


There is no
reason to be

alarmed.



in our concerted 
efforts to uphold 

MannCorp’s promise in 
providing a cleaner, 
safer, richer city, 

we’ve had to make a few 
changes. I know,

I know... I’m
not a fan

of change,
either.

I miss the
old days when
things were

simple...

But,
MannCorp has
a solution. 

...when our city 
prospered 

becuase its citizens 
knew their roles, knew 
their responsibilities, 
and knew their places. 
Unfortunately-- that is 

no longer 
the case. 

A way for our once-great city to
return to its former glory. To

wash away its grime. Rid the
streets of the rampant crime...
And remove all traces of the 

slime clogging
our streets. 

I don’t
think we lost
the trackers,

Bear... 

I promise 
to uphold this

solution...

Jess,
what the
hell is
going
on--

Got an
opening. 



can
someone
please

tell me what’s
happening?

I missed
you.

Bear,
how you

doing over
there? 

Gimme
another
second,

just need
to catch my

breath.

I just want to know
why the city looks

like it was hit
by hurricane
apocolypse. 

Wait, where’s
Lex? in fact,

where’s
anybody?

Hiding. 

We need
to get back
before they

spot us--

Hold
on.

Pause... something’s not right.
it’s quiet. Too quiet... Even for

a deserted city under
martial law. 

...

Yer
telling

me.

I’m home ten
minutes, and my
girlfriend is

Rambo... 

How could
MannCorp

get so out of
control?

Rock,
look up.



Robots.



Halt!

You are
in direct

violation of
MannCorp

Curfew Code 37.
Punishable
by gamma
blast and

death claw.

Eat my
shorts,

MannCock.

Augh!

They’re
weak in the

center,
Rock! also, we

need to
figure out
a tag-team

move.


