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IT'S PARTY
NIGHT, ED GEMMELL,
AND AS FAR AS IT'M
CONCERMED, YOU'RE
NOT PUTTING YOUR

HANP IN YOUR
POCHKET.

I'M GOING

TO TREAT
¥OU LIKE A

MARRY
ME OFF TO A

PRINCESS. WEAK-CHINNED —
MINOR 00 0
I:I = ROYALZ .

| 1 ¢ { y
! IF YOU'RE
‘ LUCKY!
’
—-—"—_ b '-_ ‘h-_': —
SAINTS
ALIVE, ED,
THIS IS
e MY NORMAL
: BASELINE OF &3
CHEER. i
\\ .
. &L I i.
oL 3 Y
\- 2 _,.‘.
L)
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YOU SAVED
ME FROM A
HOMELESS IF T HAVE
FUTURE. TO MANIFEST
ENTHUSIASM FOR
BOTH OF Us,
I WILL.




YOU'RE SURE 1 | e I TOLD YOU, NO. e
YOU'RE NOT DOWN > || = T/LL SAVE LOADS OF
BECAUSE T ©OT THE - ) MOMNEY ON RENT. T'LL
BIG ROOM IN NEXT | AN BE ABLE TO AFFORD  fm )
YEAR'S HOUSE AND s - iy TO INSURE MY —\
YOU'VE GOT THE CAR. Lo
WINPOWLESS

1 e

T JUST CAN'T IMAGINE
I STILL CAN'T THESE DELICATE,
BELIEVE YOU LADPYLIKE HANDS IN
CAN DPRIVE. CHARGE OF HEAVY
MACHINERY.

ARRIVED.

I DO NOT
HAVE--
HUSH, MY \
ELFIN-FINGERED
CHILD. WE HAVE

THE LEWIN
RUMN. TEN

FPUBS, TEN
PRINKS. .




THE SECOND
YEAR'S ALMOST
OVER. TWO THIRDS

OF UNIVERSITY!
WE NEED TO

DON'T
YOU WANT TO

HAVE SOME
STORIES TO

E WE'RE NOT BIG
PRINKERS, ESTHER.
THIS SEEMS

MAYBE IT'LL BE
A VERY SPECIAL
EPISODE. "THE ONE
WHERE ESTHER GETS
HER STOMACH
PUMPEL ”

SOM; LET
ME TELL YOU
ABOUT THE TIME
AR LOST OME OF
HIS SHOES AND
HADP A HANGOVER
THE NEXT DAY.
THE END.

r LOOIK,

IT'S SATURDAY
TOMORROW. WE'LL
GET UR, EAT A
BREAKFAST

WILL YOU
BUY ME A
BREAKFAST

I'M SURE
T PROMISED TO
PO SOMETHING

TOMORROW, BUT

YES: FINE, EGG IS

ON ME.

THE ANTICIPATION
IS REAL.
EGG-TICIPATION.




MY GUINMNESS,
MY GOODPMNESS!
BARELY BOOZE,

MORE LIKE A

FORTIFYING

YOU KNOW
ALL ABOUT
ME. BASICALLY
EVERYTHING.
WE'VE BEEN
FRIENDS FOR
NEARLY TWO

T PON'T!
YOU TELL ME

NOTHING! T KNOW
NOTHING ABOUT
YOUR LIFE BEFORE

UMNIVERSITY.

WOW, PATENTLY
YOU'RE NOT
A GREAT
LISTENER.

TELL ME

AGAIN, ED. TELL
ME ABOUT YOUR LIFE.
JUST THE BASIC DETAILS.
WE CAM TALK ALL

NIGHT!

DISGUSTING.

LIKE BEER MIXED

WITH GRAVY
GRANULES.

DOESN'T...LIKE...
GUINNESS. At
WHAT ELSE DON'T
T KNOW ABOUT

YOu, EDZ

I'M FROM LEWES
AND MY DAD
MAKES QUILL

PENS.



A FEW
SWEET CUPS
O’ WINE WILL
LOOSEN THOSE
LIPS, ED.

MORE,
T WANT MORE.
T WANT DEEP PISH
ON GEMMELL. EARLY
CRUSHES. SENSUAL
SKIRMISHES.

MY LIFE
IS BORING!
I DON'T WANT

TO TALK
ABOUT IT!

WHAT IF T TOLD YOU
THE MOST HIPEOUS,
VILE STORY FROM
MY SCHOOLPAYSZ
THEN WOULD YOU
SPILLZ

YOUR LIPS
SAY NO BUT
THOSE EYES
SAY YES.

"LET ME TAKE YOU BACK
SIX YEARS TO GRIWALPS
GRAMMAR SCHOOL,
TACKLEFORP...

CAN

“..AN UPPER Mz~ IT'S LIKE
TABLE SELECTIVE HARRY
SCHOOL WITH

A TROUBLED
S500-YEAR
HISTORY. "
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