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Heart In Hand

by

Terry Moore




Pl giveup m life, l’”give up my band
Pll come bgckgto you, my hegrt?n hand.

Heart In Hand by Griffin Silver




The next morning...



*MORNIN'. ‘

%{7////(/ /I

2

BABY'S DAY BED?

- - BAK
YEAW, FINE. ZWU’ i HoTeL
Eﬁ"}‘ﬁ:ﬁg\ SURE . ITWAS
STAY OVER. Too LATE FOR

You To o
HOME ALONE.

VW

15 KNTCHODO UP 2

SHE WENT

To THE
LAST NIGHT]

CASEY, | APPRECIATE WHAT YOU
DID LAST NIGHT, REALLY. BUT |
HAVE TO DO THIS AT MY OWN SPEED.

CAN 1 ASK YoU SOME-
THING 2 YoU SEEMED SO
MATTER OF FACT ABOUT

THINGS LAST NIGHT ..,

AAVE 4DOU EVER BEEN
WITH ANOTHER WOMAN 2

PROMISE 0V LON'T
5A% ANYTHING To JoE ?
| DON'T KNOW How) HE
WouLD TAKE IT YET,

ONCE IN A
THREESOME.

WHKT 2 IT' NO BIG PEAL!
FRANCINE , 1T's JUST SEX/

YEAR BUT, LWOW ...
CASE?, | NEVER
THOUGHT You...

Houw ARE 40U GOING
TO KNOWL) WHAT You
L\KE IF YOU DON'T




WELL, YoU TRIED IT...

WHAT DID
| THINK 2

IF THE RIGHT
PERSON CAME
ALONG. SOME -
BODY THAT L
CouLD TRUST.

25iGH <
EVERYTHING WOULD BE
SO SIMPLE IF KATCAOO
WAS A MAN.

'D TRADE ALL THE MEN
IN MY LIFE FOR ONE KATHOO .

You DON'T
KNOW) WHAT
{oV'VE GOT.

Y51 DO, | JUST DON'T
KNOW WHAT TO DO WITH IT.

WELL, | DON'T THINK.
YOU'RE GOING TO FIGURE
IT OUT BY TALKING ABOUT
IT. You JUST NEED TO
TRY IT AND SEE WHAT
RAPPENS. | MEAN | WHAT
ARE 4oL 50 AFRAID OF ?
IT'S JUST REACHING OUT
AND TOUCHING SOMEONE
YOU LOVE.

NogopY LIKES AN
UPTIGHT WHITE
CHICK, FRANCINE.

AND I'LL TELL YOU SOMETHING ELSE..,
KATCHOO 15 SPECIAL! I'VE NEVER

MET ANYONE LIKE HER — MALE
OR FEMALE! IF YOU LOSE HER...

I'LL BE ALL OVER HER
LIKE WRITE ON RICE!

e’
'




The next day...



THATE EVERYBODY. | HATE ME,
| HATE YOU...| HAD A CAT NAMED
FRITZ ONCE, \ RATED HIM,To0!
| HATE WOMEN, 1 HATE MEN,1.."

LFe SGWEE T NoT!iNG BUT BIG
HUGE STOCKY MOUNDS of EVER LOVIN'
GRADE A ALL-NATORAL PINK.

S
-,M\

&
o

N

g \ o ‘

ey, L Ty |

M55 YoU EOB
re—

| 2 RN

i A ; Y X

2 i b




40U DID SEE THAT U, RIGHT? | | THIS 15N'T A
| MIEAN. 40U DO KNO U | | RACE TRACK, | DORNO. HOUR OMIC{OD'! KATCHOO 7!
LMO5T RAN OVER HIM! kTcoo! ONLY COES TO You CAN'TGD 90 MPH
v}

PBtu_LL./lC«A\IE AM| | ARE YOUL 85 MLES PER %’{\l A%})th\‘(TGETl;Kﬁlﬁ\\i&(fE

et e ML TICKERS FORTHAT- THEY

; ur OF MY WA JusT TN(E' You C)TKAIQHT

10 JNL FCRTINO LoUD!

NO FOOLIN',

THEY'LL

HAVE TO
CATCH U5 FIRST.
|

JI




WHO'D WANT TOPUT
TwWO NICE GIRLS

2 @ﬁﬁ%@éﬁi@b}iﬂ%

o e = P —— ——
R

L ELE

KINDA LIKE A NISSAN - Y
COMMERCIAL, I5N'T 172 : ey

=

YoU MIGHT WANT TO
HOLD ONTO SOMETHING! 4

OMIGQOD/ jeRE's &
WHERE WE
a7

~ \

—




WELL .., ARE
<oV COMING 2

=

SLRZLFM

)

WHAT RE 10U CRALYZ

N \ . \‘\
/ \'\l\i \\l‘
> )

\ N
) \,\
>§‘\ i

VERY FUNNY,
COME ON,
SLOWPOKE . M

FIRST OF ALL.. YOU..,
NEVER GET TO DR\NE
AGAIN. EVER ! SECOND..,

N

£Y! ARE 900 THE BLONDE BITCH
9%(2!?(? P%%ﬁxﬁv TL}VJJUST SPEEDED DOWN MY STREET
“HE BARY, EITHER | | [ALAT AHUNDRED MILES PER HOUR 2//
% NoT WEALTHY ' -
AND You SMELL LIKE
ABURNING RATZ

You HEARME 27
N




NOBODY VELLS AT |
You LIKE ThaT!NOBODY!
bu'Re A GREAT PERSON /
YU PON'T DESERVE THAT!

Al |
RO

FRANCINE...
ARE {oU OKAY2

AWWW...
SCREW You/

N

RANCEE, DRIVING RoUND IN £ 'L BEXTBOT
AL Do, H SToPD PICKUP” rence | | THeIR BUTTo) !
! O PH
VDICE OF GOD/_ [ Rt beua SHAHNN !
— | HE'S GONE!
3 "4 BET A5 WIFE'S &— HE CANT
rananel GETTHE K AN ASSHOLE, Tool ¢ _ANY MORE,

ouna}t KEN

/

A
4
I

TUAT GUY ? HE STARTED YELUNG AT
90U, AND [T JUST UPSET Mg 50
MUCH TO SEE SOMEBODY TREAT
{OU LIKE THAT/ | MEAN, HE D0gsN'T
KNOW YoU ! HE DOESN'T KNOW
LHAT YOU'VE BEEN THROUGH ! AND
“YOUVE BEEN THROUGH SO MUCH /

2 ONIFF ¢

W SIGH ... \'M SORRY,

1 JUST ... I'M 50 SNIFF2
EMOTIONAL RIGHT
Now! | QUST...

CAN ¢DU CALM DOWN 2

| KNow. I'M SORRY
| UPSET Y00 WITH

I'M NOT GOING
TO HAVE TO TAKE

YOV HOME AND MY DRIVING AND ) R
PUT YOO N A SMOKING , THAT 2SNIFF2
HOT BATH? wNvNﬂUDP\D - T YOURE SO SPECIAL !
wo o IT . A ' )
ANYMORE 7 SNIFF = H’ous_eo S?EC\AL;
<0V SURE? AND o0 TRY '

YouU WANNA
THINK ABOUT IT2
\

S0 HARD! You

SWEETHEART,
LISTEN,,.




JONIFF ;

LETYS o INSIDE, BUY
S0ME ART SUPPLIES AND
HAVE A FON AFTERNOON.

WHAT DO WE HAVE
TO GET UPSET ABOUT ¢
QOU'RE PREGNANT...

| MEAN ,COME ON/ CAN
IT GET ANY BETTER

DISCOVERED | WAS
TAKT SKINHEAD
STOOGE, I'D BE
PISSED OFF, Too !

1AM 50 DAMN CUTE.../
THAN THIS 2 HUR 2 { B
IF | WOKE UP AND % .

7 HES... 15 SHE GONNA
i YELL ANYMORE 2

No. sHow's OVER.
Kov CAN G0 Now.

/ | WISH GHE!D COME
YELL AT MY oD
MAN L\E THAT.

PERFECT.




OKAY, CAN WE PUH-LEASE
Go n\selDE NOW AND BLY
50ME DAMN ART SUPPLIES?

EL\

ABSODAMN@

\‘ PN e J

L

WELL LADIES,,

WHAT DO YoU THINK.2

v'.:v' N

THANK You/
TGIGGLE %

SEE2 CHOOVANSK.
KNOWS STHLE WHEN
SHE SEES IT! | WAS
DRIVING BY AND SAW

CHOOYANSKI ... | HEARD
00 WERE BACK N TOWN),

READY FREDDIE! WAY DID You
GET RED? DON'T THOSE
THINGS COME IN FLESH CoLoR 2

AND STILL WITH THE
GOATEE THING! THAT 15
50 DEAD! WHERE ARE Y0U
GETTING YOUR FASHION
TIPS, MTV 2

~

KATCHOO, WE RAVE TO

LAUGH ALL YOU (WANT
CHODVANSKI — THAT
CAR'S A BABE MAGNET!/

(TR0 IF 90U LIKE
S STRIPPERS .

GET GOING IF WE'RE
GOING TO GET BACK IN
TIME FOR THE COOKOUT,

COOK.OLT ?

WE'RE HANING SO0ME
FRIENDS OVER TO MY
APARTMENT TONIGHT.
OVT BY THE PoOL

15 CAGEY
GOING TO
BE THERE?




/” OMAT THE HELLDID Y00 D0 )
THAT FOR 2 Y00 JLUST
INVITED WITLER TO DINNER!

HEY, LISTEN, MY PLANS FELL
THROUGH FOR TAIS EVENING
WHY DON'T 1 JOIN YOU
TOoNIGHT 2 \T'LL BE FUN/
JUST LIKE OLD TIMESE

AT Y
GREAT! & moR
I'LL BE THERE! 4

WELL, HE WANTED TO
COME! WHAT WAS |
SUPPDSED TD SAY?

SEAN, AROUND
BACK AT THE

1 DON'T KNOW , FREDDIE...

I'LL BRING THE BEER,
GIVE RIDES IN THE
CORVETTE,..!

OH,
BE STILL
MY HEART.

HONESTLY KATCROO, THAT'S
WHY | CALLED OFF THE WEDDING
AND CAME BACK TO HOUSTON —
I'VE SAID NO AND YES AT ALL

THE WRONGTIMES IN MY LIFE,

No! N! o! NoT HAve
You EVER SAID NO To
AMAN IN YOUR LIFE?/

NICE PEOPLE ALWAYS HAVE A BACKLASH
WHEN THEY REALI2ZE THE WDRLD HAS
BEEN TAKING ADVANTAGE OF THEM,

YES AND NO COME OUT OF | KNEWD THIS
MY MOUTH AND | DON'T WAS COMING .
KNOW ANRMORE IF THAT'S

REALLY MY OPINION OR I'™M - ( .
JUST ATRAINED PET TRY - 2 R "
ING, TO PLEASE HER MASTERS!

) AND WHAT HAPPENS .
& A \%| AFTER THE BACKLASH? "
e . 4 L N
DEPENDS (e 20
s ONW2 Jgts
= 9

e
{
R

WELL .., TRAAT'S
| WHERE | AM —

T

THE BACKLASH .
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- AL

| KNOW lT DS
200 o AID FOR
My MED
AFTER THE PLRIE CRAGH,







How MANY oF THESE Do |
HAVE TO DRINK TO

You

HAVE SEX WITH ME ?

DARCY AND VERON\CA

EY WERE

KNEW WRAT TH
DOING — THEY JUST

CARE ANYMORE.

DIDN'T




Meanwhile...



(Katchoo and Francine walking down
colorful aisle in art store. Katchoo s
picking things off shelf and dropping
them into the backet Francine carries
beside her.)

KATCHOO
I love going to the art store.

FRANCINE
1 didn't realize it took all this art stuff to make
a painting.

KATCHOO

Oh yeah, the more art stuff the better the painting.
FRANCINE

Serious?
KATCHOO

Sure. Why do you think Picasso was so good? He had
a lot of art stuff.

FRANCINE
Well, I guess that makes sense.

KATCHOO
Francine. I'm putting you on! You really think all
it takes to make a good painting is paint?

FRANCINE
That's what Miss Lipner told us.

KATCHOO
Who's Miss Lipner?

FRANCINE
My 3rd grade art teacher.

(Katchoo looks at Francine.)

KATCHOO
You know what? .... she was right. Forget what I
just said. So... sketchbooks? Where would we find
sketchbooks?

(A tiny and impossibly thin teenage
girl wearing an orange employee apron
stacks pencils on a shelf. She sports
dyed black hair, layered black

clothing and two pounds of cheap
jewelry)

FRANCINE
Excuse me, where are the sketchbooks?
EMPLOYEE
(shrugs)
Over there, ma'am.

(The girl walks off. Francine stands in
shock. Katchoo tugs on her arm.)

KATCHOO
C'mon.

FRANCINE
Did you hear that? Did you hear what she called me?




KATCHOO
What?

FRANCINE
Ma'am! She called me ma'am! Right to my face! Like
I'm an old lady!

KATCHOO
So? What is she, like, twelve? Everybody's old to
her.

FRANCINE
I don't have to take that!

(Katchoo pulls on her.)

KATCHOO
Come on, grandma.

FRANCINE
Nobody calls me ma'am! I have more self-respect than
that!

(Katchoo's eyes light up)

KATCHOO
Oooh... brushes!

FRANCINE
I demand an apology!

(Several minutes later, Francine and
Katchoo walk up to the cash register to
check out with two full baskets.)

KATCHOO
(looking ahead,
muttering)
Hey... check it out.

(The same young girl is doing check
out. Francine's eyes narrow.)

FRANCINE
Hmmmmm.

(They put their baskets on the counter.
The girl begins scanning items while
blowing bubbles with her gum. Katchoo
watches Francine fidget, struggling for
the right words to correct this girl of
her serious error.)

KATCHOO
(in faux middle-aged style)
Don't forget the brushes, young lady.

(Francine shoots Katchoo a look that
screams QUIT IT! The young girl doesn't
look up, continues scanning, chewing gum.)

FRANCINE
(to Katchoo in louder than normal voice)
So... how about the latest Griffin Silver... great
CD, huh?

(No response from girl— she continues
scanning. Francine looks at Katchoo and




nods her head towards girl, begging
help.)

FRANCINE
(continuing)
Eh? Eh?

KATCHOO
Oh... yeah. Griffin Silver... groovy.

(Fran frowns at smirking Katchoo. Young
girl glances at Kat and smirks,
continues scanning.)

FRANCINE
(to young girl)
You like Griffin Silver, don't you, uh...

(Bends over to see name on name tag.)

FRANCINE
(continuing)
... Piza?

(Piza doesn't look up, clicking keys on
register.)

PIZA
I'm so sure. He's like, my parents age. That'll be
$639.63.

FRANCINE
Griffin Silver's not that old!

PIZA
Yes ma'am.

FRANCINE
Don't ma'am me! I'll have you know I am 29 years
old! I am not a ma'am!

PIZA
Whatever.

FRANCINE
Don't do that!

PIZA
Do what?

FRANCINE

Talk to me like I'm your mother! I'm young enough to
be your older sister!

(Katchoo giggles. She's enjoying this.)

KATCHOO
You'll have to excuse her, Pizza... menopause and
all that.

(Piza smirks and runs the card. Fran
steams.)

FRANCINE
So who do you listen to, Piza? Go on, tell me! I bet I
have their CD's too!

(Piza hands the sales slip to Katchoo




who begins signing.)

PIZA
Linkin Park, Manson...

FRANCINE
Hah! Lincoln Park! I've heard of them! Head Like A
Hole, right?

(Piza looks at Francine as if something
were hanging from her nose. Piza tears
receipt and gives it to Katchoo.)

PIZA

(dryly)
Have a nice day.

FRANCINE
No wait, Black Hole Sun! Right? The lead singer
shot himself for Courtney Lovitz... or something...

(Katchoo shoves Francine out the door.)

KATCHOO
Come on, mom, let's go. You're embarrassing the
kids.

FRANCINE
I am not old!

PIZA
No ma'am.

FRANCINE
(yells back from the
door)
Don't call me that!

(Piza watches Francine leave, turns
back to register and resumes sipping a
can of Pepsi One through a straw. A
young boy with a haphazard complexion
and do-it-yourself haircut strolls up.
He's also wearing the orange vest.)

PIZA
Promise me if I ever get that old and senile you'll
kill me.

BOY
You got it. How do you want it?

(Piza thinks about this seriously for
a moment.)

PIZA
I want... to be smothered by doves in a bed of rose
petals... while my parents watch.

(Boy smiles in approval.)

BOY
Sleeeeezy.

(Piza smiles for the first time.)

(Fade out.)




Strangers In Paradise 1317

He dreamed about fly-fishing on a warm summer day somewhere deep in the Rocky
Mountains where the sky was blue and the air clean. Red, his faithful companion, lay sleep-
ing in the back of the truck, guarding a cooler of beer beneath the shade of a centenarian
oak. Birds sang and sailed the gentle breezes that rolled across the valley. The river was
cold and crystal clear. He had already caught dinner but he continued fishing and releas-
ing his catch because there was nowhere else he had to be and nothing else he’d rather be
doing, at least not until sundown. Only then would he head back to the cabin and prepare
the fish for Gina, who would dip them in a Cajun batter and fry them in the skillet, serv-
ing them with homemade hushpuppies and ice cold beer. After dinner they would sit on
the porch and listen to the chatter of the nightlife. Critterville, Gina called it. When she
touched his hand and smiled they would turn out the lights and go to bed. For a while the
critters would listen to them, then they would all fall silent, sleeping under a pale blue
moon.

This is what Detective Mike Walsh dreamed when he closed the door to his office,
downed a Slim Fast in one gulp and spent the remaining twenty-nine minutes of his lunch
break leaning back in his chair, arms folded, eyes closed, and a smile on his face. This is
what got him through the drudgery of routine and paperwork that made up the majority of
his day with the Houston Police Department. This is why he failed to notice the telephone
messages from Washington shuffled beneath the papers on his desk that morning. The
phone rang, startling Walsh from his thoughts.

“Detective Walsh.”

“Detective, this is FBI Special Agent Sara Bryan. How are you today, sir?”

“Uh... fine, thanks. What can I do for you?”

“Well, I'm working on an investigation here and your name has turned up in our files. I
was wondering if I could ask you a couple of questions.”

“Okay... uh, sure. What are we talking about?”

“Parker Girls.”

A chill ran through Walsh’s body. He eased his chair upright and waited for Bryan to
speak.

“I’ve been reading the files of your investigation when you were with the bureau, but
I also see where, as recently as two years ago, you made inquiries about a Parker Girl
through the Houston Police Department.”

Walsh racked his mind, trying to recall the circumstances Bryan was referring to. She
beat him to it.

“I believe you may have had her in your custody at one time under assault and battery
charges, filed by a Frederick Femur...”

Walsh could feel the blood rush from his face. He had promised her this wouldn’t hap-
pen. He had gone to great lengths to make sure the charges were dropped, that her files
were pulled from the Houston office and delivered to her. When he went to California and
New York to help her he had done so with his own money, using vacation time away from
work. He had gone to great lengths to protect her because he owed her. But that day she
first appeared in handcuffs at his desk, refusing to talk, he had sent out a general inquiry.
FBI records revealed a file on her, but it was classified Top Secret, All Access Denied.
Later, after he got to know her, he cleaned his tracks, vowing to protect her anonymity. But
he couldn’t erase the request he made for her file that first day.

“Uh... sorry. Doesn’t ring a bell...” Walsh lied.

“Her name is Choovanski. Katina Marie Choovanski,” Agent Bryan continued. “I was
wondering if you could help me locate Miss Choovanski. I’d like to talk to her.”
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SHE DREAMS OF
HER UNBORN
CHILD TAKING
HER FIRST
WOBBLY STEPS —

SHOPPING FOR
HER PROM DRESS —

*xoNIFFx P

WITH EGGS AND HAM ?
== A
> &],L/[(\/ “\\\\\-_/*(\_) N

- R
\| THE AROMAS OF | O+
BREAKFAST, |~

SHE LUAKES.

]
I~ Iz

THE SMELL OF TOAST AND FRESH
COFFEE SOOTHES THE SOUL ...

AND STIRS THE
EXPECTANT
STOMACH —

AND STIRS ... AND STIRS..,

v

%?5 /(ﬁ) %

S B s




GooD MORNINQ.
| MADE BREAKFAS

Al

NO, THAT'S OKAY.
FINISH YOUR ...

i‘@&@@f@&%\
‘ HAWAILI /
re=soope é

| DIDN'T REALIZE
Q0U WERE HAVIN

G
MORNING 5ICKNESS |

I~~~

(




DOES MY COFFEE ) No,NOT ATALL, I'M

BOTHER YoU ?

CRACKERS FIRST — GET

CONG TO PAVE SOME
MYSELF IN A MINUTE,

¢ m—
I'M QUST GOING TO EAT SOME

SOMETHING IN MY STOMACH.

HOU WANT TO &IT
OUT ON THE
BALCONR?2

| DON'T RAVE
GURE \'/ MANY CHAIRS

THOUVGH.

IT MUST BE 7EN DEGREES
COOLER THAN 1T WWAS
YESTERDPAX!

A FRONT MUST BE
MOVING THROUGH.

| DON'T WATCH THE
NEWS ANYMORE,
SO 'M ALWAYS
SURPRISED BY
THE WEATHER.

WHAT? POST-MODERN
WOMAN (GIVES LP
CONTROL OF

SOMETHING 2

| MAY RAVE TO
REPORT You/!

1/
(i
&

(T FUN! LIKE BEING
AKID AGAN, 'KNOW ¢
EVERY DAY A SURPRISE.

A

HEY
JuLw S/

A e

oY
A

7
2z
5e7)

2
22

e,
74028
222 ALALAALLT)

s
25552
s
222

vy
2
2255
552
2
L7
L
Z7
%
%2
%

e,
s

7

277
s
527
L2

s
27

s
277
77

”
2

i\ L
v

Z55

) 4

HE LWVES WITH HIS MOTHER
DOWNSTAIRS . | THINK SHE
MUST BE DEAF BECAUSE
HE HAS AHUGE RECORD
COLLECTION HE PLAYS AT
NIGHT WHEN SHE'S GONE
To BED. YOU CAN HEAR IT
ALL OVER THE COMPLEX.

You MEAN
REAL RECORDS
—LIKE LP5?2

YeAR. SINATRA LIKE
STUFF...PECGY LEE.
IT'5 KIND OF cooL,
ACTUALLY.

\
@, IT'S NICE.

MY NEIGHBORS ARE
NICE... NO GANG
SHOOTINGS OR
ANYTRING .

YoV WOULDN'T RATHER
BE IN A HOVGE 2

FEAH...; SNORT!Z
LIKE | COULD
AFFORD A

House!




WELL, BUT IF YOU COULD,
WOULDN'T YOu RATHER
BE IN A HOUSE, WITH A
YARD FOR THE BABY
TO PLAY IN 2

WELL, SURE BUT...
HoU KNOwW ... I'LL Do
THE BEST | CAN,

'D LIKE
To HELP.

WHAT DO
YoU MEAN 2

AN
W
\

WELL.. | DON'T
KNOW WHERE YoOU
ARE WITA ALLTHIS,.,

IMEAN, YoU ‘N ME —7

‘0. l

fLL dusT
SAY THIS...

779
/ )\

26,

WHAT 1€ | BUY A Hovse
HERE IN HOUSTON, JUST
FOR-THE TWO OF US..,
AND BABIES,,. AND WE
MOVE INTO IT TOGETHER
s YOU AND ME 2

WHKNOW..,
%Vs(fé
fi

T
-

AND WE LVE
LIKE THAT FOR

A Y
~
R~
N
v,
=

WOW, I DIDN'T MEAN TO

RENDER YOU SPEECHLESS!

JUST NOD IF YOU'RE OVER-
LWHELMED WITH JO¥Y.




SORRY,., YOV JUST CAUGHT
ME OFF GUARD. \,., | WASN'T
EXPECTING THAT...

50 SOON.

PO THE WORDS
"You'RE WITH ME Now"
RING A BELL?

| ISP § PR\

=
THEN WHAT 15 THE FREAKIN'
HOLD UP 2 LIKE, WHAT WAS THE
DEAL THE OTHER NIGHT 2 CASEY
PRACTICALLY LOCKED US IN
THE BEDROON\ TZXQETSEER ASC?
000 GOl
- NOTH‘NG! To DO THIS OR
- NOT?2I

B THAT'S WA
“\’ HERE TO FIND

THAT'S THE REASON
| CALLED OFF THE.
WEDDING AND...

Z == DON'T USE ME AS YOUR EXCUSE, FRANCINE !
VHW! W YOU CAN'T SAY YOU CALLED OFF YOUR
HURT B LEDDING TO BE WITH ME WHEN |'M
RIGHT HERE AND YOU'RE KEEPING

_1

f

ME AT ARM'S LENGTH!

HERE I AaM!
OKAY 2 LETS HUG,
SHOWER , GO FIND A
HOUSE AND LWE

HAPPILY
EVER AFTER/




THAT SOUNDS
LONDERFUL.

IT DOES,
DOESN'T IT?

BUT | CAME BACK
TO HOUSTON TO
FIND MYSELF,

PEOPLE USUALLY
GO TO PAR)S
FOR THAT,

| CAN'T
AFFORD
PARIS.

| CAN, ; -
LET'S GO. =]

0 (Mesor 7
ﬁ«“& W21,

THIS 15 SOMETHING
I HAVE To DO ON
MY OWN, KKTCHOO.

} FEEL LIKE I'VE BEEN
GETTING LOST IN My
RELATIONSHIPS.

| NEED TO GET IN
TOUVCH WITH ME
AGAIN BEFORE 1
CAN BE WITH
ANYBODY ELSE.

| DIDN'T KNow
“OU SAW ME
TUAT WAY.

| FEEL LIKE \'M BEING
LUMPED TOGETHER

WITH ALL THE OTHER
COME AND 40 RE -
LATIONGRIPS IN
YOUR LIFE.

M —

ég A DON'T BE

—/,/ PaNtTra LIKE THAT.
i %

FRANCINE... DO YoU ReALLY
WANT ME HERE 2 LJOULD You
BE MORE COMFORTABLE

IF 1 LEFT 2

No! KATCHOD... NO! '™ NOT
TRYING TO RUN YOU OFF,
| WANT TO WORK THIS OUT!




LOOK, | FEEL LIKE I'VE
BEEN OFFERING MYSELF
TO YoU FOR YEARS AND
oU KEEP ME HANGING
ON BECAULSE YOU LIKE
THE ATTENTION!

I'M NOT GOING TO KEEP
DOING THAT, FRANCINE.
I'™M NOT GOING TO GO
THROUGH LIFE IN A
BAD RELATIONSHIP

JUST BECAUSE IT

HELPS <ou DEFINE

YOURSELF!
=
,/ /q

| RAVE MORE

SELIF-RESPECT
THAN THAT!
I'M NOT DA..

I'LL NEVER FIGURE THIS OUT
IF QOU LEAVE, JUST GNE ME
A LITTLE MORE TIME,

| MADE AN APPOINTMENT

WITH A COUNSELOR.\'M

GOIN( TO SEE HER THIS
AFTERNOON. OKAR 2

/

I'M READY To FIQH®
4ouv, FRANCINE ,,, BUT |
BAVE TO KNOW... THAT
DEEP DOWN INSIDE ..,

i )\
i

it

THAT'S WHAT 90U WANT.




EXHIBIT: KKN.c

[TEM 1204.87.540.1

Katina Marie Choovanski Bedroom
Detail: floor by bed
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Detective Walsh pulled into his usual parking space beneath the big oak tree
behind the police station. He knew he’d return to find bird crap on his aging
pickup, but it was better than the sun damage of a brutal Houston summer. He
walked across the parking lot to the back door of the station, glancing up at the tall
cumulus clouds building on the horizon. It would be hot and humid today. He felt
sorry for the cops who would be working their beats downtown. It was a thankless
job performed for hot, irritable people crammed together in a city that was forever
dirty and under construction. Walsh punched his 5-digit code into the keypad by
the door. A lock released allowing Walsh entry. Refrigerated air and the smell of
coffee greeted him as he walked up the hallway to a cluster of doorways. On good
days he made it all the way to his office before someone bushwhacked him with
problems and paperwork.

“Hey, Mike.”

Damn.

“Got a minute?”

Walsh turned on his heels, walking backwards. “I’m headed for the coffee ma-
chine, Reed. Can it wait ‘til I tank up?”

Reed left his vigil at the copier and joined Walsh. “I’ll join you. I need a refill.”

Reed led the way to a small kitchenette at the end of the hall on the right. He
grabbed a styrofoam cup from the top of a stack on the counter and filled it with
the black atomic brew that passed for coffee at the station house. Nobody knew
the last time the pot had been washed, since the station was open 24-7 and cof-
fee was in constant demand. The women refused to clean up after the men and
avoided the kitchenette altogether while the men held to a superstition that wash-
ing the pot now would ruin it just as surely as cleaning an old grill would ruin the
barbeque. After years of service the pot and machine were so discolored and satu-
rated with the caffeine of years past that it no longer brewed coffee, it performed
alchemy, turning clear tap water into a dark potion that shot fire through the arter-
ies and played jump rope with your heart. It tasted like hot motor oil but Walsh
and the others drank it anyway as a part of an unspoken, old boy allegiance. You
were one of the guys if you drank the station coffee, everybody else went to Star-
bucks with the women.

“Say, what’s going on with you and the FBI?”

Walsh winced at the question, filling his cup with care. “Nothing I know about.
Why do you ask?”

“There’s an agent waiting to see you in the lobby. Louise says they’ve called
you several times over the last couple of weeks.”

“Louise has a big mouth.”

“That’s why I never tell her anything. I just listen. So what’s going on?”

“Just questions about an old case. No big deal.”

“You’re not going back, are you?”

Walsh smiled at Reed and stepped into his office, closing the door behind him.
Reed’s shadow hovered on the pebbled glass for a moment, then moved on. Walsh
set his coffee down, tossed his worn sport coat towards the chair and dialed the
lobby desk.

“Front desk.”
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“Hey sweetness. What’s up?”

“You have a visitor,” said Louise. “ FBL.”

“Okay. Send ‘em back.”

Walsh hung up the receiver and cleared an opening on his desk, moving a box
of files to the floor and throwing the leftovers of yesterday’s fast food lunch in
the trash. He moved the extra chair from the wall and positioned it in front of his
desk. Crap. His hands left marks in the dust. He quickly surveyed the room for
something to wipe the chair, but saw only paper, boxes, two files cabinets full of
more paper, his desk and chair. He was using his coat as a dust rag when three
sharp knocks came at the door.

“Yeah. Come in,” said Walsh.

She didn’t look anything like Walsh had pictured. Her voice on the phone
had been deep and authoritative with a hybrid American accent and a tendency
to sound as though she were speaking through a jutting jaw. He had expected a
thick, powerful looking woman in her mid-forties, with sensible shoes and a sen-
sible haircut. The woman walking in his office couldn’t have been more different.
Trim, fit and pretty in a college girlfriend sort of way, she was closer to thirty
than forty. She wore a pale blue linen dress with matching jacket and squeezed his
hand like a Glock 9mm while showing him her badge.

“Detective Walsh? I'm Special Agent Sara Bryan, FBI”

The voice on the phone came out of her mouth but it seemed out of place to
Walsh. He realized he had made a mental profile of Bryan that was wrong. As a
detective he was supposed to be good at such things, and this bothered him. He
would come back to it later, when he had time to think.

“Uh, yeah. Pleased to meet you, Bryan. Call me Mike. We don’t stand on pro-
tocol here. Have a seat.”

Agent Bryan smiled and complied. Walsh walked around his desk and sat
down, popping up immediately to move his coffee cup from the center of the desk
to the filing cabinet. He sat down again. Agent Bryan was still smiling.

“You don’t look anything like I pictured,” she said.

Walsh laughed and scratched the back of his head. “Well... that could be good
and bad,” he said.

Bryan gave him a big smile, revealing pretty white teeth with a mild overbite.
“I appreciate the information you’ve given me on the Parker Girl case, Detective
Walsh. You’ve been a big help.”

“Happy to be of service. I have to admit, uh, I’'m a little surprised to see you. I
assume you’re here on the case.”

Bryan chose not to reply to that bit of drivel, but smiled and let him dig the hole
all by himself. Walsh took a deep breath and exhaled his next question, “So...
what can I do for you... Agent Bryan?”

Bryan fixed her steel blue eyes on Walsh and spoke with a smile that belied her
determined tone. “I think you know more than you’re telling me, sir. I came to
find out why.”

And just like that Mike Walsh knew he was in trouble. He shifted uncomfortably
in his chair and studied Bryan with a frown. This wasn’t a social call. She neither
flinched nor dropped her stare, but watched him with a calm repose; every move

he made going into her behavioral databanks; every move he made telling her
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more about him than he cared to reveal. He took a moment to consider his next
words carefully.

“Agent Bryan... it’s kind of early in the morning to be puttin’ me on the spot. I
haven’t even had a chance to offer you any coffee first.”

“I’m fine, thank you, sir. Parker Girls. You know more than you recorded in
your FBI reports. Why?”

‘That’s an opinion, Agent Bryan.”

“That’s an educated conclusion, sir. I’ve read every report you posted with
the bureau. I’ve read the file on your investigations of Darcy Parker. I read about
your undercover assignment in Washington, D.C. Brave work. You put your life
on the line for the job. You were up for a commendation. Then, when it looked as
if you could blow the whole operation wide open, you walked away. Why?”

“People were getting killed.”

“It goes with the job.”

“Innocent people. Spouses, children.”

Bryan’s eyes narrowed slightly at that. Her first sign of emotion, Walsh noted.

“Katina Marie Choovanski.”

“What about her?”

“You came in contact with her two and a half years ago. You sent a general
request for her file.”

“I didn’t know who she was,” Walsh replied truthfully. He consciously con-
trolled his body language, but he felt the heat build in his face. She had come in
swinging and caught him off guard. Now she had the advantage and he was on
the ropes, doing his best to act as though they were talking about the weather.
The career matron on the phone turned beautiful young woman had turned again
to reveal a highly trained professional who was ready to play hard ball. Walsh
resented her tactics, but wished his own partner were half as sharp. “She appeared
at my desk one day on assault charges,” he continued. “The FBI wouldn’t release
her file and the charges were dropped the next day so I let her go. If you wanted
her, you should have come down then.”

“Nobody called you from the bureau?”

“No.”

“Hmm,” Bryan frowned. “May I see the book?”

“Sorry?” Walsh cocked an ear as if he hadn’t heard.

“The booking report. If Miss Choovanski was here overnight I assume you
booked her. I’d like to see the file.”

“Oh, yeah. I can have somebody scrounge that up. We were still using a paper
system then. It may take a couple of days to locate.”

“I need it today. This morning if possible,” Bryan said. Her polite smile was re-
ally starting to piss Walsh off.

“I’ll see what I can do. What else?”

“Have you had any contact with Miss Choovanski since the arrest?”

“Why are you so focused on Katina Choovanski?”

“ Parker Girls are like four leaf clovers, detective. I’ve never seen one. Not
alive anyway. You have. I'd like to know what that’s like.”

“If you don’t mind my saying so, it’s a lot like meeting you, Agent Bryan. The
word stressful comes to mind.”
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Bryan smiled as if he’d held a door open for her. “You haven’t answered my
question, sir. Have you had contact with Miss Choovanski since the arrest?”
Walsh took a deep breath. Which road was he going to take? He had to decide
now. He ran his hand across his mouth and smoothed his mustache. To hell with
body language, he wasn’t fooling anyone. He chose the high road. “Yes,” he said.

Sara Bryan blinked once and waited for him to continue.

“It’s a long story.”

“That’s why I’'m here,” she said.

Walsh stood, went to the filing cabinet, pulled a small key from the watch
pocket of his jeans and unlocked the bottom drawer. He withdrew a manila
folder from the back and laid it on the desk. The words Katina Choovanski were
scrawled in ball point pen on the tab. Walsh stared at the file and released a heavy
sigh. Agent Bryan pulled the folder to her and opened it with both hands. What
she saw took her breath away.

Sitting atop a sheaf of papers were several photos of Katina Choovanski: the
photos taken at the time of her arrest, a couple of surveillance photos of her
having sex with an older woman that Bryan recognized as Darcy Parker, and a
candid photo taken at a party. Sara looked over each one carefully, but it was the
photo from the party that she pulled from the folder. Katina was in a black dress,
her blonde hair pulled back tightly in a fashionable ponytail. Her eyes sparkled
but the lines beneath them were a hundred years old. Her features were symmetri-
cal and perfectly balanced on a teardrop face. Bryan knew from her profiling
classes that symmetry equals beauty. The blonde woman smiling back at her from
the photograph possessed that natural gift, and more. Something about her said,
‘You will never know me.” “My god,” Sara thought, “she’s beautiful!”

“Wow.”

“What?” Walsh asked.

“Oh, uh... this place... those columns in the background... this looks like it
was at Lincoln Center in New York.

“It was,” said Walsh.

“How did you get this?”

“I was there. That’s the night Katina met Marshal Weinstein, the reporter for
the Washington Daily.”

Sara’s mouth fell open but no words came.

“Katina was Marshal Weinstein’s ‘Miracle’ source, Miss Bryan. His Deep
Throat. She’s the one who blew the whistle on the Parker Girls.”
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(: EXHIBIT: KKM.a
ITEM 1204.87.316.x
1972 Ferrari Dino

Katina Marie Choovanski’s 1972 Ferrari Dino. Gift from Darcy
Parker. Abandoned and impounded curbside at Los Angeles
International Airport, July 9, 1995.

EXHIBIT: KKL.o

ITEM 1204.87.410.8

Katina Marie Choovanski earrings
Impounded from Darcy Parker residence
Bel Air, California July 9, 1995.
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OH.., HEY, S0RRY. ., You'RE TOO
oLD ToO BE HERE. GERIATRICS
15 DOWN THE HALL TO THE LEFT.

4

COME IN! COME IN!
I HAVEN'T GOT ALL DAY/




No... You ARE ME)
WHEN | WAS NINE I

S0 THAT'S YOUR
PROBLEM? tYoU
THINK TRAT EVERY-

-

BODY 15 YoU?

WHA ... WRAT
ARE KoL DOING 2

OKAY... | TRINK.
1 CAN HELP You.

TAKE A SEAT,

PLEASE.

DON'T BOTHER STUDYING .
HE'LL BE FIRED FOR SEXUAL
HARA9SMENT BEFORE THE
HOLIDAY BREAK. AND
EVERYBODY WILL GET A PASS.

MIS5S WHIPSTER,
RIGHT 2

AND MR5. OTMO.

geEvvuwW/
OBIE WAN 0TMD?
SHE's AMILLION

YEARS OLD/

SHE WAS b, AND
SHE HAD BIG B0OBS.

SHE'S ACOW! SHE WALKS
AROUND THE LUNCH ROOM
MAKING EVERYRBODY

FINISH THEIR. MiILK !

WE CALLED HER THE
MILK. NAZ), BUT SHE
WAS JUST LIATCHING
OUT FOR US, | HEARD
SHE COULDN'T HAVE
CHILDREN OF HER OWN.

#ow Do You KNow) 60
MUCH ABOUT MY SCHOOL. 2




1 ToLD wou, 1.

| WENT TRERE, ToO.
WHEN | WAS A

AND Now YOUu'RE ALL
SCREWED UP, RIGHT 2 SEE,
THAT'S WHY | WANT TO QUIT
AND O To BALLET SCHooL
IN NEL) YORK CITY.

'™ GOING To BE A
FAMOUS BALLERINA
AND THROW HUGE
PARTIES AT THE TOP
OF THE WORLD
TRADE CENTER /

OHR...

P D FORGOTTEN
MY BALLET PERIOD.

I'VE PEEN PRACTICING,
AND 1 HAVE THE BLILD
FOR IT — 'M TALL
AND SKINNY !/

HAS AUNT LIBBY
GNEN Hou A
PAIR OF TOE
SHOES YET?

REAH..,
THEY HURT
MY FEET.

YEAN, BUT THEY'RE REALLY
GOOD FOR KICKING BEN
IN THE SHINS WHEN HE
CRASHES INTO YOUR RooM.

REALLY 2 'L HAVE
To REMEMBER THAT.

| LIKE YoU.
4oU LOOK A
LOT LIKE MY
MOTHER .
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DO YOU WAVE |
ANY KIDS 2

NO. NoT YET, BUT..

I'M GOING To BAVE LOTS
OF KI\DS WHEN | GROW upP!
'™ GOWNG TO MARRY A
FIREMAN | THE KIND You
SEE IN CALENDARS, AND
WE'LL RAVE THREE LITTLE
GIRLS. I'LL SEND THEM
To A PRWATE SCHOOL IN
NELW YORK QT4 50 THEY
NEVER HAVE TO STODW
TEXAS HISTORY,.. AND I'LL
NEVER MAKE THEM
DRINK MILK .

QoU THINK. ABOUT
THAT A LOT,
DON'T You 2

ESPECIALLY (WHEN
MOM AND DAD ARE
FIGHTING .

WAAT DO You
DREAM ABOUT 2

A MINUTE. WRAT wouLD

LET'S GO WITH THAT FOR}
BRING YoU PEACE?

COME ON, SPIT IT OUT.
WE'LL MAKE ALIST.




WRHAT wouLp
GIVE ME PEACE ?

)
m“'/\ lmﬁ/

GooD. DON'T
SETTLE FOR
SECOND BEST.

AREN'T YOV NO. | WAS ENGAGED,
MARRIED 2 BUT | BROKE IT OFF.

SIMPLE, ISN'T IT2
| DON'T KNOW WHY You
GROWN UPS INSIST ON
COMPLICATING THINGS .

/THAT'.‘) IT?! .

FIND A NICE FIREMAN
AND HAVE THREE LITTLE THAT WILL BE
GIRLS. AND IF THEY ALL SEVENTY-FINE THAT'S THE ANSWER
POLLARS, PLEASE. To ALL MY PROBLEMS2
MARRY A FIREMAN

WANT TO GO TO BALLET
SCAOOL IN NEL YORK
AND HAVE BABIES?

CITY— LET THEM !

SEVENTY-FINE
DOLLARS, PLEAGE.




BUT WHAT ABOUT KATCHOO 2 KATCHOO! MY BEST

Houw) AM | SUPPOSED
FRIEND! | LOVE HER! You CAN

TO LOVE HER AND
ROw DOES THAT FIT 5TILL BE LOVE A MAN AT THE

FRIENDS . SAME TIME 2 1 CAN'T!
IT'5 700 COMPLICATED]

IN WITH THE WHOLE
HAPPY WIFE THING 2

WAIT A MINUTE ... DO YOU MEAN NO... | DON'T KNOW, LIKE BOYFRIEND
“MARRY HER" MAYBE. PEOPLE DO AND GIRLFRIEND 2
THAT NOW ... LWE

TOGETHER , SOMETHIN'.

LOVE HER?
WHEN YoU SAY
YOU LOVE HER... y -

s

WHAT DO YOU KNOW 1 AM NoT/ I'M A
ABOUT IT? YOU'RE HUMAN BEIN¢G AND

HEY! PEOPLE CHANGE | Y'KNOwZ/
JusT A KIp/ YOL'RE RUINING MY

CHILDHOOD PREAMS DON'T
WORK, IN THE REAL WORLD/




| AM NoT A WEIRDO!

I DIDN'T ASK FOR THIS
IT JUST HAPPENED )

OKAY? | HAVENIT FOR—
GOTTEN OUR DREAMI

/\/\
WHAT wiL MoM
oM7L BE
GROUNPED
FOR LIFE!

/

LooK, 'IMSORRY ! {( CALENDAR MEN
BUT SOMETIMES Youk\{ AREN'T EXALTLY
LIFE JusT DOESN'T  LINING UP AT MY
TurN 0UT THE WAY 4 PODR! NoBODY WiLL
You THOUGHT STAY wiTH ME BUT
IT WoULD/ K AtcHool NOBODY

WE WERE THIS CLOSE

| DON'T LIKE You?
YoulRg NoT LIKE MY *
MOTHER AT ALL!

T WUING ITALL] | [WEHAE NOTHING !

You HAD ADOCTOR! | |PoN'T Y0 GET ITZ/

WITHOUT KATcHOO

fi

THEN WHAT ARe You YELLING AT ME FoR?
IF THAT'S WHAT You'z€ GoING To Do DO /T 1/

BUT DON'T EXPECT ME o GO ALONG WiTh 17/

7

WE CAN'T LEAVE IT
LIKE THIS. WE HAVE
TO FIND A WAY TO
GET ALONG OR WE'LL
NEVER BE HAPPY.




STV L igad :

OH, HI.
TRANK YOU FOR
SEEING ME ON
SUCH SHORT
NOTICE.

M GLAD | COULD
FIT YOU IN, I HAD
A CANCELLATION . /&

|
L

i How CAN |

RELP You 2
.

WHY DON'T WE
STEP BACK HERE
To MY OFFICE

WELL, EVERYBODY
ELSE MAY BE RACING
BUT IVE COME To A
COMPLETE STOP.

AND LHY 15 THAT 2

THIS FRIEND..,

i )r WELL ., |HAVE

EXCUSE ME ... THAT'S
MY CHAIR, UH...

WHY DON'T YoU MAKE
YOURSELF COMFORTABLE
DVER THERE AND,..

©wouU PON'T HAVE
TO LIE DOWN.

( SORRY. }

©,

THAT'S OKAR. JUST STAY
WHERE You ARE AND RELAY,
\TELL ME ABOLT YOUR.FRIEND,

S0

=




Dreaming like I used to do

Back when everything was new

Played my songs for you all night

You never heard them sung quite right
In the middle of a thousand dreams

I saw you...

I saw you...

I saw you... coming back to me

Laughing ‘til my sides would ache
Crying when I found the hate

All the times have come and gone
Soon I’'11 be without a one

The only constant thing in me

Was you...

Was you...

Was you... coming back to me

Coming Back To Me by Giriffin Silver ©Ma Malai Music, ASCAP All Rights Reserved
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OR THAT'S WHAT 1T
FEELS LIKE ANYWAY.
36WIGY -

50, THAT'S MY LIFE [
IN A NUTSHELL .
WHAT ABOUT YOU 2

OH... THE USUAL.
IN TOWN ON BUSINESS.
LONELY. THI5 WAS THE
 NEAREST GAY BAR..

......

YOU'RE WEARING

\
BABY POWDER . MY NAME'S

KATINA.

CHERRY.

CHERRY
HAMMER .

THEY MAKE SCARY
MOVIES ABOUT

FXTHERS WHO

NN/

ARE MARINEﬁ_/

TELL ME
| ABOUT IT.

Kou'RE KIDDING.

S0 WKHAT DO You
DO FOR A LINING, [/,
CHERRY KAMMER 2

I'M A DUCK HUNTER.




DEEP UNDERGROUND
CAPABILITY_ PARKER

I'™M A DUCK
HUNTER, KATINA.

-‘\i
AND...

THEN WHAT 2

I TERMINATE
THE CONTRACT.

YoU CAN PUT AWAY THE RAZOR —
I'™M NOT HERE FOR YOU. WELL,
TECHNICALLY | AM BUT...




| LIORK. FOR YOU, KATINA.
'™ HERE TO PROTECT YOU.

OOOKAY... WHAT THE HELL
ARE YOU TALKING ABOUT 2

TAMBI SAID YOU WANTED TO
BE A SILENT PARTNER , BUT
JoU STILL OWN HALF THE

COMPANY, 5O TECHNICALLY
I WORK FOR YOU,TOO.

MY ORDERS
COME FROM
TAMB) THOUGH.

'VE NEVER HEARD
OF Y0U. TAMBI'S
NEVER SAID A
LWORD ABOUT YoU.

WELL, I'M NOT EXACTLY A PERK OF
THE COMPANY. 'M DSUALLY THE

LAST PERSON HYOU MEET.

L7750 YOU'RE HUNTING

DOWN THE PARKER
GIRLS AND K/LLING
THEM- ONE &Y ONE.!

THE ROGUE ONES — YEAH.

WHY? WHY
WOoULD You
d

SECURITY.
PAMAGE CONTROL
ACCOUNTABILITY.

LISTEN, IF THAT'S YOUR
IDEA OF PROTECTING ME.,,

| TAINK ONE 15
WORKING YoU NOw.

I'VE BEEN TRACKING
ONE FOR ALMOST TwO
YEARS — THE TRAIL
LEADS RIGHT TO You,




THATIS RIDICULOUS!
WHY LWoULD ANY-
BODY GIVE A FLIP
ABoOUT ME '2

STORY DOESN'T
STAND oL ARE
SO FRIKKIN *

GEE
| DON'T KNOW
+.ALL YOU DID WAS
HELP DESTROY TwWO
CRIME FAMILIES AND

/. Y
£ /‘\‘ /©

TAKE ALL THEIR MONEY.

AND IF YOUR

NI

|||ll|lnnum m

[y
LA RLADY
> = = = =

=
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W ///

oU EVER
HEARD OF
A CHERRY
HAMMER ?

vell o9

Wey,
CRAK0O/
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\ Big GOON /1 CAN
i) \ TAKE CARE OF
MYSELFI ¥

) ¥ \

LeT GO oF ME, You

PICTURE

) -/
) %
3 %_>\) ~\ ) N TR L A\
7 //";t‘ \ J\ AN OFFER® )

YEAH, YOURE THE

/'wyy‘ t@)} v

OF CONTROL

Ak

SPEND THE NIGHT

YEAH, IF YO0U WANT TO
KIS5ING MY ASS/

OKAY, BUT WE LENE
THE TV ON — 1T'9

ELVIS NIGKT ON TNN.




DO You R DO YoU NOT
KNow CHERRY NAMMER?!

)

é &\A = Q‘é

wakk»o \j . ,}/

N \S ) X //‘
7

( ,@( %

*‘
N 4

SHE WANTS TO
TALK TO Y0U,
MI95 HAMMER.

You'RE
KIDDING,.

" S0RRY ABOUT
THAT GOON

(L,, 6 Y
TR
R

ARy
N

RN
1%y }’/0’.\/ }l

N X
A

YEAR...SHE 15, FEAH. ... EM,
'‘BOUT WHAT | EXPECTED.

HER: WONDER WHERE
SHE GETS THAT FROM 2

NIK

I»\:\JH, I'lL HAVE TO '

CHECK THAT OUT. %
O\
Y

\ A

YEAH, SHE'S ALREADY
DONE- THAT... I'M GOING
TO TAKE HER UP ON IT.
YOU'RE K/DDING! SHE
DOES? YOU'D NEVER KNOW
BY LOOKING AT HER .

WHO 1S THAT SINGING IN THE
BACKGROUND 2 ARE YoU
TORTURING SOMEBODY 2

.« WELL, EITHER SHOOT HiM OR
BUY HIM LESSONS! HATHA)

OKAY. OKAY.
I WiLL. BYE.




| KNow You KNOow
WHAT YOU'RE TALKING
ABOUT BUT...

| NEED TIME TO
THINK RIGHT Now.

X
\/\f\‘

OO0

LOOK.... TO TELL YoU THE
TRUTH, I'™M KIND OF OVER-
WHELMED BY THIS. FIND-
ING OUT ABOUT YOU AND...
IF WHAT YOU SAY 15
TRUE , | MEAN
ABOUT THE
DUCK AND ALL,..

O
00\2:33

,"/ AYAN NV OOCK
DR D,

VNV

TAKE THIS. IT HAS A SAT-
CARD, 90U CAN CALL ME
FROM ANYWHERE ,., SPEED
DIAL 8. I'M STAYING AT
THE FOUR SEASONS
DOWNTOWN.

W%
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N
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AN
AN

\\‘/)‘/t\.é.s\\\




TO TELL YOU THE TRUTH,
MI55 NOEL, THIS WAS
MY FIRGT TIME TO TRY
THERAPY, |\ DIDN'T KNOW
WRAT TO EXPECT REALLY.

]
2 :OU PON'T M FROM THE CONVEROATION
INK WE HAD TODAY, D SAY
CRACKERS. {0V WERE A REALTHY,
NORMAL YOUNG WOMAN
WITH CHOICES TO MAKE
AND A FEAR OF
COMMITMENT,

WELL, | THINK YoU
DID VERY WELL.
AND PLEASE...
CALL ME LINDSEVY.

THANK 10U,
LINDSEX.

C

/ - — \ / )‘
/ 3 / ~ 7 ;’
// / (Q? é /// 2
‘
BUT THE HEART HAS A MIND |F YOU LOVE SOMEBODY,
OF IT'S OWN, FRANCINE . TELL TREM. \F YOU WANT OR TAKE AWAY.

DON'T ARGUE WITH (T TOO

TO SHOW YOUR LOVE,DO IT.
MUCH— LIFE'S TOO SHORT.

YOU DON'T KNOW WHAT
TOMORROW WILL BRING,.,

BELIEVE ME...
| KNOW.
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WRAT'S GOIN' ON?

I'M TIRED OF l L I'M TIRED OF
BEING ALONE BEING ALONE.
EVERY NIGHT.

THAT'S ALL.
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SHE DIDN'T COME OVER
LAST NIGHT, CASEY. 1T
TWE FIRST TIME SINCE
SHE CAME TO TOWN SHE
HASN'T COME OVER.

| WAITED UPALL NIGHT/

WHAT IF SOMETHING HAPPENED TO HER 2 How) \{{ul
WOULLD | KNOW? / DON'T HAVE ANY WAY OF

CONTACTING HER! WAKT \F SHE LEFT TOWN 2
WHAT IF SHE NEVER CALLS ME AGAIN ? OR GOD,
CASEY, THE THOUGHT OF |T MAKES MY STOMACH
RURT! AND JUST WHEN | WAS READY TQ COMMIT!

IMEAN, | MADE HER FAVORITE
MEAL., | HAD WINE, CANDLES,
ROSE PETALS ON THE BED....
I WAS ALL SET FOR THIS
SPECIAL NIGHT! 4'’kNow?
| EVEN PUT ON ‘BABY..,

WAY ARE 40U LOOKING
AT ME LIKE A DEER
CAUGHT N TRE ...

27
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| KATEHO0?

WHERE WERE Yoy &
IVE BEEN LWORRIED

| HAD THIS WHOLE ®1G
SPECIAL EVENING ALL
ARRANCGEDY | WAITED LP
FOR YoU ALL NIGHT BUT
YOU NEVER CAME ! Loy
DIDN'T YOU COME OVER 2
WHY DIDN'T Yoy CALL ?

2 SWALLOW £

WHERE ARE
QOUR PANTS?

A\

LI 4




n 1991 the cover of Griffin Silver’s 3rd CD Heart In Hand, featured a pretty woman holding
a human heart. Critics and authorities were outraged, and a Baptist minister in Alabama went
so far as to question the legality of such a photograph, filing a civil suit accusing Silver of
Satanism. The cover was quickly replaced by Griffin’s music company and all unsold copies
recalled. The original cover became a valuable collector’s item and gave many young fans
a graphic and lasting perception of what it meant to be cool and heartbroken. Posters of the
infamous cover could be found in certain types of “alternative lifestyle” shops and, for several
years, a teenage Katchoo proudly hung hers over the bed.



you'll remember me




TAKE YOUR TIME. ARE YOU SURE? I WENT TO SCHOOL WITH
e N—— THE GUY, IT'S NOT LIKE

- I'D HAVE TROUBLE PICK—
, o ‘ ' - NG HIM OUT OF A
| DON'T NEED ™M SURE. ‘ LINEUP.

TO. THATS HiM,

ON THE END

« WITH THE
BROKEN ARM.

WE JUST HAVE TO
THANK You, MONICA. COVER ALL OLR
LEGAL BASES,
M55 NOEL...IT'S
\ IMPORTANT LATER,
YOU'RE WELCOME. WHEN WE GET TO
TRIAL, 15 THAT
THE MAN WHO
RAPED YoU 2




AND Y0U WILL MI5S NOEL, AS YOUR ATTORNEYS, WILL £ o
reSrve e [ ceeone gL vt ot | [ Beie o roos
AN RAPE TRIAL CAN BE A OF MY BEDROOM 7

Jes, OF ROUGH EXPERIENCE,
COURSE.

4

ALL RIGHT_THEN, LET'S CET
I'LL DO WHATEVER T TAKES THE BALL ROLLIN. YOU BOYS
To PUT HIM BEHIND BARS. GOWN' TO GO SEE THE JUDGE 2
| OWE 1T TO HI5 NEXT VICTIM. '




| THINK WHAT

HOU'RE DOING 15
VERY BRAVE,

LINDSEY.

\
,l

TTREST
d

N0, YOU'RE THE
ONE WHO'S BRAVE,

.~||||ll

MONICA.

\r- —

IVE BEEN THINKING
ABOUT GETTING A
PERSONAL TRAINER,
15 TAERE ANYONE
Q0L COULD
RECOMMEND 2

'™M A PT. AT
THAE GYM NEON .

| WISH | COULD HAVE
HANDLED MY ENCOUNTER
WITH DUMONI THE WAY

YOU DID. HE ATTACKS ME
AND NEARLY KILLS ME,

HE ATTACKS
You AND You
NEARLY

KiLL HiM!

EH, YKNOW
cLeAN LIVIN'.

BUT YOURE MORE

AEROBICS.

STRENGTH TRAINING,
RIGHT 2 '™ LOOKING
FOR SOMERODY WHO
SPECIALIZES IN MORE

OH. WELL, THERE ARE W
SEVERAL GIRLS AT THE
GYM WHO CoULD..,

1" V

DO You HNE SOME -
BoDY NAMED.,,
15 \T KELSEY 2

'||||ll' "'||||| Hil ,

A

g

NO... WE DON'T
HAVE A KELSEY...

cAssiE @ N\F
w0 \
\ \

)

é ) [ KATIE? _:
./_—‘:-:E

Qes!
TAATS 1T/

CASEYR .,
| HEARD SHE
WAS GOOD.

OH YEAH | CASER'S THE

BEST. I'LL INTRODUCE

YoU To HER IF YOU
WANT ME TO.

TR

)

JUST STOP
BY THE GYM,
ANYTIME ...




I'VE NEVER RAPED ANYB0D
[ ioon s} 1\\\5 15 Bogug, N I 73
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EVERYTHING'S GoING To BE OKAQ
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NocK!
Kock.

¥ [ILL BET THAT'S KEVIN.
TETANS
/ |

MY NEI\GHBOR, HE ALWAYS

FINDS SOME EXCUSE TO COME

OVER BEFORE I'M DRESSED
IN THE MORNINGS.

OH, | DON'T MIND. HE'9
HARMLESS, IF THAT MAKES

b, HI5 DAY THEN... LOHATEVER.
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SHE DIDN'T COME OVER LAST
NIGHT , CASEY. 1T'S5 THE FIRST
TIME SINCE SHE CAME TO

| WAITED UP ALL NIGHT/

TOWN SHE HASN'T COME OVER.

WHAT IF SOMETRING HAPPENED
To HER 2 How LOULD | KNOW 2
/ DON'T HAVE ANY WAY OF
CONTACTING HER! WHAT IF
SHE LEFT TOWN 2 WRHAT IF
SHE NEVER CALLS ME AGAIN 2

| MEAN, | MADE HER
FAVORITE MEAL, | FAD WINE,
CANDLES, ROSE FPETALS ON
THE BED.... | WAS ALL SET
FOR THIS SPECIAL NIGHT/
Y'KNOW? | EVEN PUT ON

BABY,,, WHAT"?

(n L;/<
OR GOD, CASER.,

/ TUE THOUGHT
OF IT MAKES MY
STOMACH HURT!
AND JUST WHEN |
WAS READY TO
COMMITY

W WHY ARE You
LOOKING AT ME |}

| Like ADeer  J

ﬂ CAUGHT IN THE.. /

———

e\
—_——a] ="

3

| AAD THIS WHOLE BIG
SPECIAL EVENING ALL

WHERE ARE
ARRANGED/! | WAITED

YoUR PANTS 2

N | UP FOR €0U ALL NIGHT
wHERE WERE You? léuT YoU NEVER CAME /
We BEEN WORRIED WHY DIDN'1Y You COME

' lum*;

GICK ABOUT ou! OVER 2 WHY DIDN'T

_ You CALL?




OMIGOD, YoU

.
SLEPT WiTH HER! | ’ l B\\l:l@g

Mg Hl- , ' | GAVE UPENERYTHING
| N Zapl 10 BE WITH 10U —AND

' // | A“' N7 Yoo DUMPED ME! 2!

FRANCINE ...,

7

LTS TIME T 0 | R —
THoUGHT WE WERE \g

DESTNED ToBE TO-
GETHER - 1GNE UP (5

:
! (M &
Miezss;
i .

| MUsT HAVE BEEN
OUT oF My MIND!
OH GOD), WHAT wAS
1 THINKING 2/

NoTHING-
HWAPPENED!




Yeow!
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SHoLE!
C‘Ap?og“zonl

TS DE MERDE! G '

ConniRo7Y

<

| [l i ||||\\

| f’

|

KATcHoo!
STop /Y
SRR
THAT's ENOUGH!

.

COME INSIDE
AND PUT 50ME

{
PANTS oN/ /x

WHAT ARE You DO/NG OUT THERE —

/ CUSSING IN TONGUES Z HOURE
MAKING A SPECTACLE OF YouR- QM

SELF, YELLING AT THE NEIGHBORS

IN YOUR UNDERWEAR ! | HAVE

To LIVE WITH THESE PEOPLE /

/" JUST GINE HER SOME
SPACE - SHE'LL COOL OFF/

WE'LL GET DRESSED,
| G0 To HER APARTMENT

SHE WON'T,
BE THERET

|

HRs e |t T
LK TO / (0] N' o)
JEEZ! eﬂE’LL WHAT You'RE TALX

7] ING ABOUT, YOU
UNDERSTAND!Y 7015'Div2

FRANCINES
B NOT LIKE You/

. ITMEANS SHE X Fol
AR DOESNNT HAVE f ngt? 15 L}KE
TO MEAN 2 SEX FOR M5 HUGE
RECREATION, @ <PIRITUAL
You FREAKIN' QEVERYTHING/

NYMP{OMANIAC/

7 Yov DONT KNow
WANT I'VE BEEN
THROVGH WiTH
WER! AND NOw
I'VE THROWN 1T
ALL AWAY FoR
AONE NIGHT
T
N CHEERLEADER!
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)) };\.\5
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WUERE TUERELL
. ARE MY S“OE&'-?. e

)
I\

RAPICRAP:

" ““

YA XS ol
il
RN |

> |

IS
R ) =

i

OU MUST BE IN Ok 6o
ALOT OF PAIN TO )
SAY SOMETHING Casey..
LIKE THAT TO ME . U S0 7Y

260p!
U'm 50 5001y /

m's oxkx?,  YINP>
e ! Tttt
(T's OKAY.

EVERYTHING'S
GOING TO o~
BE OKAY .




Yes7 Yeb?
WRAT 90U WANT2

FRANCINE
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WILL YOU STOP IT?

SHE'S NOT IN <oU'RE GOING TO
TRIS9 ONE GET V9 KICKED OUT.
EITHER.

LIKE GOD FORBID 40U GUY5
EVER THINK TO ASK FOR
DIRECTIONS /

= OF COURSE. X
DID You E 'M A WOMAN,

FIND 1T Z ARENT | 2

] GET. DON'T 7A, LADYFACE? |

YOU PLAY THAT CARD
EVERY CHANCE YoU

WHICH WAY,
NIKKI 2

J
f v' 7 ‘\' & m&:
#//o'oi»;_, KRN
o2 4’0’004% e
2754 0,%), YXXX)
ey WAV
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PUT ALEASH (S
%% )3,,401014101"

FORWARD, BRADLEY—
NEXT BUILDING,
AROUND THE CORNER ,




N

“NEXT BUILDINGY GOOD GRIEF.
EGYPT BUILT THE PYRAMIDS, WE
BUILD APARTMENT COMPLEXES,

<oU'VE BEEN

| THINK

MADE LERDN.

ARE YoU GRIFFIN SILVER

GRIFFIN SILVER.
= YOU LOOK JUST

YEAR. 1T'5
50 L\KE.,,,
UNREAL!

Y

nal

—
)

I Lot

Z £
TR, i

THAT'S
THE TRUTH/

AND YOU'RE

NIKK| MQUEEN!

MY BROTHER HAS
YOUR POSTER

ARE YALL
MOVIN! INTO

NO, VUST VISITING
A FRIEND, BUT WE'RE
RUNNING LXTE, 50...

OR GOD! THAT'S
MY FAVORITE
SONG! OKAY,
WAIT ! WAIT!

/ OUR APAKT’

PLEASE...

3 MY FRIENDS
AN\ | wiLL NEVER
BELIEVE
W This
\( unLESS.,.

|

WiLL You
SIGN MY BRA?

k HE DOESN'T
S5IGN MINORS.,

[

'™M LEGAL .
“[1 = N BANGKOK !
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“GoT A peN 2!” m\{ <

WHAT THE HELL'S T WAS EITHER
THE MATTER SIGN ‘EM OR
WITA YoU 2/ CAUSE A 5CENE.,
e = | “oUDDNT PAVETO B

KARATE CHoOP ME...
I'M INJURED HeRE!

== wca\u’rzz GONNA BE MORE ==
— [ THAN INJURED IF | A THIS 15 WHY
CATCH YoU SIGNING 1 1 WANTED
TRAINING BRAS / {0V TwOo To
TRSIEL 2R T | S
L —_—
N RSB/ THE PLANE
| CAN'T TAKE
WAo? oL ANYWHERE !
oW, SHUT LP/

N R
'; L N ok N“&\é % ’«"j)\y,\ﬂ_% ..

/ -21‘\/.. \ v
\/ \’\ tl";
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YN AN
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Jou go Youf
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FRANCINE 2
GRIFFIN
SILVER ?/
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HEY, '™ cUTTIN' THROUGH
HERE, BRO' |'LL MEET YouL
GULYYS ON THE OTRER SIDE,

FRIKKIN' ROMAR!
POLANSKI/
/

YoU GO THAT
WAY AND I'LL °
GO ROUND HERE,

LET'S 5TAY
TOUETHER !

NP
.’ 30 WE'LL FIND
~ HER FASTER

THIS WA,

| DON'T WANT
To HAVE TO




We ... we came
to ask you to
come back..,

WAAT ARE
¥YoU DOING to the family,
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Strangers In Paradise Grgphic Novels
by Terry Moore

The Collected Strangers In Paradise
| Dream Of You
It's A Good Life
Love Me Tender

Immortal Enemies
High School
Sanctuary
My Other Life
Child Of Rage
Tropic Of Desire
Brave New World
Heart In Hand
Flower To Flame
David’s Story
Tomorrow Now
Molly & Poo
Tattoo
Ever After



