





NEW WORLD DIt DER: CHAPTER 2






COME
ON, COME
ON...

CMON, PETER--
THINK.

CELESTIAL
LANGUAGE...PROBABLY
HAS A DOZEN
TRIPWIRES...

LISTEN TO
YOUR SPIDER-SENSE--
BUZZING LEAST WHEN
I LOOK AT THIS
ONE--

DONT NEED
TO SPEAK CELESTIAL
TO KNOW RED LIGHT
MEANS BAD!

TEAR OUT
WIRES.

TEAR OUT
WIRES UNTIL IT
DOESLII‘:)’T BLOW

NOW, T AIN‘T NO
SCIENCETITION...



HELP ME,
CLETUS--WE'LL WEB
IT_UP--SMOTHER
THE BLAST--

ONLY THING
THAT MIGHT
HOLD IT
BACK--

--BUT WHAT £

KNOW ABOUT

BOMBS, THeY
PON’T RESPOND

WELL TO FORCE,
KEMOSABE.

CLETUS--
THIS WILL
KILL You.

WORLD'S
BETTER OFF
WITHOUT Mg,
CAN‘T ARGUE

THAT.

NO AMOUNT
OF WEBBING 5
GONNA sTOP
THAT.

NO ONE IN MY
FAMILY EVER DONE
ANYTHING FOR
ANOTHER PERSON.

COME FROM
A LONG LINE OF

SELFISH
PIRTBAGS.

PROBABLY GOIN’
BACK TO CAVEMAN
KASADY STEALING
PTERODACTYL EGGS
FROM THE NEEDY.



YOU BUILD A
GIANT DAMNED
MEMORIAL IN MY
HONOR, MADE OUT
OF GOLD AN’ JEWELS
AN’ RHINESTONES,
DRAPED IN THE
CONFEDERATE FLAG,
RIGHT IN THE MIDDLE
OF BLEEDIN' HEART
LIBERAL NEW
YORK CITY--

YOou pO
ME ONE FAVOR,
SPIDEY--'KAY?

AN’ T WANT IT
PLAYIN' SKYNYRD'S
“FREE BIRD” AROUND
THE CLOCK!

PROMISE.

I PROMISE,
CLETUS.

AND THIS E

BIRP YOU CANNOT
CHAN-ANGE!




