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Lou Ford is a small-town deputy with a troubled childhood
that created a sickness deep within him. That sickness has
bubbled fo the surface once again, putting Joyce Lakeland
and Elmer Conway in Lou’s crosshairs.
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At first I couldn't
see a thing; it

=

P B
N

But gradually my
eyes became used
to it. I could see
all T needed to see.

I got a jack under
the axle and raised
it a foot or so.

The old Branch house
had been abandoned
since the oil had dried

I drove that rusty
spike right into the
right rear tire.

I pulled a plank from
the porch and laid it
where I could get it
in a hurry.

Then I walked

next door to
Joyce's place.
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YOU FOR TWO

NEE! J
":%'EJKENA&E',:' I knew how that would
look in an autopsy.

I'M KINDP OF

POOPED OUT,
TO BE HONEST.
AND IT'Ss JUsT
TWO WEEKS.

IT'6 ONLY
ABOUT 9, AND
STUPIP WON'T
BE HERE FOR

AN HOUR.

YOU WON'T KEEP
ME WAITING, WILL THAT WOLLD
YOUZ I WANT TC BE MAKE THINGS
SWEET TC YOU... . COMPLICATED.
YOU'VE _

BUT I WILL PROBABLY HEARD WELL, MIKE
COME BACK HERE THE GOSSIP ABOUT PIPNT PO IT. HE
AND RAISE HELL. MIKE DEAN, MY -.u..f.f::;E 'BELAME

FOSTER BROTHERZ 4 O M2

50 IF You pIp
YOUR TALKING AROUND
TOWN, IT WOULD BE A
LOT WORSE THAN You

REALIZE.

PECPLE
WouLD , _ o
START / : BETTER
THINKING-~ § L r{sN}éhlls

I TOLP YOu HOW

MIKE FELL FROM
THAT BUILPINGZ ONLY

HE PIPN'T FALL. '

OH; Lou, T
WOULDN'T saY
ANYTHING.,




I was going to miss her.
She had to go, but
 was going to miss her.

WON'T E\E\l
SUSPECT ME.

HOW DOES
THAT MAKE
My
VoL TWO SENSE?
e







I took her gun out of : ~
the dresser and waited

for Elmer; who I knew

would be half stiff.

JOYCE?
JOYCE#

HEY; LoU;
oL’ BoY oL’
BOY OL' BOY!

PIP You
BRING THE
TEN GRANDZ

SURE ENOUGH.
WHERE'S JOYCE? 15
SHE READY TO GOZ

k B HIYA, JOYCE,
| OL' GIRL oL’

INSIPE. I THINK i
YOU'LL FIND SHE'S . GIRL OL' GIRL!

WAITING FOR You.






