OH, GIVE ME A BREAK,
T WAS A £OP. T KNOW

PUGRIE! WHAT THE HELL
B THIS? T THINK SOME-
SHE OWES ME SOME

ANSWERS.

e T
AS A FORMER £OP, YOU SHOULD
REALIZE T FON'T HAVE ANY LONTROL
OVER THESE THINGS. 52 STOMP
ARCUND ALL YOU WANT. YOU'RE
JUST WASTING SHOE LEATHER.

| cHRIST, BYRE.
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| DPaN'T BE £O0Y, AGENT. T WANT e THAT T you [
You T Lok ME IN THE EYE

| WELL, I REALLY AM JUST
THE MESSENGER BOY,
BYRP. CLICHER T SAY

$0, BUT I'M JUST DPOING

IT TOOK A FEW
PRINKES To MAKE
HE REALIZE
THERE'S MO REASON
T SHOULD HAVE
T PEAL WITH
BASELESS--
THESE==
BCCLSATIONS.
RIPICULOUS.
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T £AN I.D. HIM, LEE. HE'S
AN OLD FRIENT NAMED

THE KINP OF FRIEND YOU'P
INVITE OVER FOR PINNER.
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BEFORE Youl
1 SAT POWN TE
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WE'RE GOING T NEED
A MEAT WAGON, AND
MAYBE SOMEONE

WEWVE GOT A PEAP GOOMBA
IN AN ALLEY, AND THAT
ALWAYS MAKES THEM CRAZY.

A FRIENP, PETECTIVE?
LH-- SORRY TC HEAR
THAT, I GUESS.




