Art: MEZZO  Story: PIRUS
Colors: RUBY (Don't take your love to town)
Translation: Helge Dascher and John Kadlecek

Edited by Kim Thompson. Production by Paul Baresh and Adam Grano. Lettering by Brittany Kusa and Michael Litven. Special
logo relettering by Mezzo. Associate publisher Eric Reynolds. Published by Gary Groth and Kim Thompson. King of the Flies
Volume 1: Hallorave © 2005 SEFAM. This edition © 2010 Fantagraphics Books. All rights reserved; permission to quote or
reproduce material for reviews or notices must be obtained from Fantagraphics Books, in writing, at 7563 Lake City Way
NE, Seattle, WA 98115 Visit the Fantagraphics website at www.fantagraphics.com. Distributed to bookstores in the U.S. by
W.W. Norton and Company, Inc. (212-354-5500); distributed to comics shops in the U.S. by Diamond Comic Distributors
(800-452-6642); distributed in Canada by Canadian Manda Group (416-516-0911); distributed in the U.K. by Turnaround
Distribution (208-829-3009). First edition January, 2010. Printed in Hong Kong. ISBN 978-1-60699-320-0

FLIES IN MID-OCTOBER, THAT'S THE SUMMER WAS REFUSING TO LET GO. HER SECOND DIVORCE. SHE'D NEVER
FIRST THING THAT COMES TO MIND PROBABLY TO HELP MY MOTHER PAID LESS ATTENTION TO ME AND
WHEN | LOOK BACK. FLIES, AND COPE WITH HER DIVORCE. LIKE SHE I WAS TAKING FULL ADVANTAGE.
MURDEROUS HEAT. ALWAYS SAID, NOTHING BEATS THE

- SUN AS AN ANTI-DEPRESSANT.
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| WAS KING. THE LORD OF THE FLIES,

MY MOTHER CALLED ME -- A REFER-

ENCE TO SOME BOOK SHE'D READ.
~ —

SAL AND DAMIEN WOULD DROP BY. WE'D SPRAWL OUT ON COUCHES HAULED
DOWN FROM THE ATTIC TO REPLACE THE GARDEN FURNITURE THAT HAD
VANISHED ALONG WITH MY STEPFATHER. SOMEONE WAS THROWING A RAVE FOR
HALLOWEEN, AND WE'D GET FUCKED UP ON WHISKEY AND PILLS TO HELP US
COME up WITH COSTUME IDEAS. ME, | WAS FULL OF IDEAS FOR SCREWING SAL
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SHE WAS GOING OUT WITH DAMIEN, BUT | WANTED HER. I'D WANTED HER SINCE
THE DAY HE INTRODUCED US, AND SHE KNEW IT. THE NIGHT BEFORE HALLOWEEN
WE THREW BACK A FEW TO CELEBRATE OUR COSTUMES. DAMIEN WAS A SKEL-
ETON -- HE'D PAINTED BONES ON A BLACK LEOTARD -- AND SAL WAS A CAT.

AND | WAS THE KING OF THE FLIES.
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THEY KEPT MAKING OUT, HANDS ALL
OVER EACH OTHER, AND | COULDN'T
TELL IF SAL HAD ALREADY FORGOTTEN
WHAT HAPPENED BETWEEN US OR
IF SHE WAS JUST COVERING UP.

EITHER WAY, | WAS SICK OF IT. SICK
OF THE SKELETON AND CAT FOOLING
AROUND IN MY REAR VIEW MIRROR.

SICK OF BEING KING OF THE FLIES.
SICK OF THE WHOLE FUCKING
HALLOWEEN TRIP. SO | HIT THE
PEDAL TO BLOW OFF SOME STEAM
AND THAT'S WHEN DAMIEN YELLED
STOP, WE'RE THERE.

WE WERE WASTED. DAMIEN WANTED

| WAS GETTING HARD AND WHEN

TO TAKE PICTURES OF US WEARING
OUR MASKS. SAL SAT ON MY LAP.
| COULD FEEL THE WARMTH OF
HER THROUGH MY PANTS,
RADIATING UP INTO MY BELLY.

| ASKED HER WHY THE FUCK SHE
WAS STILL WITH THAT ASSHOLE,
SHE STARTED TEASING ME AND
WOULDN'T STOP THE WHOLE TIME
DAMIEN WAS TAKING PICTURES. JUST
A FEW INCHES AWAY FROM US!
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AFTER THEY LEFT, THE SKY OPENED
UP AND IT WAS FALL. JUST LIKE
THAT. UNDER MY MASK, MY HEAD

WAS BURNING.

THE FOLLOWING EVENING, | WENT TO PICK UP SAL AND DAMIEN. MY MOTHER HAD

LET ME BORROW HER CAR AND WE WERE CRACKING UP, THINKING ABOUT THE
POOR BASTARDS WHO HAD TO TAKE THE BUS, WEARING THEIR LAME COSTUMES.

IT WAS POURING. SAL ASKED ME
WHY | WAS DRIVING SO FAST.
| SAID | WANTED TO MAKE SURE
| NAILED GENE KELLY, AND SHE
AND DAMIEN LAUGHED LIKE FOOLS.

ACTUALLY, WE WEREN'T THERE YET,
BUT THE REST OF THE WAY WAS ON
FOOT. IT WAS GOOD TO GET OUT OF
THE CAR. IT CALMED ME DOWN SOME.
THE RAIN WAS LETTING UP AND
THE AIR HAD MELLOWED.

THERE WAS A FIELD TO CROSS. |
HADN'T TAKEN ANYTHING BEFORE WE
LEFT SO | KNOCKED BACK THREE
PILLS TO MAKE UP FOR IT.

LITTLE BY LITTLE, THE COUNTRYSIDE
WAS FILLING UP WITH PEOPLE. SOME

HAD FLASHLIGHTS AND THEY LOOKED
LIKE A MOVING CONSTELLATION.

| TOLD DAMIEN NEXT TIME WE'D
BRING GUNS, STAKE OUT ON A HILL
AND KNOCK OFF THOSE WALKING

STARS ONE BY ONE, JUST FOR KICKS.

COOL, DAMIEN SAID.




AND THEN HE WENT AND TRIPPED
ONE OF THE FLASHLIGHT GUYS,
AND THE VAMPIRE-COWBOY
DID A FACE PLANT IN A PUDDLE.
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PEOPLE THOUGHT WE WERE TOGETHER. THE COWBOY TURNED

HIS FACE TOWARD DAMIEN, WHINING ABOUT HIS STUPID COSTUME.

| STARTED LAUGHING, AND SAL AND
DAMIEN JOINED IN. | TOLD
SAL | LOVED HER.

AND STILL LAUGHING | TOLD DAMIEN | WAS JEALOUS AND THAT
THE SECOND HIS BACK WAS TURNED | WAS GONNA SCREW HER, JUST 50

SHE'D SEE WHAT A GOOD FUCK WAS REALLY LIKE. HA! HA! HA!

DAMIEN LET LOOSE WITH
A FLURRY OF KICKS.

| WAS STARTING TO PEAK. THOUGHTS
WERE POURING IN LIKE MAD AND IT
WAS EXCITING TO BE IN THE DARK,

NEXT TO A CRAZY FUCK LIKE DAMIEN.

WHEN THE COWBOY STOPPED
MOVING, DAMIEN PICKED UP HIS
HAT AND JUST WALKED ON LIKE

NOTHING HAD HAPPENED.

THE RAIN HAD STOPPED. | HADN'T
FELT THIS GREAT IN A LONG
WHILE. IT WAS AS IF MY BRAIN
WAS BEING INFLATED WITH
A BICYCLE PUMP.

| FELT LIKE IT WAS GROWING
INSIDE MY FLY-HEAD
AND ABOUT TO BURST.

AND | WANTED IT TO HAPPEN. | WANTED
My BRAIN TO EXPLODE, TO SPLATTER
ALL OVER THE FIELDS AND MEADOWS.

TRY IT AND I'LL CUT OFF YOUR PRICK! HA! HA! HA! AND WE FED
EACH OTHER PILLS -- IT'S SOMETHING WE WOULD DO, FOR
THE SURPRISE OF IT -- ME TO SAL, AND SAL TO DAMIEN.

AND DAMIEN TO ME, PRESSING MY
TONGUE HARD ENOUGH TO CUT IT
-- THE NEXT BEST THING TO RIPPING
IT OUT. THE CAPSULE TORE OPEN.

AT THAT POINT WE WERE COMING
UP ON A BARN PACKED WITH
PEOPLE DANCING. SAL AND DAMIEN
WENT TO JOIN THEM. | SPAT OUT
THE REMAINS OF THE CAPSULE.
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THEY WERE COATED WITH BLOOD.
STUPID ASSHOLE, | THOUGHT. LET HIM
KEEP THE BITCH, WHAT THE HELL DO
| CARE! IT'S NOT LIKE THERE WAS A
SHORTAGE OF GIRLS AT THE PARTY.
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MY FEET WERE FREEZING. THEY
WERE SOAKED AND | WAS STARING
AT THEM LIKE A MORON. | WAS
COMING DOWN.
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WHEN | LOOKED BACK UP, | SAW THREE COWBOYS GO BY, INCLUDING
THE ONE DAMIEN HAD FUCKED UP. THEY DIDN'T EVEN NOTICE ME.

THEY WERE LOOKING FOR A SKELE- THERE WERE WOODS ON THE OTHER WE FELL ALL OVER EACH OTHER. ONE WITH THE HEAD OF A FLY.
TON, NOT A FLY. | RAN OVER TO SIDE. A PINE FOREST. THE BRANCHES AND THEN, WELL, THE BEST WAY |
THE DANCERS TO WARN DAMIEN. WERE THICK AND LOW AND THE CAN DESCRIBE IT IS, WE WENT
. GROUND BENEATH WAS NEARLY DRY. AT IT LIKE TWO DOGS IN HEAT.

WE DIDN'T HAVE TO GO ANY FARTHER.

| SWEAR | MEANT TO WARN HIM,
BUT | BUMPED INTO SAL FIRST AND
WHEN | OPENED MY MOUTH WHAT
CAME OUT WAS, DID SHE WANT TO
PO IT RIGHT THEN AND THERE.

SHE SAID SURE, BUT IF DAMIEN
GETS PISSED OFF, YOU'RE ON
YOUR OWN. | SAID HE DIDN'T

SCARE ME ONE LITTLE BIT.

BEHIND HER, THE COWBOYS SAL TOLD ME TO FUCK HER THAT'S WHEN | SAW THEM.. AND DAMIEN RUNNING ACROSS THE

WERE CLOSING IN ON HIM. WITH THE HEAD ON. CRAZY SHIT. THREE SPOTS BURNING THROUGH ROAD TO GET AWAY FROM THEM.
N 1 - AT ONE POINT, | EVEN GOT THE PINE NEEDLES, AND PRETTY g s

TANGLED UP IN THE BRANCHES. SOON A COWBOY BEHIND EACH ONE.

WE RAN OUT OF THE BARN BLINDLY, THE MOON WAS LIGHTING UP
INTO THE FIELD. | WAS HOLDING THE COUNTRYSIDE. A BREEZE HAD
HER HAND. SWEPT THE CLOUDS AWAY. A WARM

BREEZE. SUMMER WAS PLAYING
ITS LAST CARD FOR US.
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HE WAS OUT OF MY LINE OF
SIGHT WHEN THE CAR NAILED
HIM -- SOME DRUNK DRIVER
WITH HIS HEADLIGHTS OFF.

S

I>=>

ALL THAT WAS LEFT WAS THREE
COWBOYS WITH THEIR FLASHLIGHTS. |
FREED MY HEAD FROM THE BRANCHES
AND FINISHED WHAT I'D STARTED.




