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September 21st, 2013

I lost a 
gamble last 

night.

Oh, really? 
Do you owe 
anything?

$60,000,000 big ones.

That’s crazy, Nick! 
You’re going to have 
to start borrowing 

money, bro.

What 
happened, 
anyway?

Well…



I was playing a 
round of cards 
last night at 

Shekel’s with this 
guy whom they 

call Bruce. 

Then I lost the game, along 
with 600,000,ooo bucks. 

But the bad thing was he’d 
given me a deal earlier-
loser pays 60 million. Ha! Loser! Guess 

you owe me 60 
million BUCKS…

Uh, yeah. I’ll go 
home and pay you 

tomorrow.
You’d better! 



It was 
pretty 
bad.

I still don’t know how 
you are going to get 60 
million. Add your money, 
your dad’s money, and my 

money, altogether, we 
would probably get about 

4 or 5 million dollars. 

You’re right, 
Miguel

And you should 
probably avoid 

that gang today. 
Sounds like you’re 
in deep oatmeal.

Yeah, I’ll visit 
another PUB 

TONIGHT. 

Thanks 
for the 
coffee.

Hey, and you 
really should 
quit drink- uh, 

never mind.



That night…

Ah, so nice to 
taste 

Sauvignon 
Blanc again.

Strong, 
isn’t it?

Yeah.

Gaah!

Where’s our 
money, loser?

Nick Curry!



Look, I’ve 
got it, I just 
don’t have it 
here with me.

Look, you little 
wierdo. If we don’t 

get our money 
back…

Get the 
picture?

Oh, sorry, um, he’s my big 
brother and, uh, he’s got some 
minor problems. I’ll take care 

of it.

Oh, yeah? 
How?

OOF! You drunken piece 
of… of… aargh! just 

get him!!

HEY!



I’m home!

It’s about time. Practically EVERY night since you 
BEGAN college you were out drinking! 
You came home drunk more times than 

I can remember! You were out 
drinking every day instead of caring 

for your dear old dad…

Oh, come on, Dad. 
Do we have to talk 
about this every

night?

And where were you when 
your dear mother died? Huh? 

Drinking! Where were you 
when your big brother 
Nathaniel got married? 

Drinking! 

What about when your 
grandfather came for a ONCE 
IN A LIFTIME VISIT and you 
were off at the pub? EVERY 
DAY! EVERY DAY for at least 

nine years now. You are 
twenty-five and can start to 
make some use of yourself.

Look, Dad, I-



People practically walk 
past this house saying, 
“Poor old David Curry. 

Always left alone by his 
son.” Huh? What about 

that?

You don’t 
know that, 

dad…

Mum, I feel 
sorry for the 

folks next 
door… Poor Nick is 

always being 
fried by his 

dad.

There’s nothing 
you can do son, 
except help me 
open this door.

Don’t let me 
remind you of the 

time when you 
turned down 

dinner for beer…

I’m tired of this 
conversation. I’m 

going to bed.

So am I. I’ve tried 
to talk you out of 
the bar for years, 
and this is what I 
get as a reward. 

Just fiddlesticks.



Hey, uh, 
Nick?

Yes, 
boss?

Our client, Mr. 
Ford, is very 

upset about the 
way the trial 

went. 

Oh? Why? The trial was lost 
fair and square! Mr. Ford 

cheated on his taxes, got into 
trouble with the IRS, and lied 

about it. I did my best to 
dismiss the charges, but the 
job of a Tax lawyer is not 

easy.

Yes, but he says you 
were a very weak lawyer 
in the trial and agreed to 

everything the judge 
said. He’s suing the K and 

K firm $100,000.

What?!

Not just plain K 
and K, you know. 
He is suing you.

That’s nuts! 
Mr. Ford 

was-

No excuse for this, Nick. 
I could fire you, but you 
are too good a lawyer. 

So I am just putting the 
money on your head.

Aw, come 
on!

Nick, K and K has never 
been sued before, so this 
is very serious. You pay it 
and we’ll be in the clear.



Yes, boss. I 
understand.

Good, Nick. I 
knew I could 
count on you.

You have (1) new 

message.

Sigh

Good day, loser… we are notifying you that you 

haven’t paid us the 60 million bucks yet. If you don’t, I 

might as well come over and kill you. So in other 

words, it’s the money or your life. Better pay us soon.

Not at all sincerely, 

Bruce from the Alphar Rogue Death Gang



This is Alphar One to Alphar 
Two… Yes, hi Gil. I sent the 

email yesterday, but he 
hasn’t sent the money yet. 
So I’m altering the plan a 
little… time to kill curry.

Okay, Hector. 
I’m sending out 
the men now.

Alphar Locations in the City

Hello? Oh, hi, 
Miguel. Yes, this 

is Nick.



Hi, Nick… 
why did you 

call me?
I received a 
threatening 

email 
yesterday.

Oh? Was it from 
the guys whom 
you lost the 

bet?

Yes. 

Who was it 
from? What was 

the email? It was sent from 
an anonymous 

email. 

Was it signed 
at the end of 

the email?

It was signed, 
The Alphar rogue 

Death gang, 
whatever that is.

Wait, did you say 
‘Alphar Rogue 
Death Gang?’

Yeah, why?



You are dealing with one 
of the most dangerous 
gangs in the history of 

gangs, Nick. Did you 
know?

No, I did 
not- Do 

tell.

In the 70s, two 
gangsters, or Alphars, 

as they call 
themselves, united a 
team of Alphars. Now 

they are a number 
many more than two.

They roamed the 
streets of New York, 

Dubai, Chicago, London, 
even Paris. They caused 

the most trouble 
gangs had ever caused. 

But they were best in 
ransom situations. They 
would ask a ridiculous 
sum of money for a 

kidnapped man, and when 
the money did not reach 

them right away they 
would go for the kill.

I think they’re 
gonna kill me.

No doubt they are 
planning it. You 

must be very 
careful, Nick.

Thanks, Miguel.



I’ve found 
Curry… I’m 
going in.

Bye, Miguel.

He’s here…

Open up, Curry, I know 
you’re in there! No 
answer? Oh, well-

you’re making a bad-

Not by the 
hair of my 

chinny-chin-
chin!

What the-

Knock 
knock



I’ve got him, 
but he’s on a 
skateboard!Capture 

him, dead 
or alive!



I’ve got him. 
Wait in your 

truck.

Uh-oh.



He’s on parker’s 
street!

Yikes!!

This is 
going to be 

suicide!!!

Hello. Hi, Miguel. Look, I’m 
in a bit of a jam right 

now… no, I’m being chased 
by Alphars!



I’ll be right 
there. Where 

are you?

Washington 
Tunnel.

I have him 
on target.

Good. I’m on 
a taxi going 
to the other 

end.

I- He’s got 
reinforcements!



Nick! Jump!

Don’t worry, 
we’ll get them 

next time.
Boy am I gonna 
need another 
skateboard.



Come on.

Nick Curry, I 
am so gonna 

kill you.

TO BE CONTINUED…
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