An adolescent alien runaway crash-lands This unfortunate incident has occurred on the convivial Isle of Coney,
on our unsuspecting Earth, and is involuntarily horme Lo our Heroine, Harley Gluinn. While Harley and her friends hack
introduced into our food chain via Nate-Man's away ak the hungry hordes, she sees her cheeky chum Red Tool
tasty, bul tainted, hot dogs, Consequently, all bitten by a flesh-devouring denizen, Thinking he will catch a bad case

ill-fated Earthlings who down the dubious of zombie contamination, Harley severs his arm in an act of mercy.

delicacies have become infected with
a zombie-fike craving for human flesh.

Besel by the bevy of biters, Harley and Tony retreat
into their building with the wounded Red Tool, Te save
him from exsanguination and permanent dismemberment,
they launch him and his luckless limb from the pet-poo- |
propelling Secatapult, towards the closest hospital, in
hopes of having his arm re-aktached by professionals.

T Ee;;reﬁfm’a'y, desgite Harley's harried hollering

SN Lo his headset, the wrelched Red Tool has
passed oul from extensive in-flight blood
depletion, unable ko pop His parachute for
a graceful landing atop the hosgital rocf...

N —;
Jimmy PALMIOTTI & AMANDA CONNER writers BRET BLEUINS layouts —
< CHAD HARDIN [Eﬂs I'10) & JOHMN TIMMS (pgs 11-20) Finishes ALER SINCLAIR colors DAUE SHARPE letters =
AMAMNDA COMM U'F ALEX SINCLAIR cover  BILL SIENKIEWICZ variant cover DAUE WIELGOSZ asst. editor
r CHRIS CONROY editor MARK DOYLE group editor  HARLEY QUINMN created by PAUL DINI & BRUCE TIMM

Y SN/ JA . e —— Ay 0909090 7 AN\ S




WRITAMINIT... ©  THERE'S A I GOT AN
30% CHANCE HE'LL @ /DEA! DON'T TAKE
WAKE | GONNR REACH THE ' A SECOND?
4~ HOSPITAL. i -

THE
BADP NEWS
IS HE HRS R 7O%
CHANCE R’ HITTIN'
THE WALL LIKE R
SHCK A' EOTTEN
TOMRATOES.
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AN ESTIMATE T
A'WHRT FLOORE
HE‘'S GONNA /B

> LAND AT THE NEW | © /=6
ANNEX/ IT'S ALL |

I THINK HE'S
GONNRA HIT EITHER
THE TH/RD OR THE
FOURTH FLOCR.

WHARTEVER
= | YER GONNA
2o, DOIT

o

e
e i
]

\.. e = ’fllf B L A M :;-‘ O
% BUAMBLAM

L




K -1':I i -
' L
i
k
e fy =]

===\

i : o 3 -
i T -.? o r [
.';I — s r - -
7 ol i 1 =T/
.= -
r i o = 4
iy 0y - !
& ] | *M
= UL ] |

. ! | Bs S

AN,

| 1(
T
1

=  WAIT/ THE
LOWER FLOOR!
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DEI}CK %ﬂm E THATS, ﬁfs”ﬁ:am IN OKRY
UT W s o 4
DIDN'T HAVE THE COOLER. WHO TH&lﬁmﬁﬁﬂﬁw
A CHOICE, ELSE’S WOULD

ITBEF SURE, CALL |
ME WHEN YA GOT
AN LPDATE. /AN

DONE WITH.

HAELEY, DID YEAH, THE GATE'S LOCKED : YERAH, THE TOOL MADE IT TA THE
YOU NOTICE WHART'S UP. HARVEY WRS THE HOSPITAL, BUT EVERYONE ELSE
LAST ONE IN. WE'RE JUST - IS FINE...
CHECKING ON YOLI.
«NO, WE

CAN'T LERVE
EITHER.

it's a freakin’ bloodbath in
every direction.
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