PAGE NINE
1—=Splash — This is Eke those pages from Kil or be Killed, with texi down the side, and a long
splash panel. Now wa're outside, and it's twilight, and Max has his hat on now, and an overcoat
owver his jackel and shil and te, He's walking among & crowd of men and women in 1939 MNew
York City. in winter. Buildings ancund ham in the background, looking Bke somathing out of Wil
Eigner and Jack Kirby's chidhoods,
Tt runs down the nght side of the page:

NARR: My editor Mort was the kind of asshobe who iked to give his freelancers

“hard truths.”

MARR: I'd never been good at lisiening o people Bke that...

MNARR: The ones wiho Iry to tell you how the weorid works, like they're s0 smart and

you're some rube, bom yesterday.

NARR: And the longer | lved. the more of them there seemed bo be.

MNARR: That was one of the problems with geiting clder.

MNARR: You hil an age where everyone eilnes ignores you, of treals you like some
hasshe they're being forced to deal wilh,

MARR: Bul inside. you siill Teel like the same person you were thirly of krly years
ago.

MNARR: You don'l think of yourself as the man in you see in the mirror... At kast |
didnt.

MARR: So | was peeved about getting swindled. .. Even though | knew | shoukdve
been happy 1o still be worksng al all,

NARR: And thal's how it happened, .. That | almost died for the third Gme.
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