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I TRY AND SHIFT--FIRST

TO THE LEFT, AND THEN

TO THE RIGHT, BUT
NOTHING HAPPENS.

SANTA MANOS,
JULY 18, 1994.




THE LAST NUCLEAR
BASTARDS SHOW, P
THRASH

IT LACKS
A CERTAIN .
SOMETHING. g MAN. ; THEY'RE
(@S NOT DO/NG
ANYTHING =
WITH IT.

e _AND YET,
EVERYONE'S
- HERE.

EVEN THOUGH NUCLEAR
BASTARDS ARE SHIT, IT'S
A PUNK SHOW IN A BOWLING
ALLEY. AND THAT'S JUST
COOL BY DEFINITION.

WE
REALLY
HAVEN'T, AMI.
THIS PLACE
ONLY SHUT
DOWN LAST
MONTH.

SHUT UP,
BUZZ.

WE NEED SOMEWHERE WE
TO THROW CAN REALLY SHOW
A SICKER GIG PEOPLE WHAT WE SHOULD
THAN THIS. THE HOME SICK TN A G0
SOMEWHERE PILOTS ARE ALL IN THE HOUSE
EVEN ABCUT. THAT K/LLS
PRTee. PEOPLE.




I RE-CALIBRATE
THE S.

GHOST:

WE BALANCE
TOGETHER.
I WHISPER THEM
ASSURANCES.

I WISH THAT WE'D
NEVER GONE TO
SEE THE NUCLEAR
BASTARDS THAT
NIGHT.



MY OWN OICE, T TALK TO THE
r I TRY TO SOOTHE THEM,
THINGS AROUND ME. THEY TRAIL
OO THE CORRIDORE AND FOR I LOVE THEM. I FEEL

THEM T THI
POUND AGAINST THE WALLS. o sulge, :NO?/ S

BUT SOMETIMES I LOSE TRACK
OF THEM AMONG THE PIPES AND
SPLINTERED WOOPD...




