ON THE OUTSKIRTS OF A RURAL TOWN,

THE PIM LIGHTS ©OF A TRANSIENT CARNNMAL PUSHED BACK THE
DARK. LOCAL FOLKS GATHERED TO MAKE THE MOST OF THE
TEMPORARY EVENT, INMERSED IN GREASY, SLIGARY SMELLS
AND CLINKERING MUSIC. FRANK DORMEL, A PRACTICED
SMALL-TIME THIEF, WEAVED IN AMONG THEN, GREEDY FOR AN
EASY MARK, LUNCONSCIOUS OF BEING OBSERVED BY. . .

THESE FLACES ARE A
CINCH. PECOFPLE CARRYING
WADS OF CASH AND LOTS

OF PISTRACTIONS
AROUNE.
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HUH. POESN'T NOT WORTH THE

4 MISING. TROUBLE. NO ONE
LOOK PROMISING _. e

ENOUGH TO BOTHER

SEE OUR EXOTIC
HOOTCHIE=-RKOOTCHIE
DANCER! SHE'S

TEST YOUR SKILLS! H
<M PoUBLE JOINTELD,
KNOCKK POWN THE : AND AS FLUID AS A

BOTTLES AND WIN

OUR HURRICANE RIPE
WILL TAKE YOUR BREATH

LUGH! THAT
GIVES ME
THE
CREEFS!




ANY
OPPORTUNITIES
HERE?

i

OH. . . ISN'T THE ON YOUR

TILT-A-WHIRL RIDE
THIS wWay™? el

T'LL TILT-A-
WHIRL YO \F
YOU PON'T
CLEAR OouT!

GET YOUR
HANDS OFF

NOBoPrY
MESSES WITH
FRANK PORMEL.

HEY, cREEF!

YOU'VE GOT NO
REASON TO BE
BACK HERE!

NOW WHAT AM T GOING
TO DO WITH THIS
CARCASS? DAMNI
BLOOD ON EVERY-
THING.




NOBODY WILL
WELL, T'‘M NO BUT NO
il FPOOCRER FOR RICHER,

THERE ... FOR ) ol ity
A WHILE. ) THAT BUSINESS.

THE CROWLD
SEEMS TO BE
THINNING OUT.

I SHOULD
AT LEAST
CHECK
HER OUT.




NOW THAT'S
MORE LIKE

HE'S GOING TO
COLINT IT,
ALONE. IT'S
MY CHANCE.
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HEY; CLOWN,
YOU SURE
AHH! THAT \ JLUMPED!
CANMNEDP RS
THING!

YOouU ACT
LIKE yYou
JUST SAwWw A
GHOST!

BOSS! BOSS!
COME QUICK. WE
JUST FOUND OLAFR

i 1
oy

¥
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DI You JUuSsT
SEE THAT--

OLAF IS PEADP!

WE FOUND HIM

IN THE SECONDP
RIPE CART.

NO CLOWN HERE BUT YOLUL.
CLOWN! THERE WAS AND YOUl SEEM TO BE A
A CLOVWN HERE A CLOWN WITH A FPURFPOSE.
MINUTE AGO. WHAT ARE YOoUu UP TO?

NONE OF YOUR
BLISINESS,
TOOTS.

I ANOW WHAT
YOU'RE AFTER.

I CAN HELF
You.




WE CAN BE USEFLIL TO

EACH OTHER. T KNOW
WHERE THE MONEY |1S.
T'LL HELP YOU GET AWAY

HE KEEFZ THE
MONEY BOX
LINDPER HIS CHAIR.

HEY THIS CAN
COME IN

YOU THERE! GET
OuUuT OF ——

HEY WAIT FOR
ME, YOu
BAsTARL!




IT'S HIM! HE'S :

THE KILLER! HE

NO EXCESS

BAGGAGE, STOLE OLIR HE KILLED
BITCH! MONEY! cATCH THE BOSS
i) AND OLAE!

=85 AH, THAT LOOKS
LIKE A GOOD SFOT
TO HIPE.

"SLOWLY, PORMEL
BECAME AWARE OF
ANOTHER FPRESENCE IN
THE PUSTY SHET.

FRANK'S LAST REALIZATION WAS
THAT THERE ARE SOME WATCHFUL
GUARPIANS ABROATD IN THE WORLTE,
AND THE EVILPOERS THEY MEET

COME TO—-

BLULLETS DPID
NC GOOT

CLUTCHET
HIM.”

"AWKWARDLY IT B

STAGGERED |
INTO THE
LIGHT.

v——A MESSY L
ENDL" '
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