REMEMBER, & WHICHIS
HARLEY. THERE'S r = PURELY BY
NO JUDGMENT HERE. 4 YouR OWN
JUST BREATHE, AND , & CHOICE.
LET THE WORDS (17 :
COME. WHERE \
TA START,
WHERE TH
START...

..WELL,
AS YA KNOW, MY

RELATIONSHIP WITH THE
JOKER CONTINUES TO
BE UP AN’ DOWN

AT BEOTE

I THOUGHT 3
YOU SHID ‘
THERE WAS O |
JUDGMENT.
"THAT'S AN oBservATION, Wl THAT'S Y

W Jecz/ vasouno §
NOT JUDGMENT. ml IKE OUR

THIS IS YOUR MESS, HARLEEN.
LIKE O LEAVE ME OUT OF IT.
OWF/ y SURE. WHEN
JUDGMENT/ DON'T . & THE EMOTIONAL DRAMA
DO THAT PASSIVE- PRl 9 & STARTS, PASS TH' BLICK
AGGRESSIVE , G 7' TH BOLIRBON,
BACKPEDALING 4 /’ RIGHT, MA?
WITH ME/

SO OUR RELATIONSHIP
T THOUGHT ALIL' HELP F
wesromovep B eroricon BSOSy e s
. CREEP FROM MY COLLEGE
HEAVY STUFF! DAYS SHOWED LIP, AN’
PUDDIN' IS ALL OVER
HER LIKE A LONG-

) LOST PET/
? DID

I MENTION
SHE ALSO
TURNED HERSELF
INTR SOME
KIND OF GIANT
WERSEL CALLED A

GRIGON?

'CRUSE THAT
3 HAPPENED.

T RO S
\ . ENOUGH WITH THE
IF T HAD :
BRAIN ONE, ==

I'D LEAVE!

*NO JéJDGMENT"

MY BABY
IS FINALLY
STARTING
TO WAKE




SUPPOSED TO \H
BE DRIVING THE

MOVA-SE, || |
PATETA!*

! *MOVE IT, FOOL!”
N IN PORTUGUESE!
--CHRIS
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ICAN
N ouTRUN THAT
POLICE TUB/

DON'T GETYER TAILINAN/  ARE YOU CRAZY?! THAT
UPRORAR, GREASY/ | WON'T MAKE A DENT IN BRTSY'S
g _ . ARMOR-PLATED SARDINE/

No WAVBHT-BRHIN

WILL CHASE US WHEN

THERE’'S DROWNIN’

COPS T’ FISH OUTTA
TH’ DRINK/



YOL'LL
BE SEEING THE

DIDN'T SEE THAT
COMIN’. y

YOU COULD BN SHE COULDR WALKED
LEARN SOMETHING BACK ON TOP OF TH'
FROM OUR CLEVER \ WRATER, THE WRY
CAMARADA, YOU WORSHIP THRT
HARLEY/ FURRY FRERK/



I TRUST
YOU'RE SATISFIED
WITH THE SPLIT?

WE WANT OLR STAR

BEASTS. T DIDN'T LIKE THEM WHEN THEY « ' e o et

WERE CUBS, I CAN'T STAND THEM R z U, FRRLEY.
=

A CRITTER
THEY'D

ALL RIGHT, CHUCKLES! WHAT’S
TH’ DEALP! THREE DAYS AGO
WE WAS TRYIN’ T/ BLOW THAT
WERSEL'S HEAD OFF/ NOW YER
) FAWNIN’ ALL OVER HER
= LIKE...LIKE...
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