


FIGURED I'D COME BY AND
SEE ABOUT THE JOB, UNLESS
YOUVE ALREADY BROUGHT

ERRLLeRl

WORP IS YOU'RE
LOOKING TO HIRE
AMANTOPITCHIN
AROUND YOUR
PLACE.

PADDY'S HANDS WERE
BOTHERING HIM,

HIS KNUCKLES WERE
RED AND SWOLLEN
AS THICK AS
TUBERS, AND HIS
FINGERS CURLED
LIKE THE LEGS OF
APDPYING SPIDER.

SOMETIMES...LIKE TOPAY...HIS
RHEUMAT ISM FLARED UP 50 BAD
HE COULD HARDLY PICK UP HIS FORK
TO EAT BREAKFAST.

THERE'S A BACHROOM IN THE
TOOLSHED THAT'S GOT ACOT
AND A WASHBASIN. YOU CAN BED
DOWN THERE.

WE'LL FEED YOU THREE
TIMES A DAY, BUT YOU'LL HAVE
TO TAKE YOUR MEALS EITHER IN

THE SHED OR OUT SIDE,

PONT MUCH CARE FOR THAT
MYSELF, BUT MY WIFE’S PRETTY
SET INHER WAYS IN THAT REGARD.

SOMEBODPY ELSE ON.

OBACCO SINCE L

T
w
SPENT A COUPLE
SUMMERS AS A
FARMHAND
OUTSIDE OF
KNOXVILLE,

CAN'T OFFER MU
OF A WAGE. BARELY
ENOUGH TO GET BY,
REALLY.




THAT SUITS ME
JUST FINE.

af LWOULDNT WANT
\ TOBE ABOTHER

LCANT RIGHTLY
EXPLAINIT, BUT WHEN |
~ w | THE STRANGER TURNED kK
A . HIS EYES TOWARD ME, |

N\ / ¥ 4 IT WASN'T THE SAME

7 ) & i AS WHEN SOMEONE
L Bl ELSE LOOKED AT ME.
| \ ] .

HE PIDN'T LOOK AT ME
WITH THOSE EYES OF HIS,

&7

HE TOUCHED
ME WITH THEM.

HIS GAZE MADE MY
SKIN CRAWL.

NO, SIR.

JUST PASSING
THROUGH, IF
I'M TALKING

TRUTHFULLY.

HEARD YOU MIGHT BE
HIRING ON, THOUGH,
AND L RECKON I COULD
STAY AROUND A WHILE,
MAYBE EARN SOME
TRAVELING MONEY.

WHERE 15
IT YOURE
HEADING?

NO PLACE IN
PARTICULAR.
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AN\ ] IwanTEDTOTELL
N3 ] PADPPY TO TURN THE

STRANGER AWAY, TO
= “ \ SEND HIM HOOFING IT.
N\ our nervoushess BEERE
Ol CAUSED MY THROAT P leidey
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YOURSELF A JOB
IF YOU WANT IT,

MUCH

oniey. S8 . ' DADDY HESITATED. .
YOU WON'T ' \ JUST FOR A SECOND...
REGRET IT. WHEN COLE OFFERED
HI5 HAND.




B THEY WERE ALL
e ALIVE AGAIN.

BROKEN AND BLOODY AND
TORN UP...BUT SQUEALING
AND SQUIRMING AND HISSING
IN THE DIRT,
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WITH THEM?

THEY...
THEY LOOK
LIKE THEY'RE
PANCING.

DANCING
THERE IN
THE PIRT,




THE BOY FELT
NO PAIN.

IDPONT THINK HE
PID, ANYHOW.

Ul HEDIDNT CRY OUT AT
N  COLE'S RELENTLESS
ASSAULT,




