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) AT SOME FUTURE

POINT. THE §0-
CALLED ANGLO
HELICICULTURE.
A WEDNESDAY,
IT’S WORK AS

\‘ ) é\ .

...NOW HE WAS
WHAT YOU MIGHT CALL A
MORALLY AMBIGUOUS

CHARACTER.

14 TRILLION
PARTS PER...

...SLUDGE COMP
LOW.

WHO?
YOUR UNCLE?

YEAH,
UNCLE EDDY.
VEGOT SOME [~

STORIES.

WHEN T WAS
LITTLE]
REMEMBER
HIM TAKING
ME TO THIS
SNOOKER
HALL HE’D
HANG ouT

i
T CAN SEE HIM NOW,
ON THE STAIRS
OUTSIDE. HE’D ALWAYS
SAY TO ME...

ANY LIP,
ANY PISSING ABOUT, AND
YOU CAN WALK STRAIGHT
BACK HOME ON YOUR

OWN.




LOOKING BACK THAT PLACE
WAS DEPRESSING, BUT FOR

ME IT WAS A MYSTERY.

Y

AND T HAD NO /DEA WHAT THEY WERE TALKING
ABOUT MOST OF THE TIME.

T WAS UNDER ONE OF THE TABLES PLAYING
WHEN J SAW THEM.

T WAS SO LITTLE T COULD BARELY
REACH THE TABLES, LET ALONE

| rLaY.
%

MY UNCLE WAS T0O
BUSY TO NOTICE.




T WANT A
WORD WITH
You!

YOU CAN HAVE TWo
IF YOU GET YOU'RE
HANDS OFF THE
BURBERRY .

YOU'VE HAD
IT, MATE!

GRAB HIS
ARMS!

GRAB HIS
ARMS!

DON’T LET
HIM MOVE!




HEH, HE
DOESN’T PLAY
MUCH POOL
ANYMORE.

BUT THEN
AGAIN, WHO DOES
THESE DAYS?

FOR US, THE PAST IS A SAD
MEMORY

AND THE PRESENT AWFUL IF
THERE’S NO FUTURE [...]

IN THE MIDST OF THE DARK
NIGHT WHILE SEEKING
CLARITY,

T KNOW ONLY SUFFERING,
BUT T WON'T COMPLAIN.

VOLTAIRE,
POEM ON THE LISBON DISASTER

\



