




they say the eyes 
are the window to 

the soul...

hey morons, 
turn around 

and walk 
away. we’re 

closed.

they say 
a lot of 
things...

same goes for 
you two bums. 

I’m sick of 
looking at you.  

get out!

we can toast to the 
front page. to karlo 

“the shark” infantino--
getting away with 

murder and
swimming free...

but you know what they 
always forget to say?

what,
you want an 
autograph?

mr. infantino 
said we’re 
closed.

would
he mind?

I have a pen
right here.

make it
out to 
slater.

windows are meant 
to be closed...

how
about you
let us buy 
you a drink 

instead? 



wrong 
answer, 

kid--

harvey slater 
always hated being 

called “kid.”

sid overstreet was 
going to enjoy this. 

goon #1 was not.

meanwhile, jimmy 
gomes had a

big surprise in between 
his legs waiting for

the bartender.

and porter mcknight 
kept it simple. meat 

hook in one hand and 
cigarette burning--

these were a few of 
his favorite things.



whatever 
they’re paying 

you...I’ll 
triple it!

seriously,
guys, c’mon, 

didn’t you read 
the paper? I’m 
not guilty!

just
because you’re 

not proven 
guilty...doesn’t 
mean you’re 

innocent.



Looks
like you 

had a late 
night, 

harvey?

must have 
been if I got 
a wilshire 

cop crawling 
up my ass 
this early.

you
happen to 
see karlo 
infantino 
while you 
were out?

is that the guy 
wilshire division 

couldn’t put away 
on those murder 

charges? they call 
him “the fish” or 

something?

haven’t 
seen him. 
how is 

he?

he’s dead, 
harvey. 

you know 
that.

“slater” to
you, detective. 

oh wait, it’s 
actually 

officer ken 
collins now.
my mistake.

real
cute. keep

it up and I’ll 
book you on 
suspicion of 

murder.

that’s fine. 
as long as 
you’re on 

the case, I 
know I’ll 
get off.

funny,
that’s what 
we all used
to say about 
your slutty 
bitch of a 
mother.



Slater hated 
his parents.

Especially 
his father.

But one 
thing he 
taught 
Slater...

...was that no one 
talks about your 
mother that way.

Even if it’s 
the truth.

Get back
here, you son

of a bitch! Where 
the hell do you 

think you’re 
going?! I’m not 
done talking

to you!
I’m 

getting 
another 
cup of 
coffee.

Some
of us 

ACTUALLY 
have work 

to do.



ken collins
is cuffed to his 

car outside. 
feel free to 

take pictures.

throw
the cuffs on
my desk when 
you’re done.

I’ll be in with 
captain
blair.

ruby,
grab me a 
coffee, 
will ya?

right away, 
detective 
slater.

aren’t you a 
little old for 

beating up 
ex-partners?

I’m a child 
of divorce, 
captain. we 
never grow 

up.

figured
you’d get a 
kick after 

what 
collins did 
to bonnie.

this has
nothing to do 

with my daughter, 
and everything to 
do with you being 
sloppy and not 

thinking...



did you even 
stop to wonder 

how collins 
caught a whiff 
of infantino?

the 
bartender. 
wound up at 
mount sinai 
hospital full 
of buckshot...

alive.

don’t
worry, I paid

him a visit last 
night when I got 
the call and did 

what had to
be done.

you’re 
welcome.

mickey cohen 
gets released 
from prison in 
eleven days, 

slater...I need to 
know I can count 

on you to 
execute.

so let’s 
talk as 

men--not 
cops.

I’m all 
ears.
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