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THE JOB’S RiSK-FREE, TYLER.
PAYMENT GUARANTEED.

1. integration



I KNOW WHAT YOU’RE
THiNKiNG – “SiD THE
FUCK-UP’S GONNA

GET ME iNTO SOME
SHiT.” WRONG.

I PROMiSE. THiS
ONE’S A CiNCH.

WE’VE KNOWN
EACH OTHER A
WHiLE NOW,

RiGHT?

I NEVER WOULD’VE
COME GOT YOU iF I
WASN’T POSiTiVE iT

WAS WORTH iT.

HERMANN VAN GELD.
HAPPY OWNER OF

“VAN GELD & HERPAL”
JEWELERS iN
NEW ORLEANS.

GAMBLER. CHEAT.
SOON TO BE
DiVORCED.

WELCOME
ABOARD.

iNSURANCE
SCAM. I
GET iT.

THE PARTNERS – IRiS, THE BRUNETTE
WHO LOVES CONVERTiBLES.

SHE’S DRiViNG.

AND NEViLLE, THE
TECHNiCiAN. HE POPS

THE PiGGYBANK.

NO MATTER
WHAT, I WON’T
GO BACK iN THE
CAN. I WANT YOU
TO KNOW THAT

FROM THE START,
TYLER.

iF THE CHOiCE
OF CAR WERE UP TO ME,

I’D GET A CHRYSLER.

AND MY WiFE WON’T
GET ANY OF iT.

    MR. VAN GELD iNViTES YOU
    TO ViSiT HiS PLACE OF
   BUSiNESS. HE’S READY TO
          BUY THE GOODS AT A
         THiRD OF THEiR VALUE,
          SO four hundred
          thousand dollars.



TYLER HESiTATED.
HE HAD CASH. HE WAS

iN THE CLEAR.

HiS HOUSE ON THE BEACH, HiS
EXUBERANT CHiCA...HE COULD
AFFORD THEM FOR ANOTHER

YEAR, YEAR AND A HALF.

WiLL
YOU BE LONG,

QUERiDO?

DON’T
ASK STUPiD
QUESTiONS.



ALL
OF

YOU,
STRiP.

HANCOCK, ROBERT.
seven YEARS.

FAiRYWELL, JAMES.
twelve YEARS.

VORHAUS, BERNARD.
thirty YEARS.

QUiLL, ANTHONY.
fifteen YEARS.

SHAPiRO, ALFONSO.
eight YEARS.

CROSS, TYLER.
twenty YEARS.

I AM CAPTAiN
KROEKER. I AM
RESPONSiBLE
FOR KEEPiNG

ORDER iN CAMP H.
I WOULD GiVE YOU
MY USUAL SPEECH

ON DiSCiPLiNE,
THE BEST PATH TO
REHABiLiTATiON...

HERE, BOSS. HERE, BOSS. HERE, BOSS. HERE, BOSS. HERE, BOSS. HERE, BOSS.



CROSS, TYLER.
twenty YEARS.

I AM CAPTAiN
KROEKER. I AM
RESPONSiBLE
FOR KEEPiNG

ORDER iN CAMP H.
I WOULD GiVE YOU
MY USUAL SPEECH

ON DiSCiPLiNE,
THE BEST PATH TO
REHABiLiTATiON...

...BUT iT’S PiSSiNG iT DOWN OUT HERE,
AND I’VE GOT BETTER THiNGS TO DO THAN

TALK BULLSHiT TO A BUNCH OF LOSERS
LiKE I SEE iN FRONT OF ME. SO THE

ONLY RULES YOU NEED TO
KNOW ARE THESE...

YOU BOTHER ME ONCE,
YOU GET LASHES AND A trip

to THE SWEATBOX...

...YOU BOTHER ME TWiCE,
YOU’LL BE FERTiLiZiNG MY DEAR,

SWEET WiFE’S PETUNiAs...

...AS FOR ANYONE
THiNKiNG ABOUT

RUNNiNG...PLEASE...
GO AHEAD.

ME AND MY BABiES
LOVE HUNTiNG.

HERE, BOSS.



YOU WANna
BE SiCK?

HOW
MUCH?

twenty
dollars

FOR THE FLU.
A WEEK iN THE

iNFiRMARY.

FOR a
hundred

BUCKS I CAN
GiVE YOU A
TWO-MONTH
PULMONARY
iNFECTiON.

OFFiCE WORK
GUARANTEED.

THE STATE PROViDES PYJAMAS,
BUT NOT A HAT. YOU WANT ONE?
A DOLLAR. WE OFFER CREDiT.

SUN
STROKE.

iT’S TOO
MUCH.

AS YOU
WiSH.

YOU’RE
GOOD TO

GO.

I’VE GOT A five dollar BiLL
ROLLED UP in MY ASS. iF I GiVE
iT TO YOU, CAN YOU SiGN OFF

ON HEARTBURN FOR ME?



HEY, GUYS.
WE’VE GOT

FRESH MEAT.

DOC!

MADRE DE DiOS. WHAT
HAPPENED TO HiM?

SUN
STROKE.

iN
THiS
RAiN?

WELL? OH,
JUST THE
USUAL.

SUN STROKE.
THE UNiVERSAL

DiAGNOSiS.
TYLER WONDERS

iF THE GUY
WiLL GET FREE

CARE, OR iF
THEY’LL HAND
HiM THE BiLL

WHEN HE
COMES TO.

FRESH
...

FRESH
MEAT...

THEY’RE
CUTE, TOO.



CROSS.
YOUR BUNK.

OFF TO A
BAD START,
TYLER...

HEY, SPOON. I
DiDN’T KNOW YOU

WERE HERE.

CORRUPTiON
OF A MiNOR.
STiLL GOT

TWO YEARS.

SYLVESTER “SPOON” COOLEY.
A HiCK FROM NORTH CAROLiNA.

TYLER WORKED WiTH HiM ONE TiME –
A CASH-iN-TRANSiT, MEMPHiS.

thirty grand EACH. GOOD TiMES.



I SWEAR,
TYLER, YOU
SHOULDA
SEEN THE

BiTCH.
I STiLL
CAN’T

BELiEVE
SHE WAS

ONLY
THiRTEEN.

THAT
SUCKS.

JUST BAD
LUCK.

BEEN HEARiNG
FOR A WEEK YOU
WERE COMiNG
TO ANGOLA.

THE BOSS iS
FAT CARMiNE.
THiRTY YEARS.

GOOD NEWS iS,
THEY’RE iN NO

RUSH. killing an 
inmate gets you 

hanged.

BAD NEWS iS,
THAT WON’T
STOP ‘EM.

NEXT iS MANNY DiO.
FiFTEEN YEARS.

MANNY’S
THE SMART ONE,
BUT iT’S CARMiNE
WHO’S BACKED

BY THE PERSiCO
FAMiLY, OUT OF
NEW ORLEANS.

I KNOW.
THE SCARFOS.
four grand.

   HEARD MONEY EVEN CHANGED HANDS
TO MAKE SURE YOU ENDED UP HERE
iN CAMP H. THE SiCiLiANS HAVE PUT A

        CONTRACT OUT
             ON YOU.



       iF YOU
   DON’T LiKE
  THE CHOW,
  EAT YOUR
  OWN SHiT.
     NEXT.

iT TAKES TYLER EiGHT MOUTHFULS TO TELL WHAT HE’S EATiNG.
CORN GRUEL. MYSTERY MEAT. TYLER THiNKS ABOUT SOMETHiNG

ELSE AND SWALLOWS. SPOON iNTRODUCES EVERYONE.

BiLLY FRACHETTE.
ARMED ROBBERY.
twenty YEARS.

I’M
iNNOCENT... HARRiS.

MURDER. LiFE.

...ME
TOO

SHOEMACKER.
RAPE AND MURDER.

ten YEARS.

LOOK, GUYS.
iT’S A DEAD MAN

WALKiNG.

COME TO BEG ME? THAT iT?
GO ON. I’M LiSTENiNG.

EASY,
NOW, EASY.
NOT HERE...

WE GOT NOTHiNG
TO LOSE BY

WAiTing. I PROMiSE,
CARMiNE.

PORCA
Puttana!

WELL THEY
WEREN’T

GONNA GiVE
ME LiFE OVER

A NiGGER!



iF YOU GET ON YOUR KNEES AND GiVE
ME A BLOW JOB, RiGHT NOW, YOU’VE

GOT A MONTH’S REPRiEVE.

I CAN DO YOU
A FAVOR.

I DON’T SEE
HOW...

BY GETTiNG
RiD OF FATSO

FOR YOU.

iT’S
ALL GOOD,

BOSS.

EASY,
NOW, EASY.
NOT HERE...

WE GOT NOTHiNG
TO LOSE BY

WAiTing. I PROMiSE,
CARMiNE.

I’M COUNTiNG ON YOU, MANNY.
YOU’RE RESPONSiBLE.

WHAT THE
FUCK’S UP?

PORCA
Puttana!



LiGHTS OUT,
VERMiN! EVERYONE

iN BED!

THE ROD OF JUSTiCE. ONCE iN PLACE, YOU CAN’T GET UP. CAN’T EVEN TURN OVER.

FOR THE PROGRESSiVES UP NORTH iT’S CONSiDERED iNHUMANE.
BANNED twenty YEARS AGO, BUT STiLL iN USE AT ANGOLA. WHO’S GOiNG TO COMPLAiN?

FOR HiM, iT’S
A BLESSiNG.

TONiGHT
HE’LL SLEEP

SOUND.
...CERTAiNLY NOT TYLER

CROSS...



they
WAKE-UP
AT 4 A.M.,
TO THE

SOUND OF
BELLS.

ALL THE iNMATES
ARE GROGGY, DAZED.
THE GUARDS, TOO.

TYLER TAKES
NOTE – HE NEEDS

TO KEEP HiS
WiTS ABOUT HiM.

BUiLD UP
STRENGTH.

TYLER
CLEANS

HiS PLATE.

AS
WELL AS
SPOON’S.

WEAPONS ALL OVER. AXES,
SCYTHES, MACHETES.

ALL DAY LONG,
EVERYONE’S ARMED.
THiS iS WHERE THE

DANGER lies.



CAN’T...
GO ON...

SUN
STROKE.

YOU’RE A GOOD
MAN, CROSS.

THANKS,
BOSS.

THiS TiME
FOR REAL.

HE’LL DROWN,
BOSS.

SO WHAT?



THAT’LL TEACH YOU to PLAY the
GOOD SAMARiTAN WiTHOUT

BEiNG ASKED.

NOW WORK!

CROSS. YOU STAY. I’VE GOT A JOB FOR YOU.
WE’LL CATCH THE NEXT TRUCK. CAMP F’S.

THEY’ve ALWAYS got ROOM.

HOW MUCH
Did THE WOPS

PAY?

SHUT UP
AND MARCH.



YOU CAN TELL ME, BOSS.
WHAT’S THE DiFFERENCE?

I’M CURiOUS...HOW
MUCH?

THE SCARFOS
OFFER TWiCE THAT.

YOU’RE SAViNG THEM
A PRETTY PENNY.

iT’S
NOT YOUR
PROBLEM.

I’LL PAY
a thousand. I DON’T

THiNK
I HEARD

YOU right.

A GRAND...
that’s some SENSE
OF HUMOR you got.

OK, THAT’S FAR
ENOUGH. NOW,

RUN.

...FOR ONE
WEEK. HUNH?

two
grand.



HUNH?

C...CALM DOWN...THEY HEARD THE
SHOT...TH...THiNK...THE DOGS...

YOU WON’T GET FAR...

I KNOW.
BUT WHAT CHOiCE

DO I HAVE?

one thousand
dollars.
ONE WEEK.

OK, OK!
iT’S A
DEAL!

CALL SiD
KABiKOFF.

GALVESTON,
76-55.

YOU’LL HAVE iT
TOMORROW, CASH.

AND iN A WEEK, iF the
deal is still on...

...YOU’LL GET A
SECOND CHANCE.



HOW’D YOU
DO iT?

I NEGOtiATED.

THANKS
FOR THiS

AFTERNOON.

YOU OWE ME ONE,
BiLLY. DON’T

FORGET.

SEVEN DAY BREAK.

DAY one. SiD PAiD. MANNY DiO
GOT ROLLED iN THE SHOWERS.

TYLER EXPECTED NO LESS.

HOW GOES it, MANNY?
NOT TOO ROUGH?

VAFFANCULO.



DAY two. “SUN STROKE” NEVER
WOKE UP. DiED AT
THE iNFiRMARY.

MA KROEKER. BiTCH. SHE’S CHECKiNG YOU
OUT, TYLER. HOPE FOR YOUR SAKE SHE
DOESN’T LiKE YOU. SHE’S BAD NEWS.

ALL SHE’S GOTTA
DO iS ASK. I’M
GOOD TO GO.

OH, YEAH? THE LAST ONE
SHE GOT TiRED OF iS BURiED

TEN FEET OVER THERE.

WHO’S SHE HOT
FOR RiGHT NOW?

I DON’T WANNA
KNOW.

WHO’S
THAT?



DAY three.
SUNDAY.

FRACHETTE.
TRASH DUTY.

SLACK
iN THE

ROD OF
JUSTiCE.
DANGER.

WHAT
TiME
iS iT?
THREE

O’CLOCK?
I DiDN’T
HEAR ANY
BELLS.

TYLER GRiPS
THE ONLY
WEAPON

HE’S GOT – A
TEASPOON.

HE LiES
iN WAiT,

KNOWiNG
THAT iF THEY 
STRiKE NOW, 
HE DOESN’T

STAND A
CHANCE.

SHiT. LOOK AT THE
CAPTAiN. HE’S OFF iNTO

TOWN TONiGHT...
...AND i’VE GOT

TRASH DUTY.



DAY four.

HERE.
EAT.

NOT
HUNGRY.

FORCE iT
DOWN. YOU WANNA
CROAK BEFORE

SUNDOWN?

STORY OF MY LiFE –
I’M TOO GOOD LOOKiNG.

I SWEAR. SOMETiMES
I’D RATHER BE UGLY.

I DiDN’T SAY iT WAS
EASY. but MY LiFE

EXPECTANCY HERE iS
SERiOUSLY LiMiTED.

YOURS TOO.

SAY, BiLLy...HAVE
YOU ever thought

OF LEAViNG?

YOU NUTS?
WHAT ABOUT
THE DOGS?

AND THE
SNiPERS?

iT’D BE A BAD
iDEA TO WAiT FOR
MRS. KROEKER TO

GET TiRED OF
YOU.

TRASH DUTY, HUH...
SO, iS SHE GOOD,
MRS. KROEKER?

iNSATiABLE.
I CAN’T TAKE iT,

TYLER. I’M
CURSED.



DAY five. NOTHiNG. WORK.

PiSSED-OFF
WOPS.

WOPS TALKiNG TO
GUARDS...DANGER.

STiLL WANT TO DO ME
A FAVOR? BEAT iT.

DAY six.
COUNT ME iN.

TYLER’S MiND iS
ELSEWHERE.

THAT’S
GREAT,
BiLLY...

TOMORROW, BREAK’S OVER.
EiTHER PAY THE GUARD
ANOTHER GRAND, OR...



DAY seven.
4 A.M.

ALL GROGGY,
ALL DAZED.
THE GUARDS

too.

iT’S
TiME.

NO ONE’S
ON THEiR
TOES AT
FOUR
iN THE

MORNiNG.

STAY
BACK.

MAiN THiNG iS NO KiLLiNG. WHiCH LEAVES MANY OPTiONS OPEN.



aaaaah

my eyes!!
my eyes!!

 my
   eyes!

BLiND MAN LOOKiNG FOR
HiS EYES. cONFUSED GUARDS.

TWENTY SECONDS FOR THEM TO GET THAT HE’S REALLY MiSSiNG
HiS EYES, TEN MORE TO REALiZE HE’LL NEVER FiND THEM...

...AND FiVE
MORE TO

SOLVE THE
PROBLEM
THE ONLY
WAY THEY
KNOW – BY
KNOCKiNG
HiM OUT.



TYLER HAS
thirty-five
SECONDS

TO SiT DOWN
AND GATHER
STRENGTH.

A BiLLY CLUB
TO THE head
AFTER SiX

SPOONFULS.

TYLER CLENCHES
HiS TEETH...

...and WAiTS
FOR iT TO END.

MAY I?



ONE.

THREE.
CURTiS

GETS iNTO
iT – HE’S A

BiT LET
DOWN. NOW
HE’LL HAVE

TO MAKE DO
WiTH A GRAND.
TYLER DOESN’T
NEED TO PAY
ANYMORE.

FOUR.

Five. six.

EiGHT.

NiNE.

twelve.

thirteen.

SPOON TOOK BETS
FROM THE iNMATES –

THREE TO ONE HE
DOESN’T SCREAM

‘TiL FiFTEEN.

JUST TWO MORE,
TYLER!

TEN.

eleven.

AS PROMiSED.

seven.

MANNY DiO AND A DOZEN OTHER iNMATES TESTiFiED – TYLER CROSS ACTED
iN SELF-DEFENSE. EXiT CARMiNE. MANNY RiSES iN THE RANKS.

TWO.

THiRTY LASHES.
AS PROMiSED.



TYLER STARTS
YELLiNG AT
seventeen.
HE JUST WON

fifty DOLLARS.
AT twenty-three,
HE PASSES OUT.

TWENTY-
FOUR.

TWENTY-
SiX.

TWENTY-
nine.

TWENTY-
Seven.

thirty.

TWENTY-
eight.

TWENTY-
FiVE.





TYLER CROSS
REGAiNS CONSCiOUSNESS
iN THE DARK. RiGHT WHERE
HE WANTED TO BE – SAFE,

iN THE SWEATBOX.

HiS WOUNDS WiLL
HEAL. THE SiCiLiANS
WiLL BACK OFF NOW.

HE HAS TiME TO
SLEEP, TO THiNK.

ALL iS GOOD.



IRiS HAS REGRETS. SHE LiKED
TYLER Cross. They SLEPT TOGETHER FOR

A WEEK WHiLE WAiTiNG FOR THE HiT.

STiLL, SHE DOESN’T MAKE A U-TURN.
SHE HEARS THE SiRENS, SHOTS FiRED.

SHE GOES FASTER.

SHE KNOWS NEViLLE’S ARMED.
SHE GUESSES HE OPENED FiRE.

SHE HOPES TYLER DiD, TOO.

IRiS BOWMAN
HAS NO DESiRE
TO SPEND THE
REST OF HER
DAYS LOOKiNG

OVER HER
SHOULDER.

I WOULD HAVE
OFFERED YOU A

DRiNK iN THE PARLOR,
BUT MY WiFE HAS
GUESTS...DiD iT
ALL GO WELL?

THAT DEPENDS ON WHO
YOU ASK. WHAT DiD

THE COPS TELL YOU?

2. exploitation



WELL, THE SAFE
WAS EMPTY, AND

THEY SUSPECT THAT
AN ACCOMPLiCE
TOOK OFF WiTH

THE LOOT.

YOU EMPTiED THE
SAFE YESTERDAY.

THAT WAS THE PLAN,
RiGHT? A FAKE
BREAK-iN, TWO

DUPES TO TAKE THE
FALL, AND I POCKET
THEiR SHARE. AND

THE OTHERS?

ONE
DEAD, ONE
CAPTURED.

SPEAKiNG OF YOUR SHARE, I...I HAD PROMiSED 
YOU $200,000, BUT...I HAD TROUBLE GATHERiNG 
THAT MUCH, AND...$100,000, THAT’S ALL I’VE GOT.

FUCKiNG VAN GELD.

the next day, IRiS CROSSES THE STATE LiNE,
DRiVES DOWN TO TAMPiCO, AND SELLS THE

CHRYSLER FOR $3,800. EVERY LiTTLE BiT HELPS.

YOU’RE NOT GOiNG TO DO
ANYTHiNG FOOLiSH, NOW? MY WiFE

AND HER FRiENDS ARE iNSiDE.
YOU WOULDN’T GET FAR.



SHE TAKES
A PLANE TO

MEXiCO, GETS
A SUiTE AT
THE HOTEL

DE LA PAZ FOR
A WEEK, THEN,
ON THE THiRD
DAY, DECiDES

TO LEAVE.

SHE DREAMT OF TYLER.

SHE HEADS TO ACAPULCO, AND TAKES
THE HOTEL iMPERiAL’S BEST SUiTE.

UNA MARGARiTA,
POR FAVOR.

SHE LEAVES HER TAKE iN THE SAFE, LiNGERS
iN HER ROOM FOR FiFTEEN MiNUTES, AND

REALiZES SHE CAN’T STAY STiLL.

ON HER SECOND
MARGARiTA,
SHE STARTS

TO RELAX A BiT.
SHE ORDERS A

THiRD AND
MAKES EXCUSES
FOR HERSELF.

SHE GOES DOWN TO THE HOTEL’S SHOP,
BUYS HERSELF A BiKiNi, AND SETTLES

iN BY THE SiDE OF THE POOL.



TYLER CROSS? HANDSOME
BASTARD. HOW MANY BODiES
HAS HE LEFT iN HiS WAKE?

THE
WATER
HELPS.
SO DO

THE MEN’S
STARES.

IRiS’LL HAVE TO
PiCK ONE TONiGHT.

FOR COMPANY.

UNA MAS,
POR FAVOR.

ON HER FOURTH MARGARiTA,
HER CONSCiENCE EASES UP.



THE ONLY POSSiBLY SUCCESSFUL ESCAPE 
WAS twenty-three... NO, twenty-four 

YEARS AGO. TWO BLACK FELLAS.

iT HAPPENED iN FEBRUARY. GOOD MONTH, FEBRUARY. A RAiNY MONTH. A FOGGY MONTH. EVERY YEAR iN FEBRUARY, THE LEVEE
COLLAPSES HERE AND THERE. HAS TO BE BUiLT BACK UP. SMALL WORK TEAMS. FAR FROM CAMP. FAR FROM THE GUARDS.

SO, AT THE START THERE
WERE FOUR GUYS. PLUS A
GUARD, QUiNCY BURKE.

SELF-SATiSFiED BASTARD,
WiTH A NiCE RiFLE – A

SPRiNGFiELD – AND NEW
BOOTS.

BURKE DiDN’T WANT TO
GET HiS BOOTS DiRTY, SO

WHiLE THE PRiSONERS
SLAVED AWAY iN THE STORM,
HE STAYED HiGH UP ON THE
LEVEE, HiS RiFLE ON HiS

HiP, THE BARREL STiCKiNG
STRAiGHT UP...

...I LEARNED A NEW WORD,
RiGHT THEN AND THERE –

LiGHTNiNG ROD.

NOW, BURKE WAS FRiED ON
THE SPOT. THE GUYS HESiTATED,

THEN REALiZED THEiR LUCK.



THE WHiTES WENT ONE WAY,
THE BLACKS THE OTHER.

THEY HAD, LET’S SAY,
THREE HOURS BEFORE
THE ALARM SOUNDED.

THE TWO
BLACKS WERE
NEVER SEEN
AGAiN. DiED

iN THE
SWAMPS,
MAYBE.

THAT’S WHAT
THE GUARDS

CLAiMED,
ANYWAY.

...WE LiVE
iN HOPE.

BUT ONE
OF THEM
HAD A

SiSTER iN
CAMP M
WHO GOT
PACKAGES
FOR YEARS

AFTER
THAT, SO...

GOT ONE OF THE WHiTES. THE OTHER CAME BACK
ALiVE, BUT THE DOGS HAD
EATEN A FAiR BiT OF HiM.
HE DiED A WEEK LATER.
ENOUGH TiME TO TELL
THE STORY ABOUT THE

LiGHTNiNG.



THE DAY
HE KiLLED

HiS WiFE AND
THE OTHER MAN 

WiTH AN AX,
ABNER LEWiN

FELT LiBERATED.

LET’S BE CLEAR – iT
WASN’T HiS WiFE’S
LOVER HE KiLLED,

BUT HiS OWN.

HiS LOVER, THE GARDENER
AT HiS HOUSE iN BARDEAUX,
1237 HOPEWELL LANE, NEW
iBERiA, WHiCH ABNER NEVER

SAW AGAiN AFTER VERY
POLiTE POLiCEMEN LET HiM

PUT ON SOME PANTS BEFORE
PUTTiNG HiM iN THEiR CAR.

AND, LET’S BE HONEST, iT WAS 
MRS. LEWiN WHO FOUND THEM 
TOGETHER iN THE SHED, AND 
NOT THE other way round,
DESPiTE WHAT A MiSCHiEVOUS 

LAWYER WOULD HAVE THE 
JUDGE BELiEVE.

THiS JUDGE, WHOSE OWN
WiFE CHEATS, FELT SORRY
FOR ABNER AND SPARED
HiM THE DEATH PENALTY...

...BUT NOT LiFE
WiTHOUT PAROLE. LiFE iN ANGOLA.

FOR MOST MORTALS, THE
iDEA WAS HELL ON EARTH.
FOR ABNER, iT WAS EASY

STREET. YOU SEE...

...ABNER LEWiN iS
AN ACCOUNTANT.

THAT MAKES HiM THE
MOST VALUABLE

iNMATE iN ANGOLA.



ANGOLA iS NOT A PRiSON.
iTS PURPOSE iS NOT TO LOCK
UP CRiMiNALS, LET ALONE TO

REHABiLiTATE THEM.

iF YOU HAVE THE PATiENCE AND YOU’RE
NOT A FEDERAL iNVESTiGATOR, ABNER

WiLL BE ALL TOO HAPPY TO EXPLAiN TO
YOU WHERE THiS MONEY COMES FROM...

ABNER SHOULD KNOW. HE’S THE ONE
DOiNG ALL THE DOUBLE AND EVEN

TRiPLE ACCOUNTiNG FOR “THE FARM”.

FiRST OFF –
EMBEZZLEMENT OF

PUBLiC FUNDS. TAKE THiS 
GUY, TYLER CROSS. THE 

STATE OF LOUiSiANA PAYS,
iN THEORY, forty CENTS

A DAY FOR HiS KEEP...

...BUT iN FACT,
BY SKiMPiNG ON

FOOD AND SUPPLiES,
Mr. CROSS

SETS THEM BACK
LESS THAN

seven CENTS PER
DAY. NET MARGiN –

thirty-three CENTS.

TYLER CROSS
ARRiVED ninety

DAYS AGO.
THUS, HE’S
BROUGHT iN

thirty DOLLARS.

BY THE TiME HiS twenty
PAROLE-FREE YEARS

ARE UP – iF HE SURViVES, 
THAT iS – HE’LL HAVE 
BROUGHT iN $2,409.

NOT BAD, HUH?

ANGOLA iS A BUSiNESS.
iT EXiSTS ONLY TO MAKE
MONEY. iN THiS RESPECT,
iT iS A MODEL BUSiNESS.



NEXT UP – SLAVERY.
SiNCE GETTiNG OUT
OF THE SWEATBOX,

Mr. CROSS HAS
CUT TREES...

...FOR THE
FRENCH
QUARTER

FARM
COMPANY

(FQFC), 23
LAFAYETTE
STreet.,

NEW ORLEANS.

THE FQFC
PAYS twelve
DOLLARS PER
MONTH FOR
MR. CROSS’
SERViCES.

WiTHOUT HiM
KNOWiNG,

OF COURSE.
ANNUAL TAKE –

$144 PER iNMATE.

iT’S A VERiTABLE LOVE STORY BETWEEN
THE FQFC AND ANGOLA PRiSON, WHERE

EVERY BRANCH BEARS FRUiT...

...LUMBER, PLANTATiONS, CAMP E’S SUGAR REFiNERY, AND EVEN
THE VEGETABLE CANNERY iN CAMP M, WHERE MRS. KROEKER AND

FRiENDS WATCH THE WOMEN WORK THEMSELVES TO DEATH.

iN SHORT, BY ABNER’S
CALCULATiONS, AN iNMATE
SUCH AS TYLER CROSS
BRiNGS iN AN AVERAGE

OF $970 A YEAR.

SO, WiTH MORE
THAN three
thousand
PRiSONERS
AT ANGOLA...



...ANNUAL NET PROFiT –
three MiLLiON DOLLARS.

PAY OFF THE POLiTiCiANS
iN BATON ROUGE AND
THE CiViL SERVANTS...

...SUCH AS CAPTAiN
KROEKER ($24,000

A YEAR – THREE TiMES
HiS SALARY)...

...AND iT LEAVES
two MiLLiON FOR THE

REAL OWNER OF
THE FQFC...

...DON CARLO PERSiCO,
GODFATHER OF THE

NEW ORLEANS “FAMiLY”.

YEP...ANGOLA,
THE LOUiSiANA STATE

PENiTENTiARY, iS REALLY
A MAFiA-RUN ENTERPRiSE.



CAPTAiN? I’VE
FiNiSHED...

HOW MUCH?

$227,549 FOR THiS
MONTH. iT’S a LiTTLE

LESS THAN WE THOUGHT,
BUT FEBRUARY iS THE 
SHORTEST MONTH...

UM, CAPTAiN? AS FOR
MY SUGGESTiON ABOUT

REDUCiNG SUPPLY
EXPENDiTURES...

I’M SEEiNG THE Lieutenant GOVERNOR AT DiNNER
TONiGHT. I’LL MENTiON iT. YOU CAN PUT THE

BOOKS AWAY, ABNER.

GOOD NiGHT,
CAPTAiN.

ABNER,
MY DEAR...

YOU STiLL
WON’T GiVE

ME THE
COMBiNATiON?

I’M SURE
YOUR NiCE

LiTTLE
SAFE iS
FULL OF

TREASURES.

WE’VE ALREADY DiSCUSSED
this, MRS. KROEKER. THE

CAPTAiN WOULD BE ANGRY iF
I BETRAYED HiS TRUST.



YOU KNOW, I
COULD BE VERY
NiCE TO YOU,
MY DEAR...

THERE’S ONLY ONE THiNG
WRONG iN ABNER LEWiN’S EXiSTENCE.
MRS. KROEKER, THE CAPTAiN’S WiFE.

SOMETiMES THiS BiTCH REMiNDS
ABNER OF HiS OWN WiFE,

REST HER SOUL.

EACH NiGHT, ABNER HAS TO PASS THROUGH THE PRiSONERS’ BARRACKS TO REACH HiS OWN LiTTLE PAD...

...A ONE-BED
ROOM iN THe 

GUARDS’
QUARTERS,
WHiCH HE’S
SHARED FOR
three YEARS
WiTH CURTiS
GAYLORD,

THE NEW LOVE
OF HiS LiFE.

G’NiGHT,
MRS.

KROEKER.



I MADE YOU
RABBiT.

MORE RABBiT? I JUST SAW BiLLY FRACHETTE.
WORKiNG TRASH DUTY.

iT’LL END BADLY,
CURTiS. iF THE
CAPTAiN FiNDS

OUT...

YOU WON’T SAY
ANYTHiNG,
WiLL YOU?

WiLL YOU?

NO.

GOOD. NOW
LET’S EAT THAT

RABBiT.

I’VE GOT LEVEE
DUTY, TOMORROW.

REPAiR WORK.

NATURALLY.
iT’S FEBRUARY.

And how’s he gonna
find out? WHO’LL

TELL HiM?

AND?



SOMETiMES,
CURTiS BRiNGS

ENORMOUS
QUANTiTiES OF
CASH HOME.
a thousand

DOLLARS
LAST OCTOBER,

NOW THiS...

AT LEAST two 
thousand,

JUDGiNG FROM
THE PiLE.

ABNER KEEPS
PUTTiNG OFF

ASKiNG WHERE
HE GETS iT...

YOU DON’T WANT
TO KNOW, ABNER.

YOU’D BE WORRiED
iF YOU KNEW,

AND I WANT YOU
TO ALWAYS FEEL

AT EASE.

ABNER HATES secrets. HE’D
LiKE TO MAKE CURTiS TELL HiM
WHERE HE GETS THE MONEY.

AND WHiLE HE’S AT iT, HE COULD
SHARE HiS OWN SECRET...

...YESTERDAY MANNY DiO CAME AND
ASKED HiM FOR THE SAFE’S COMBination.

ABNER GAVE iT TO HiM. HE HAD TO. MANNY iS, 
AFTER ALL, THE FQFC’S OFFiCiAL
REPRESENTATiVE AT ANGOLA...

YOU COMiNG
TO BED?

COMiNG.

...BUT
ABNER
HATES

DOMESTiC
QUARRELS
even MORE

THAN
SECRETS.

HE SAYS NOTHiNG.

AND?



BLACK TiLE.
WHiTE TiLE.

ninety-three TiLES OF EACH COLOR.
EVERY DAY, TWiCE A DAY.

SiX DAYS A WEEK,
FOR ELEVEN YEARS,
FOR A WRETCHED

WAGE.

DELiLAH FRACHETTE
NEEDS THiS JOB.
FOR THE KiDS.

FOR BiLLY.

FOR THE LAWYER
WHO’S GOOD FOR

NOTHiNG BUT
TELLiNG THEM

EVERY YEAR THAT
THE PAROLE
BOARD HAS

DENiED BiLLY
PAROLE again.

WE’LL HAVE
BETTER LUCK
NEXT YEAR.

   WON’T BE A NEXT YEAR.
I WON’T BE HERE NO MORE,
 ONE WAY OR ANOTHER, I’M
    LEAViNG.

NEXT, THE TOiLETS. THEN
TAKE OUT THE TRASH.



YOU’RE GONNA
NEED A CAR.

ANYTHiNG ELSE?
I CAN BARELY AFFORD

THE BUS FARE.

YOU DON’T GET iT. YOU’RE
GONNA NEED A CAR.

TO HELP ME.

WE’RE GONNA TRY. WiTH
OR WiTHOUT YOU. WiTH
YOUR HELP, WE STAND

A CHANCE.

PLEASE.
FOR ME.

NO.

HAVE PiTY.
I’M iNNOCENT.

YOU KNOW I AM.
YOU CAN’T LEAVE

ME HERE
TO DiE...

I’M iNNOCENT!

NO.

BiLLY, PLEASE...THiNK OF THE
KiDS! WHO’S GONNA LOOK
AFTER THEM iF I END UP

iN JAiL, TOO?

OH, NO.
NO. DON’T DO

iT, BiLLY.



BLACK TiLE,
WHiTE TiLE.

MRS. FRACHETTE? I’M SiD
KABiKOFF, ATTORNEY FROM

GALVESTON. I’M NOW HANDLiNG
BiLLY’S CASE.

OH, YEAH?
WiTH WHAT
MONEY?

MONEY’S NOT
AN iSSUE. QUiTE
THE OPPOSiTE.

I ENCOURAGE YOU TO ACQUiRE A 
MEANS OF transportation,

MRS. FRACHETTE. iT WiLL BE OF 
iMMENSE ASSiSTANCE TO

OUR DEAR BiLLY.

one thousand
DOLLARS.

A MAP SHOWiNG
THE MEETiNG

POiNT. SOMEONE
WiLL CALL TO
ARRANGE THE

TiME.

OH, LORD. BiLLY.



SUNDAY.
“BLESSED ARE

THE iNNOCENT, FOR
THEY SHALL BE
REWARDED.”

DELiLAH WONDERS
WHEN THiS FAMOUS

REWARD WiLL
ARRiVE...THEN SHE
ASKS THE LORD
FORGiVENESS,

FOR HER ANGER
AND HER iMPURE

THOUGHTS.

MRS. FRACHETTE?
THOSE BAGS LOOK HEAVY,

AND I’M SURE THE KiDS’ FEET
HURT...MAY WE OFFER

YOU A RiDE?

THE SUM I GAVE YOU WAS ONLY
AN ADVANCE. THERE’S AN

ADDiTiONAL nine thousand
DOLLARS, AFTER--

AFTER NOTHiN’.
I CAN GiVE YOU

BACK YOUR
MONEY, iF YOU
WANT. I AiN’T
TOUCHED iT.

HE’S NOT MY
HUSBAND. HE’S

MY SON.

THE ANSWER’S
STiLL NO.

NOW, NOW,
MRS. FRACHETTE. THiNK

OF YOUR HUSBAND.



DELiLAH FRACHETTE WAS
fifteen YEARS AND eight

MONTHS OLD THE DAY BiLLY WAS
BORN. BiLLY HAD HiS FiRST KiD

AT seventeen.

NOW SHE’S thirty-eight, AND HAS
WATCHED OVER HER GRANDKiDS SiNCE
THEiR MOTHER TOOK OFF WiTH A PiMP

AFTER BiLLY GOT ARRESTED.

ELiJAH AND SALLY.
SHE LOVES THEM AS iF

SHE GAVE BiRTH TO THEM.

AND BiLLY? HE’S A WEAK
GOOD-FOR-NOTHiNG. ALWAYS 

BEEN THAT WAY.

DELiLAH CAN’T ALLOW
HERSELF TO RiSK THEiR

EXiSTENCE FOR HiM.
NEVER MiND HER SUFFERiNG. 

HER STOMACH’S TiED iN
KNOTS, MAKiNG HER iLL.

SHE CAN’T DO iT.

THAT MADE
DELiLAH A

GRANDMA AT
thirty-two.



3:40 P.M., THURSDAY,
END OF FEBRUARY.

THE RESTAURANT iS
EMPTY. MR. PERCiVAL’S

PONTiAC iS PARKED
OUT FRONT. THE BOSS

iS iN HiS OFFiCE.
DELiLAH PiCTURES HiM 

COUNTiNG HiS CASH, THE
RABBiT’S FOOT KEY-RiNG

SiTTiNG ON HiS DESK.
BLACK TiLE,
WHiTE Til

HELLO?

rriiiiiing

HOLD ON.

DELiLAH, iT’S
FOR YOU.

DELiLAH? YOU DEAF?
TELEPHONE!

click

ding

WE iNTERRUPT THiS
PROGRAM TO BRiNG YOU A
SPECiAL BULLETiN – FOUR
iNMATES ESCAPED FROM
ANGOLA PRiSON TODAY.

MRS. FRACHETTE?
JUST A REMiNDER THAT YOU
HAVE A MEETiNG TOMORROW
MORNiNG AT FiVE. DO YOU
HAVE TRANSPORTATiON?



DELiLAH LOOKS AT
THE .22 AS iF iT

MADE iTS OWN WAY
iNTO HER HAND.

WAS iT REALLY HER WHO
OPENED THE REGiSTER?

MR. PERCiVAL?
SiR?

iT’S DELiLAH,
SiR. COULD
I TALK TO
YOU FOR A
MOMENT?

ENTER.

I’M COMiNG FOR
YOU, BiLLY.



YOU BUY
A CAR,

Memaw?

Memaw’S TAKiNG YOU
ON A TRiP, KiDS.

DELiLAH TAKES THE KiDS TO HER
UNCLE WOODY’S. HE’S LiVED iN

THE BAYOU FOR twenty-four YEARS.
NO ONE’LL FiND THEM THERE.

TO GET THE KiDS TO
SLEEP, DELiLAH TELLS

THEM AN ESCAPE
STORY FOR A CHANGE.
ENOUGH BiBLE STORiES.

HER UNCLE DOESN’T ASK
QUESTiONS. HE SAW THE CAR.

HE SAW DELiLAH’S EYES.

LiTTLE ONE, YOU DONE
ONE STUPiD THiNG AND
YOU’RE ABOUT TO DO

ANOTHER. GOOD LUCK.

BORROWED.

iT’S
PRETTY...



FURTHER SOUTH iS ANGOLA.
THEY’LL COME FROM THERE...
iF NO ONE KiLLS THEM FiRST.

WHATEVER. DELiLAH FRACHETTE
WAiTS PATiENTLY FOR HER SON.

AS SHE HAS HER WHOLE LiFE.



GO AGAiN. AND HE GOES AGAiN.
EVERY TiME.

LONG. HOT.
TAME...

...TiRiNG.

WHiLE SHE
STRADDLES
BiLLY, VELMA
KROEKER

LOOKS FOR A
REASON NOT

TO GET RiD OF
THiS OVERUSED
STUD. SHE CAN’T

FiND ONE.

MMMM.
THANKS,
BiLLY.

SLEEP WELL, DEAR.
iT’S THE LAST NiGHT YOU’LL

SPEND iN THiS BED.



BiLLY?

OH, BiLLY, BiLLY.

WHAT OTHERS?
DiD THAT QUEER
ABNER GiVE YOU

THE COMBiNATiON?

Y...YOU KNOW, THERE’S
A FORTUNE iN THERE, WE

COULD SPLiT iT...

M...MRS. KROEKER. I’M...
I’M SORRY...THE OTHERS

MADE ME...



B...BiLLY...

YES, VELMA?
YOU GOT

SOMETHiNG
TO SAY?

MAYBE
YOU WANT
ME TO GO

AGAiN?



 MY ACCOUNTANT TELLS ME
WE CAN REDUCE THE ACTUAL            
 COST OF EACH PRiSONER
TO six CENTS A DAY, iNSTEAD   
 OF seven...THAT WOULD
 MEAN AN ADDiTiONAL
  $10,970 A YEAR.

NOW THAT’S AN
ACCOUNTANT!
I’LL BE HiRiNG

HiM UPON
RELEASE!

ANGOLA’S A
FUCKiNG MESS.

HOPE THERE’S NO RUSH.
HE’S DOiNG TWO LiFE

SENTENCES.

...AND MANNY DiO, THE SHiT
WHO’S SUPPOSED TO DEAL WiTH

THE PROBLEM, DOES NOTHiNG. HE 
EVEN SEEMS TO BE PALS WiTH

THE GUY WHO TORE OUT
MY NEPHEW’S EYES...

...AND YOU, CAPTAiN, SUPPOSEDLY iN 
CHARGE OF CAMP H, YOU TALK
ABOUT ten thousand DOLLARS

A YEAR?

I MAKE ten thousand DOLLARS 
EVERY TiME I BLOW MY FUCKiNG 

NOSE. yOU CAN STiCK YOUR
ten thousand DOLLARS.

GOOD NiGHT.

MY WiFE’S NEPHEW
CARMiNE iS DOiNG thirty iN

CAMP H. A NiCE GUY, NOW THE
POOR KiD’S BLiND...



A REPAiR CREW PASSED
BY ME, ON THE LEVEE. WHO

DiD YOU PUT TO WORK?

DiO. CROSS. FRACHETTE.
SHOEMACKER. CURTiS DiD THE

ASSiGNMENTS. THERE A
PROBLEM, CAPTAiN?

BRiNG ME CROSS AND
DiO, WHEN THEY

GET BACK.

LiKE
BEiNG BACK
HOME, YOU
KNOW...

...1237
HOPEWELL
LANE, NEW

iBERiA.



FUCKiNG
ACCOUNTANT...

I’LL FiND
A NEW ONE.

THERE’S TWO
BODiES iNSiDE,

ONE OF WHiCH iS
MY WiFE’S. CALL
THE SHERiFF’S

OFFiCE...

...AND GET
THE DOGS.



THE COLLAPSED LEVEE, TWO HOURS’ WALK FROM THE FARM. THE iNMATES GET DOWN TO UNLOAD THE LOGS.
THE LAZY GUARD STAYS ON THE WAGON...

...NOW.

3. extraction



THE BLiNDED MULE
DRAGS THE WAGON.

DON’T GET UNDER iT,
JUST SLiDE.

LOOK AROUND. FAST.

HELP!
MY LEGS!

GRAB THE GUN, TYLER, YOU NEED A GUN... ...TOO LATE.

ARE YOU LOOKiNG
FOR THiS, cross?
iF YOU DON’T MiND,

I’LL KEEP iT AWHiLE.

HELP
ME...MY
LEGS...

AS YOU
WiSH, MANNY.

P...
PLEASE...
MY LEGS...

SHHH.

NO NEED
TO KiLL HiM,

MANNY.
WE’RE HERE

BECAUSE
OF HiM.

THiS SHiT?
I GAVE HiM

two grand
FOR US TO GET
ON LEVEE DUTY!
HE WON’T ROB
ME AGAiN...

eeeeeeeeee



WHAT Y’ALL DOiNG?
YOU’RE NUTS! I DON’T

WANNA ESCAPE!

YOU JUST DiD, SHOEMACKER.
AND iF YOU ASK ME, YOU’D BETTER

START RUNNiNG.

PLEASE,
MANNY...

RUN, RABBiT,
RUN. WHiLE

YOU STiLL HAVE
YOUR LEGS...

THE HOUNDS’LL SMELL HiS HiLLBiLLY
STENCH BEFORE OURS.

LET’S GO.



TYLER CROSS HAS A NEW
PARTNER – MANNY DiO.

iT’S A LiMiTED-TiME
PARTNERSHiP...

...LET’S SAY HALF A DAY.
TYLER WiLL END iT THE
SECOND MANNY LETS

GO OF THE GUN.

MANNY HAD BEEN HARDER TO CONViNCE THAN BiLLY. MAKES SENSE –
iF YOU HAVE A SHiT LiFE AND NO HOPE OF SURViVAL – LiKE BiLLY –

YOU CAN BE BOUGHT WiTH A BiTE OF BREAD...

HOW MUCH
iS VAN GELD’S 
LOOT WORTH?

one point two MiLLiON,
MANNY. I ALREADY TOLD YOU.

HALF A MiLLiON EACH AND two 
hundred grand FOR BiLLY.

...BUT iF YOU’RE ALL RiGHT WHERE
YOU ARE – LiKE MANNY AT ANGOLA –

THAT COSTS A LOT MORE.

HEAR THAT, NEGRO?
WE’RE MiGHTY

GENEROUS WiTH
YOU...

I’M EARNiNG
MY SHARE.

SEE, i’VE GOT
YOUR ACCOUNT
         BOOK...

...AND I
HAD TO KiLL
MA KROEKER
to get it.



THE DOGS’VE
PiCKED UP

TWO TRAiLS.
THEY MUST

HAVE SPLiT UP.

THAT’S OK. THEY’VE BARELY GOT AN HOUR JUMP
ON US. WE’LL HAVE THEM BY DiNNER.

CURTiS iS STiLL BREATHiNG,
CAPTAiN. SHOULD I GO

GET HELP?

AND THEN WHAT?
GO AHEAD, BABiES!

HUNT! KiLL!



AH, HELL.
I CAN’T GO
ON...WE’VE
DONE, WHAT,
TEN MiLES?

I’D SAY
FiVE, MAX.

WE’LL
NEVER

MAKE iT!

HEY! NO WHiSPERiNG!
TYLER, i WANT YOU NEXT TO ME...

AND NEGRO, iF YOU HOLD US
UP, WE DiTCH YOU!

THANKS,
BiLLY.

THiNK OF CUBA, MANNY. OF THE
CASiNO YOU’LL HAVE A STAKE iN...

...AND DON CARLO’S OLD
MUG, WHEN HE SEES
WE’VE GOT HiM BY
THE BALLS, HAViNG
ANGOLA’S BOOKS.

YOU’RE RiGHT, BUDDY.
WE CAN DO THiS.

HEY, TYLER...iN MY BELT...
PRESENT FOR YOU.



DON’T SHOOT!
I SURRENDER!
DON’T SHOOT!

JEEZ...WHAT
WAS THAT?

SHOEMACKER.

SHiT.

A A A A A A A A A A A A A A A H H H H H H H H H ! ! !



HEY, NEGRO...SORRY, BUT
WE’VE GOT TO SPLiT UP.
GiVE ME THE ACCOUNT

BOOK.

TYLER, YOU OK
WiTH THiS?

THiNK, BiLLY.
HE’S GOT THE RiFLE.
GiVE HiM THE BOOK.

GiVE
iT.

MANNY’S GOT THE RiFLE. HE’S GOT CONTACTS, BACKiNG,
A SENSE OF PRiORiTiES. ALL BiLLY’S GOT iS HiS LOOKS.

BiLLY.
GET DOWN.

iT’S TIME TO
CHOOSE, TYLER.

blam

ka-pow



ARE THOSE FOOLS KiLLiNG
EACH OTHER?! THERE WON’T BE

ANY LEFT FOR MY BABiES iF
WE DON’T STOP THEM. COME

ON, LET’S MOVE iT!

BiLLY, PiCK UP THE BOOK.
COME ON! MOVE YOUR... ...ASS? I TOLD YOU,

TYLER. I’M BAD
LUCK...TAKE YOUR
FUCKiNG BOOK

AND GO.

WE’RE A TEAM,
BiLLY.

THERE! I
SEE ONE! THE DOGS POUND ON, THE GUARDS FOLLOW.

FiVE ARMED, CONFiDENT MEN. THEY’RE THE
PACK, AND THE ESCAPEES, THE PREY...



...iT’S TiME FOR SOME ROLE REVERSAL.

HUNT! KiLL!

HE’S NOT MOViNG...
NOT SCREAMiNG...

OBViOUS TARGET –
THE PACK LEADER.

GOTCHA.

...iT’S A TRAP!



TAKE COVER!
HE HiT THE
CAPTAiN!

RELEASE
THE HOUNDS!

UHH...
HUNT?
KiLL?

FOUR CARTRiDGES FOR FOUR
MUTTS. THAT ADDS UP.

ONE. TWO. THREE.

FOUR.



NOW THE GUARDS.
LESS DANGEROUS.
THEY’RE FiRiNG ALL
OVER, BUT KEEPiNG
COVER. THEY WON’T
TRY TO SEE iF TYLER 
STiLL HAS AMMO...

OR iF HE’S ONLY GOT
A LiTTLE LADY’S .22.

MY BABiES!

SPOOKY!

ALFRED!

GUNTHER!

ELMO!

YOU KiLLED MY PUPS!
FUCKiNG BASTARD!

I’LL KiLL YOU!!!

blam

blam
blam

blam
blam

blam

click
click

blam
blam

ka-pow

ka-pow
ka-po

w
ka-pow blam



TYLER SWALLOWS
WATER, MUD, AND BLOOD.

HE FiRES AGAiN. THE
.22 iS EMPTY, BUT
REALLY, iT DOESN’T
MATTER, DOES iT?

HE’S FiGHTiNG
A DEAD MAN.

A PACK WiTH NO LEADER, NO DOGS.

NOW THEY’LL TAKE A MOMENT
TO THiNK. CALL FOR BACKUP.
THEY’RE iN NO HURRY AT ALL.



BiLLY MOANS AND GROANS. he PASSES OUT EVERY HALF HOUR.

he SAYS TO LEAVE HiM BEHiND. TO SLEEP, AT LAST, THE ETERNAL SLEEP.

WiTHOUT A FiGHT, WiTHOUT SUFFERiNG.

HOLD ON, BiLLY.
ALMOST THERE.



ARE WE LOST?

DAMN, MAN, HOW DO YOU
NOT GET LOST?

MY LAWYER
DiSCOVERED THERE

WAS A SAWMiLL HERE
iN THE thirties. TOO

SMALL TO COMPETE WiTH
ANGOLA. WENT BANKRUPT.

THEY DiD, HOWEVER, PLANT
cypresses, LiKE THESE.

EVENLY SPACED. NOT
THE SAME KiND YOU
SEE iN THE REST OF

THE SWAMP...

THERE WAS ALSO
A DiRT ROAD. iT LEADS

TO NOWHERE, SO...

I CAN’T SEE AT
ALL. AM I DYiNG
OR iS iT JUST

NiGHT?

iT’S NiGHT.

THE
TREES.

no.



I DON’T GET YOU. TEN
HOURS YOU’VE BEEN

DRAGGiNG ME. WHY DON’T
YOU LET ME DiE?

iT’S BETTER FOR
MRS. FRACHETTE TO SEE
A FAMiLiAR FACE WHEN

SHE ARRiVES.

THAT’S NOT WHY. YOU’LL
MANAGE TO CONViNCE HER

WiTHOUT ME. AND YOU’D KiLL
HER iF YOU HAD TO...

TRUE.

...SO WHY?

OH, FUCK I
HURT. I’M REALLY
DYiNG, AREN’T I?

yes.

WE MADE iT, BiLLY.
THE ROAD’S JUST

THERE. YOUR MOM’LL
BE HERE SOON.

SHiT. YOU’RE
NOT EXACTLY
THE NURSE OF
MY DREAMS.
YOU’RE COLD,

TYLER. A
FUCKiNG

iCEBERG...
HOW’D YOU
KNOW SHE

WAS MY MA?

WE’LL KNOW
iN AN HOUR.
WHEN DAY
BREAKS.

I SAW YOU TOGETHER.
SOMEONE’S HERE.

iS iT
HER?

I’LL BE DEAD
iN AN HOUR.

OK, LET’S G...
OH, FUCK.

CAN’T
MOVE.



TELL HER...
I’M SORRY. I REALLY 

DiD HOLD UP THAT 
CARD GAME. I’M NOT 

iNNOCENT.

I THiNK
SHE KNOWS,

BiLLY.

WELL, TELL HER...
I DON’T KNOW...
TELL HER I WAS

SURE SHE’D
COME. iT’S

NOT TRUE, BUT
iT’LL MAKE
HER HAPPY,

RiGHT?

iT’S HER, BiLLY.
I SEE HER NOW.
YOU WERE RiGHT.

SHE CAME
FOR YOU.

SURE! SHE LOVES
ME. SHE’S MY M...



BiLLY?

I’M
SORRY.

HE TOLD ME
TO TELL YOU...
HE KNEW YOU’D

COME.

I DiDN’T KNOW iT
MYSELF 'TiL YESTERDAY.

AND NOW THAT BiLLY’S DEAD,
I CAME FOR NOTHiNG.



GOOD
LUCK.

WE’VE STiLL GOT A DEAL.
nine thousand DOLLARS.

NO,
THANKS.

I NEED
THiS CAR.

I’VE GOT
A GUN.

YEAH, A .22.
GOOD AT POiNT-BLANK,
BUT iT DOESN’T PACK

A PUNCH.

UNLESS YOU
GET ME iN THE HEAD,
iT WON’T STOP ME.

I TOLD BiLLY I’D KiLL YOU, iF
I HAD TO. I’D RATHER NOT.

iF POSSiBLE.

I LiKED BiLLY.
AND YOU’RE
HiS MOM.



Memaw!

COME.

I GOT MY SUNDAY BEST OUT FOR BiLLY...
I SUPPOSE HE WON’T BE NEEDiNG iT NO

MORE. YOU’RE ABOUT HiS SiZE.
THANKS.

NOW, THE PONTiAC...MY NiECE STOLE iT
FROM HER BOSS. SHE’LL BE iN A JAM

iF SOMEONE GETS PiNCHED iN iT.



COME.

I SAW A
BOAT, TiED TO
A PONTOON.

I AiN’T LENDiNG OUT MY BOAT. BUT I CAN
ALWAYS TAKE iT OUT FOR A RiDE. THERE’S

A RAiLROAD LiNE, ten MiLES DOWN.

PERFECT.

GOOD. WHEN YOU’RE
DONE, COME EAT WiTH US.

WE’LL WAiT FOR YOU.

LORD, YOU WHO GiVE LiFE, WHO GiVE
US BREAD, THANK YOU FOR THESE GiFTS,

AND GRANT US WiSDOM AND GRACE...

...AND FOR THOSE WHO
COULDN’T JOiN US AT OUR

TABLE, PLEASE GRANT THEM
FORGiVENESS. AMEN.



THANKS. WiTH MY BACK,
iT WOULDA BEEN HARD.

THE BOOZE iS AWFUL, THE OLD GUY CHATTY. 
HE’S BEEN HERE FOR twenty-four YEARS. HE 

KNOWS ANGOLA AS iF HE’D LiVED THERE.

TELL ME. THE
LiGHTNiNG...
iS iT TRUE?

A LiTTLE.
ZZAAAP! AND

WE WERE FREE.
GODDAMN
MiRACLE.

AFTERWARDS, WE
RAN LiKE HELL, MY BUD

LEANDER AND I...
GODDAMN
HOUNDS.

LEANDER CHANGED HiS NAME
AND JOiNED THE ARMY. DiED iN
forty-four, iN THE ARDENNES.

ME? MADE MYSELF
SCARCE. iT’S PEACEFUL.
I MAKE HOOCH. I FiSH.

HERE, FOR
YOUR TROUBLE.



A LiTTLE.
ZZAAAP! AND

WE WERE FREE.
GODDAMN
MiRACLE.

THE KiDS ARE ASLEEP.
GRANDMA, TOO. SHE DOESN’T 

NEED A .22. HE DOES.

SHOULD HE WAKE HER?
AND TELL HER WHAT?

HE USED BiLLY, AND
NOW BiLLY’S DEAD.

NO POiNT TRYiNG
TO JUSTiFY HiMSELF.

THE ONLY THiNG HE CAN
DO iS PAY HiS DEBTS.



I’VE DONE
EVERYTHiNG FOR YOU, 

TYLER. EVEN GOTTEN ON
MY KNEES. CHRiST, I

GREW UP iN A SHTETL...

NORTH CAROLiNA
DRiVER’S LiCENSE, BiRTH
CERTiFiCATE, VOTER ID

CARD, BUSiNESS
CARD...

COPS EVERYWHERE...ROADS
BLOCKED. BRiDGES BLOCKED.

...THE PASSPORT COST TOO MUCH. 
AND iF ALL GOES AS PLANNED,

YOU WON’T NEED iT.

A MERCURY BREAK.
PARKED BY THE CHURCH,
KEYS RiGHT FRONT TiRE.

DON’T
FORGET

TO CROSS
YOURSELF,

SiD.

YOU’VE GOT A
LOT TO BE
FORGiVEN.

AND
THE CAR?



THE PAPERS
ARE SOLiD,

THE COPS ARE
TiRED. TYLER

PASSES.

HE MAKES A
DETOUR NORTH, 
THEN TURNS OFF

TOWARD NEW
ORLEANS.

HE TAKES HiS
TiME...SO SiD
HAS TiME TO
GET THiNGS

READY.

YOU KNOW WHAT GOT TAKEN
FROM ANGOLA. YOU KNOW iTS VALUE.

MY CLiENT iS PREPARED TO
RETURN iT UNDER CERTAiN

CONDiTiONS.

HOW
MUCH?

HE DOESN’T WANT
YOUR MONEY. HE

WANTS FORGiVENESS.
AND, UH, ONE OR TWO

LiTTLE FAVORS...

LET’S START
WiTH THE FAVORS.

THAT’S EASiER.



DESPiTE A MASSiVE
MANHUNT, THE LAST 
OF THE ESCAPEES

FROM ANGOLA
PENiTENTiARY

REMAiNS AT LARGE.
HiS LiKENESS

HAS BEEN SENT
TO EVERY PAPER

iN LOUiSiANA,
FLORiDA, TEXAS,

AND THE
CAROLiNAS.

YOU’RE
PATHETiC, SiD...

scared of your 
own shadow.

I’M FiNE RiGHT HERE.
UNDER POLiCE PROTECTiON!

STRANGE...iT
LOOKS LiKE

YOUR cops ARE
GOiNG.

A THiRD OF
THE NEW
ORLEANS
POLiCE
FORCE
iS MADE
UP OF

guys OF
iTALiAN
ORiGiN.

iF
DON CARLO
PERSiCO
CATCHES
A COLD,
iT’S THE

COPS WHO
SNEEZE...

...AND TONiGHT, DON CARLO
HAS GiVEN iNSTRUCTiONS.

BYE,
HERMANN.

LiSTEN, HERMANN. ALL I DiD WAS iNTRODUCE
THE TWO OF YOU. I’D RATHER SKEDADDLE...
SO I’M FLYiNG TO CUBA THiS AFTERNOON.



STRANGE...iT
LOOKS LiKE

YOUR cops ARE
GOiNG.

WHAT ARE
YOU WAiTiNG

FOR? ANCHORS
AWEiGH!



SiGNORE
CROSS?

DON CARLO PERSiCO
WANTED YOU TO KNOW

HE RECEiVED YOUR GiFT...
ALL iS FORGiVEN.

DiD YOU
HEAR THAT,

Mr. VAN GELD?
ANCHORS
AWEiGH.

THREE
CREWMEN

AND A
CABiN
BOY.

VAN GELD
BARELY
KNOWS
THEM –
EASY TO
REPLACe.

ALL iS FORGiVEN?
YEAH, RiGHT.

DON CARLO PERSiCO
FORGiVES NOTHiNG.

iT’S AGAiNST HiS 
NATURE.



THE JEWELS...YOU
WANT THE JEWELS,

iS THAT iT?
iN MY CASE...iT’S

ALL I’VE GOT LEFT.
TAKE THEM,

THEY’RE YOURS...

SHHH.
I KNOW
THEY’RE
MiNE.

I BEG YOU...
IRiS MADE
ME DO iT.

THAT WOMAN
iS A DEMON.
ME? I NEVER
WANTED TO

DOUBLECROSS
YOU...

GOT ANY
WEAPONS ON

BOARD?

WHAT FOR?
I...I’M

NOT SOME
GANGSTER.

MR. VAN GELD?
SiR?

iT’S THE CABiN
BOY, SiR. I...
I BROUGHT

CRUSHED iCE
FOR THE BAR.

MAY I COME iN,
SiR?



LET’S SAY THEY
NEED AN ACTUAL
SAiLOR TO DOCK
THE BOAT. TWO

PROFESSiONALS.
LiKELY WEAPON –

REVOLVER. iF
THEY’RE GOOD,
THEY’LL HAVE A
SAWED-OFF.

MR. VAN GELD?

THE iCE...
iT...iT’LL
MELT.

I’M NOT GOiNG TO
KiLL YOU, HERMANN.

GO OPEN iT.



STEADY, TYLER. MEXiCO
iS STiLL A LONG WAY OFF.



MARCH 11, THAT YEAR, THE COAST GUARD
OUT OF TAMPiCO BOARDS THE YACHT THE EMERALD,

ADRiFT iN THEiR TERRiTORiAL WATERS.

THERE’S NO ONE ABOARD, BUT THEY DO FiND a lot OF BLOOD AND FOURTEEN BULLET HOLES.

NO LiFEBOAT.

epilogue



QUESTiONED BY THE POLiCE, HE REFUSES TO GiVE UP THE 
NAME OF HiS ASSAiLANT. ALL THE iNVESTiGATORS GET OUT
OF HiM iS SOME iNCOHERENT BABBLE ABOUT A CHRYSLER

HE BOUGHT FOR 3,800 BUCKS.

MARCH 13, EMiLiANO ORTiZ, A SHADY MECHANiC iN
TAMPiCO, TAKES A SERiOUS BEATiNG.

THE HELPFUL RECEPTiONiST GiVES
HiM THE DATES OF HER STAY, AND
EVEN REMEMBERS WHiCH AiRLiNE

SHE TRAVELED WiTH WHEN SHE LEFT...

ON THE 16TH,
THE RECEPTiONiST
AT THE HOTEL DE
LA PAZ, MEXiCO
CiTY, GETS A
CALL FROM
AN AMERiCAN

FEDERAL AGENT
CONCERNiNG
A CERTAiN

IRiS BOWMAN.

...AND MARCH 21, iN
ACAPULCO, IRiS TAKES

HER LAST DiVE.



THE MEXiCAN POLiCE
SENT TO THE SCENE

CALCULATE THE ANGLE
OF THE SHOT, FOLLOW

iT, AND FiND A 9MM
SHELL BY THE COASTAL
ROAD, NEARLY HALF A
MiLE FROM THE HOTEL.

THE POLiCE ALSO FiND ninety-four
thousand dollars BELONGiNG TO THE
ViCTiM, LEFT iN THE HOTEL SAFE. THEY

DON’T PUT THAT iN THEiR REPORT.

iN THEiR REPORT,
THEY MAKE A NOTE
OF THE KiLLER’S

EXCEPTiONAL SKiLL.



FiNALLY, APRiL 3,
A PACKAGE ARRiVES
AT THE POST OFFiCE
OF ST. FRANCiSViLLE,

LOUiSiANA.

iT WAS SENT FROM
ACAPULCO, ADDRESSED

TO WOODROW FRACHETTE.

THE REGULAR MAiLMAN,
WHO’D NEVER ONCE

DELiVERED ANYTHiNG TO
MR. FRACHETTE, BROUGHT

iT HiMSELF, AT 4 A.M.

THE NOTE’S NOT SiGNED.
nine thousand DOLLARS

iN THE STATUETTE.



I STOPPED
WAiTiNG.

A RiSK-FREE JOB.
PAYMENT GUARANTEED.



“Arne Jysch is able to take Volker Kutscher’s compelling 
Babylon Berlin and bring it to life with an adaptation full 
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