ...




P YOU KiLL .
LINK, CRACKER? LEAVE

o HIM LIKE THAT ON HIS
HELLO, CRACKER. COMPUTER BANK? YOU
REMEMBER ME? THE THOUGHT THAT WAS

WHO'S YOUR
BOSS, LRACKER? WHO
PP ALL THIST




FARNSWORTH!

I'M IMPRESSED
YOU FOUND US, NIXON.
YOUWRE A BETTER JUFGE

THAN I —

... WHAT?Z YOU 60T SIEK
OF A JUPGE'S LIFE? YOU WANTED
MONEY? 1S THAT IT# o

PON'T BE
: RIFPIcULOUS. I'M NOT
NOT A... 7 A CRIMINAL.
YOUVE cOMMITTER MULTIPLE
MURPERS!

THEY WERE ALL PERPS,
NIXON. MONSTERS, NO ONE WHAT ABOUT :
WILL MISS THEM. PARKER? LINK? THEY WERE
JUPGES! S

PARKER WAS...
LUNFORTUNATE. HE WAS THERE WHEN
WE TOOK OUT TIERNAN.

YOU SHOULPN'T FEEL
BAP FOR LINK. HE WAS
PART OF THIS.




g ) e R ! [
‘HE POCTORER THE WIPEQ FOOTAGE FROM
RAGNAROCK TO MAKE IT LOOK LIKE YOu B WENT.AND ©0T A BAC. CASE | THE IpIOT SPILLER HIS GUTS TO PIRTY
KILLED GATTUSO. THEN HE HACKED THE || FrANK, TO TRY TO GET HIS HELP. FRANK
TWO MILLION INTO YOUR ACLOUNT, AS IF IT WAS NEVER MEANT TO BE A TARGET.
WERE PAYMENT FOR THE HIT. > -

| i 'LINK THOUGHT HE'P KILLEP ‘T COULPN'T LET HIM
L | ANP OUR ENTIRE OPERATION FRANK. IT SENT HIM OVER RUIN MY PLAN, NIXON.
| OVER TO JUSTICE | THE EPGE. HE WAS GOING TOO MANY CITIZENS

| PEPARTMENT. BUT LINK - TO TALK. HE SAIP WE'D WOULP SUFFER.' WHAT PLAN? FOR
WOULPN'T LET HIM PO THAT. AlL 60 TO TITAN. YOU TO GET RICH OFF
: MOB MONEY?




NIXON, T'VE WORKED 3
THE LOW LIFE FOR TWENTY-FOUR
YEARS. THE LAW POESN'T
WORK HERE.

CRIME CAN'T BE STOPPED,
NO ONE INVESTS IN THE AREA. THE
PEOPLE PON'T STAND A £HANCZE.
I LOULPN'T TAKE THAT
ANY MORE.

SO I'M WIPING OUT ALL

ORGANISED CRIME, T TAKING N

THEIR PROFITS, THE INCALCULABLE
MILLIONS THEY'VE MAPE SUCKING
THE LIFE FROM THESE
STREETS...

]

f’

=

DT RY AND T'M GIVING
5 1T BACK TO THE

CITIZENS...
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i LA
. : :;‘:Ii 'WE ARE ALL THE
f W'l PROPUCT OF OUR :
| T ENVIRONMENT ! ] 4
i & i i
¥ 4
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... L DON'T KNOW f
WHAT T sHoulr ro... Pl
-~

!

)il

E .

[ / ARE THE SU

A TAER / | our experiENC:
i

e /7

M OF
ES.'

... T THINK
HE'S RIGHT. v




THE RIcH, THE POWERFUL 'CRIME IS ENDEMIC, THERE'S
ARE A2 CIT;' Lo e FEW JOBS. BUILDINGS ARE ‘I'M GIVING THESE PEOPLE A
i LAREELY: FILTHY) SHELLS, UNFT CHANCE, NIXON, INVESTING IN THE

- FOR HUMAN INHABITANCY . '
You KNOW THAT, . : AREA, THEIR HOMES, THEIR LIVES.

NIXON. YOU GREW
UP HERE.

WE ARE ALL THE PRODUCT OF VA IS 4l 1 oFrerer sTREET PERPS A ' e
OUE INRCNMET. WE ARS THe CHANCE TO INVEST IN A BIG PE  MANY INNOCENT PEOPLE WILL
2UN O UK RXPERIENCES, PAYPAY. TOOK 75K OFF f HAVE A BETTER LIFE BECAUSE
by _ TWENTY-EIGHT OF THE OF WHAT T'VE DONE.
T GIVING THE ' EAGER SOULS. THEN T

CITIZENS AN IMPROVEL - o TOOK THE MILLIONS OF
ENVIRONVENT, BETTER THE LOCAL CRINE
EXPERIENCES. i FAMILIES.

WITH PIRTY

ANP You KILLEP
ALL OF THEM. HOW MANY

HAVE YOl MURDERED, p
FARNSWORTH?




"YOUR PSYCH PROFILE WAS
PERFELT. YOU PIRECTLY

SUFFERER IN THE LOW LIFE.
YOUR MOTHER'S MURPER.

7\ 34

WHY PICK ME AS YOUR
FALL GUY#

HARDPLY BE SHOCKED TO FIND

YOU'RE ERRATIC. VIOLENT.
JUSTICE PEPARTMENT WOULP

YOU'? BECOME CORRUPT.

'‘BUT MOSTLY, IT WAS YOUR
APTITUPE FOR LIES. T
REMEMBEREDP YOUR ABILITY
FROM THE ACAPEMY . AND IF
YOU COULPN'T PROVE YOUR
INNOCENCE THROUGH A LIE
PETECTOR...

... YOU £OULP GET ME WITH
LINK'S POCTORED EVIPENCE. IF 4
ITS GOOP ENOUGH. .

I . - o)
" ITIS, You \
KNOW HOW SKILLED N

WHAT PO YOU WANT
FROM ME? YOoU couLp
KILL ME HERE... ]




I PON'T MURPER THE |\
INNOZENT, NIXON. i
HERE'S 50,000
£REDS.

YOU THINK

I WANT YOUR n

: MONEYZ
TAKE IT. THIS N
COMPUTER HAS

THE PESTINATION OF

A VEHIZLE THAT WILL
SMUGGLE YOU ouT

OF THE €ITY. ITS

ALL SET UP.

THE CURSED
EARTH

STAY HERE
AND THE JUPGES
WILL FINE You.
YOU'LL BE SENT

TO TITAN.

>
IF YOU LEAVE VW " ] PO THE
MEGA-CITY ONE, RIGHT THING,
THIS ENPS. NO ONE Ll | AIMEE.
ELSE DIES, NO ONE ’
PISCOVERS THE TRUTH
ANP THE PEOPLE HERE
HAVE A BETTER




7] T T A 7 et i }i,!/! il
. / YI.I NIXON, IGH;:V Y i) f; 'y 71 ' ,«M 5 :,r --

i g YOU WANT CURSED

JUPGES NOT FIND YOU IN
HERE. I USE THIS MANY
TIMES. NEVER CAUGHT. 5 GET IN, GET IN.
YOU WANT THE SAME AS
THE OTHERS, YES? A"
LOOKS a
BEAUTIFUL. .

4 . LINK RECORDED EVERY-
YOU'RE UNPER . THING YOU PIP. ALL YOUR
ARREST. ; 1 PLANS. MEET ME AT HIS

A pede 78 PLACE IN THREE HOURS

OR I TURN You IN. <l

MAYBE NOT.
GIMME YOUR




AN

s 3 N
— \ = / SN N ™
, z 4 N i
i / .  RE
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2
YOU SHOULD'VE
RUN, AIMEE. T GAVE
b YOU A CHANCE.

I PON'T WANT IT. T'VE
BEEN THINKING ABOUT
WHAT YOU SAIP.




I'M GLAP.

YOU ¢AN'T
CHANGE YOUR
EXPERIENCES... £AN'T
ALTER WHO You AIMEE, You
ARE. SAIP LINK HAP
STORED EVIPENCE
AGAINST ME?

|
WHAT am I, WHAT? A JUPGE? I PON'T £ARE.
FARNSWORTHZ A VIETIMZ A WHERE'S THE

SCREW-UPZ EVIPENCE?

WHERE'S
THE EVIPENCE,
AIMEE?

WHICH ONE (A) LINK RECORPEDP (B) I'M GOING TO KILL OR MAYBE ITS (¢). MAYBE I'VE ALREAPY

OF THESE YOUR TRANSACTIONS. A YOU HERE, TAKE ALL THE CALLED THIS IN TO THE JUPGES. MAYBE

IS TRUE? COURIER'S ON HIS WAY TO MOB MONEY, HEAD OFF- THEY'VE ALREADY STOPPED YOUR 'GOOD
JUSTICE PEPARTMENT WITH WORLE AND LIVE A LIFE WORK', MAYBE THE LOW LIFE WILL

THE DISES RIGHT NOW. OF LUXURY. S MAYBE
ONLY T £AN MAKE THE STAY A HELLHO

CALL TO STOP :
THEM. i ¥ I-Icour
; {  KILL YOUu RIGHT




YOU PO ANP THE COURIER GETS TO
JUSTILE PEPARTMENT WITH THE TRUTH.
IF HE EXISTS, THAT IS,

o 15... IS
WHAT YOU JusT
SAIP REALZ

DAMMIT, TELL M

THE TRUTH!

PUT... PUT
[ He Gun pown,
LITTLE GIRL.




PON'T You
KNOW ME, AIMEE?

YOUR MOMMY WOULPN'T
LET ME SEE YOU, AIMEE. SHE... SHE
HATES ME. BUT I LOVE YOU. NOW
WE CAN BE TOGETHER.

JUST PUT THE
GUN POWN, THERE'S A
GOOP GIRL.




I WANT TO THANK
YOU, FARNSWORTH, FOR
MAKING ME REMEMBER .
FOR MAKING ME REALISE

WHAT I REALLY AM.

I AM NOT PRETTY. I HURT
PEOPLE... ANP I ENJOY IT. I LIE.
I MURPERED MY OWN FATHER AND
TOLP THE JUPGES IT WAS
SELF-DPEFENCE.

M UGLY,
FARNSWORTH.

I PESERVE THE LOW LIFE.
I WANT THE LOW LIFE. IT NEEPS TO EXIST...
SO PEOPLE LIKE ME HAVE A HOME.

AIMEE.., T
JUST WANT TO HELP
PEOPLE...

YOU'RE NOT
TAKING T ANAY
FROM ME.




LIE PETECTOR
CHECKS OUT.

IT

ANP
FARNSWORTH
WAS REFEVELOPING
THE LOW LIFE WITH
THE MONEY?

'THE GATTUSO MURPER FOOTAGE

7 WAS POCTOREP TO FRAME YOU,
ANP THE PAPER TRAIL BAZKS UP

1 YOUR STORY. IT APPEARS YOU ARE

BLAMELESS IN THIS AFFAIR.

= B T

YES, SIR.

PERSONAL
AND WHAT'S YOUR PISLIKE.
OPINION OF THATZ

HIS INTENTIONS WERE
GOOP, BUT HIS ACTIONS
WERE UNLAWFUL.

WHY PO YOU THINK
HE FRAMED YOU FOR
THE MURPERS?

PISAPPEARED .
PROBABLY INTO
THE CURSED

| I, —?f >
YOU WISH TO RETURN e
TO THE STREET?"
{0 = — — -

P —
NIXON, WHY WOULDP YOU WANT TO
&0 BACK TO THE LOW LIFE AFTER
ALL YOU'VE BEEN THROUGH?' i







LOW-CAL TOWERS. IT'S THE TALLEST
BUILPING IN THE LOW LIFE. HOME OF A
SLIMMING TABLET CORPORATION.

253

‘AT AROUND 2 .45 AM LAST NIGHT
A MAN WEIGHING SOMEWHERE IN
THE REGION OF 400 POUNPS FELL,
OR WAS PUSHEDP, FROM SOME
FORM OF ANTI-GRAV VEHICLE.

'HE WAS PIRECTLY ABOVE THE SPIRE OF
LOW-CAL TOWER. THIS COULEP HAVE BEEN AN

ACCIPENT BUT, GIVEN HIS EXCESS WEIGHT AND
THE SLIMMING TABLET ANGLE, I POUBT IT1.'

'HES PEAP, I TAKE 17"

YOU cOULP SAY THAT.
RECOVERY CREW HAVE SPENT
TWO HOURS TJUST TRYING TO
WORK OUT HOW TO GET HIM
POWN OFF THERE.'

'‘PEAP WEIGHT, EH7 HEH. SO,
ANYWAY, WHY AM I HERE?'

'‘BECAUSE HE'S WALLY SQUAP.'



NAME IS ORWELL
GREEN. TUPGE ORWELL f

GREEN.

YOU KNEW
RIGHT, NIXON7 g
-

GREEN? REALLY?

5\ I“lll 53
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HONESTLY,
YOUNG JUPGES

YOU'RE WALLY
. SOUARF

HEY THORA.
HOW ARE THE

HOW AN YOou
BE FOUR

OH, I GETIT.
FACE-CHANGE
TECHNOLOGY.

HIS WALLY SOUAD £.0. IS
SUPPOSEPR TO MEET LS HERE.
GUESS SHE HASN'T
SHOWEP —

I BEEN HERE
TEN MINUTES
ALREADPY, PEARIE,
ANDP YOU'VE NOT
SAIP A WORD

BITE ME, AIMEE. NO ONE
EVER TELL YOU ITS BAP
MANNERS TO MOCK
YOUR ELPERST

I'M FOUR MONTHS
OLPER THAN YOU, ANP YOU J

NICE NOSE. RUN
INTO ANY WALLS LATELY? oo
A

BOPY-CHANGE TECHNOLOGY .
SAME THING BUT TAKEN TO
A NEW LEVEL.

S WHICH IS HOW
) GREEN ENDED UP
= L[  WEIGHING HALF AS

MULH AS YOUR ASS,
» RIGHT, THORAZ

NIXON, IT FILLS

MY TIRED OLP HEART WITH

JOY TO CONSIPER WHAT
YOU'VE GOT IN STORE...




YOUVE GOT
TO BE KIPPING
ME!

OMNCE THE CASE IS
OVER, WE REVERSE THE
PROCEPURE, SUcK OUT
THE EXCESS FAT. YOU'LL
LOOK JUST AS You
PO KNOW.

ITS DUITE SAFE,
NIXOMN. GREEN WENT
THROUGH THE SAME

PROCEPURE. WE USE A

) VARIANT ON THE FACE-
CHANGE TECH TO ~
ALTER THE
... THEN WE PUMP

BOrY...
IN A MASS OF
VARIOUS MEATS
GAINEZ FROM RESYK,
ACCENTUATING THE
BOPY'S MASS.

YOU COULD ASK THEM W™ warey ouT FOR THOSE

10 ELCIHE NOBEWHILE £OLD WINTERS, THORA

YOU'RE HERE - ’ .
THEY £AN BE KILLERS.

LOOK, NIXCON, A
JUPGE HAS BEEN MURDPERED .
WE NEED SOMEONE TO GO IN
b THERE AND FINP OUT WHAT
. HAPPENED .

WHY WAS GREEN
SENT THERE IN THE
FIRST PLACEF




L = i

LOW-CAL TOWERS HAS BEEN
RUNNING FITNESS REGIMES THE
PAST FEW YEARS, OFFERING
HOPE TO FATTIES. EXPENSIVE, BY
LOW-LIFE STANPARDS.

‘EITHER WAY, THE FATTIES WHO TAKE THEIR LOURSES
END UP LIKE RELIGIOUS CONVERTS. THEY BECOME
FANATICAL. THEY MAKE "WOLUNTARY" PONATIONS,
SIGNING OVER THEIR WILLS TO THE COMPANY.!

=

'THEY GIVE THEM SLIMMING TABLETS,
WHICH MAY OR MAY NOT BE
APPICTIVE. SO FAR THE TECH-BOYS
HAVEN'T BEEN ABLE TO PROVE IT.
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‘LET ME GUESS. [ /, 4 v,
THEY'VE BEEN g AT
TURNING UP =18 S : : Z
PEAP, RIGHT?" ‘ACCIDENTS. HEART ATTACKS. T MEAN,
—— THESE AREN'T THE HEALTHIEST PEOPLE,
= T — ===l NIXON, BUT THE PEATH RATE HAS GOTTEN
== T _———"="1 OUT OF HAND. WE GOT SUSPICIOUS.

e — - =

‘SO WE BOPY-CHANGED GREEN. 2 e o
SENT HIM IN ABOUT FOUR WEEKS - -
AGO. P TO THIS POINT HE HAPN'T
FOUND ANYTHING MYSTERIOUS... | o o
| s "
e ... AND THEN LAST
~, — = 'ﬁ- NIGHT HAPPENED.'




HE WAS A THIS GOING TO
GOOP MAN, AIVEE, s

A GOOP JUDGE.

I KNOW.,

IF SOMEONE
REALISED HE WAS
WALLY SOUAD, AND
THATS WHY HE WAS
KILLEP, THIS couLl

BE PANGEROUS.




e e

LET ME ASK YOU
L SOMETHING, FRIEND . WHEN YOU LOOK
% AT ME, WHAT PO YOU SEE? E

YOU SEE TYRONE APPLEBY .
A MAN WHO IS RICH. A MAN WHO
EXUDES SELF-BELIEF.

YOU SAY, 'YES, T WANT TO BE THAT
PERSON. IF ONLY T £OULD SCALE

= THE UNFORGIVING PEAK OF PIES
N AND SNACKS THAT IS THE
MOUNTAIN OF MY
UNHAPPINESS.!

HOW AN T
KNOW SUcH THINGS,
YOU ASK#

BECAUSE T

WAS YOU, FRIEND.
I WAS FAT. REPULSIVE.
. T LIVED THROUGH
. YOUR SHAME.

.r':,:': = N 7P 3

ANZ T CHANGED .
I CONQUERED mY
OWN FRAILTIES.

LOW-CAL CHANGED ME,
ANP FOR A cOMPETITIVE
FINANZIAL OUTLAY IT £AN

CHANGE YOUl TOO. - /
, .

NOW, BEFORE YOU 4 S 'rf' -
SIGN, PO YOU HAVE » 3 - h
ANY QUESTIONS?Z Nz = b
. -' e "‘:‘
— =
e
- \\
—f - - A
N
-

YOU GOT ANY
STRONGER CHAIRS?



YOU'RE A REAL MISS NIXON, THIS WILL BE YOUR HOME FOR
TELL ME, MISS SWEET-TALKER, N N THE NEXT TWO MONTHS. THIS IS WHERE YOU
NIXON... AREN'T YOUu? WILL SHED THE CORPULENT CHRYSALIS
ANP BECONE THE BEAUTIFUL .
HAVE / . ITS PART OF THE : BUTTERFLY . 7
YOU ALWAYS BEEN L LOW-CAL PROCESS. T :
REPUGNANT? TO MAKE YOU REALISE HOW
UNPLEASANT YOU REALLY
ARE, MAKING YOU WANT

HEY! TIME TO
ENTOY, MISS NIXON, T o e

MUST GO WELEOME MORE Sk SN T e wo‘fgx, Yol
REPELLENT MEMBERS INTO OFF THAT UGLY OBESE

AW, WHATS
OUR HAPPY LOW-CAL . SONOFABITZH... o PIECE OF THE MATTER,
FAMILY . ) W

GIRLIE? YOU
GONNA
CRY?




PUNCHING A PERSONAL TRAINER WAS
PROBABLY NOT THE BEST START 1O
My STAY AT LOW-CAL TOWERS, BUT IT

WAS 6OOP FOR MY COVER...

THEY GIVE OUT THE
PILLS THREE TIMES

THE EXERCZISE ONLY STOPS FOR THE

THE TRAINER WANTEL ME THROWN
OUT. APPLEBY REFUCED. HE PION'T PSYCHIATRIC SESSIONS. AND, BOY, PO

WANT TO LOSE MY MONEY. SO THEY
PUT ME TO WORK. HARP WORK.

f———

ETT)

I KEEP MINE ! - —
UNDER MY THE FATTIES OR MAYBE THEY'RE JUST

| TONGUE AND THEN LOOK... it TIREDP. CARRYING ALL THIS

POCKET THEM N SEPATED . WEIGHT AROCUNP ALL PAY ...

WHEN NO ONE'S AFTER THEY
LOOKING. TAKE THEM.

GRUP... I PIPN'T
KNOW THIS WOoULP
BE SO PIFFICULT.




/ y 4

SERIAL KILLERS IN ISO-CUBES
GET A CUSHIER RIPE THAN THIS...
' 4

COC0L ARM.
HOW'P You LOSE

THE ORIGINALZ OLD BLOCK

WAR INJURY .

HEY, CHICO! THIS
IS A FRIEND OF
GREEN'S.

WHATS HER
PROBLEMZ PROBABLY
STILL UPSET ABOUT

HIS PEATH.

YOU'RE THE ONE WHO PUNCHEP THE
TRAINER, RIGHT? NICE W. .
RAINER, RIG CE WORK I'M HOLLY.

NIXON. HOW LONG
YOU BEEN HEREZ

A MONTH.
FIGUREDP I GOTTA
LOSE WEIGHT OR

T'LL BE PEAP IN
TEN YEARS.

HE'S NOT THE FIRST, YoU
KNOW, TC PIE.

LOT OF THE FOLK
IN HERE GET LIKE RELIGIOUS
FREAKS. SIGN THEIR MONEY
OVER TO LOW-¢AL THEN END
UP IN OVERSIZER
COFFINS.

THIS PLACE WAS RECOMMENDED TO ME
BY A FRIEND. YOU MIGHTVE KNOWN
HIM... ORWELL GREEN7

THE PUPE WHO
WENT FREEFALLZ NASTY. YOU
WANNA TALK TO £HICO OVER
THERE, SHE ANP GREEN WERE
BEST PALS IN HERE...

YOU... YOU KNEW

ORWELL?

YEAH, I IP,
ON THE OUTSIPE.
HE SAI0 —

HAH! JUST
FREAKING You
OUT, NIXON., BUT WHAT IF

ITS TRUEZ

WELL, ITS
RUMOURED APPLEBY'S
GOT A CLIENT HITLIST uP
IN HIS OFFICE. WHY NOT GO
UP THERE AND SEE IF
YOURE ON IT7




I AM THE WOoRLDP'S = — eSS TWENTY MINUTES OF SEARCHING
YEAH, I MIGHT LARGEST cAT AND NOTHING. EITHER APPLEBY'S
JUST PO THAT... BURGLAR. AND MY HIDDEN THEM OR HE'S CLEAN.
' i ——=—=a—— HEAVY BREATHING — — R
i/— COULD WAKE A e e

PEAP MAN.

i orokk! CION'T
HEAR HIM

— ¥ e HOW THE HELL AM T
COMING — ! g > > = p \ SUPPOSED TO OUTRUN

HIM IN THIS BOPYZ
N B N>




STOP OR I
FIRE!

ELEVATOR...

UH... POORS. i FORCE THEM
BREATHE IN OPEN! £OME

ON, COME —

WHICH FLOOR, UH... A-ANY
PLEASE? | FLOOR WITH AN




'"ANY FLOOR
THAT GETS ME
OUT OF HERE!'

—
APFes’

THE STENCZH IS
SUPPOSER TO
MAKE US WANT
TO IMPROVE
OURSELVES...

GRUP! WHATS
THAT SMELL?

NIXON, THERE'S
THINGS IN THE
CURSEDR EARTH THAT
PON'T SMELL LIKE
THAT...

... GREEN MUST
HAVE FELT LIKE
THIS...

THE TEK BOYS FINALLY
TAKE MUCH CAME BACK WITH THE
MORE OF J RESULTS ON THE SLIMMING
THIS... * PILLS. ALL NEGATIVE.

THEY SLIM.
THATS IT.

YOU OME UP
WITH SOMETHINGZ

THORA, I'M EXHAUSTED.

ITS AN EFFORT JUST TO
BREATHE. T WALK TEN FEET I
FEEL LIKE T'VE RUN A MARATHON.
MY CHEST ACHES.

I FEEL SICK. T FEEL
HUNGRY. I PON'T THINK
T'VE EVER BEEN THIS
MISERABLE.,

ITS ME, THORA.
I STINK. TVE JUST PONE THREE
HOURS OF EXERCISE AND THEY
PON'T LET US SHOWER. 4

... UH... NO. I BROKE
INTO APPLEBY'S
RECORDPS LAST NIGHT.
NOTHING.
T'VE TALKED TO A
LOT OF PEOPLE IN HERE...
LOW-ZAL ARE SAPISTS,
BUT I PON'T THINK
THEY'RE £RIMINALS.

GET ME OUT OF
HERE, THORA, OR 1
SWEAR I FON'T KNOW
WHAT I'LL PO...




CAN REST NOW,
INAPEOUATES.
LET'S TAKE A

BREAK FOR TEN

MINUTES,

YOU WERE FRIENPS WITH
ORWELL, ON THE OUTSIPE,
WEREN'T YOu=

ORWELL
WAS A JUPGE. HE
TOLP ME.

I'Mm NOT A
JUPGe —

AW NO... YOU MEAN
GREEN... 7 HE
WOULEPN'T...

HE WENT FIRST,
TO REASSURE ME. T
WAS TO PUT IT ON
AUTOPILOT AND
FOLLOW... BUT I...
I COULPN'T.

HE WAS SO UNHAPPY
WHEN HE CAME IN HERE.
S50 SIEK OF PRETENPING
TO BE SOMEONE HE
WASN'T. WE WERE

GOING TO PO IT
TOGETHER .

YOU'VE cOME
TO ARREST ME,
HAVEN'T You?

THE SPIKE... WE
WANTEP TO SHOW
LOW- €AL HOW
MISERABLE THEY
WERE MAKING
PEOPLE...

NIXON! cHICO! You
STUPIP, NAUSEATING
EXCESS OF MUTIE
FAECES!




\e :
NS\

I'Mm SOREY... I'M
SORRY, ORWELL. T

I'M COMING, .
ORWELL...

GET YOUR
PAMN HANPS




OH YES. YES, INPEED,
I AM. HOW MUCH?

Ze~

e — e
MAN WITH A AR

LIKE THIS £AN AFFORD

THE BEST. TWO HUNPRED
» CREDS?

ANP IF T PAIC A

LITTLE MORE WOULP YoU
BE WILLING TO UNPERTAKE
CERTAIN EXTRAST

YOU KNOW HOW MANY PEOPLE HAVE
SUFFERED BECAUSE OF YOUR ABUSIVE
LITTLE BUSINESS? A 3O- PEATH RATE,
45 OF WHICH ARE SUIZIPES,

L..I UsT
WANTEP TO HELP

WELL, HOW WOULP You
FEEL ABOUT EATING ALL THESE
CANDPY BARS AN SHOUTING
'I'M TYRONE APPLEBY'
PERIOPICALLYZ

1

GRUP, APPLEBY, YOU MAPE THOSE

PEOPLE 5O UNHAPPY EVEN AN
UNPERCOVER JUPGE
KILLEP HIMSELF.

COME ON,
SECTOR HOUSE IS A
KILOMETRE ANP A
HALF AWAY.

You LOOKIN' TO
PARTY, HON?

WHAT ABOUT 'I'M TYRONE APPLEBY, PREVIOUSLY
OWNER OF LOW-CAL TOWERS, NOW ENTOYING
A FIVE-STRETCH IN AN ISO-clBE?

I'M WALLY SOUAP, CREEP.
AN YOU ARE UNDER ARREST
FOR SOLIZITING.

SHUT UP. WE'RE
WALKING.

WE couLl
BOTH PO WITH THE

WHAT ABOUT mY
ROAPSTER? THE KEYS ARE
STILL IN IT! ITLL GET STOLEN
HERE! ITS BRANE? NEW' YOU
CAN PRIVE ME THERE —







)
HAVE I MISSED IT? X THEY'RE JUST
THERE WAS A HOLD-UP FINISHING
ON THE SKEDWAY— NOW...

NOUVEAU PUNK
PERFORMANCE ART
HEAVY METAL LOW

LIFE STYLE.

” = OK, SCUMSUCKERS, PUPPY MOLESTERS
THANK YOU AND DROKK (f = 4 AND URINE-DRENCHED DEVIANTS, THIS

y;%l‘.{;ELg;\é;JLIgEREE;' IS OUR LAST SONG OF THE NIGHT...

JUST TO LET YOU KNOW, = % AND WE'VE GOT SOME KILLER PYROS

=Y WE'LL BE PLAYING AT THE SO GET READY, BOYS AND GIRLS, IT'S
N\ BATTLE OF THE BANDS 4 :
3\ GOING TO BE EXPLOSIVE!

IN TWO WEEKS, SO COME
~ fa) WATCH US PICK UP THAT
JUICY RECORD DEAL! THIS IS CALLED 'IF ANYONE

CAN... GENGHIS KHAN'!




~a ' \ .. 4 S

THEY'RE PLAYING
'‘GENGHIS'. 1 DON'T
BELIEVE IT...

A-ONE-A-TWO-A-ONE-
TWO-THREE—

¢ e

FdawE -

NN

...CLUB GO BOOM.

...I COULDN'T SAY WITH
ONE HUNDRED PERCENT
CERTAINTY, BUT IT LOOKS
AS IF SOMEONE TAMPERED
WITH THE PYROTECHNICS.
LINKED THEM UP TO
EXPLOSIVE DEVICES HIDDEN
THROUGHOUT THE
ESTABLISHMENT.

SERVES THEM RIGHT, ALL
THAT LOUD MUSIC. JUST
NOISE. NOW, BACK IN MY
DAY, WE HAD TUNES.

AND EIGHT MONKEYS. THAT'S A
HELL OF A SPOT OF MASS MURDER.
AND THIS ISN'T THE FIRST LOW LIFE
CLUB TO GO FIREBALL RECENTLY.

S0, GORGEOUS,
YOU READY TO

STILL, THERE WERE 256
PEOPLE IN THAT CLUB...

WHEN THE
BAND HIT THE
FIREWORKS...




DIRTY FRANK IS
LOOKIT%GTF?SanRD
Hi: OK, LET'S
GET THIS WALLY
SQUAD BRIEFING
STARTED...

RECORD COMPANIES ARE
TOO SCARED TO COME TO
THE LOW LIFE TO FIND NEW
TALENT, SO THEY SET UP A
BATTLE OF THE BANDS.

THE AREA'S EIGHT
BEST GROUPS PLAYING
AGAINST EACH OTHER IN A
HUGE GIG AT THE GEDDY
| LEE AMPHITHEATRE. THE
ONE THAT GOES DOWN
BEST ON THE NIGHT GETS
A RECORD DEAL.

SIX OF THE THE TWO REMAINING
BANDS HAVE BEEN BANDS ARE THE CURSED
BLOWN UP IN THE TURF, THE BEST IN THE
LAST MONTH. ALL AREA, WHO HAVE LITTLE

DURING GIGS. MOTIVE TO OFF THE
COMPETITION...

...AND KILL KILL KILL KILL, / YOU'RE A VERY NOW KILL KILL KILL KILL'S MANAGER, HONEST
AgOSTODRgSUSL\;lﬂ\gF%:-EGRSOEUPI-ES GOOD-LOOKING MAN, JACKSON, WAS RECENTLY ARRESTED FOR TAX DIRTY FRANK
WHO SUDDENLY FIN MSELY! FR.&NK‘.I_JE‘;J: KNOW EVASION. YOU'RE GOING TO BE HIS REPLACEMENT, 4 WANTS TO TAKE

SECOND IN THE PECKING ORDER. \ - W
OUR MAIN SUSPECTS. S r' >

%

SEE IF YOU CAN PROVE THEY DID IT. THE LONG WALK.

—

YOU WILL BE USING THE ALIAS OF LEGENDARY
AND LONG-BELIEVED-DEAD ROCK GREAT NICK
'TWO GERBILS' RASPUTIN.




& LUNA=f WOMAN, FIRE YOUR MOONBEAMS AT ME!
) ﬂ LUNA-I WOMAN, YOU JUST WANT TO PLEASE!

LUNA-! WOMAN, YOU'RE ALL MADE OF CHEESE!

STOP IT!
THAT'S IT!

STOP
PLAYING!

BOYS, BOYS...

I'VE BEEN WATCHING
FOR A WHILE NOW AND
I'VE GOTTA SAY...

WHAT? WHAT'S THE PROBLEM?

THAT'S IT? THAT'S YOUR NEW LYRIC YOU WERE
WORKING ON FOR A WEEK? "YOU'RE ALL MADE OF
CHEESE'?

BUT THIS IS
MY ART WE'RE
TALKING
ABOUT—

YES. THERE'S A SURREAL DREAM-LIKE
QUALITY ABOUT THE EXPERIENCE, MAKING
LOVE TO A CHEESE-BASED MOON WOMAN.

AND I WANTED TO GET ACROSS
THE SYMBOLISM OF THE MOTHER'S

YOU'RE MAKING
ME FEEL DROKKING
QUEASY!

THAT'S IT, I QUIT! I CAN'T
THIS ANYMORE! MAYBE I'LL FIND A
SINGER WHO ISN'T OBSESSED WITH
DAIRY-RELATED PRODUCTS!

YOU'RE READY FOR 3
I\ THE BIG TIME.



LET ME
INTRODUCE
MYSELF. I

; \ AM NICK ‘TWO
,& =Kl  Gersls'
RASPUTIN, AND
1 WANT TO BE
: YOUR NEW

UH...NO. IT'S JUST
THAT NO ONE'S SEEN
YOU FOR TEN YEARS.

¥YOu DOUBT
DIRTY
FRANK?

YOU'VE GOT THE
POTENTIAL, AND DIRTY
FRANK CAN HELP YOU

YES, BOYS, YES! AND
THAT IS THE TYPE OF
ROCK EXPERIENCE THAT
YOU CAN HAVE IF YOU
FOLLOW DIRTY FRANK'S
. TUTELAGE! d

REALISE IT! TOGETHER,
WE CAN WIN THE BATTLE
OF THE BANDS!

THE RUMOUR IS
¥YOU WERE FLYING
YOUR PRIVATE PLANE
BACK FROM BRIT-CIT
WHEN YOU SUDDENLY
SHOUTED 'ROCK N’
ROLL' AND CRASHED
INTO THE BLACK
ATLANTIC. FOR FUN.

NICK, WE'D LOVE TO TAKE
YOU ON AS MANAGER, BUT
FIRST WE HAVE TO MAKE
SURE YOU'RE WHO YOU
SAY YOU ARE.

WHAT ABOUT “You
ARE THE CRIME, THE
SENTENCE IS SEX?

WELL, RASPUTIN
ALWAYS WORE A MASK
ONSTAGE, SO NO ONE
KNEW WHAT HE LOOKED
LIKE. IT COULD BE HIM.
AND HE'D CERTAINLY
RAISE OUR PROFILE. 4

OR 'KLEGG MEAT
HARVEST'?

SO WHY DON'T YOU
PLAY US ONE OF YOUR
OLD HITS, EH?

APOCALYPSE
PHWOAR'...?

WHAT'S WITH ALL
THE DIRTY FRANK
STUFF, THOUGH?

CLEARLY GONE MAD
THROUGH EXCESSIVE
LONG-TERM DRUG USE.
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YOU...UH...YOU \ oK.
WANT ME TO PLAY PROBLEM? [ [ HAVEN'T PLAYED ANY THAT. DIRTY FRANK ) ROCK'NROLL. SNOWFLAKES ON OUR SKIN..
ONE OF MY OLD — OF THE OLD SONGS IS SOMEWHAT . DOES THIS FEELING END? DOE.
SONGS? FOR YEARS, THEY ARE NERVOUS. an IT EVER BEGIN?
\ TOO PAINFUL. TOO ay £
RAW.

YOU LOOKED ME IN THE EYE,
o~ of 7 ASKED IF I FELT BLESSED. A
GRUD ALMIGHTY, ) &2 S0 I TOUCHED YOUR FACE
DID SOMETHING DIE ND SAID...
IN_HERE? WHAT'S
THAT SMELL?




\E .

Y. & B

HEY, HONEY. YES. DIRTY FRANK IS ( -
YOU LOOKING FOR LOOKING FOR THORA. 4 '
BUSINESS? DO YOU KNOW HER? R ~
& \) AN L - i

/ HH, YOU BETCHA.
&1.
| ' 1P -

i HELLO, FRANK.
LIKE THE
OUTFIT?

JJ‘\ &k’r
N
PRI
WX
6 Y

IS PART OF AN
UNDERCOVER
OPERATION,

7

ACTUALLY,
IT'S NOT. MY
CHIROPRACTOR
SAID IT'D BE
GOOD FOR MY
BACK.

e ‘

]

-lllil;ﬂ' ‘ oy
IOANG

- -.l s

’
Vo,

i
7
H
;j._ ’
1<

AND THIS IS v NOW, BACK IN THE
GREAT FOR MY REAL WORLD, WHERE
SCIATICA, TOO. YOUR MENTAL ILLNESS
DOESN'T EXIST, HOW
GOES THINGS WITH
THE BAND?

DIRTY FRANK
IS THEIR NEW

4 MANAGER. Lo Y
Vo
EXCELLENT, THEY ‘g
ASK YOU TO PLAY
A FEW TUNES?
3 oy~

/A




29 ﬁ 7 (o N
“YOU HAD NICK "AND THE Q’ "PROJECTED RASPUTIN'S VOICE B

RASPUTIN'S MOVES?" VOICECHIP?" [N WITH GREAT APLOMB. THE BAND \

| WAS COMPLETELY CONVINCED."

"DIRTY FRANK THREW L4 Al > v "S0, THEY OUR
vy = - BOMB-HAPPY BOYS

"INDEED. THE
PRE-OPERATION
I PROGRAMMING V.
WORKED PERFECTLY." 1

RIGHTEOUS ROCK
SHAPES, YES." OR NOT?

_-‘-h""'\-h. = II".. o / - - -
| "UNSURE. LEAD SINGER IS CALLED AARGHHH. / : “THE BIG FINALE OF HIS
ey L T e 3 A- TWENTY-THREE-MINUTE
T — ; En . “SEEMS TO LOATHE AARGHHH. CREATIVE DIFFERENCES, R o) A 10 SET
- LARGELY RELATED TO CHEESE DISAGREEMENTS... WITH ROCKET FUEL AND
~ PLAY USING ONLY HIS

BEST PORTRAYS HIS INNER
TORMENT, HIS BLEEDING | __ = —
HEART, HIS VULNERABLE TEETH.
POET'S SOUL...

"AS DIRTY FRANK
DISCOVERED THIS
MORNING.

DOES 'STILTON'
RHYME WITH
'STRAP-ON'?

"THE BASSIST AND

DRUMMER ARE BOTH

DROIDS OWNED BY
THE BAND.

N B

"BOTH ARE BLAND,
BORING AND UTTERLY
DEVOID OF IDEAS OR

PERSONALITY.




TO BE FRANK... ..NONE OF THEM

5 SEEM COMPETENT OR

INTELLIGENT ENOUGH
TO BE MASS

MURDERERS.

"ANYWHERE."
-~

HMMM. .. KEEP ON IVIN THE MEANTIME, 1

COULD ALWAYS GIVE YOU

A REDUCED RATE, YOU
P,
2,

THE BATTLE OF THE
BANDS IS ONLY A

FEW DAYS AWAY. » DIRTY POODLE...

= —

UH... THAT'S VERY
KIND OF YOU, THORA,
BUT DIRTY FRANK HAS

SOMEWHERE TO BE.

AH...YES. THE SME|
STUDENTS' B.O., THE
STICKINESS OF SPILT
DISTASTEFUL DRINKS

UNDERFOOT...

THE THREE HUNDRED-POUND
ROADIE CHANTING THE "TWO,
TWO'" MANTRA INTO A MICRO-
PHONE LIKE SOME IMBECILIC
ELECTROSHOCK-THERAPY
PATIENT...

TRULY, I AM A COSMONAUT
ADRIFT IN THE ROCKVERSE. &

PUT YOUR MATTER
AND ANTIMATTER
TOGETHER AND
WELCOME...




AH-HA... THE
MAIN COMPETITION.
THE YIN TO OUR |
YANG. NOW DIRTY
FRANK SHALL SEE
WHAT THEY ARE MADE |
OF. THEIR STRENGTHS ANy
AND THEIR i
\  WEAKNESSES.

HEY! WHAT DO YOU THINK
YOU'RE DOING? NO FANS
GET TO GO BACKSTAGE!

YOU DON'T
UNDERSTAND, I'M
NOT A FAN. I'M A

SINGER TOO—

OH YEAH?
THEN WHY
DON'T YOu
GIMME A

od 4]

TN
\ ) o %

i Y
7
1
1
“)

Ll

OR CLIMB THE
STAIRWAY TO




~

THIS IS AARGHHH, LEAD SINGER IN |0
THE BAND KILL KILL KILL KILL.

DPANCER, A LIZARD LOVER, A MASTER OF THE

HE IS AN ASPIRING ROCK GOD, A DEMON
NECROMANTIC NETHER ARTS OF MUTANT METAL.

”m WAy
HE HAS JUST SOILED HIMSELF. R
=
= 4

THIS 1S A BOUNCER DROID. VERY MUCH LIKE A
TRADITIONAL CLUB BOUNCER, BUT WITH ALL
THE WIT, ALTRUISM, HUMANITY, ERUPITION AND
PACIFIST INTENT REMOVED.

STAY BACK OR I'LL RIP
YOUR LUNGS OUT, TURN
THEM UPSIDE DOWN AND

STICK THEM TO YOUR

HEAD LIKE ANTLERS.

| PROTECT BAND MEMBERS AT ALL COSTS
AND IF POSSIBLE ALONG THE WaY—

DIRTY FRANK IS AN UNDERCOVER
WALLY SQUAD JUDGE, PRETENDING TO
BE KILL KILL KILL KILL'S MANAGER.

-

THEREFORE, DIRTY FRANK'S PATH IS
CLEAR -- IT IS THE PATH OF ROCK...
> OF THE HEAVIEST METAL...

THEN RUN LIKE HELL BEFORE ANYONE

ASKS YOU TO PAY FOR THE DAMAGES.




WHAT WERE
YOU DOING SNEAKING
BACKSTAGE, AARGHHH?

T-THAT WAS EXTREMELY 7
TRAUMATIC. I SHOULD WRITE YEAH, CHRISTIAN, WHAT )
A B-BALLAD ABOUT IT... . WERE YOU DOING AT A B

CURSED TURF GIG? L

ADMIT IT!
YOU WERE TRYING

[A 7O KILL THEM! ALL

OF THEM!

I REMIND YOU OF THE SECOND VERSE
OF OUR SUBTLE ANTI-WAR NUMBER IT'S
NO FUN TO PICK UP A GUN...' WHERE 1
SANG THE POIGNANT LINE...

o . AKKK... AHHH...
EEEEEKKK...

I-1 WAS GOING TO
STEAL SOME OF THEIR
GEAR, THAT'S ALL. I JUST
WANTED TO G-GIVE US AN
ADVANTAGE IN THE BATTLE
OF THE BANDS...

HE DOES, YOU KNOW.
| ESPECIALLY WHEN IT'S
(] DIRECTED AT HIM.

TRULY, WISE WORDS THAT
ACCURATELY CAPTURE THE
NONSENSICAL INSANITY

OF WAR.

M-MY THROAT...
THE DROID'S
CRUSHED IT...




_—ws )
\ ...BATTLE OF THE BANDS! YES, MEGA-CITY ONE, THIS IS
THE LOW LIFE, THE PART OF THE CITY YOU NEVER VISIT!

:e\,]u' D0 ’ AND 1, AWARD-WINNING TRI-D ANCHOR DAVID LARRY,
| o / AM IMMERSING MYSELF IN THIS REVOLTING CULTURAL
YO A BILE DUCT SO YOU DON'T HAVE TO!

NN
7

_:h"l' H:LL I )

o

TONIGHT, AT THE GEDDY LEE AMPHITHEATRE, THE

MOST VITAL, VISCERAL BANDS OF MEGA-CITY ONE'S

UNDERGROUND WILL PLAY FOR THE ENJOYMENT OF
PEOPLE TOO STUPID TO TURN ON A TOASTER.

AND THE WINNER WILL RECEIVE A £
RECORD DEAL, A MILLION CREDS AND A
WAY OUT OF THIS RANCID HELLHOLE.

GET READY FOR THE FIRST
OF OUR TWO ACTS...

OUR JUDGES TONIGHT ARE ...ALL OF WHOM HAVE BEEN ORDERED TO BE HERE BY THEIR
REPRESENTATIVES FROM THE ™. BOSSES IN SPITE OF THE RECENT PLETHORA OF GIG BOMBINGS
CITY'S BIGGEST, RICHEST ACROSS THE LOW LIFE. PLEASE APPLAUD THEIR BRAVE AND

RECORD COMPANIES... HEARTFELT COMMITMENT TO NEW MUSIC.




WITH AARGHHH OUT OF
ACTION, THE ONLY WAY WE CAN
HOPE TO WIN THIS COMPETITION

IS WITH YOU SINGING.

JUST IMAGINE...THE COME-
BACK OF THE LEGENDARY NICK
RASPUTIN! IT'LL BE A HUGE
STORY! WE'LL BE MASSIVE!

HOW...HOW
MANY ARE

IN THE
AUDIENCE?

FORTY THOUSAND.
BUT THAT'S SMALL
FRY TO YOU, THOUGH,
RIGHT? REMEMBER
WHEN YOU PLAYED
EURO-CIT?

ISN'T AT ALL SURE

L

DIRTY FRANK

ABOUT THIS. NO CHOICE.

C'MON, YOU'VE STILL GOT IT.

I MEAN, I'D SUGGEST USING A
VOICECHIP IMPLANT OF ONE OF
YOUR OLD RECORDINGS, BUT THEY
JAM THEM HERE, JUST IN CASE
SOMEONE CHEATS.

IT'LL BE GREAT. AND

WATCH OUT FOR THE

PYROS. THEY SHOULD
BE KILLER.

NOW, COME ON,
NICK. WE'VE GOT

WE APOLOGISE FOR THE FACT THAT THE OTHER SIX BANDS
SCHEDULED TO COMPETE ALL RECENTLY EXPLODED...

YOU SET UP THE
PYROTECHNICS?

SURE. I TOOK AN
EVENING COURSE IN
ADVANCED HEAVY METAL
EXPLOSIVES A FEW
YEARS BACK. WHY?

HERE, I THOUGHT THIS MIGHT
GET YOU IN THE MOOD. REMIND

YOU OF THE GLORY DAYS. IT'S
ONE OF YOUR OLD MASKS.

PLEASE WELCOME...
KILL KILL KILL KILL?




THEY DIDN'T
COVER THIS AT
THE ACADEMY...

I-1 KNOW
WHAT YOU'RE UP
TO. OH YES, YOU
DON'T FOOL ME.

(L-r ;

YOU WANT TO STEAL MY
BAND OFF ME...JUST AS THE
ERRANT MILKMAID STEALS
THE CHEESE FROM THE
UNWITTING FARMER...




[7 e
WHAT THE Y um__anvone Y - NICK, COME ON! 1 START PLAYING!
oROKK IS | 1 FRoM B SING SOMETHING! AT ST PO
X, Y by 5

LOVE OF GRUD!

DIRTY FRANK SEES )} PN
YOUR EYES UPON HIM. -

y DIRTY FRANK FEELS
?clpfs.r;xf&”:jxu%.s | / PRESSURED AND ALONE.
-3

T /
DIRTY FRANK CAN'T mépﬁ"ﬁﬂ.ouéf'i"c... /

,
I AM...DIRTY..DIRTY...
DIRTY...DIRTY...
| & o
. :
”

HANDLE THIS.

T/ DIRTY FRANK  \
WANTS THE TOILET! %>

N\

A\ DIRTY FRANK GO $)
WEE-WEE RIGHT NOW! (&

P Y 4\
-

52 DIRTY FRANK! 3

"> IcH BIN DRECKIG ()

i, FRANK! Y




S

"...I'LL KILL THEM ALL!"

NOW THERE'S
OMETHING YOU DON'T
OFTEN SEE A JUDGE

po...

DIRTY FRANK!
DIRTY FRANK!
DIRTY FRANK!

== =i/ Su |
SUCH HE'S A ROCK'N'ROLL
SHOWMANSHIP! GENIUS, AND HE'S

WHY DIDN'T I THINK STEALING MY BAND! 4

OF PEEING ON THE _ |

STAGE MID-SONG? g i |
I'LL KILL HIM... 't

[

- J_’;.l’.i__

f

]

WELL, FOLKS, I DON'T KNOW ABOUT YOU, BUT I WAS
SURE HE'D FINISH URINATING AT SOME POINT DURING
THE TWENTY-THREE-MINUTE GUITAR SOLO.

HOW WRONG I WAS, 1
GUESS HE DRANK A LOT
BEFORE THE SHOW...

WH-WHAT JUST
HAPPENED? DIRTY
FRANK BLACKED
ourt.

YOU ROCKED! YOU
TOTALLY ROCKED! YOU
WERE AMAZING! WE
WERE AMAZING! THEY
LOVED us!

DIRTY FRANK...
ROCKED?

YEAH! THAT'S THE BEST
WE'VE EVER BEEN! FINALLY,
A PROPER FRONTMAN AND

NOT ONE MENTION OF
DAIRY!

I'LL SACK AARGHHH
AND SMUGGLE IN SOME
REAL RHYTHM DROIDS.

WE'LL BE HUGE!




YEAH. I KNOW A GUY.
HE GOT ME THESE ONES.
OLD, DECOMMISSIONED

BRIT-CIT MILITARY ISSU
WITH FAKE 1.D.s.

TO LEARN ROCK'N'ROLL,
SO THEY'RE HARDLY
TOP OF THE RANGE—

THERE'S A BOMB, ISN'T THERE?
WHERE IS IT? UNDER THE STAGE
TO BLOW UP THE OPPOSITION?

WHAT MODELS
WERE THEY
ORIGINALLY?

DOES THE HARRIS-23
DPROID HAVE A
SPECIALIST SKILL?

WAITING FOR
CONFIRMATION...







GOOD WORK BLOODAXE REPROGRAMMED /
FRANK. ANY THEM WITH THE ENTIRE HISTORY f
IDEA WHY THEY OF ROCK'N'ROLL. A WORLD OF SEX, /
pID IT? FAME, DRUGS, MENTAL ILLNESS, ~
VIOLENCE, SUICIDE, MURDER, PLANE =l
CRASHES AND THE MOST RUTHLESS g -
AMBITION IMAGINABLE. 4 fl/

£ 2

- .
\ Ve 3
THEY GOT STUCK ON XO 1
THE RUTHLESS AMBITION )~ &_j_;\r O o
PART AND DECIDED 10 OFF [i—= A\
ALL COMPETITORS. =

WE'VE GOT THE
RECORD DEAL!

WE'RE GOING
TO BE STARS!

1 THINK NOT. DIRTY
FRANK HAS OTHER
PLANS FOR YOU, AS
YOUR MANAGER, I SEE
A BIG FUTURE FOR YOU,
BOYS, A VERY BIG
FUTURE -- IN THE

ONE COUNT OF SMUGGLING IN ILLEGAL
DROIDS -- ONE COUNT OF ASSAULTING A
JUDGE -- AND, BOYS, IF CRIMES AGAINST
MUSIC WERE PUNISHABLE BY LAW...

...YOU'D BE DOING
A LIFE STRETCH.

HEY, BLOODAXE...

WHAT RHYMES WITH ¥
'GORGONZOLA'?




LOW LIFE: HE'S MAKING A LIST

Script: Rob Williams
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T'WAS THE NIGHT BEFORE
CHRISTMAS AND ALL ACROSS
THE LOW LIFE, ON TEMPORARILY
SNOW-PURE STREETS AND
INSIDE BROKEN HOMES, LITTLE
WAS STIRRING...

THE LOW LIFE IS A VIOLENT PLACE, YOU
SEE. MANY MURDERS CREATE UNLIMITED
UNWANTED. ORPHANS ARE NOT IN
SHORT SUPPLY.

HE'S GOING
TO GET US, 1
KNOW IT!

BUT FOR TONIGHT, AT LEAST,
THEY ARE IN DEMAND...

...ESPECIALLY NOT IN

ROBERT HELPMANN
BLOCK, THE LOW LIFE'S

CENTRAL ORPHANAGE.

;\

IT'S A DEAD END,
| RUFUS! I TOLD YOU!
A\, WE'RE TRAPPED!

SHHH! BE
QUIET, SALLY!

HOME TO OVER 5,000
CHILDREN AT THE LAST
COUNT (NO ONE COULD

EVER ACTUALLY REMEMBER

WHEN THAT LAST COUNT

HAD TAKEN PLACE, MIND

You).

I THINK WE LOST
HIM. I DON'T HEAR
ANYTHING...

MAYBE... MAYBE HE
WENT DOWN ONE OF
THE OTHER CORRIDORS. ..

OR MAYBE HE GAVE UP
AND WENT HOME...

HE'S REAL!
I CAN'T BELIEVE
HE'S REAL!

-

SALLY, YOU HAVE TO FIND
SOMEWHERE TO HIDE AND
NOT MAKE A SOUND FOR A
LONG TIME. UNDERSTAND?



THING!

PLEASE OH PLEASE
OH PLEASE!

PLEASE OPEN,

STUPID

YOU'RE NOT GOIN o
LEAVE ME. ..

GOING TO DO? RUFUS. ..

WH-WHAT %F:E You




ra
YOU HAVE BEEN N BUT...THEN DIRTY FRANK =
NAUGHTY, CHILD. WOULD BE UNABLE TO SEE... -

- l THAT'S THE POINT YOU SELF-
|\ _AGGRANDISING MENTALIST!

VERY, VERY
NAUGHTY...

WHAT DIRTY FRANK DOES WITH HIS
OWN BODY BEHIND CLOSED DOORS IS
HIS OWN BUSINESS...

I'M NOT GOING
OUT DRESSED LIKE
THIS. I MEAN IT. I
LOOK RIDICULOUS.

L

-1

e

DIRTY FRANK
THINKS IT SUITS
YOU, AIMEE. VERY

FETCHING.

OR I SWEAR TO GRUD FRANK, AIMEE, PLEASE, I BUT, IF YOU COULD
YOU'LL BE WEARING 1 COULD LITERALLY LISTEN CONCENTRATE AND
TWO EYE PATCHES TO THIS WITTY BANTER LOOK AT THIS

FROM NOW ON. FOR EIGHT, MAYBE NINE SCREEN, WE HAVE A

. MORE SECONDS.

YOU SHOULDN'T
GET SO ANGRY,
AIMEE NIXON. IT
IS BAD FOR
YOUR ELF.




WHY, FOR GRUD'S
SAKE?

I HILARIOUS. NOW, YOU BOTH RECOGNISE
ROBERT HELPMANN BLOCK, THE LOW LIFE'S PRIMARY

ORPHANAGE. NO ONE KNOWS UUST HOW MANY
D\ CHILOREN ARE ACTUALLY KEPT THERE.
i e BECAUSE OF WHO
[— THEY SAY IS DOING IT.
RUMOURS HAVE STARTED THAT, EVERY CHRISTMAS 1
EVE, SOMEONE COMES IN AND ‘TAKES' SOME KIDS. ¥ i

BUT BECAUSE THERE'S NO RECORDS OR SECURITY
CAMS NO ONE CAN PROVE IT.

SO IS SOMEONE REALLY

SNATCHING JUVES? NO ONE KNOWS FOR

SURE. THE KIDS TELL
STORIES BUT THEY'VE
ALWAYS BEEN DISMISSED
OUT OF HAND.

Wil

-

SRR

EAH, BUT C'MON, THAT'S A
. KIDS' MYTH. EVERYONE KNOWS
IT'S A LOAD OF OLD—

HE'S MAKING A LIST. HE'S
CHECKING IT TWICE.
THOSE WHO ARE NAUGHTY
HE'LL SLICE AND DICE.
THOSE WHO ARE GOOD WILL
SEE THE NEXT MORN,
MAJOR ARTERIES INTACT
AND UNTORN.

MR CLAWS. YOU KNOW THE
STORY, RIGHT?
E
~

DIRTY FRANK SUGGESTS
WE NUKE THE PLACE, JUST IN
CASE. SUCH A TERRIFYING
SUPERNATURAL CREATURE
MUST BE STOPPED AT ALL
COSTS.

OK. GOOD. NOW, BACK IN THE REAL WORLD '
WHERE WE, AS JUDGES, INVESTIGATE CASES
AND DON'T INCINERATE 5,000 CHILDREN ON
THE OFF-CHANCE THAT A FANTASY MONSTER
MAY, IN FACT, EXIST, HERE'S WHAT'S
HAPPENING.
IT'S PROBABLY NOTHING BUT THE

BOARD OF GOVERNORS HAVE PRESSURED
JUSTICE DEPARTMENT INTO LOOKING INTO IT,

SO YOU'LL GO IN UNDER THE COVER OF
CHILDREN'S ENTERTAINERS. ‘
FRANK, UNDER NO
CIRCUMSTANCES TALK
TO THE CHILDREN UNGERSTOOD,




...SUFFERING? GRIEF? YOU
KNOW NOTHING OF SUFFERING
AND GRIEF UNTIL YOU HAVE
WATCHED YOUR COMRADES BLEED

OUT FACE DOWN IN THE SNOW, y

AS DIRTY FRANK HAS...

YOUR ROBOT ARM.
IT'S COOL. PO ALL
ELVES HAVE THOSE?

ONLY THE REALLY
TOUGH ONES. THE ONES
WHO KNOW KUNG-FU.

¥OU KNOW KUNG-FU?
REALLY? WILL YOU STAY
HERE, TONIGHT? PROTECT

US FROM MR CLAWS?

-7 WE'RE STAYING. AND IF THAT
4/ o

WHAT DO YOU RECKON, THEN?
THIS A CASE OF OVERACTIVE
IMAGINATION OR IS SOME CREEP
A ACTUALLY STEALING KIDS?

EITHER WAY, I REALLY
WANT TO HURT SOMETHING.
MAYBE WE COULD—

NSY-ASS BITCH SHOWS HIS FACE
ROUND HERE, I'LL RIP OFF HIS
NOSE AND YOU CAN USE IT AS A
BACK-SCRATCHER. DEAL?

DIRTY FRANK HAS,
QUITE LITERALLY, SOILED
HIMSELF WITH FEAR.

YEAH? WELL, AIMEE NIXON
HAS A HIGH-EXPLOSIVE BULLET
WITH MR CLAWS' NAME ON IT. LET'S
SEE HOW THE SUPERNATURAL LIKE
THEM APPLES..




" DIRTY FRANK KNOWS
HOW THIS MUST FEEL
TO YOU, AIMEE. WHAT
HAPPENED WITH YOUR
PARENTS, THESE
ORPHANS...

...MAYBE WE
CAN FIND SOME-
THING ABOUT
THE CHILDREN
HE'S SNATCHED
IN THE PAST.

LISTEN TO DIRTY FRANK.
WE MOVE NOW, WE STOP
HIM TONIGHT, YES. BUT IF
WE ALLOW HIM TO TAKE THE
KIDS AND FOLLOW HIM

BACK TO HIS LAIR...

FRANK, 1'D MOVE

THE ARM IF I WERE YOU.

UNLESS YOU'RE PLANNING

ON MODELLING YOUR

FUTURE LOOK ON ME,
THAT IS.

SHUT UP,
FRANK.

= V& Y

“OH, WE'LL HURT HIM, bl
ALL RIGHT."

STILL GOT YOUR SUBJECT ON ALL THE SCOPES, LOW LIFE.
IF HE'S A GHOST HE'S A BAD OME. HE'S JUST ENTERED A
WAREHOUSE ON VAN DYKE. MULTIPLE LIFEFORMS.

ALL RIGHT,

EVERYONE IN

THE BUILDING
HANDS...




TN
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ALL THESE KIDS... ; -"r,\ -
STV
YOU SICK FREAK! - N
V<3 B, ~ 9 .
ﬁ 5 - Jd U ./
~ AT * ACTIVITY AND PUT YOUR CLAWS
P OR ELONGATED DIGITS IN THE
] - s ‘s‘ P AIR WHERE DIRTY FRANK CAN
b, 1 SEE THEM...
w7

DESIST FROM SUPERNATURAL

...WHICH IS NOT A
SENTENCE DIRTY FRANK
EVER EXPECTED TO SAY.

I GOOD NEWS, CHILDREN,
o 4 MR CLAWS' REIGN OF
MAKING A BREAK ) TERROR IS OVER! paNIC -~ OF BIRTY
GO! YOU'RE FASTER! NO MORE, FOR NOW YOU RANK?
DIRTY FRANK WILL ARE IN THE CARE...
RELEASE THEM!

\



YOU KEEP TERRIFIED,
INNOCENT KIDS PRISONER
IN CAGES? ORPHANS? \ ’
WHAT TYPE OF TWISTED— : = INNOCENT? THEY ARE r_
NOT INNOCENT! THEY'RE e
EVIL, NAUGHTY, NASTY
LITTLE CREATURES!

) AND I'M THE ONE MAKING
THEM BEHAVE! THE ONLY
ONE! EVERY CHRISTMAS!

OH YEAH,
IT'S OFFICIALLY
CHRISTMAS DAY
NOW, AIN'T IT? I
FORGOT. WELL...

YOU PATHETIC,
STUPID SCUMBAG. DO
¥YOU... DO YOU HAVE ANY
IDEA THE HURT...




IF HE RUNS A THAT'S RIGHT! IT IS
FSE,?E ";g&.x’ FAIRGROUND PARK 1, RODNEY WAX!
SHALL WE SEE AND LAMENTS THE —
WHO THIS GUY INTERVENTION OF
REALLY IS? MEDDLING KIDS,
DIRTY FRANK IS
QUITTING.

¥" THE MAN WHO WOULD HAVE SAVED
YOU ALL FROM THE UNRESTRAINED
YOB CULTURE OF TODAY'S YOUTH!

JUST GET ON WITH
THE EXPLANATION, EH?

BUT, NO, MY GRAND PLANS, MY b "
; MAGNIFICENT MACHINATIONS — HOGMANAY:S; LOOMING.
=iess
\ "I ALWAYS THOUGHT THE KIDS IN THE ) |r "I WANTED TO MAKE . "THEY PILFERED AND THEY VANDALISED. EIGHTEEN BREAK-INS,
o1 ~| THEM HAPPY, YOU SEE. |- COUNTLESS SMASHED WINDOWS... THE FINAL STRAW WAS WHEN THEY
if{ I STOLE EVERYTHING ON CHRISTMAS EVE. I COULDN'T TAKE ANY MORE.

SQUALOR, SO I DECIDED TO HELP THEM. AND HOW DID THEY ~ |\
1 USED MY LIFE SAVINGS, EVERY CREDIT, REPAY ME? : . - e
AND SET UP MY OWN TOY STORE. L — = | T & A4 AT W VI =
N — 3 4
o ~, = : T "AND THEN IT STRUCK [C3d "THE LEGEND SAID THAT IF YOU WERE
= ME... CHRISTMAS. GOOD ALL YEAR LONG, YOU'D GET GIFTS
% > FATHER CHRISTMAS. || AT CHRISTMAS. IT WAS OBVIOUSLY
] = . v INVENTED TO MAKE CHILDREN BEHAVE,
BUT IT WASN'T WORKING.

% LOW LIFE HAD A HORRIBLE LIFE, ALL THAT

"I DECIDED TO CREATE
A NEW LEGEND WITH
MR CLAWS. ONE BASED
ON THINGS CHILDREN
RESPOND TO FAR MORE
STRONGLY. IMAGINATION
AND FEAR.

"S0 IF YOU WERE NAUGHTY,
MR CLAWS WOULD COME
AND GET YOU.

| A
O N ==
| "AND EVERY YEAR I'D STEAL .
A FEW KIDS, LET THE STORY
SPREAD. I'D NEVER HARM
THEM, OF COURSE, JUST
BRING THEM BACK HERE
AND LOOK AFTER THEM..."




BY KEEPING THEM
ALL IN CAGES HUNG
FROM A CEILING?

HEY, EVERY SYSTEM'S GOT
ITS RUDIMENTARY FLAWS.
BUT, I TELL YOU, THESE KIDS,
THE ONES I KEPT IN THE
CAGES, VERRRY WELL
BEHAVED FOR THE MOST
PART.

GRUD, FRANK,
THIS GUY MAKES
YOU SEEM SANE.

HER NAME'S
SALLY. HIS IS
RUFUS. THEY'VE
BEEN HERE A
YEAR.

SHE WAS REALLY SCARED,
BUT SHE'S FINALLY GONE
TO SLEEP. I DON'T WANT
TO MOVE AND WAKE HER
UP, Y'KNOW? COULD
you...?

DIRTY FRANK
NEVER SAW YOU.







<AS MY UNCLE EPUARDO

CLAIMED? BEFORE HE WAS TAKEN

b, AWAY, THE GIANT LIZARDP PEOPLE 4

WALK AMONG US! >

<HE WAS RIGHT'
RUN, MY FRIENPS!

UNEONVINEING
LIZARP cOP
PESIRES
ENTRY! »

<WE HAVE

BEEN CHOSEN,
HUSBANP' STANEP
ASIPE! PO NOT
WAYLAY THE
IMMORTAL
REPTILIA! >

HELL T
\ WILL! >

YOU'w THINK You'w
JUST BE ABLE TO,
T'KNOW, BLENP

BE... GOT TO BE
SOMEWHERE TO

You 6OT
THAT RIGHT.




MAKE LIKE A POPSIZLE, TOSE,
ANP PUT YOUR HANDS IN THE AIR LIKE You
JUST PON'T £ARE. YOUR LITTLE PEOPLE-

SMUGGLING RING 1S FINISHED.

; MISS AIMEE, NO, T
BEG YOU' WE ARE FRIENDPS,
YOU AND T! THESE PAST
WEEK S—

THATS SWEET,
JOSE. BUT I THOUGHT
YOU'Z HAVE CAUGHT ON

PON'T SHOOT, MISS

.. I'M AN UNPER-
COVER TUPGE.
ANP YOU'RE GOING

[/ No! T eannoT!

I BEG YOU' mY
SleK MOTHER IN

THE PEOPLE... I HELP THEM FIND

| MY PEOPLE... YOU

PON'T KNOW HOW

A BETTER LIFE IN
MEGA-CITY ONE!

AIMEE! PLEASE! T ONLY ||
WANT TO... TO OFFER

YOU SOMETHING—

TO LIVE IN AN PAN ANPES THEY SUFFER' THEY NEEP ME TO S
1SO-cUBE. CONURB, SHE | | THE POVERTY! HELP THEM!
- NEEP mE' | 3

JOSE, WHAT
ARE YOU POING7
GET YOUR HANPS IN
THE AIR!

JOSE! .
GRUPPAMMIT! PO R

YOURE BREAKING _ ¢ L
MY BIG HAIRY SIMIAN HEART, -
JOSE. REALLY. ALYIVIES




WELL, T'VE GOT
<_TO SAY...

... YOU LOOK - THIS FROM THE WORLP'S WRINKLIEST
TERRIBLE. R 7 CAPEP CRUSAPER. TELL ME, THORA,
WHAT'S YOUR SUPERPOWER?
INCONTINENCE?

L AH, AIMEE, YOU'RE
ABOUT AS FUNNY AS FAMINE,
YOU KNOW THAT, RIGHT? ANP

HALF AS ATTRALTIVE TO
- LOOK AT.

THATS IT! TIME YOU ™ LET'S SEE HOW WELL You
TOOK A PIP IN THE FLY WITH THOSE WINGS
FOUNTAIN OF SHOVE[D THREE FEET UP
EUTHANASIA'




HELLO, TUPGE
NIXON. NICE TO
MEET YOU.

ALWAYS AN N
HONOUR TO
MEET A BRAVE

L~ RONSON'S
HE SMELLS LIKE AN AMATEUR
PIRTY FEANK'S REPORTER. HE

USeEr WRITES HIS OWN
CONSPIRACY

THEORY WEBSITE,
NEIGHBOUR-

HOOP 5A5Q

WATCH.

N

PELIGHTEP FOR
HIM. WHATS THIS GOT
TO PO WITH US?__

OF COURSE. lay’
3

THORA, T'VE
GOT BETTER
PLACES TO BE.
RESYK, FOR

EXAMPLE — /7"

YOU'RE POING THIS,

AIMEE. T'VE SEEN RONSON'S

RESEARCH. ITS WORTH
TAKING A CHANCE

"IF HE'S RIGHT,
WE GET THE £HANCE TO TAKE
POWN SOME OF THE WORLE'S

PEAPLIEST KILLERS, AND THERE'S

A RUMOUR THAT BLACKBIRP
WILL BE APPEARING...

. REST
ASSURED,

L AM FULLY
PREPARED
FOR OUR
MISSION,
JUPGE
NIXON.

WHO ARE YOU? AN TELL
ME NOW WHY I SHOULPN'T
. HURT “You.

AIMEE, MEET RONSON

" MORSE — A TUSTICE PEPARTMENT

I INFORMER . HE'S THE REASON I ASKEP

YOU EVER HEARD OF HITCON, JUPGE
NIXON? ITS SOMETHING I'VE BEEN
RESEARCHING FOR A PECAPE NOW.

RUMOURS ABOLUND THAT EVERY
YEAR THE PLANET'S TOP BUTTONMEN
CONVENE IN A HOTEL TO TALK SHOP, GET
WASTEP AN MAKE BITCHY COMMENTS
ABOUT ONE ANOTHER,

EVERY TIME THE LOCATION IS
SECRET. ONLY THE TRUE INNER CIRCLE, THE
HITMAN ELITE, ARE PRIVY TO ITS
WHEREABOUTS.

BLACKBIRPZ YOUVE
GOT TO BE—

YOU TO COME HERE TODAY.

LEMME GLESS — YOU'VE FOUNP OUT THAT
THIS YEAR THE CONVENTION'S TAKING
PLACE IN THE LOW LIFE.

ANP HOW
EXACTLY I YOU cOME
BY THIS OH-SO-RARE-
INFORMATION?
SOMEONE
TOLZ ME ON A
MESSAGE-
BOARD.




I MUST SAY,
THIS 15 FANTASTICALLY
EXCITING!

7 JUPGE NIXON,
THERE'S NO WAY T
WAS GIVING UP THE

LOCATION AND SECRET
PASSWORD FOR HITCON
WITHOUT FIRST OBTAINING
A TUSTICE DEPARTMENT
GUARANTEE THAT 1
GET THE STORY
_ FIRST HAND. _«

S50 I'M WITH
YOU FOR THE
PURATION. GET
USEP TO IT....

-
IT WOULE REALLY '
HELP IF YOu PIPN'T
REFER TO ME AS

TEAH, WE'RE I'M AFRAI YOU'RE MISTAKEN. THERE'S
HERE FOR THE NO CONVENTION HERE BY THAT NAME.
CONVENTION MAYBE YOU AND YOUR HUSBAND
THIS WEEKEND,

sl HITCONZ

MY HUSBAND? 7O I LOOK AS THOUGH
A RETARPED RAT HAEMORRHOIP
LIKE THIS—

AH, HONEY. SORRY,
WE'VE BEEN TRAVELLING FOR A
WHILE AND IF SHE POESN'T GET HER
MEPS, YKNOW... #

WHAT SHE MEANT TO
SAY WAS THAT HER FAVOURITE
TWENTIETH-CENTURY MOVIE
IS, UH...

E PREFER GROSSE
POINTE BLANK.




\
i

NOW, HAVE YOU \ u
ATTENDED HITCON

BEFORE? Ao B \ |

e

'y

[/

,NO.FIRST Y~ [/~
TIVE. .~ {
| [ “ -
™\
: B r(\ \

I SEE. WELL, YOU HAP THE INITIAL PASSWORD.
CAN T SEE IF YOU'RE ON THE OFFICIAL
HITCON LISTZ NAMES?

OR BLOOPBEAST
PEATHBRINGER. LOOK UP
BLOOPBEAST PEATHBRINGER .
I MAY HAVE REGISTERED AS
BLOOPBEAST PEATH-
BRINGER,

CONGRATULATIONS,
IT SEEMS YOU ARE
ON THE OFFICIAL

LIST : l
@ E ARE
THE SIBLINGS, AND

EVERY YEAR IT IS5 OUR
PRIVILEGE TO

ORGANISE...

... THE ULTIMATE :
AND ONLY OFFICIAL

... OF THE
GLOBAL HITMAN
COMMUNITY !




as proS, You'Ll FINg LI ¥ mANY BIG NAMES ARE HERE, SO VB A0, OF COURSE, THE FANS

PLENTY TO INTEREST You
HERE. MAYBE YOU' BE
WILLING TO PO A

ARE THE SOUP,
MAN., YOU KNOW
THATZ THI
SOUP!

= ~ =
L |” WHAT POES
THAT MEAN?

TRY TO NETWORK IF You
AN, Y%

I'm IN THE MIPTLE
OF THIS BIG MEGA-CITY
ONE JOB. MAN, YOU KNOW
HOW MANY PEAL THEY
WANT A WEEK? 5

THE
YANKS ARE HARDP

TASKMASTERS, 1

TELL YA,
6& HAH, YEAH... THE
YANKS... YOU KNOW

HOW EXACTLY

ro You GET A Goop

YANK JOB?

’ S
IT TO THE ONLINE

GET THE £HANCE TO MEET THEIR
: CHERISHEZ HEROES.

N\

YOWRE THE LITTLE TURE

ARBITER'™ WHO SLATED MY BRIT-CIT JTOB ON
' B THE MESSAGEBOARDPS!

a

FPREFERRED
HOMICIPE'S
WORK THE

YEAR BEFORE,
N

THAT'S ALL...




YOU LIKE =
HOMICIPE? T'LL SHOW You - NOW, REMEMBER HITCON'S
: SOME HOMIZIDE! MOTTO — ‘WE ARE PROFESSIONALS!'
ANY KILLING WILL SIMPLY BRING IN
THE JUPGES. AND WE PON'T
WANT THAT.

YEAH. WE GET THAT AND
WE'VE GOT THE PETAILS OF EVERY
HITMAN IN THE PLAZE. THEIR
IPENTITIES, EVEN CONTALT
PETAILS, MAYBE.

50, WHAT ARE
YOU WAITING
FOR?Z HITCON
EXISTS. ITS
HERE. £ALL

IN THE
JUPGES.

UH-UH, WE BUST IN NOW ANDZ
WE JUST GET A FEW OF THEM
ON LOW-TIER STUFF —
ILLEGAL IMAGERY,
FIREARMS, THAT'S

ALL.

50 WE WAIT ANP SEE

IF THERE'S ANYTHING MORE

SERIOUS GOING ON HERE. ANY-

THING THAT WARRANTS SOME
REAL HARD TIME.

ALL THAT
INFORMATION.

JUST THINK. OF THE }

STORIES I cOU
WRITE.

e
I'M GOING TO

GET THAT LIST.

PON'T BE
50 STUPID,
RONSON,
YOU'LL—

IT5 A
GOLPMINE.

sTuPIP! I AM
NOT STUPIP!
— =

I FOUNP THI
PLACE! T GOT US
IN HERE! NOT
You!

T ME!

PO NOT CALL ME Y




WE'LL LEAVE YOU NOW TO ENJOY.
BUT MAKE SURE TO KEEP AN EY
OUT FOR BLACKBIRD .

AR ITISN'T JUPGE

" WELL, WELL... ,
: AIMEE NIXON.

- THATS THE
MYSTERIOUS BLACKBIRD,

LEGENPARY FOR TWENTY YEARS
NOW ANE NEVER SEEN BEFORE,
MAKING HIS FIRST-EVER £ON
APPEARANCE.

WE'RE VERY EXCITED.
WE PON'T KNOW WHEN HE'LL
ARRIVE EXACTLY, BUT WE'RE
ASSURED HE'S COMING.
50—

THAT LOSER )
HERE YET?

THE CHANCE TO FINALLY
OFF THE TIREP OLE BIRD IS
THE ONLY REASON I'M AT
THIS BITCH-FEST.

UH... NOT \

YET, HOMICIPE, BY FIGURES.

¥ BLACKBIRD'S TOO SCARED
TO SHOW HIS FACE. KNOWS HE

INT TOP POG NO MORE.
KNOWS HOMICIDE'S THE

MAN THESE DAYS.

W~ WELL,
HE SEEMED
NICE.

SUPPENLY I'M SWEATING LIKE A

FIRST-TIME PERFP BREAKING HIS

CHERRY. MY HEART'S GOING

b NUCLEAR, MY HEAP'S ALL
PERCUSSION. I £AN'T BREATHE...

N —
I'M AIMEE NIXON. I'M WALLY
SQUAD. UNPERCOVER IS MY
| LIFE. I PO THIS ALL THE TIME...




e | SHUT UP, RONSON! T JUST...
| ..s0wy am 1 I JUST NEED A SECOND
SUDDENLY TERRIFIED?| | TO GET MYSELF...

.. ANP LOOKEE 50 TELL ME — WHICH ONE
HERE. IT SEEMS WE HAVE OF YOU TWO IS GOING TO SHOW
[ SOME WILLING VOLUNTEERS A OUR EAGER AUDIENCE THE BEST WAY
=D AFTER ALL. TO KILL THIS LITTLE CREEP?




SLAUGHTER, THEN SPRINT
THATS ALWAYS MY MOTTO
WHEN I ERAPICATE MY ...
OUARRY.

SORN
2 \

OK, SO OUR WANPERING

“PRO HERE 15 GOING TO PEMONSTRATE

THE QUICKEST, PEAPLIEST THROAT
UT. ;
THIS IS FOR WHEN
YOU NEEP TO GET IN ANP
OUT REAL OUIEK, RIGHT,
FRIEND?

PLEASE... I FON'T
WANT TO FIE...

SUPPENLY
NOT FEELING
THAT WELL.,
MAYBE T
SHOULD JUsT
GO SIT

£UT THE

LITTLE WEASEL.
I MEAN, ITS
NOT PIFFICULT
FOR A PRO,
15177




PAMN IT, Rons,
THAT AIN'T HIS CAROTIP

ARTERY! YOU'RE A GOOP
INCH AWAY, AS usuaL!

BESIPES, YOU

WE KILL, WE KILL

TOGETHER. AIN'T A

THE PUPE £ZUT ME'

I ONLY VOLUNTEERER
BE£AUSE ALL
PEMONSTRATIONS ARE /||
MEANT TO BE NON-

PROMISED ME, BABY, )

REMEMBER—

'YEAH, BUT I TELL YOU, IF

IFDFPN'T KNOW BETTER, SHUT up, You

g ) S vely proxkiNe
n O MIDPGET!

UH... I'M YOUR
SEX ASSASSIN?

PON'T GO THERE,
\_( RONSON. I SAVED
YOU, THATS ALL.
BUT TUDGE
NIXON=—

WE CAN'T

LEGISLATE FOR

PROS GETTING WASTED

AT HITEON, T'M AFRAIP. k=

PON'T YOU GET ITZ YOU €AN'T

CALL ME THAT IN HERE! YOU £AN'T

LOOK AS SCARED AS YOU PIP7 IN
THAT ROOM! YOUW'LL GET US
BOTH KILLEP!

PRESS

LIFE-TAKER. MY MY BUTTON,

SILKY SEX BUTTONMAN.
_ASSASSIN,

4 AHEM... YOU
v (Two waNT To GeT




JEEZ, RONSON, AND I'M

YOU PON'TLIKE N/ UNPERCOVER IN A X

BEING TOLD YOU'RE HOTEL FULL OF THE
SCARED, YOU PON'T LIKE , WORLEP'S BEST
BEING TOLP YOU'RE KILLERS.
STUPID... THIS IS LIKE
BABYSITTING A

YOU'RE ON
A YOUR OWN.

GO HOME
BEFORE YOU ENP
O UP DEAT. _

DAMMIT, WHAT'S |
WRONG WITH g
ME? T CAN'T BE

WHATZ AIMEE, Y

YOU CAN'T... " E
7 1 6ot You V{18

IN HeRe!_ANS '

JUST NEEP A SECONP. A
SECONP TO REMEMBER...

~ FW’A ho e

Nl 'm amee nixon...




W/ You LIKE IT,

) '}\ PON'T You?




WHATS SEEMS
TO BE THE

THERE'S A GUY,
I/ DRUNK, HANGING
OVER THE BALLONY,

LOOKS LIKE HE'S

PASSER OUT.
—J

- PUre's
IN PANGER

HOMICIPE!

SOMEONE'S
ACTUALLY OFFER || "\

HOMICIDE! o /S

LOOKS LIKE
BLACKBIRD |
MAPE IT AFTER £




HEAP INTO THE
LIFT, MAKE FOR

J PAMN
IT. WHAT
EXACTLY
ro You

WANTZ

AIN'T IT OBVIOUS® ' I MEAN, THERE'S
WE WANT YOU, A SERIOUS LACK OF
OUALITY ASS IN THIS

CHICKENCOOP,

Y'KNOW?

i e




HE'S GOT US
ALL HERE FOR A

HE'S BROKEN
HOMIZIPE'S NECK

ANP THROWN HIM OFF

A PROKKING

HE'S GOING TO KILL Us'

ALL OF US! OFF THE
COMPETITION!

AN UNFORTUNATE
FAUX FAS. NOTHING

HE'S HERE'
BLACKBIRP'S

GRUP'S SAKE, CALM DOWN,
EVERYONE. HE'S NOT THE

BOGEYMAN. H

ANOTHER PRO. W
THIS IS JUST A
SIMPLE ORGANISATIONAL L

SNAFU. ALL CONVENTIONS
SUFFER ‘I'HEM

LAPY, I'? HATE TO

BE AT ONE OF YOUR
CONVENTIONS WHERE
SOMETHING ACTUALLY,
GOES WRONG...




LOOK AT You.
ALL TURNED ON. YOU GOT
THE BLOOPLUST, GIRL,
T'LL GIVE YOU THAT.

BUT THIS
AIN'T PLAYTIME
NO MORE.




WHAT IF BLACKBIRD RIGS UP A
BOMB~? HE cOULP TAKE ALL OF
US OUT IN SECONPS!

I MEAN,
THE MAN'S A £OLE-
HEARTER KILLER'

HEY! WHAT SNEAKING AROUND, YOU LITTLE Y
YOU THINK - €REEP. YOU KNOW SOMETHING £

PLEASE, BRETHREN. REMEMBER, THIS IS HIT-
£ON ANP WE ARE ALL PROFESSIONALS.
WE ALL HAVE IMMENSE RESPECT FOR EACH ... AND SHOW
AGAIN THE WONPERFLL
CAMARAPERIE OF THIS,
WE ASK THAT You OUR AGES-OLP, MOST
SET ASIPE ANY PETTY RIVALRIES PISCIPLINED

YOU MAY HAVE... ‘ PROFESSION.







" GOT ANY
LAST REQUESTS,

>~ WE cOULP'VE HAP US ™~
SOME FUN, YOU ANP ME. BUT
I GUESS THAT AIN'T GONNA
% HAPPEN NOW.

! SEE, THE BLOOD'S

GONNA FLOW, OH YEAH! THE

BLOOD'S GONNA FLOW
LONG AND—

THIS GUY'S REALLY
ANNOYING ME
NOW.

YOU... YOU'
HELPING
MEZ

l o7 T miss
A MEETING?

LAST TIME WE MET, £RACKER, YOU
KILLEP A WALLY SOUAP JUPGE. You
FRAMED ME FOR MURPER .*

THAT WAS JUST A
PAYING JOB. NOTHING
PERSONAL.

ANP I BROKE
YOUR FACE.

J

“"YEaH, You pip.
Py MY TAW £LICKS EVERY

TIME T MOVE IT THESE y _

PAYS. AND EVERY TIME [ \ R

THAT HAPPENS, GUESS
WHAT I PO... L] PROGS /357-1396.




T'VE BEEN WATCHING YOU.

> THAT'S HEAR TWARMING, ' .
CRACKER. YOURE SWEET. T'LL - N\ I;ﬁ?fﬁ%"g;{f?gﬁ;‘?

ASK THEM TO PUT AN EXTRA ~
PILLOW IN YOUR 15O-UBE WHEN N TR L KhOW L.
JUSTICE PEPARTMENT TAKES
THIS PLACE POWN
=
OH YEAH,
YOURE A JUPGE, 1
- FORGOT.

T GUESS YOU DIP )
TOO WHEN YOU MURPERED
FARNSWORTH.

I STUPIEP You 50
LONG FOR THE FARNSWORTH

JOB, I KNOW YOU BETTER THAN
YOU KNOW YOURSELF.

YOU REALISEP SOMETHING THE
MOMENT YOU WALKED IN HERE.
SOMETHING YOU'VE ALWAYS
KNOWMN [PEEP OWN,

YOU'RE NOT
A JUPGE. NOT
REALLY.

YOU BELONG
HERE, WITH THE
KILLERS.

You
BELONG WITH
ME.




UH... WELL, I NEVER SAW WOT THAT MUCH
THAT COMING... £AN HAVE
- HAPPENED IN THAT
MAYBE WE | | Time, SurELY?*
SHOULEP GET BACK TO
THE CONVENTION...

YEAH. T MUSTVE
BEEN UP HERE TEN
MINUTES, TOPS.

HAVE THOUGHT A
HITMAN CONVENTION =

' ~ I. -
»
CONTROL, THIS IS NIXON! WE
HAVE A GO! REPEAT, WE HAVE ALY
~_GO! MOVE IN/ '
: A A




YOUVE 6OT ABOUT THREE MINUTES BEFORE )
\_ HALF OF JUSTICE DEPARTMENT ARRIVE. A
I'C RUN IF T WERE You. ¥

¥ COME WITH ME.
YOU'RE NOT ONE OF

THEM, YOU KNOW T 2o | oo 3

THAT. AFTER YoOu.

HA! T SHOWEP THEM! N AN UNLOCKED
WHO'S STUPIP HOW? HOVER-CAR!
INBELIEVABLE! IT
MUST BE MY
NOW IF I
CAN JUST GET OUT
OF HERE...

ITS ABOUT
TIME SOMEBOPY J=
eie.

I'VE GOT
TO FINP AN
IP1OT. /

I THINK You
HAVE SOMETHING
OF MINE, LITTLE
MAN.







YOU THINKING
SCREWING WITH MY HEAD
IS SOME KIND OF

PAMMIT,
WOMAN, WILL YOu JusT

JEEZ, NIXON...
PECPLE AREN'T

THOUGHT YOU'P

KNOW THAT BETTER B

THAN MOST.

LISTEN FOR A—

P ENOUGH WITH THE
. FREUD, OK?

NOT EVERYONE'S
BRIGHT ENOUGH TO

BE HIPING SOMETHING,
CRACKER. SOME PEOPLE
ARE JUST PLAIN...







\/ GRUD, RONSON... YOU'RE
BLACKBIRD? THE HITMAN
COMMUNITY'S JUST GONE

WAY POWN IN MY
ESTIMATIONS.
OMEONE TO . b= .
SAVE You. v WHY SHOW YOUR
Y FACE NOW, AFTER ALL THESE
YEARS? WHY PLAY GAMES
AND £ONE TO US?

HOW CHIVALROUS. © A TRUE LOVE TO WHISK You
YOU'VE FOUNP A AWAY FROM THE UNFEELING,
BOYFRIEND THEN, @ OH-SO-LONELY LIFE OF
NIXONZ %

TOO MUcH COMPETITION V' T £AN'T KILL THEM ALL. T'M AN
OUT THERE THESE PAYS. AS5A5SIN, NOT AN ARMY. 50 T
TOO MANY AMATEURS FIGURED, THIS WAY, T'C GET THEM
CUTTING DOWN MY TO KILL EACH OTHER AND JUSTICE
PROFITS, "\ PEPARTMENT COULD MOP
& N UP THE REST.

AND IF I COULD GET HOLD OF
THE CONVENTION LIST T' HAVE
THE GOLIPEN TICKET. THE WHEREABOUTS CREEP INTO THEIR
OF JUST ABOUT EVERY HITMAN HOMES. SLIT THEIR THROATS
ON THE PLANET. T COULD PICR WHILE THEY SLEEP.

THEM OFF ANY TIME 7 MAKE THEM

» L PLEASED. SCAREP OF ME
: o Lo AGAIN.
h"‘-.‘_‘-—_ T 2 5

/ ,
ol IS
4 A} g




PLEASE? SCAREP " TRYING TO MAKE A POINT
OF YOU7 YOU'RE TO THE WORLP JUST

JUST ANOTHER ~ BECAUSE YOU £OULD NEVER
SHORT GUY WITH REACH THE CANPY ON
A NAPOLEONIC M JOUR MOMMA'S TOP

YOU'RE SCARED.

T'VE SEEN IT.

PO YOU KNOW HOW
MANY INNOCENT PEOPLE
IVE KILLEDP OVER THE
YEARS, NIXON?

I AaM NOT
SCAREDP! T AM THE
THING THAT PEOPLE ARE
SCARED OF!

SCARED.

THIS LITTLE GAME?

NO, YOU'RE VTHE REASON YOU RISKED COMING HERE AFTER  IT'S BECAUSE THE OTHERS
ALL THOSE YEARS OF HIPINGT THE REASON YOU
INVOLVED TUSTICE PEPARTMENT? PLAYED

WERE BECOMING A THREAT
TO You.

THE THING YOU ¥ DEEP DOWN, YOu
WERE SCARED  REALISED THAT YOU'RE
OF? NOT THE BEST
ANYMORE. o

. UH... HELLOZ HATE TO
INTERRUPT THIS LITTLE PMT-FEST

BUT... STILL WITH THE KNIFE TO
THE THROAT HERE?

THAT PEMONSTRATION,
NIXON, IN THE CONVENTION.
YOU TOLP ME WHERE THE
CAROTI? ARTERY WAS
IN THE NECK.




KEEP PRESSLURE ON HIS NECK AND

MAYBE YOU'LL BE ABLE TO KEEP HIM

ALIVE UNTIL THE MEDPS GET HERE.

BUT THEN YOU WON'T

BE ABLE TO FOLLOW ME,

WILL YOUZ YOU'P BE LETTING ME
GO, ANP THATS NOT WHAT A
JUPGE POES.

S0 I GUESS IT'S TIME FOR
YOU TO PECIPE WHAT'S
MORE IMPORTANT

TO You.

THE MAN WHO

CAME HERE TO SAVE
YOU... OR BEING A
JuPGe?

YOU KNOW, AIMEE, HE'S RIGHT. %
PEOPLE AREN'T ALWAYS WHAT
THEY SEEM TO BE.

I MEAN, THE WAY YOu

RILEP ME UP THERE. I KNOW
YOU WERE PLAYING FOR
TIME, BUT....

. ITS ALMOST =L
LIKE YOU WANTER ME )
TO KILL HIM.




I WANT You TO
KNOW... THIS ISN'T
ABOUT YOll.

NOT WORTH

LOOKING
AFTER,
CRACKER...




CONTROL, THIS IS
NIXON. TRAVELLING SOUTH ON
LOU REED SKEPWAY IN PURSUIT

OF BLACKBIRD'S STOLEN HOVER
CAR, REGISTRATION
PRLIMIZS.

COPY THAT, NIXON.
ROAPBLOCKS ARE BEING
SET UP AT ALL MATOR

NAH, HE'LL DISAPPEAR IN THE " .
€ITY SOON AS HE CLEARS —
THE LOW LIFE. HIPE OUT |
FOR A WHILE.
i ‘H L

|
COTT0 GET ) :

HIM Ohll LOU REEP TAKE THESE BROKEN
OR WE'LL LOSE HIM 'LUEKY I KNOW A WINGS ANP LEARN

FEW SHORT cUTS...' TO...

FOR GOOP.

HEH. NICE TOB.
OH YES, THE BLACKBIRDP'S
SINGING TONIGHT!

SINGING
IN THE PEAP OF
NIGHT!

RAMMING SPEER.




Ny

I'bl.. TLL
K-KILL )"OLI FOR
THIS, NIXON

YEAH, 'cOS
‘1 THAT'S WHAT You
. o ARE, RONSON,
/ ‘
: “ \//
~— /‘



! < )
G-GET ANAY
FROM ME—!
q - p F
=~
) \

GET AWAY

FROM ME!

AND YOU... YOU'RE \ /

JUST A GIRL I'M GOING A

SCQQIESI?‘IINHOJ NOT TO KILL... JUST A SILLY n
STUPID! 4 : LITTLE GIRL WHO WON'T

— APMIT WHAT SHE

REALLY IS...

1
" HEY, RONSON,
WADDYA KNOW? T'M NO j
EXPERT BUT TO ME YOU LOOK )2

KINDA, I PUNNO.. ¢ /\
\ \\ %
% 1l
)
S #
y,
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K y 4
YWE STARTED TO GET

SUSFICIOUS A FEW
MONTHS BACK...

\ YGOT A FEW COMPLAINTS ABOUT A

FIEM TAKING MONDCO CEEDPITS
FEOM PARENTS WITH THE PROMISE
OF ACCELERATING BABY 1Qs.

VBUT THEN WE HAD THE

GLIGGENHC?% GALLERY |

I Y"THE UPEISING OF THE

NEW HITLEE CHERLIBZ
M THE ATTEMFPTED COUPT

L -
Ly D
—~ FOE ME, M7 NATIONAL

SOCIALIST ARMIES OF
PARKNESS.”

"THAT WAS THE FINAL
STRAW. SOMETHING'S NOT
RIGHT. YOU'RE GOING IN,
POSING AS A SINGLE
FATHER TQ CHECK IT ouT.”

=1 !/])

YPRETTY DECENT
RESULTS, TOO.

BUT REALLY,
CAN ONE SAY THAT
KIERKEGAARD TEULY
HELD EXISTENTIAL VIEWS,
CONSIPERING HIZ VARIED
OFINIONS WHEN
WEITING LUNDEE
PSEUDONYMSZ




PIETY FEANK'S

CASE NOTES: ~Ou ViLL

e - TN

Pivty Framk begam
his investigation
by intevvogating
apprehended Felons.
Nome would talk,

T
b Fevhaps this place

Maybe the infants

in psychological programming and
covevt tovtuve techniques could not

Even Divfy Framk's warvtime expevtise "'
elicit infovwation From the subjects. |

is on the level.

in custody were
just bad apples.

N S| -
™ Pevhaps B ”ﬂ
WMt ' = | 111N

T

Megalomaniacal
Fascist ones...

Wit A wmuvdevous
intevest in 1S5th-
centivy Putch avt,

L s
L

ou
LATEST PATIENT,
DE SPEINGSTEIN.
ﬂ-lrlzﬁ 1= MEE

=1

ANK
FOU, CLALIDIA.
GO0OP MORNING, SIE.
WELCOME TC GREY

MATTERS, HOW
CAN WE HELP YoUZ

BEHOLD
MY TERKEIBLE
PEEDPICAMENT.”

I
THAT AN
EYEPATCH=




DIETY

FEANK'S S0ON |5,
FEANKLY, A GEEAT
DISAPPOINTMENT, HE

DPOES VERY LITTLE EXCEPT
UNPEETAKE BASIC
LiQuIp BopILY
FUNCTIONS.

BESIDE THE
POINT. STANDARDS
MUST BE
MAINTAINED.

I'™M AFRAID
I CAN'T REVEAL

THAT. TRADE SECRETS, |

TRUST US, THOUGH,

YOUE BABY |= IN NO

DPANGER FEOM THE
TEEATMENT.,

Pl

UH,
ME FEZANK,
HE'S ONLY, WHAT? I THINK HE NEEPS
FOURE WEEKS HIZ DIAFPEE CHANGED.
LD HE sMELLS A BIT

DIETY FRANK'S
PERSONAL HYGIENE
IS NOT THE ISSLUE
HERE,

DIETY FRANK
O NOTZ

OF COURESE WE\? WITH OUR PATENTED
NON-HAEMFLL GEEY MATTEES

CAN. GREY MATTERS
GUARANTEES A MASSIVE

INCEEASE IN YOLE
BABY'Z Q.

TECHNOLOGY vOWLL HAVE A
MINI-MOZART ON +YOUR
HANDS IN & MATTEE
OF WEEKS.,

O COURSE.
/ AND WE HAVE A
100% SUCCESS EATE.
YOU'LL SEE QUOTES
FEOM OUE SATISFIED
CUSTOMERS IN
THE FO7VER.

EXCELLENT,
NOW, WE APPEECIATE
THAT SOME PARENTS
DON'T LIKE TO LEAVE
THEIEZ NEW CHILDEEN

OVEENIGHT...

...WE UNDERSTAND Sy
HOW PRECIOUS THEY
ARE TO YOU.

S0 You
COULD BEING
HIM BACK IN THE
MORNING, IF You'D

’ PREFER™




BABIES., LET'S
MAKE

SHHH.”
FOULL WAKE THE
BABIES.”

CLAUDIA. WE'RE
ONLY YOUNG ONCE. &
RIGHT?

HEE HEE.”
JOU'RE
NAUGHTY.”

J BUT LET'S GET THE NEW
FRANK BOY FIRST. GET HIM
READY BEFORE THE PICK-UP. P
ONCE WORK'S DONE, WE
CAN HAVE £oME

SleH...
oK, 1 GUESS
YOUWRE EBIGHT.
COME ON,

o
DON'T WANT X4

Yo SNNCY THE. FoA UsR
'C ez 7 %

L%

4




Sz (L

WHEEE'D

THE LITTLE BRAT )7/
Go7 4

You sUEE
ED THAT
=

YOU LocK
i poo

CHANGE OF
PLAN. ONE'S GOT
A FEVER. CAN'T ElSK
THE PROCEDURE UNTIL
IT'S CLEARED, SHOULD
BE FINE

THOUGHT
YOU SAIP NINE
EAELIEE

BlG
MAN WON'T BE
HAPPY WHEN I TELL
HIM, SPEINGSTEIN, AS
CLOCKWORK, EEMEMBEE™

IF ¥OU CAN'T DO THI=

MAYBE WE sHOULDP

GET SOMECONE WHO

WAIT

A SECOND,., PIP

DON'T
TALK THAT WAY
' TO YOUR ELDERS,
NOWLAN.~

ALL
RIGHT, ALL
RIGHT.” JEEZ,
DON'T &0 ALL
SENILE ON
ME”

YOU TUST CALL ME )

coLosTomMY
BoOvY=

GREANDAD,
WE'RE ON A SCHEDLULE,
REMEMBERE™

THIS
1S ALL VERY
CONFUZING...

PEOKK IT..., OK.
DON'T LET ON, WE
MEET AND GREET

AND THEN WE
COME BACK AND
FIND THE KID,
GoT IT7

KEEFP
THE NOISE DOWN,
coLosToOMY BOY. You
WANNA WAKE THE
NEIGHBOURHOODZ




B

I

N

\\gj

7
ah




YOU MAY
HAVE A POINT,
MOETAL. DIETY

FEANK APPEARS TO
BE WEDPGED
GOOP AND

PROPER.

W DIETY FEEANK
HAs TEOUBLE
WITH Hi=
ON THE GLANDS,
JUSTICE PEFARTMENT I SEEN
EECOMMENDEDP PIET THE WAY YOU EAT
LIST, FRANK Y- THOSE CAKES, FRANKY,
BC. IF THAT'S GLANDS, THEN
YOU GOT A REGULAR
GLANDPULAR
FEVER.

DIETY FEANK |5
TUCK,

GONNA TRY
OUT THE 'PATENTED
NON-HARMFLUL
GREY MATTERS
TECHNOLOGY".

IF IT POES
SOMETHING STEANGE
TO PIETY FRANK'S
BRAINZ

IF THAT'S
TRUE, FRANKY=
BOY...

o THEN

JOE PEEDPDP
HIMSELF CAN
COME POWN HEEE
AND PLANT A MEDPAL
RIGHT ON M7 DIAPER

CONSIPER THE FACT
THAT PIRTY FRANK COULD
STILL MAKE CHIEF
JUDPGE ONE

pay —

Z R\




DIETY FRANK'S CASE
NOTES REGCARDING

Graduated with

hownouvs From the

Academws. Great
things weve
predicted,

x ¥ & ‘ - "k :
&~ Onee gpon A pime -

\“‘-;.“_"m x
iy 1 Was soon handpicked Fov a
siogide] X i NN top-secvet elite mission to
)

] r' -~ J ventuve info the Cuvsed Eavth

to vecwev..ﬁomemm? av
other. You kihow how Fhese
cuvsed Eavih missions ave.

b LS I E % *
UGS
o e
o3

Tervible bloodshed
occuvved, of couvse.

Soon a badly wounded,
neay-dead Coil Found

himselF the only
suvviver of his team.

Al I —r

The way Pivty Frank
heavd it, he spent
soMme Months as a

patient in the house
of a wystic mutant

witch-woman...

She then tvied to eat
cail, whe had by this
oint been subjected
0 A Massive amount
of vadiation over a
lowng peviod of time.

wwhich is a Angway, the ancient
gveat title Fov practitioner of
an album, avcame avts offeved
4 him something:

They weven't
wagic, of course,
Jjust ivvadiated.
The woman was

demented.

"‘. . W . — W w— - .

The vadiation had an incvedible effect upown him. It
il pevimanently miutated Movtal back teo infant Favm,

wHAT
AEE YOU TWZ
FO-70= GAWFIN' ATZ
DPON'T vOU RECOGNISE
A WOUNPEDP JUPGE
WHENO‘K;W SEE

It tuvs out, unbeknowinst
to him, he had been Neveyr accept hevoic

vecupevating in the 5 wissions to seek
vemains of a wavtine The woval of E‘ out lost things in
nuclear missile silo. this stovy= \ the Cuvsed Earvti.

*




You WON'T
BELIEVE THIS, MORTAL,
BUT... BRACE
YOURSELF...

BREAIN
HAS BEEN EXPANPEDP
/ BY THE PROBE TO
THE POINT WHERE HE
g NOW COMMANDS
THE POWER OF
TELEPATHY,

LOOK, THE HELL” IT'S
INTELLIGENCE o SPEINGSTEIN AND
ENHANCER'S NOTHIN' - CLAUD&%&I’F)‘E‘Y'ZE v SPRINGSTEIN

' I was
SAYING THOSE BUT A LIGHTBULS AND CLAUDIA.

WORDS ouUT LOUD, ¢
\ _ WITH A PLASTIC J& L/ AN LR
: KA, COVER. ' >

DROK
\ ~ STOP DOING
s A THAT, FRANK.”

SCAM, ALL RIGHT. YOUVE GOT TC GET OUT

BUT THEN HOW ARE THEY OF HERE~ WE NEED TO
MAKING THE KIDS FIND OUT WHAT
SMARTER™ b THEY'EE DOING TO

N THE BABIES.”

' NANNNN...
IT'S NO GOOP, MOETAL,
THE GLANDPS HAVE FINALLY

CAUGHT UP WITH DIRTY
» FRANK.,




OK, FIEST THINGS
FIEST, WE SCOUE THE
FPLACE, FIND THE FRANK
KID, Ok ELSE THE BIG

MAN'S GOING TO

WHATEVEE.
= oo
THE HELL DID e

HE GET IN
HERE~

THEY'EE
REACHING THE
FINAL STAGES=,
WE NEED ALL
THE BABIES WE
AN GET,

| _—

LITTLE
BEAT HAS= TO BE
AROUND HEEE

MUST
HAVE gEAWLED,
SOMEWH — 1 GUES=.

“IT'S TIME FORE ALL
LOOSE ENPS TU BE
TAKEN CARE OF..."

HMM. PEEHAFP=
PIETY FRANK HAS BEEN

You SHOULD'VE
KEPT vOUR NOSE OUT
OF THAT WHICH |= NOT
CONCERNING ~YOU,

- DEATH X
YES=, HAIEY STALKS YoU
ONE-EYE. 70U RECOGNISE ; .
YOUR DOOM, DO 7OU NOTZ HAlS 7 ONE
IT sTANDS BEFOEE
YU N £

NUBILE,
ROSv-CHEEKED,

. COURTESY
OF THE BABY
NINTAS.”




PEATH.
PEATH TO THE
PUNGENT HAIRY
ONE-EYES .

It is Piviy Frank's wovst
Mightmave come to life. As he always
suspected — baby assassins.”

PIETY
FEANK THOUGHT
NINTAZ= WEEE SUPPOSEDR
TO BE SILENT, AND LESS
INSULTING.

DIETY FEANK'S CASE
NOTES UPDATE:

4 B

Divty Frank is investigating a
Scam ve%a,rdm the erhanced
s of babies. Up te this point,
theve was an outside chance

that theve was nothing to it

Vimnwr

Up to fiis
paint.

You
SHOULD HAVE
KEPT YOUR NOSE
OuT, sMELL-
MAN.~

i |

How can Piviy Framk Fight them=
They ave too Feail, too cute.
Untauched by sin. Theiv chevibic,
innocent loveliness overwhelms,

—=——\ |

They ave like angels...albeit
with nunchuks, If is useless
te vesist. Diviy Framk could
neverv physically hurt a baby.

BLOODZ
PIRTY FRANK'S
BLOODZ

SPILL PIETY FRANK'S

You WoulLp

PEECIOU= LIFE
ESSENCE™

YOU LITTLE

PEOKKERS.”




THERE You
GO, BACK IN YOUE
COT, SAFE AND
SOUND,

" M7,
ARENT ~ou
THE LITTLE

THERE'S LITTLE TCO
SMILE ABOUT, CLALIDIA,
YOU SHOULD KNOW THAT,
YOUVE LIVED LONG
ENOUGH.

NOWLAN.”
GRUP, You

NOWLANZ N SOMEONE'S ONTO U, PROBABLY
WHAT'S GOING JUSTICE DEPARTMENT. A GUY'S
ONZ BEEN SNOOPING AROUND OUT
BACK., WE'RE TAKING CARE

OF HIM NOW.

MAYBE
SOMECONE SQUEALED,
MAYBE THE HITLER IDIOT
DID FOE US, POINT |5, ITS
OVER. 50 THE Ble GUY HAS
CRDPERED WE CUT AND RELIN,
SHUT THINGS POWN. ‘ e

A SHAME, IT WE DON'T KNOW |T'=
WAS A GOODP LITTLE JUSTICE DEPARTMENT,
THIS PLACE WORKS,

SCAM WHILE IT LASTED. h
PARENTS GOT WHAT NOWLAN., THERE'S NO

THEY WANTED. <0 NEED TO CLOSE
WE SHOP.

NAH, YOU'RE
y WRONG, SPEINGSTEIN, 1
KNOW YOU AND CLALDIA AEE
GETTING SOME YOLNG LOVE
HERE, BUT “OU KNOW
THE EULES...

HERE vYOU GO,
LITTLE FELLA, COME
TO YER KIND UNCLE

NOWLAN...




DIETY FEANK
POMINATES LITTLE
PECOPLE”

A NINTA
LETS HIS DEADLY
ACTIONS SPEAK

..BIG
FOR HIM... BUM HAIRY
POC-BOY.

NOW, HAIZY
ONE-EYE, BIG
DARK PEATH |5
HEEE.

AGE |5 HERE. A
BABY AGE.




FoLLOW
MY DAMN
TEACKING

DEVICE.

. -
OOP. THE OLD WE'RE HERE, LITTLE FELLA, NOW, NN
CREEP'S COMING. BACK 7OUR FEVER'S GONE AND YOU'RE A -

TO DROOL MOoD HEALTHY, STEONG, SPECIAL LITTLE
WE GO... BOY, AREN'T YOUZ YES, L\ o
- YOU ARE. =] g

¥ FOU WANNA
KNOW WHY THAT'S
IMPORTANTZ

‘COS YOURE
GOING TO BE THE
LAST OF OUR LITTLE
PROJECTS.

THAT WAS SN
ALWAYS THE PLAN, BUT W
HITLER AND THE BOSCH BOYS STILL, ONE_MORE
HAD TO GO DO THEIR THING. 2 TIME AND IT'LL ALL
IDIOTS COULDN'T HELP N BE OVER.
THEMSELVES. RAISED -
TTENTION.

ONE MCOEE
YOUNG BODY OF
POTENTIAL TO
FILL.




THESE VERY
INTELLIGENT PEOPLE AEE
GOING TO MAKE YOU FEEL
COMFOETABLE, YOU CAN HAVE A
NICE SLEEP. AND WHEN ~YOU WAKE
UP...EVEEYTHING WILL BE
PIFFERENT,

NOW,
LET'S PUT You
DOWN ON THE
TABLE, SHALL

WEZ

FEANK, IF BY ANY WILD
CHANCE YOU ACTUALLY
PO HAVE THE POWER
OF TELEPATHY, THEN
HEAR M7 FEICKIN' CALL
RIGHT NoW.”

THIS OLD CREEF'S
TALKING ABOUT
FILLING MY
YOUNG BODY OF
POTENTIAL.S

GAAAAH.”

THE STOMACH
CEAMPS..
DOES THE

HAIEY ONE

S0 HUNGEY
SUPDENLY.”

I MUST,..I
MUST...

NO.
LOOK AWAY,
BROTHERS.”

NOT ALLOW
YOURSELVES
TO BE
BEGUILED”

NG MOEE OF
THE SNOOPING DoG
FOR HIM. SEE HOW HIZ

BLOOD SEEFPS FOKTH. 7ES,
BRETHREEN, APMIRE ITS
s,

ol

YES,
NY ADVEESARIES,
YOU CANNOT IGNORE
THE CLARION CALL OF

IT SINGS TO YOUR NUBILE
STOMACHS. IT GIVES LIFE,
JUST AS IT HAS SAVED
PIETY FFEZ_ANK'é
LIFE.

NOW,
WITNESS THE
POWEE OF THIS
FULLY ARMED AND
OPERATIONAL
FEEPING
STATION.S

FRANK STANDS

TEIUMPHANT, AND HE
MUST ANSWEE THE

Fi
pi

CALL OF Hi=
COMRAPE.”

DO NOT
EAR, MOETAL.”
ETY FEANK IS

COMING.S




VWL i 1 I

My comrvade, Movtal, is
i dangev. | must save
him. And time, miach
like him, 15 shovt.

".?',1 Y T vul T
AL i || &
.III \

Someone has set five to the Gvey
Mattevs suvgevy, destvoued all
evidence. Theld kilow we've on o

them. Soon they will disappear.

/

/
7

SAUADS PIETY
FEANK NEEDS
S 7OUR BIKE.”

YES, YESS
PIETY FERANK FEELS
THE NEED FOR SPEED.” HE
|£ THE AVENGING ANGEL.

THE DASHING
HERD.”

FEAR NOT,
MORTAL.” PIRTY FRANK
WILL BE WITH YOU IMMINENTLY.”
YOUR SAFETY | ASSURED.” DIRTY
FRANK JUST HAS TO FOLLOW
YOUE TRACKING PEVI —

Y. AND MAYBE A BEIEF
1 =ToP IN A TOY SHOP
ON THE WAY."

IN THE ALLEYWAY PURING
THE BATTLE WITH THE
BABY NINTAS,

ON, MOKETAL.
JUST A QUICK
DETOUR...




BE CALIBEATED PROPERELY,
NOWLAN, O THE MIND SWAP

WON'T WORK AND YOU'LL
BE A DROOLING
IMBECILE.

SIEs You
ARE A CREDIT TO OUR
CEIMINAL OmANlﬁAﬂON ANDP
SHOULD BE AWAEDPED

NO
PIFFERENCE
THEEE,

NAH, ONLY
BREAKIN' YOUR BALLS,
NOWLAN. ME ANP THE BOYS
APFPEECIATE vOU GOING LAST
TO CLEAN UP THE LOOSE
ENDS, DON"T WEZ

=]

YOU ARE THE
LAST, NOWLAN., S00N
YOU TOO WILL ENJOY THE
ENDLESS POSSIBILITIES

A MEDPAL gsg’-fouz ; 3 OF A Ff.;.ggu NEW

THEY SAID WE WERE FINISHED.” WE : SOON, THANKS TO THE
WERE OLD AND SENILES BUT NOW, THANKS TO PATEONAGE OF THE BIG
THIS MIND-SWAP TECHNOLOGY, WE MASTER GUY, A NEW GENERATON

CRIMINALS CAN STEAL FROM OF INIQUITY SHALL
DEATH TSELF- : TS ARIS

-r THE

MINDS OF THE BABIES
|I\IHAEIT OUR ROTTING, AGED
BOPIES., SERVES THEIE
OVEELY ASPIRATIONAL

PARENTS RIGHT,
E.-'\"‘I.BEZ_; KAZE 9
| THEOUGHOUT THE ctﬁ’ IN

THEIR HOMES.” HIPING...PLANNING
IN THEIR COTS., NEFAZIC?LJ5 3 STOP
GENILSES ALL 7 = WITH THE FRICKIN'
" P MONOLOGLUE,
ALREADY "

WIPE MY ASS

ON YOUR CAT/

PO Yyou

UNPERSTAND
ME=




4

0

(— _

) WILL
YOU JUST PRESS
THE DROKKING

\\\

NN FRANK? IF YOU'RE GOING
TO SAVE ME, NOW WOLLD
BE A REALLY GOOD TIME.

HE'S
ALREADY HAD THE
PEOCEPURET

YES.
M7 NAME
I=.,. BENNY
MACABREE. I'M
AN AGENT OF THE

SECKEETLY BEFPOET
ON vOLE

AND THE BlG GUY

1= VERY PLEASEDR

WITH WHAT YOU'VE

ALL BEEN DOING

HERE, I GOTTA
TELL YA,

I HAVE,
LOVELY FELLA.
LOTS OF FLIN. VEEY -
BUTHLESS,
THOUGH. Y
A N

—

SOMETHING DOING...

R}

NICE TEY, KID,

BUT IF THERE'S ONE
THING AN OLD CAREER
CEIMINAL cAN




s
ﬁ AH-HAHS
III i

BACK, VILE
UNDEAD YOUR
DISEASE-EIDPEN TEETH
SHALL NOT PIERCE THE
FLESH OF PIETY
FEANK

TREMBLE, EVILDOERS.”

YOUR FATE | SEALED.”

PIETY FEANK |5 HERE

AND HE |5 VERY WELL 4
N ARMED...

S0 HE'S
FAIRLY CONFIDENT

HE CAN TAKE ON
A BOOM FULL OF
BABIES.

HE’
KICKING THE CRAP W
OUT OF OUR oLD :
BODIES, FOR SOME ]
BEASOMN.., <

SOME
HAIRY BUM'S
JUST BEOKEN INTCO
THE PEN HOLDPING

THE BABIES DOWN
D BEl




SHUT YoUuR
EYES, MOETAL, AND
DON'T LOOK. AT IT, NO
3 MATTEE WHAT
HAPPENS.” .

IT'S TIME
FOR SOME
SHOCK AND AWE,
PIETY FEANK
STYLE...

L USING
MILK, AND VERY
POWERFUL, RECENTLY
PURCHASED WATER
CANNONS,

With the zowbies physically beaten
and the babies hypriotised by the
wilk, the battle was over.

Mind you, things did fuvn a litfle
chaofic when the wilk van out.

Mavtal quickly despatched
\|  the aged Nowlan. AFfev
that if was...child's play.

" sk T
MAKES ME WANT
0 WEITE A

AFter escape attempts weve cuvtailed,
all that was left fo do was get the
Tek-boys to veverse the pvocess and
vetuvin the babies to theiv pavents,

A team of Psi-Tudges

havvowing memovies, Dl,;!’dta
Framk was tald. The wi
swap, the tevvible beating
by a confused Judge
[appaventiy]...

ANOTHEE
CASE CLOSED,
. MOETAL.

YEAH,
APART FEOM ONE
THING: WHO THE PROKK
3 12 THE BIG GUY~

AND HOW
would vemove thely £ HE CREATING

PLAGUES OF

ZOMBIEST
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2000 AD Prog 1390: Cover by Henry Flint



2000 AD Prog 1394: Cover by Henry Flint



2000 AD Prog 1428: Cover by Henry Flint



2000 AD Prog 1484: Cover by Steve Roberts



2000 AD Prog 1489: Cover by Dylan Teague



2000 AD Prog 1521: Cover by Simon Coleby
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ANDY DIGGLE

Andy Diggle has bought, sold, studied, taught, edited and written comics — which probably explains why he’s starting
to get a little jaded with the whole comics thing.

He became the editor of 2000 AD in the year 2000 before resigning to become a full-time writer, starting with Lenny
Zero. He and artist friend and colleague Jock have since collaborated on Green Arrow: Year One and the award-winning
action/thriller series The Losers, which is currently being developed for the big screen by Warner Bros. Andy’s other
writing credits include Judge Dredd Vs. Aliens (with John Wagner), Snow/Tiger, Hellblazer, Swamp Thing, Batman, The
Punisher, Adam Strange, Silent Dragon, and Guy Ritchie’s Gamekeeper, the latter of which is also in development at
Warner Brothers. He is currently working on his first screenplay. In his spare time, he pines for sleep. Pines.

ROB WILLIAMS

Rob Williams debuted in 2000 AD with Asylum and went on to pen the immensely popular Low Life series along with
Breathing Space, Family, Judge Dredd and The Ten-Seconders. His work outside of the Galaxy's Greatest Comic includes
Cla$$war, Star Wars Tales, Star Wars: Rebellion and Wolverine.



SIMON COLEBY

Simon Coleby’s first work for 2000 AD was a Future Shock — ‘Rogan’s Last Ride’ —in 1987. Since then, Simon has
illustrated Judge Dredd, Rogue Trooper, Low Life, Universal Soldier and Venus Bluegenes. He also co-created Bato
Loco, with Gordon Rennie. Simon has also worked for Marvel Comics, collaborating with Pat Mills on the Punisher 2099
series. Recently he has drawn Midnighter Armageddon, for Wildstorm Comics.

HENRY FLINT

Henry Flint, winner of the National Comics Awards for Best Comic Artist 2004 is one of the Galaxy’s Greatest
Comic's rising superstars. Co-creator of Sancho Panzer and Shakara, his incredibly versatile pencils have also
graced A.B.C. Warriors, Judge Dredd/Aliens, Deadlock, Judge Dredd, Rogue Trooper, Nemesis the Warlock, The V.C.’s
and Venus Bluegenes. He has even written a Tharg’s Alien Invasions strip! He has also begun to establish himself
in American comics.

JOCK

Jock is one of 2000 AD's finest young creators. As well as illustrating Judge Dredd, Pulp Sci-Fi, Tharg the Mighty and
Tor Cyan, Jock co-created Lenny Zero with ex-2000 AD editor Andy Diggle, and now produces work for the American
market under exclusive contract to DC Comics. Among these projects are the Eisner award nominated The Losers and
Green Arrow: Year One, also with Diggle, and numerous covers including Batman, Catwoman, Scalped and Hellblazer.
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THE COMPLETE CASE FILES 08

JUDGE DREDD : THE COMPLETE CASE FILES 08

By John Wagner, Alan Grant, Kim Raymond, Ron Smith, Brett Ewins, Steve Dillon, lan Gibson, Cliff Robinson,
Robin Smith, Cam Kennedy, lan Kennedy

IN MEGA-CITY ONE THE STREETS ARE AWASH WITH DANGER, whether it be rampaging giant alligators or
crazed perps with murder in mind. Keeping order in this crime-ridden metropolis are the Judges, stern
guardians of the peace with the power of judge, jury and executioner at their disposal. The most fearsome is
Judge Dredd and these are his greatest cases.

This bumper volume of Thrill Power includes the titanic face-off of Dredd Angel, a plunge into a nightmarish
future in City of the Damned, and undercover action in The Wally Squad!

Written by comic legends John Wagner (A History of Violence) and Alan Grant (Batman) this volume features
the art Steve Dillon (Preacher), lan Gibson (The Ballad of Halo Jones) and Cliff Robinson, amongst many
others.

Paperback

352 pages

v £13.99

GHOCES | . & e A 4 =L

1904265782 % p/b £12.99 Kennedy

Wagner, Macneil, Flint, Brashill Wagner, Walker, Willsher, Marshall,

1904265766 % p/b £10.99

JUDGE DREDD : THE COMPLETE CASE FILES SERIES
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Wagner, Ezquerra, Macneil, Adlard Wagner, Simpson, Macneil, Burns Wagner, Grant, Rennie, Kennedy Wagner, Flint, Phillips, Hairsine,
and more 1904265812 % p/b £10.99 1904265898 % p/b £16.99 Brashill
1904265855 % p/b £15.99 190426591X % p/b £9.99

Progs 02 - 60 Progs 61 - 115
1904265790 % p/b £13.99 1904265839 % p/b £13.99

Progs 116 - 154 Progs 156 - 207 Progs 208 - 270 Progs 271-321 Progs 322-375
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HELMET NOT REQUIRED!

SOMETIMES IT TAKES A SPECIAL KIND OF JUDGE
TO WORK THE MEAN STREETS OF MEGA-CITY ONE.
Meet Lenny Zero and Aimee Nixon, two under-cover
Judges who work the lowest levels of the Big Meg,
mixing with mob bosses and murderers alike.

Featuring the writing of Andy Diggle (The Losers)
and Rob Williams (Asylum) along with the
stunning artwork of Jock (Green Arrow), Henry
Flint (Shakara) and Simon Coleby (Judge Dredd)
this collection of Sci-Fi Noir is not to be missed!
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