SEX AND SADISM DEPT.: PRIVATE -EYE DIV.: THE PAPERS SAY I'M A K/LL-CRAZY SHAMUS. WELL,
MAYBE I AN. DO YOU THINK I L/KE THE RATS THAT PREY ON THE 000 PEOPLE IN THIS TOWN? DO YOU THINK
L L/KE THE X/LLERS THAT CRAWL OUT THROUGH LOOP=KHOLES IN THE LANP DO YOU THINK I £/XE THE
DRESS OF HUMAN/TY THAT SIT LIKE P4R4S/TES UPON THE BACK OF SOCIETY AND TAKE ADVANTAGE OF THE
CRANLING STUMBLING NACHINE CALLED JUSTICE? DO YOUP WELL ,YOU'RE DARN R/GHT 1T LIKE "EMTY
‘CAUSE IF IT WEREN'T FOR THEM, I'D BE OUT OF BUSINESS. WE? I'M MIKE HAMMERSHLAMMNER. I'M A
PRIVATE EYE. L TRACK DOWN THOSE RATS, THOSE A/LLERS, THOSE DREES.. . AND I SHOOTF I SHOOT TO

KILLY 1L DON'T FOOL AROUND WITH T/ME-WASTING COURTROOM TRIALS ! INSTEAD...
: .

NyGunlsTheJu

By MELVIE SPLANE

HE'S DE4D, MIKEY THE KILLER CARVED THE HE POLISHED MY 4/ ONCE, HE WAS A §000 KID. I
NOEE OFF A 45 AND FIRED [OW, THERE'S LIKED HiIM. FROM NOW OW, IT'S A RACKE, POT, L WANT
NOT MUCH LEFT OF HIM BELOW THE AMAVEL ., . THAT KILLER FOR MYSELFEF

KNOW Hile

— AL
LOOKED DOWN AT WHAT WAS LEFT OF THE KID, . . L‘i. TWISTED SMILE TWISTED ACROSS MY TWISTED FACE...

YOU MEAN % THAT'S A/GHT, POT. LISTEN...ER... L HE'LL O/E EXACTLY AS YOU DIED. WITH | PLEASE, MIKE. |
YOU'RE OFAL- |\ WHATEVER YOUR NAME WAS., I'M

INE YOUR- GOING TO &ET THE GUY THAT DID A LITTLE BELOW THE BEL L ¥-8UTTON.
SELF N THIS, I SWEAR IT! AMD HE WON'T A& DUMN-0UW THAT GOES |N CLEAN AND
S/T N THE HOT SEAT...HE WON'T COMES OUT LIKE A FLYING SAUCER

LEAVIN' & AOLE 50 BIG, YOU CAN PUT
YOUR £/ ST THROUGH, ..




I BENT LITHELY, SCOOPING UP THE
POT. BUT JAOSF IDIOTS | MIXED-UP | | MATCHBOOK FROM THE BLOOD-
OUT THERE SU¥ THIS | SOAKED RUG, I STARTED OUT.. |

it Wi 8T L 508 I'LL SEE YOU, POT. \/ ALL RIGHT,
f:é méf ’;{lf I'M GOING AFTER ALREADY '
7 T THAT X/LLER. ano [ ALL RIGHTYS
BELLERL S WHEN I S£7 HIM,HE 50 §0,
WON'T A4NG. HE WON'T | AL READYT
SIT IN THE K¥OF SE4T.. GEr MW,
HE'LL &/£ EXACTLY ALREADY !

SLAMMED THE DOOR BEHIND ME,
AND EXAMINED THE MATCHBOOK.
THERE WAS WRITING WRITTEN ON IT...

W aciuer aBsoLUTELY 7
NOW IF L COULD ONLY RE40 F
MAYBE SHE COULD HELP ME?

T_.HE GLIDED DOWN THE HALL TOWARD ME, HER SOFT | | SHE STARTED UNDRESSING. I SHOT HER. POT CHAMBERS
CURVACIOUS BODY SEEKING FREEDOM FROM THE CAME FLYING OUT OF THE APARTMENT AS SHE SLUMPED
RESTRAINING FABRIC OF HER TIGHT-FITTING DRESS. TO THE FLOOR... [ —

ACTUALLY, SHE WAS A FAT SLOB... MIKE? WHAT /A2 "/ HER NAME WAS SAD/E WACIN-

I BE6 YOUR PARDON, MY NAME HOW'D You WHO /8 SHE? WHY'D | TOSH, SHE WAS WANTED N J
I8 WIKE MANMERSHLAMNER. H{LIKE TO INVESTIGATE YOU SHOOTF HER? v FTAKNFIT{ FOR THE MLUFDER OF
ME, HONEY? wln A COCOANUT GRONFER. 1

I'M A PRIVATE INVESTIGATOR.
RECOGNIZED HER BY THE
BEALUTY MARY ON HER
| ) LEFT SHOULDER.

F

:_[ LOOKED DOWN AT SADIE AND A TWISTED SMILE '§HE GURGLED UP AT ME, SPITTING BLOOD. SHE WAS
TWISTED ACROSS MY TWISTED FACE.. [ STILL ALIVE. I RAMMED MY HEEL DOWN INTD HER
YOU SHOULDN'T HAVE STARTED THE STR/P- FACE AND DID A GRACEFUL PIRCUETTE ON HER NOSE,

ACT, BABY. THEN T WOULDN'T HAVE SEEN [GRINDING IN... [C— =
THE BEAUTY MARK. THAT COCOANUT [rouRe a KILLER SADIE. T HATE Yy AW, MIXE, PLEASE,
GEROWER WAS WY FRIEND. I ATE & KILLERS. O/E SADIE, /EF <[YOU MAKE ME S/GKF
PETER=PAUL'S NOUND m MADE DIE= DE-DIE-DPE-DEFWH-M w -

FROM &/8 COCCANUTSY

]




1 FoLp you, potTf 1

MAKE WYSELF SICK,
BUT I'M SLPPOSED

CRATY
MIXED-UP
FIENDS.

1 LEFT POT AND DEAD SADIE AND
THE MORGUE BOYS AND SKIPPED
DOWNSTAIRS TO MY HEAP...

[T FLune oPEN THE DOOR...

- NO DUMB HIGHNAY
PATROL COP CAN CATGH

TO BE LIKE THIS. THOSE
FIENDS OUT THERE _
LOVE ME LIKE THIS. B

THIS |5 Wy HEAF. 1T
LOOKS LIKE A ‘o7 SUCK.
BUT UNDER THAT #0002 1S
A GENERAL ELECTRIC TUREC-
\\JET SUPERCHARGED A/RPLANE

ME. I CAN DO OVER
#C IN THIS HEAP. I..

HE SAT IN THE FRONT SEAT WITH HER LEGS CROSSED,
REVEALING THEIR SHAPLINESS..THE SOFT SMOOTH
CURVES EMCASED IN NYLONS..FLOWING EXCITINGLY
UPWARD AND UNDER THE VEIL OF BLACK SATIN THAT

WAS HER SKIRT... | e————

WHO..2 | DON'T ASK QUEST/IONS, WIKE! DRIVE
TO MY PENTHOUSE APARTMENT.
EVERYTHING 15 NAIT/NG .. EVERYTHING
YOU LIKE... INCLUDING ME. 50 DON'T
ASK QUESTIONS...

SHE PUT HER HAND TO MY QUIVERING, DROOL = COVERED
LIPS, I STUDIED HER. SHE WAS AVENUS A GDDDESS,
A QUEEN. HER EYES WERE POOLS OF BLUE FLAME.. .HER
LIPS, SOFT AND lHFlTIHE, .. HER BODY. . .

I DON'T UNDERSTAND 7 HOW DON'T TRY TO
CAM EVERYTHING T LIKE BE \ FIGURE JT OUT,

AT YOUR PENTHOUSE WAITING | MIKE. IT's S/66ER
FOR ME, INCLUDIMG FOL'. .. WHEN.,,
YOU'RE HERE P

THAN SETH OF US
LET's 0. TAKE A
RIGHT AT THE

| NEXT. . .

EASED HER OUT OF MY HEAP. SHE SAT THERE ON
THE SIDEWALK, POUTING. A WARM SMILE WORMED

ACROSS MY WARM FACE...[T=

NOT AMON, HONEY. ANYTIME, MIKE... ANYTIME
LATER, MAYBE, BUT |  YOU S4F THE WORD,
NOT NOW. I'N BUSYY JUST RING UP PLAZA
- 5 39420409 TH2TSH03I3
' AND ASK FOR STELLA...
h, L'LL BE MA/TING...

I MADE A MENTAL NOTE OF STELLA'S PHONE NUMBER
AND ZOOMED AWAY. PRETTY GIRL, STELLA. LATER,
WHEN I'D FINISHED CHASING DOWN THE MURDERING RAT,
I'D LOOK HER UP. BUT RIGHT NOW, I HAD BUSINESS.
I SPED ACROSS TOWN TO THE DOCK SECTION... TO THE
ADDRESS ON THE MATCHBOOK COVER...

{ THIS 1S THE PLACE! | I #ﬂl’f ALONE,

BUooyYY CAN'T You
READ? THAT'S A

-




T FLASHED MY P.1. CARD AT THE

FLAT-FOOT AND HIS EYES POPPED...
YOU' 'RE MIKE HAMMERS YEANY
SHLAMMER.. © THE XILi- \THAT'S

CRAZY PRIVATE-EYE.? | MEY
YOU' # YOU'RE M/W2YOUe, NOW, 4

SHLAMMER, O

OF SOURSEE, MR, HAMMER-

GO R/GHT ANEAD, OF
COURSE Y PARK RIGHT
THERE. OF COURSE.,

I EasED OUT OF MY HEAP, PASSED
THE OGGLING BEAT-POUNDER, AND
PUSHED OPEN THE DOOR OF THE
GIN MILL... i —

F OOURSEY

THE JOINT WAS JAMMED WITH TOUGH-LOOKING
MUGS WHO WOULD SLIT THEIR OWN MOTHERS'
THROATS IF THE PRICE WAS RIGHT . ALL EYES

I SRABBED THE SLOPPY-LOOKING WHISKEY SLINGER BY HIS
GRIMY COLLAR AND PULLED HIS FACE DOWN TO THE MUZIZILE
OF THE .45 1'D WHIPPED FROM MY SHOULDER HOLSTER..

FOLLOWED ME AS I GLIDED ASILELY ACROSS THE
SAWDUST-COVERED FLOOR TO THE BAR AND TOSSED
THE MATCHBOOK DOWN UPON ITS STICKY SMELLY

SURFACE ... |magges b

1 WONDER IF YOU COULD TELL HEY, BOYS S
ME, IF IT ISN'T TOO MUCH DIE THE SWEL N
TROUBLE, \F THIE MATCH= J HE waNTS /AFOS
SOX COMES FROM

YoUR PLACE ?

I PLEASE, LET'S NOT MAKE

THINGS VEFFCLLT, JUST
SPEAK INTO THE #/CROPHONMETF

L
b

‘Fﬁi‘-ﬂ{. [l

_I CAUGHT THE REFLECTION OF A MOVEMENT BEHIND
ME IN THE BAR MIRROR AND MOVED QUICKLY ENOUGH
50 THAT THE ENIFE SKEIMMED PAST MY EAR AND
BURIED ITS SEVEN INCH BLADE IN THE BARTENDER'S
HEAD . p—————

THE BIG MUGE BEHIND ME JUST STOOD THERE,STUPIDLY,
STARING AT THE BARTENDER AS HE SLUMPED OVER THE BAR
HEAVING HIS GUTS OUT. I LASHED OUT WITH THE MUZZLE
OF MY .45, CATCHING THE BIG MUGG ACROSS THE MOUTH,
KNOCKING HIS TEETH DDWH HIS THROAT AND SPLITTING HIS
| LIPS OPEN 50 HE DROOLED CLARET... |

MOBODYF TRIES THAT ON
MIKE HAMMERSHLAMMNERY




T LOOKED ARGUND. THE PLACE WAS
EMPTY. THE TOUGHIES HAD TAKEN A
POWDER. SURE. THEY'RE ALL LIKE
THAT. SHOW 'EM A LITTLE BLOOD
AND THEY RUN LIKE SCARED RAB -
BITS. I WENT THROUGH THE BIG
MUGG'S POCKETS AS HE LAY THERE
BURGLING....

HMMMY & SHANGE ON A B/CYELE.
AN OLD S/ SH=-AO00F AND SOME

STRING . A MAREBLE, & DEAD
FROG, A...EO0D LORD Y
(- . . =

I POCKETED WHAT I'D FOUND AND
LEFT. I CROSSED THE SIDEWALK

TO MY HEAP. THE B4R IME TIGKET
HUNS ON THE WINDSHIELD. . .

WHY, THE

I PoCKETED THE PARKING TICEET,
CURSING THE FLAT=FOOT SOFTLY TO
MYSELF, AND TURNED. SHE HIPPED
OVER TO ME FROM THE SHADOWS HER
DRESS CLINGING TO HER BODY AS IFIT
WERE SOAKING WET. ACTUALLY, IT
WAS WET. IT'S DAMP DOWN BY THE
DOCKS. .. |

I S4W WHAT YOU
G0 HANDSOME,
YOU'RE & FEAL
NAN I &CFOR
REAL WEN

I'm SUSY,
SISTER. SEAT
v’

SHE SLID HER ARMS AROUND ME, SNAKING UP REAL
CLOSE. SHE GRINMED EVILY...

—

[POT CHAMBER SCREAMED UP IN A SQUAD CAR...| Y

I EASED MY GUN OUT OF MY POCKET, SNAPPED OFF THE
SAFETY, PULLED BACK THE HAMMER, AND PRESSED THE
TRIGGER. SHE LOOKED REAL SURPRISED AS THE BULLET
TORE THROUGH HER CHEST AND SHE SLID TO THE WET

WE GOT A CALL THAT THERE WAS A
SKAWL HERE, MIKE, I F/GURES T
WAS FOU, L...1. AYE, VI YIS
ANOTHER ::IHE...{

PUSHER. A KiD
LDFED BECAUSE

I GRINNED A T'H'iE-TE? GRIN AT DEAD MILDRELD...

HER MAME THE KID'S FATHER was My
WAS MYLORED FRIENMD HE 50LD ME A
MUCKLE . SHE
WAS A DOPE-

NEWSPAPER ONCE ! I SWORE | HIS NAME WAS /RHNG
I'D GET HER FOR HIM. SORFY | SNODGERASS. You
MILDREDF YOU MADE & &/&
MWISTAKE HUGEING WE
I FELT THOSE ‘#"
IN YOUR MONEY BELT..

WE IDENTIFIED THE
MWURDER VICTIN, WKE.

WERE AIGHT. HE
WAS n CAR- %
CAPSULES | POLISHER 3




THINGS STARTED TO MAKE SENSE.
I LEFT POT AND DEAD MILDRED AND
THE MORGUE BOYS, AND I NOSED MY
HEAP BACK ACROSS TOWNM TO THE
ACME GARAGE. THE FLACE WAS
LOCKED UP TIGHTER THAN A DRLUM,
THE THIRD SKELETON KEY ON MY
RING LET ME INM...

I'VE BEEN
EXPECTING YOL.
HAMMERSHLAMMER...

It was THE mIG MUGE FROM THE
GIN MILL. HIS MOUTH WAS ALL

BANDAGED. HE HELD A ROD IN HIS
BIG UGLY PAWS...

I FIGURED vou'D
SHOW UPF HERE AFTER |MEANM
I SAME TO aND FOUND | THIS..F,
You'n FIRISKED ME.

C'MON T G/MNE BACK

HE NEVER KNEW WHAT HIT HIM. T
MOVED TOO FAST MY .45 WAS OUT
AND BARKING BEFORE HE COULD
BLINK. I WIPED HIS EVIL GRIN

| RIGHT OFF MIS FACE.,. [

NO. .. NOT THAT . .CHOKE. ..
GLUGE. .. THE QTHER THING. ..

NG...NG...B =G, ..

THE BULLET HAD GONE CLEAN THROUGH HIS HEAD
AMD SLAMMED INTO A METAL DRUM. THE LIGUID
IN THE DRUM POURED OUT OVER HiM, MIXING WITH
THE BLOOD... A BLACK SHINY LIQUID,.. MIMING WITH

I sPun AROUND. SHE STOOD IN THE DOORWAY TO THE OFFICE,
SMILING. SHE CAME TOWARD ME,HER ARMS EXTENDED, HER
SUPPLE BODY UNDULATING UNDER THE TIGHT DRESS...

NOW THE WHOLE SHOW CAN BE

WHAT ABOUT FOU,

THE SCARLET OOZE...

OURS, mike, ALL OURS. aLL you
HAVE TO DD 15 GET RID OF THE &
WHEEL... THE TOPEARASS... THE
SE4H OF THE RACKET., THERE'D
BE MORODY LEFT...

FDT CAME N AS SHE SLID TO THE CONMCRETE BESIDE

HE PUT HER ARMS AROUND ME, PRESSING HER SOFT
LIPS AGAINST MINE. ..
NE MIKE? I'm YOURS"
TOGETHER, WE'LL ALY
THE SHOW... WE'LL...

THE BIG MUGG, HER FACE FROZEN IN A DEATH MASK, THE
BULLET FROM MY .45 IN HER Hmrlﬁ

THE MURDER VICTIM WORKED HER MAME WAS
HERE AS A CAR-POLISHER. ME... | EWNMNA SRETSLE.
ME... NEE-HEEY MWIKEF HER HUSBAND wAS

ANOTHER OME? &M ARTISTY HE wWaAS

MY ERFEAD HE LENT
ME SOME L/NSEED
OIL OWCE. SHE #AEN-

SONED HIM, T SWORE I'D
! FET HERS




