HIRTY YEARS AG0. THE SYARTER SIDE OF TRUSSTLIRYLA






I have surprisingly

few memories of
my parents.

[| Father, I do not remember
at all, and mother..

My mom sent
me away when
I was young.

PON'T THINK
THEY CALL. =)

=\ THEMSELVES =y

THAT—

NAMING FOLLOWS
ier i’ N
Y/ Y% WAITRESS,
ERGO... I CAN'T GET TO
THE YOGHURT AT
THE BOTTOM!




THIS 5TUPIP
PLASTIC SAFETY
SPORK 19 TOO
SHORT!

WAIT,
WHAT ARE
WE DOING?

L

LET ME
TEACH YOU A
LITTLE SOMETHING
ABOUT NAMING AND
FUNCTION, MR.
GENTLY...

HOW PO
YOU KNOW My
NAME...7 ARE
YouU A CLUE?

IT'5
ON THe
PASSENGER
MANIFEST, YouU
% eioicULOUS
MAN. T'M NOT
A CLUE...

O000F!

I'M A WAITRESS.
CALL ME ONE
AGAIN...

PO We
UNPERSTAND
EACH OTHERT

I comforted myself with the thought
that anyone who would quote Alan
Bl Rickman couldn’t be all evil.




i ML

NICER THAN
THE GRASS
YESTERDAY.

W

PERHAPS
NOT AS
Goap AsS
TOMORROW,
THOUGH.
WHO'S TO
SAY7

]l \






