
Glo, I hate to tell you 
this, but things are going 
to get a little crazy.

So I need you to trust me.

And do me a favor: 
stop talking, ok?

I really need to concentrate.

Please...just...shut up!

Honey, we’re in a world of 
shit right now. So zip it!

Christ! Who the hell is that? What’s he in 
some kind of black metal band? Is he one 
of your pissed-off fans or something?

this little piggie 
went to market...

...this little piggie 
stayed home...

...this little piggie 
had roast beef...

...and this little 
piggie had none...



...and this little 
piggie who was  

just sold  
out by one of  
her friends...

...this little piggie 
went...wee, wee, 

wee, wee...
...all the way home!

Glaaaaaack!

Eh!!!

Oh. My. God! OhmyGod! 
OhmyGod! OhmyGod! 

OhmyGod!

I’ve got shooters coming in 
the front door! 

Johnny, any time you feel 
like earning your paycheck  

is fine with me!



Johnny, you gettin’ this?

I repeat: trick or treaters 
are right here, right now!

Three of ‘em heading  
towards the front door!

And that’s why this man  
gets paid the big bucks.

Worth every penny.



Hey, legs. Next time when 
I say I got a bad feeling, 
you’re gonna listen to  

me, right?

I told you it was  
‘Say Goodbye To  

Hollywood’ out here.

...and that minute  
just passed.

Let’s go, ladies!

Now we’ve got about  
a minute before..



Uhhhhht!

Get down!

  Glo, get in! Move!

I’m going to die, I’m 
going to die, this is 
me dying right now, 

I’m going to  
die today...



Not exactly happy 
hour, is it?

Hi. I’m Johnny.

You might want to 
keep your  

head down.

I don’t shoot as 
good as I drive.


