


The nameless man, the zombie priest, had come to town
to build a gang from the undead. But even the undead fear.
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| a7 one rime, 1 THOUGHT
MYSELF IMPRESSIVE.

NOW I BEG FOR SCRAPS FROM
THOSE WHOSE VERY EXISTENCE
I HOLD IN CONTEMPT.







INHERITING A SOAP FORTUNE.
THERE IS SOMETHING IRONIC
ABOUT THAT, BUT I CAN'T
QUITE PUT My FINGER ON IT.

AND NO ONE WAS VERY INTERI
A MaN
TANTLY, SO

ESTED IN




BUT THE HOMELY AND POOR GIRL PROVED NO IN A FIT OF RAGE OVER THE DASHING OF HER
BETTER THAN THE REST OF HER LOWLY RACE. | LoFry OrEAMS, SHE TOLD THE MAN Fow SHE.
THE HYPOCRITE. SHE HAD NO LOVE FOR THE HAD CURSED HiM, SHE ACTUALLY BLAMED THE

AFTER HE LOST HiS WEALTH AND CHARM. WHOLE CALAMITY ON HIM FOR NOT LOVING HER
IN THE FIRST PLACE.

CALLED JUSTICE PREVAILED WHEN.
ILY OF THE HOMELY AND FOOR Glf
ING THEY OWh

GIRL
NED 70 HIRE
THE GOON'S REVENG!

BUT sO-
THE FAMIL
HOCKED







THE ONL.

THAN ME WAS THE SOAP QUEEN, SHE
MARRIED AN EVEN RICHER, IF NOT AS
HANDSOME, MAN...

Y ONE WHO MADE OUT BETTER

WHEN YOU OWN A FORTUNE IN SOAP, T
U HAVE MANY WORRIES ABOUT
WASHING THE BLOOD OFF YOUR HANDS.

IF ONLY HE KNEW I
EXISTED! I KNOW HE
WOULD LOVE ME, IF



APPRECIATE My MASTER.

THE NEXT JOB I RECEIVED WAS IN
REGARDS TO JEALOUSY. OF COURSE,
JEALOUSY IS JUST ANOTHER WORD.

A MAN WHO WAS BLESSED WITH

FoUR LOVELY bACGITERS BT e
TOOK NO PRIDE IN THEM, BECAUSE HIS
BROTHER HAD BORNE FIVE ST}

SONS TG CarRy ON THE FAMLY NAME,




HIS AVARICE COULD TAKE NO MORE
WHEN HIS

WIFE WAS PREGNANT WITH A SIXTH
CHILD, WHO EVERYONE ASSUMED WOULD
BE ANOTHER BOY. 4

SO HE CAME TO ME. I ASSURED
HIM THAT HIS BROTHER'S CHILD
WOULD NOT BE A MAN.




THE GOON FOUGHT THE.
THING IN THE STREET AFTER
IT ESCAPED THE HOUSE AND
ATTACKED SEVERAL PEOPLE.




LTOLD HiM HE SHOULD HAVE
MORE SPECIFIC. HE
P Freror 70 hy Hiko.

THEN T CONVINCED HIM THAT HIS WIFE_
WAS REALLY THE PROBLEM. IT W/
FAGLT 7ok NoT, PROBUCING A SON.

T UMY THING 1S, T 01D NOTHING
KNIFE
ERCHANTED. & UMD 7 M A A oF
REFUSE BEHIND 4 RESTAURANT WHEN
WAS SEARCHING FOR S

I HEAR HE WENT INSANE
AFTER MURDERING

WIFE, AND KILLED HIMSELF
WITH A FORK IN PRISON.




POOR MASTER. MAN SO MISTREATS
#y MASTER. (Y MASTER SHOULD
HAVE CURSED MAN, GOON,
AND ADE Hi INTO A O
. OR GIVEN HiM A DISEASE
THAT CONSUMED HIS BRAINS.

THEY HAVE TO AS)
R 7. THEY MAVE TO
DAMN THEMSELVES.

THAT’S WHY I LIKED
WORKING WITH THE UNDEAD,
YOU NEVER HAD TO WIN THEM

) US]
e No AULES

TS GOSN SS wmin I

COMES TO A CORPSE.




[/ x n norne mose
76 G ABLE To
SEE TN G Ve AT

WSELF ABOVE THEM.
AWAY FROM THEM!

N PACT... THE ONLY
LINK T
| ORDER ANy LoRoER
- YOU. MY FAMILIAR.

E BUT I couLD
BUT, MASTER! T HAVE TWO:
HAVE SERVED YOU
LOYALLY! CAT EVEN
Gl
His

VE MASTER
B




MOST OF MY CLIENTELE HAVE BEEN MEN
OF BUSINESS, SEEMS THEY CARE LESS
IS THAN MOST

ABOUT MY MESSY MEAN:
SINCE THEY ARE MY ONLY RETURN
cusToMERS.

THEN THERE WAS THAT DEPARTMENT-
STORE OWNER WHO WANTED HIS
COMPETITOR OUT OF BUSINESS.
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GUESSED, THE GOON. [}
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THE SWINDLERS, THE CONNIVERS,
'S OF MORAL, AND THE

00D, DI
BUSINESSMAN. I'VE DO
MUCH WORK ON THEIR BEHALF.

SERVE THEM. T
THEIR ENEMIES SO THEY
THEIR LIVES OF RICHES AND.
INFLUENCE.

YOU MAY BE WONDERING IF I AM UPSET
ABOUT THAT. NOT AT ALL. I WAS PAID.
'AND THE GOON SERVES HiS PURPOSE,
4s oI
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THE OTHERS LIKE.
ME, WHAT'S LEFT OF

MY KIND...







< CONTINUED...



WRITTEN BY ERIC POWELL DRAWN BY.

6 5 RATE PIEROS OF BLAMS

‘SAMMY WILMER WAS AN ELECTRIC CAN
GPENER SALESMAN PROM OSHKOSH,
WIS CONSCIENCE WAS FREE FROM ANY
TRANSGRESSIONS OF SIGNIFICANCE.
1 was JusT
TRYING TO SELL
SOME CAW
OpeNeRs!
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avevou \ 5001 T canTt
TELLIN ME Thar S Her cerS0hme (ot Sthen
ThADE QUTA ™ BuTTHOLE X SRt \ GRSy
BuTTHoLEs?! ( ButtHoLts aND Yt ER ATE! T hie GU !

INTESTINES.
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ME IN THE HEAD?




