


TALK!

HELP!

This is a common sight in 
Suicide Alley. You don’t have 
to be an upper level citizen 

to watch blood flow.Go on! 
Kill him!

Owwmmf!

The poor sap is 
John Difool. 

A Class “R” licensed 
private investigator.

nO! nOT 
THAT!

His attackers 
are masked men, 
faceless and 
mysterious.

Quick! 
To the 
racer!

NIGHT AT 
THE RED RING
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Whooa! 
There’ll 
be more!

Been 
a long 
time…

Suicide Alley, it's a direct 
nonstop fall straight down 
to the great Acid Lake, which 

dissolves everything it touches.

Look! 
A suicide!

Get 
out your 

guns!

Koskich! Get me my 
weapon! Gotta bag 

me a falling one!
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That’s 
him, 

there!

Aw, damn. 
I mean-- 

Oh, 
nooo…!

His fatal 
plunge 
down 

Suicide 
Alley 

triggers 
the usual 
wave of 

suicides.

That’s not 
him! It’s 
a suicide!

Are you ready 
to talk?

Less than 
thirty seconds 

before the 
Acid Lake!

I-I’ll 
tell you 

everything!

Got 
him!
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POLiCE! CRAFT 7CK, HALT!Well? 
Where did 

you hide it?

Wait… 

Gasp! 
Just a second! 
I can’t breathe.

Missed!

Throw them 
a Mini-nuke! 
That’ll shut 

them up!

Cops!

Dammit! 
Their 
timing 
sucks!

Grab the Cogan 
before they 
remodel us!
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