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HE BALDHEADED
CONDUCTOR CLEARED
HIS THROAT AND _
SHOUTED : “ALL OFF
FOR COPPER CITY!"?
- HAL WEBER TUGGED
NERVOUSLY AT HIS
HAT BRIM, PICKED UP
HIS BATTERED SUIT-

CASE, STEPPED OFF THE 3:14 EXPRESS AND ONTO A
WILD, DANGEROUS MERRY=GO-ROUND OF BULLETS AND

EMBRACES.
OLLOW HIM AS HE WEAVES THROUGH A
TANGLED NET OF DOUBLE=CROSS, DYNAMITE AND DISAS=~
TER WITH A WOMAN WHO BARTERED TORRID KISSES
FOR HIS SOUL, A MAN WHD GSPOKE WITH A .38 AUTO-
MATIC, AND A GIRL IN WHOSE SHINING EYES HE SAW
REFLECTED 'THE TATTERED RAGS OF HIS CONSCIENCE, -

IT RHYMES WITH LUST MMXXTT — COPYRIGHT @ 2022 MORROMATTO COMICS







AS THE LONG
FUNERAL
CORTEGE SNAKED
ITS WAY BACK
FROM THE
CEMETERY
THIROUGH COPPER
CITY HAL WEBER,
FRESH OFF THE
314 EXPRESS
FROM THE EAST,
PAUSED ON THE
DEPOT STEPS AND
WATCHED WITH
INTEREST. IT WAS |
SIGNIFICANT,
SEEING A FUN-
ERAL ON HIS
FIRST DAY IN
THIS SPRAWL-
ING WESTERN
CITY, 8BUT HE
DIDN'T KNOW
IT AT THE
TIME,
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SOME PARADE !

THEY MUST HAVE BURIED
THE FIRST CITIZEN QF

THE STATE, AT
THE VERY LEAST.

PARDON A
STRANGER'S
IGNORANCE, OLO
TIMER, BUT HOW

DOES A CROOK
RATE SUCH A

LAVISH

SEND - OFF 2 ‘ HE WAS...A POLITICIAN.

HE WAS AN HONES‘I:\

CROOK. HE OWNED
ALL THE MINES, ALL
THE BANKS. OWNED
THE WHOLE CITY AND
MOST OF THE STATE.
AN HONEST CROOK,

T
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Y'GOT 1T ALMOST RIGHT,
MISTER. THEY AIN'T BURIED
THE FIRST CITIZEN... THEY
JEST LAID TO REST THE

FANCIEST SWINDLE-ARTIST
WEST OF THE MISSISSIPPL!

s

THAT AIN'T NO FUNERAL THERE.
K‘r's A CELEBRATION! ONLY THE
DANG FOOLS ARE CELEBRATIN' TOO
SOON, THE BOSS IS DEAD, BUT HIS
POLITICAL MACHINE'S ALIVE. THIS
TOWN AIN'T HEARD

THE LAST OF WHAT? DID
BUCK MASSON'S YOU SAY
CROOKEDNESS! BUCK




HOLD ON THERE,

OLD TIMER

IS THE MAN

THEY BURIED THE
HUSBAND OF

RUST MASSON?

YUP. ONLY JEST
TO BE POLITE, YOU'D
BETTER SAY SHE'S
HIS WIDOW.
UHH...YOU LOOKING
FER A CAB ?

[ so

THAT'S | HEERD TELL OF
IT! THE LOVELY WIDOW,
SHE EH? I DIDN'T
MARRIED | KNOW HER FAME
MONEY HAD SPREAD
AND NOW / OUTSIDE COPPER
“GHE'S CITY... UHH...
GOT ITALL \ I GOT THE

TO
HERSELF.

SPEAK OF THE
DEVIL.
NOW... ABOUT
THAT CAB...?

e

I SEE YOU'VE

FASTEST CAB

AS HAL SAW
HER FACE
AGAIN, A
THOUSAND
SHIMMERING
DREAMS
FLOODED OVER
HIM, RUST...
SOFT, FELINE
RUST NOT A
DAY OLDER,
AND AS HE
WATCHED, A
FEELING OUT
OF THE PAST
GRIPPED AT
HIM, A
FEELING OF
FEAR AND
HATE.,..

AND LOVE.
HAL JUMPED
INTO THE
WAITING CAB
AND SPED
OFF,




y RUST, YOU LOOK AUDREY, DEAR,
LIKE YOU SWALLOWED [ IT'S NONE OF
A CANARY. AT YOUR BUSINESS
LEAST YOU MIGHT IF T FEEL LIKE
ACT SOLEMNLY, | SMILING. YOURE
EVEN THOUGH YOU | NO ONE TO PRETEND
DON'T FEEL THAT | SORROW OVER BUCK'S
WAY. WEBURIED | DEATH. YOU AVOIDED
FATHER, YOU HIM LIKE THE PLAGUE
KNOW. WHEN HE WAS ALIVE.

WHAT DID
YOU SAY?

V.

I COULDNT LIKE A MAN WHO
DID WHAT HEDID TO MY
MOTHER, RUST, BUT AT LEAST
I DIDN'T

PRETEND

MONEY 2 ISN'T THAT WHAT YOU
MARRIED

LADIES, , . HIM FOR?
THIS IS A SHUT YOUR
FUNERAL PROCESSION. NASTY
SHALL WE HAVE A MOQUTH.
LITTLE DECORUM, A - :
LITTLE RESPECT..FOR /f//

TO LOVE YOU LITTLE
HiM! SNIP! HE WAS
G00D ENQUGH TO

PAY YOUR BILLS WHILE
YOU RAN AROUND WITH
A BUNCH OF CRACKPOT
STUDENTS. YES, HIS
MONEY WAS GOOD

ENOUGH.




WHAT A LONG -
TIRESOME RIDE. WELL,
GOOD BYE, MR. JEFFERS.
I SUPPOSE WE'LL

SEE EACH OTHE

AGAIN? ,yg—

CALL ME MARCUS, MY DEAR. U

YOU'LL BE SEEING A LOT
OF ME NOW THAT I HEAD THE
MACHINE. FEEL FREE TO CALL

ON ME AT ANY TIME FOR
HELP, OR ADVICE WITH THE

[ MINES, T PROMISED BUCK I'D TAKE
 CARE OF YOU... AND T WILL. A

AS MARCUS JEFFERS
LEFT, A STRANGE,
HALF-KITTENISH
SMILE FLITTED
ACROSS RUST'S
COLOLY BEAUTIFUL
FACE. YES, SHE AND
JEFFERS WOULD
MEET AGAIN. ..
MANY TIMES.
BUT SHE WOULD
NEVER NEED HIS
HELP. SHE COULD
TAKE CARE OF
HERSELF ...

ANO HIM TOO,
WHEN THE TIME
CAME.

rmas. MASSON, W  YES, T KNOW. ssun‘
MA'AM, THERE'S HIM UP TO ME WELL...
A GENTLEMAN IN FIVE MINUTES. WHAT ARE
WAITING IN THE NOW, AUDREY, YOU WAITING
LIBRARY. GO TO YOUR ROOM)| FOR ?

HE SAYS HIS AND TRY TO GET OUT OF

NAME I1S—. ACT LIKE A SWEET HERE !
LITTLE GIRL

EVEN IF YOU AREN'T.

VERY TOUCHING,
THOSE LILIES. DON'T
WORRY, I'M LEAVING
HERE FOR GOOD, I
DON'T EVER WANT
TO LOOK AT YOUR
SCHEMING FACE
AGAIN.




VWONDERFUL.
AUDREY, AND
GOOD RIDDANCE!
I COULD
NEVER STAND
YOoU
EITHER.

/' BUT DON'T THINK ‘

YOU'LL GET AWAY
WITH ANYTHING,
RUST. IF YOU TRY,
I'LL MAKE YOU
WISH YOU HADN'T.
AND THAT'S
A PROMISE.

HAL WEBER
PUSHED OPEN
THE DOOR
OF RUST'S
SITTING
ROOM, WON-
DERING
WHAT |IT WAS
THAT HAD
MADE HER
SEND AN
URGENT
TELEGRAM
ASKING HIM
T0 COME —
ON THE VERY
DAY HER
HUSBAND
WAS BEING
BURIED. WAS
IT BY DE-
SIGN, OR WAS
IT JUST A

COINCIDENCE?

HELLO, HAL. WELCOME
BACK, DARLING...

_lT’S_ BEEN SO LONG.

oz
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I...UH..
WHO WAS
THAT GIRL
1 PASSED

ON THE

q
MY DAUGHTER. OH, DON'T
LOOK SO SHOCKED. SHE'S
MY STEP-DAUGHTER. AFTER
ALL, IT'S ONLY BEEN...
LET'S SEE, HOW LONG HAS

FIVE YEARS? /.
siX? 7

-

E IN THOSE DAYS YOU WERE THE Y IS THAT

SOLEMN YOUNG STAR REPORTER, WHY YOU
EAGER TO CHANGE THE WORLD. JILTED ME?
WHEN THEY GAVE YOU THE TELL ME

ERLANGER AWARD, THE PUBLICITY
'HUB-BUB WAS FANTASTIC. TOO
MUCH FOR POOR LITTLE ME. I
WAS JUST A CHORUS GIRL THEN,
DARLING, AND I WAS A LITTLE
SCARED, BEING IN LOVE WITH /
. SUCH A CELEBRITY.

THE TRUTH,
RUST.

' TEN YEARS,

RUST TEN!

HOW COULD
YOU FORGET?
TEN MISERABLE

STAIRS? / IT BEEN SINCE WE WERE < YEARS GINCE THEN. AND WE
TOGETHER IN : YOU WALKED HAD A LOT TO
' NEW YORK? OUT ON ME LEARN...

LET'S NOT BE ‘

MAUDLIN, DARLING,
THE PAST IS

PAST. WE WERE
A LOT YOUNGER

BOTH OF US.

SIMPLE ARITHMETIC, DEAREST.
YOU HAD TONS OF PRESTIGE,
BUT THE SAME OLD FEATHER-
WEIGHT SALARY. T WAS A
HARD-HEARTED LITTLE WITCH |
BUT THAT'S PAST, HAL... /
YOU'LL SEE.




WHEN I GOT
YOUR TELEGRAM,
RUST, IT DIDN'T
MAKE SENSE.
WHAT SORT OF
> JOB HAVE
YyOou GOT FOR
ME ?

COME SIT BY ME ) '
DARLING. YOU SEE,
COPPER CITY HAS TWO
NEWSPAPERS : THE NEWS-
TIMES, WHICH EVERYBODY

KNOWS WE OWN, AND THE

EXPRESS, WHICH HATES

US. YOU'RE THE NEW y=<
EDITOR~IN-CHIEE OF

THE
EXPRESS. /g

[ vou

MEAN...?

You

SECRETLY
OWN THE -
EXPRESS

TO00?

RIGHT. IT GIVES THE \
GRUMBLERS A SAFETY-
VALVE FOR THEIR— |
HAL, YOU LOOK S0 /.
UNCOMFORTABLE. N
PERHAPS T SHOULDN'T
HAVE BROKEN ALL THE
NEWS AT ONCE. TELL
ME: WHAT'S...
HAPPENED TO YOU
THESE PAST TEN
YEARS ?

FORGET IT, RUST.
IT ISN'T PRETTY.
YOUR LEAVING HIT mE
HARD... BUT I GUESS
THE NEWS OF THIS

JOB HITS ME EVEN
HARDER.

e,

\ RELAX...DON'T TIGHTEN

MY POOR DARLING

UP THAT WAY

YOU'RE ALL ON EDGE,

DEAREST. YOU'VE

GOT TO LEARN HOW  /
\  T0...RELAX! A

7N HIM MANY YEARS AGO

{ Z| GOODBYE, HE HAD
A DRIFTED /N THOSE YEARS
. | FROM ONE JOB TO AN-
| OTHER, DRENCHING HIS

| THE TOUCH OF HER FINGERS
AROUSING. THERE HAD AL-

L~ DRINKING. BUT NOwW
.| SHE WAS REAL, ALIVE,

HER HEAVY PERFUME WAS
HEADY AND SEDUCTIVE,

WAYS BEEN SOMETHING
IRRESISTABLE ABOUT RUST.
HE HAD NEVER BEEN ABLE
T0 PUT HER OUT OF HIS
MIND, EVEN AFTER SHE
HAD WALKED OUT ON

--. WITHOUT SAYING

MEMORIES WITH HEFTY

ENTICING! IT WAS
HARD TO RATIONALIZE,
WITH A SWEEP HE
CAUGHT HER IN HIS
ARMS,







50 I'M TO START UNDERMINING
THE REPUTATION OF THE MASSON
OOLITICAL MACHINE, IS THAT IT? £
\ COULDN'T YOU HIRE A LOCAL

; WAGE-SLAVE

e RUST,
P HERE'S ENOUGH MONEY TO BEGIN ) YOU
WITH. BUY YOURSELF A CAR, SOME

NEW CLOTHES. GET AROUND TOLD ME

TOWN, MINGLE WITH PEOPLE.] WHY
LET THEM TAKE A LOOK

YOU WANT
JEFFERS
SMEARED.

HAVEN'T

\7 NONSENSE, DARLING, THE §
YOKELS AROUND HERE ARE
MUCH TOO sTUPID. BUT RE
.\ MEMBER: DON'T UNDER-
MINE THE WHOLE
FUR THE CHORE? /' MACHINE...JUST MARCUS
4 JEFFERS, YOU KNOW HOW }

TO DO IT..
EXPOSES, SMEARS. THE

. INSINUATIONS,
_USUAL.

/!

" SUDDEN SUS-

HE HAD A

PICION THAT
HE WAS BEING
PLAYEC WITH
AS A CAT
PLAYS WITH A
MOUSE. RUST
TOLD HIM
WHAT T0 DO,
BUT NOT WHNY.
WHAT PECULIAR
POWER DID SHE
STI/LL WIELD
OVER HIM AFTER
ALL THOSE
YEARS ? WHY
DIDN'T HE JUST
WALK OUT ON HERA|
BUT HE KNEW_
HIS DESIRE
TO BE WITH
HER AGAIN
WAS T00
STRONG.

N

! GOOD BYE.

LOOK, HAL , DON'T COME HERE AGAIN,
I'LL CALL YOU; WE'LL MEET SOME- /.
WHERE PRIVATELY. NO ONE MUST
KNOW THAT THE EDITOR OF THE
MASSON-HATING EXPRESS 1S
BEING PAID BY EUST MASSON. 4

GOOD BYE

UH, ALL RIGHT,




A LOT OF PEOPLE MUST READ THE \ _
EXPRESS, PEOPLE LIKE THAT CABBY
THIS AFTERNOON, WHO HATE THE
MASSON EMPIRE, POOR SUCKERS!
WHAT IF T TOLD THEM THE EXPRESS

1S JUST ANOTHER OF RUST'S
PROPERTIES ? OH, WELL,
LET'S SEE WHAT KIND OF
BEDS THEY HAVE AROUND
HERE.

OLD BUCK MASSON REALLY
SEWED THIS TOWN UP TIGHT, BUT
HIS CHARMING WIDOW SEEMS
ABOUT READY TD RIP OPEN THE
SACK AND LET EVERYTHING <€
SPILL. OR1S SHE? I WISH I
KNEW WHAT GOES ON BEHIND
. THAT BEAUTIFUL FACE OF

HERS?

MASSON

_ ' WHAT THE--- EVENING, MY BCY, YOU'RE
WHEN HAL WHO ARE HAL WEBER. AND I'M MARCUS
WALKED INTO HIS - YOu? JEFFERS. I'VE GOT A GOOD
ROOM HE WAS L & BUSINESS PROPOSITION FOR
GREETED BY THE .

SCENT OF FINE C- &
GAR SMOKE. A §
HEAVY-SET MAN,
| v A RACE-TRACK
SUIT SAT IN THE
QVERSTUFFED
ARMCHAIR, HIS
SHARP, CUNNING
EYES SCRUTIN-
IZED HAL AND
HE SEEMED
SATISFIED WITH
HIS APPRAISAL
TAKING THE
CIGAR FROM
HIS MOUTH,
HE TAPPED
THE LONG
WHITE ASH
TO THE FLOOR




