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YEAH... THIS TIME 1S GONNA BE /T. / CAN FEEL IT. 

ALL THOSE 
YEARS, SITTIN’ 
IN THAT DAMN 
TOLL BOOTH, 
BREATHIN’ 

THOSE FUMES, 
AN’ HATIN’ IT... 

BUT, 
AFTER 

TONIGHT, 
NEVER AGAIN. 

OK, GANG. 
THIS \S THE NIGHT 
WEVE ALL BEEN 

WAITIN’ FOR, 

TONIGHT, 
DADDY?! 
HONEST? 



THAT’S RIGHT, CASSIE. 
ALL THOSE NIGHTS AND 

WEEKENDS IN THE GARAGE 
PAY OFF TOM/GHT/ 

VW youve BEEN so 
J\, GREAT PUTTIN’ UP 

> WITH THIS... 

SINCE, | GUESS, 
EVEN BEFORE THE 

THIS TIME 
IT’S GONNA WORK, 

| SWEAR. | CAN 
JUST FEEL IT. 

OH, SWEETIE, 
THANKS, YOU SURE 

HELPED KEEP ME GOIN’, 
YOU ALL HAVE, __ 

AND TONIGHT I’M GONNA 
PAY YOU ALL BACK FOR 
BEING SO PATIENT AN’ 

EVERYTHING. 

| FIGURE YOU'VE 
SUFFERED PLENTY, BUT... 
HECK, YOU KNOW HOW 

MLICH DOIN’ THIS 
MEANT TO ME, 

AND, BILL, | SWEAR, \ 

THOSE GAMES 

YOU'LL SEE. 

LL MAKE UP FOR ALL 

fi | MISSED. HONEST. | 

4 
DADDY, “J 
YOU'RE 

THE BEST! 



YER GONNA 
BE FAMOL 

AIN'TCHA, DAI 

YER DAD’S 
DREAM IS GONNA 

COME TRUE 
TONIGHT. 

AND THE SKY’S 
THE LIMIT/ 

AND ALL THOSE 
\ FAILURES... 

THEY SHOWED 
ME WHAT 
| NEEDED. 

EVEN : 
BETTER, CASSIE, 
WE’RE GONNA 

BE RICH! 



- Hi 
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a) 

- TRY IT AGAIN, 
Hy \ DADDY/ G aaa i 
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(Gee! 
: 1a Newer Nhe 





se... © ea” Bra L, 

f $ ' % Af LARRY, WHAT THE WELL OBSESSED A. 
\ HAPPENED HERE?/ WITH TRYING cc 

— ae TO BUILD Pr, 
f = Z HIMSELF A F 

l 7 YOU'RE NOT a ROCKET- 
— ‘GOING TO BELIEVE 

- ca THIS ONE, ED. 

A JET PACK, 
LIKE IN THOSE 
OLD SCI-FI 
STORIES... 

THE NEIGHBORS 
SAY THE GUY WHO 

LIVED HERE... 

wAND IT APPEARS 
TONIGHT HE 
SET IT OFF, 

OH JEEZ. 
WHAT A FLICKIN’ 

MESS, 
YOU’RE TELLIN’ ME, 

THE WIFE’S THIRD DEGREE BURNS 
HEAD TO FOOT, THE BOY'S GOT HALF A 
FACE LEFT AND A CRUSHED CHEST, 

AND THE LITTLE GIRL... 

«WELL, SHE 
AIN'T GONNA 

MAKE IT THROUGH 
q THE NIGHT. 

THAT'S H/M THEY'LL BE SCRAPIN’ 
ALL OVER. HIM OFF THE GARAGE 

Mi il We 
] / 

11 uw Us avy 



WHO KNOWS... 
SOME GUYS JUST 
ALWAYS GOT 
THEIR HEAD IN 
THE CLOUDS, 
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AND 
x! RE A CATCH- 

4 waé6aredally ce 
agg er pa neighborhood. 

Then the 
gangs. 

7 j ee 
a Wiianks., y a f a x 

WANT. WITH : a = 
you? : Win Sa 

By trey sust © 
SAIP-- anh-- 
WARNING TO 
THE SUGAR 
DADDIES 

YOU WERE WITH j 
=~ iE DADDIES 7 | 
— ae ; NOT BY CHOICE, i / >» 

BELIEVE ME. es SATS 
a7 j THINK 

: , I CANGET 
if SOMEAMMO 

FOR IT, 

WRITTEN BY TEN VAN METER 
ULLUSTRATED BY FRANK QUITELY 
COLORED BY DANIEL VOZZO 
LETTEREC BY ELLIE GE VILLE 
EDITEP BY AXEL ALONSO 
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The Flying aces gor 
Kim back"in November “Sam 
Z gor one of them thar 
night with a tire iron. 

ANYONE 
KNOW WHERE 
THOSE CURLING 
/RONS ARE 7 

Af} 
. <j 

They caught Lisa 
WwhBN She WAS Our 
for supplies. 

we didn't a, 
AW, COME ON, ferrhen yy) DON'eHA WANNA 

PARTY A_« 
LITTLE? od 

7 SOCIAL. 
ai 

per Oey 
rea 
maa Ie. 
ae 

YOu 
GIRLS GOT 

NOTHIN’ TO 

The silver 
woes found 
wsarthe 
apartment 
last week. 

Beatherpretty 
bad. We had tomove 
everyone here. a 



She gota chance 
to rin, though,and 
She took it. SMart, 
Kid. 

but if you run them feng 
enough, their hears just” 
expisae or something. 

WE'LL 
GET HER 

WHEN THE NEW 
SHIPMENT 
COMES IN. 

you 
SHOULC SEEMY 
CARCIOLOGIST. 
HE RUNS WITH THE 
COUNTRY CLUB 

KINGS 

14's 900d for 
Nth kids like hen 
runping them. Live 
gotterKind of 
Sick OF 1. 



THERE YOu 



They used to be - 
2 b1g JjoKE, See ? 

HIS WIFE Cuz SHE e SIXTY YEARS, POESN'T WANT- HELL; 2'0 SHOOT Sex. < HER IF SHE 
CIs 

» RED 

TRY 
STEPPING W- 

SIDE, WILL. OR AT 
LEAST GET SOME 

PLASTIC 
SURGERY! 

~ SUSPECTS HE TWO A HREE Pay MEN WERE SHOT 
PREE OF RAPES WHEN POLI! 
FAS SALLIE TUSTNEED TO LEARN , 

6 FIRE THE O7HER ATHLETES’ 
SECRET- 

= BIGGER 
TEAM, BETTER 
OFFENSE! HEH 

WERE HEHS 
‘GORA 

be 
> wa), 



wasn'ta joKe to 
S0mMe pedple. 

Gig i) 

ENC? 



DID You EVER WAKE 
UP ONE DAY AND REALIZ - 
=-QUITE BY ACCIDEN 
IN FACT, YOU ARE 

THIS |S A TALE TOLD 
BY ONE OF HIS (MINIONS, 
ONE OF HIS CORPORALS IN 

HIS ARMY OF TRUTH, 

MY NAME IS PETER MILKEN, 
AND THIS IS A STORY ABOUT 

COMPANIONS 
YOU ALREADY HAVE 
THAT, YOU CREATED MAN 

AND BEING. 
1S IT YOU'D WANT? WHAT 
|S THE SINGL. 
pe ETERNITY OF HAVING 

NOTHING, DL 
POSSIBLY COV. 

wo Li 
(C3 6 (3 PF 
EATS 

Written by BRUCE JONES 
Ilustrated by RICHARD CORBEN 

Colored by GRANT GOLEASH 
by DIGITAL CHAMELEON 
red by CLEM ROBINS 
jed by AXEL ALONSO 



IF GOD MADE ONLY 
HOLY MEN, THERE WOULD’ 

S0...YOU ARE GOD... YOU HAVE 
EVERYTHING... CERTAINLY 

YOUR WORK CUT OUT FOR YOU.. 
WHAT THEN DO YOU WEED ?. 

CHURCH 
STEEPLE IN 

SARCASM, 
REAPS SARCASM, 
BROTHER MILKEN 

BE NO WORK FOR 
EVANGELISTS, 
CORPORAL MILKEN, 

LOOKS 
DESERTED, 
BROTHER 

Kap MILKEN. 

SOME WAYWARD 
ADOLESCENTS 
FILTHY JOKE. 

THEN ITS 
7. OUR JOB 1D 

a4 SEEK HIM OUT... 
i RESTORETH 

HIS SOUL... om 

BUT AYRST 
OUR FLOCK NEEDS 
NOURISHMENT | 

AND YOU'VE 

AE GE YOU?. 



REMEMBER 
YOUR ROOTS, 

CORPORAL. 

es 
Is THE sour 
OF THE DAY, 
PLEASE? 

PSET!/ SHES A 
MUTE/ JEST TELL 
'BR YOU'LL HAVE THE 
BLUE PLATE 

SPECIAL! heh-heh! 

COLOR IN NEED OF 
A BROADER PALETTE, corforal ! 

LOOK AT THOSE VACUOUS FACES! 
THOSE LOST EYES/CRYING OUT 

FOR THE WORD OF THE LORD! 

a) ADISTRACTED NP” FWE 
DY hicckie AAAPPY | unis 70 Mew 

FLOCK, CORPORAL THE...e7, ZOO... A 
<i 

0 

SHU itiinrre H 
ah Pty UAT 

TL 
4 
Vir 
Ia 

STARVED WOLVES YOU SEE, YOUNG MILKEN, 
BUT YOU D0 NOT OBSERVE. a 7 (6! RAIBED BYA Pip you NOTE A SINGULAR SHE-WOLF 

RIGHT HERE 



TATION 7 \& THAT x ‘ 
TROT NON COULD OFFER 3 i "TEMPTATION"... PONDERED 
GOD? OR |S GOP BEYOND A THE THOUGHT ERECTED 

ALL EARTHLY WANT? 4; Z ; THE AIRST NIGHT'S REVIVAL... 

eS . 

WORD WILL 
BE SPREAD, 
BROTHER NEVER KNOWD THE 
MILKEN TOUCH OF A MAN /PURE SHE 

(6... AN AGATE OF EYE! 
EXACTLY A 
KULER 

a CROWD... 
AND CHRI YOURE LOSING THEM, Py 
TOU) yA POWER. ..PERHAPS Tie Levens. 0 : THAT \6 WHAT 60D 

H NEEDS...THE POWER 

NO... SET UP THE 
PROTECTOR... 

THEY DID WAGER! THEY DID (GNORANT FOOLS 
PRINK/ THEY DID BUICHERY LOSING THEM,") HAVE PROBABLY 
BEFORE THE LORD'S WRATHFUL- OTHER MIL NEVER SEEN A 

% Bye! : MOVING PICTURE 
IN THEIR LIVES... 



“TEMPTATION” 
CAN EVEN 

GOD bE 
TENPTED?, 

;OMORROW NIGHT 

WE'LL SET LIP OUTOC 
[OUD LAER

 oes 

WORD WILL RING ACROS
S 

THE MOUNTAIN
 TOPS! 

MORE BEALITE
OUS 

f THAN AN AN
GEL, SHE 

IG IIWILD AS THE 
NORTH 

WIND! C
OME ee

} i 

LOOK! NO CHA
RGE, 

TONIGHT! 

BROTHER MILKEN. IF 

ONE OF GODE
 

CHILDREN |S 

IN DISTRESS, IT 1S OuR 
RA CHRISTIAN DU

TY 

ime TO HELP HER
 

AHO 1s SHE, D MAN? D 

WHOM DOES SHE BELONG?, 

BELONG? 

Heb-heh !70 THE 
Wooes!, 

OUT FER A WAL
K, 

Heh-heh! 
USED To BE

 APIT 
BY FER 20G FIGHTS/ BUT 
A THE LAW GOT

 ON LIS! 



ANOTHER RUSE, SHE IS A CHILD OF 
AND ONCE REVEREND! IT'S THE GOP, CORPORAL. WHEN 

TEMPTED...TO MUTE WAITRESS THE TIME IS RIGHT, WE 
WHOM DOES ALL DONE PT WILL HELP HER.. 
A GOD TURN?. 

NO MATT! 
DREAMS --OLIR END...? 

YES...WHO I 

MILKEN! i BYES LIPON 
YOU FORGET GOD... 
YOURSELF! WHO 
YOU ARE! 

TALKING \N ig 
YOUR SLEEP! HER/THAT 

THE..THE _... THING! 
GS YOU YOU COVET 

D... 4 HERIYOU 
DEBASE 
YOURSELF 
WITH HER | 



SUCCORED... COME 
DRINK FROM GODS 

SILVER CUP. 

FEAR WOT, Ny 
BOY... THERE 

/8. NO SIN OF 
FLESH UNDER 
GOD'S EYES... 

AND IF A MAN DESERTS 
GOD...DOES GOD KNOW 
LONELINESS ? OR |S HE 
100 BUSY MINDING HIS. 

OWN BUSINESS... 

Y SeT WILD BEASTS UPON 
VA THE CHRISTIANS! AND THE 
LORD WAS SORE 

JEALOUSY IS A SIN, 
CORPORAL MILKEN! DRIVE 

(T FROM YOUR SOUL! 
--WHEN L 
HAVE DRIVEN 
HERS FROM 
YOURS! 

WHERE'S BROTHEI 

NEVER MIND, 
SISTER AMY..YOL/ MAN 

THE PROJECTOR... 

THE SOUND 
T FEAR THEY'RE \ OF SALVATION, 

SISTER AMY! 4 
ZEPLOUS! THE 
NOISE! 



QUESTION: WHAT. \ \| 
WOULD HAPPEN IF GOD [7 SOUL TONIGHT! NT 
GPVE A PARTY..AND I AND YESTERDAY KM 
NO ONE CAME? WA was a seu- 

ourTl 

INSIDE, 
REVEREND...IT'S 

RAINING! 

= e 
GAMBLING V WOLF GAL'S ALL = 
16 ASIN’ \ ALONE, THOUGH! ar gern 

AUST Gt Heh-heh 1 GO ie ft UST GOTO A Heh-heh! GOOD YOUNG'N LIKE THET! 

BEIN' THE FIRST TO 
TOUCH 'ER! 

we 

WHERE 
COULD THEY 

BE? 

THAS RIGHT! 
YOU GO HELP 
‘ERITAKE A BIG 

HELPIN' | 

Gulp! 
$0 TENDER..SO 
HELPLESS... 



GIVE ME 
STRENGTH...CIRD ME FROM 
THESE TEMPTATIONS OF THE 

FLESH... SUSTAIN ME! 

$0...WHAT COULD Ty) A GOD POSSIBLY 
>) NEED...POSSIBLY 

MANT--? 

> 4"4 b 

Zz 2s ~*~ 
se ja mt TT) Vo 

w THE ANSWER IS AS SIMPLE AS -_ , 

Me), 

DEVIL INCARNATE! I d DONT MAKE SHE’ - aN) Your ME HURT YOu, 
MILKEN | 

AuURT 
ME! YOuvE 

DESTROYED 
ME! DESTROYED 

US BOTH! 



re TOLD YEHE'D GO FER 
‘BRI I 7OLD YE WE'D HAVE 
Us A CONTEST TONIGHT! 

FIFTY BUCKS T 
HAD ON THE B/G 
FELLA! YEA BROTHER, 

AND AMEN / g 


