
I’ve sure
 had better 
tuesdays in 
technopolis.

still need to 
do my laundry 

and buy 
kiri flowers 
to make up 
for missing

 our last date.  and 
the date 
before 
that.

seems like
 I’m always 

forgetting to be 
peter urich-- 

--too busy being 
the friendly 

neighborhood 
spyder-man.

even 
when 

it’s like 
today…



I’ve sure
 had better 
tuesdays in 
technopolis.

still need to 
do my laundry 

and buy 
kiri flowers 
to make up 
for missing

 our last date.  and 
the date 
before 
that.

seems like
 I’m always 

forgetting to be 
peter urich-- 

--too busy being 
the friendly 

neighborhood 
spyder-man.

even 
when 

it’s like 
today…



…and the 
neighborhood 
isn’t being too 
friendly back.

not that 
this place 
has ever 
been easy 
to live in…

…technopolis has 
always seemed 

more like a machine 
than a city…

catch 
that freak! 
don’t let 
him get 
away!

he’s a spider, ain’t he? 
you don’t waste your 
time catching them… 

...ya 
squash 

'em!

mfhh!



with a 
heart that 

beats 
like the 

pistons of 
an engine--

--yeah, a place 
driven in equal
 measure by 

steel and the 
sickness of its 

inhabitants.

of course, it’s easy to 
overlook that when 

you’re surrounded by 
all the towers and spires 

and armored wonder.

metal is 
key, metal 

is king.

…everywhere…
…buildings, 

sure, but more 
importantly…

all I know is fisk said 
spyder-man can’t 

get away with what 
he’s uncovered.

try as
you might, guys, 

but I am out 
of here…

…and 
I’m taking 
the truth 

with me.



…the armored 
suits every 

one of us 
has to wear 
in order to 
stay alive.

does anyone 
else feel that 
technopolis...

…is just 
a giant cast-iron 
pressure cooker?

…despite its 
grand name and 
grand towers…



I sure do…

…trapped in this 
suit. sure it’s 

temp-controlled, 
but it still feels 

like I’m baking.

I know 
I’m not 
alone, 
either.

and with 
what I’ve 
uncovered 

the lid 
could

 blow off 
this whole 

place 
when--

oh yeah, 
I sure have 
had better 
tuesdays.

yeah, a 
pressure 

cooker.

figures 
that you’d 

find me 
and--

you. 
huh. 

spyder-
man! this ends 

now.


