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Before this 
I was working to 

stop this Mayan corn 
cult who had been 

gaining more and more 
control of the world 

food industry since 
the 60’s.  

They worship this 
pinche Quientiunix whose 
instructions before his 
last death were to cover 

the earth in corn.

They got it into 
everything: Sugars, 

animal feed, 
prophylactics, fuel, 

glue, make-up…
everything.

Corn on the 
cosmetics.



You guys have 
the good, corn-

free stuff.

Bueno.

Yeah, Pete’s 
all about eating the 

local grown, demon-
exorcised MXG and 

nano machine 
free shit.

What do they 
gain from all the 
corn planted in 

everything?

Quientiunix was 
reincarnated off the coast 
of China nine months ago. 

His cult had a compound and 
were all set to corn-anate 
him so he could mind rule 

anyone who had enough corn 
in their system.

When the demon 
king ran all through 
the Qinghai province 

it killed the baby 
Quientiunix.

One problem 
subtracts 
another.

’Freed up my 
plans. I’ve been fishing 
more and doing more 

trips like this.



So…you’re a 
cat master.

I am.

Oven 
mitt?

Top left 
drawer. What kind of 

thing were you doing 
before Mudd rounded 
you up to fight the 

big squid thing 
downtown?

The demon 
king?

Sure.

Me and my 
Bellamy cat were 

on a camel train in 
the Sahara, looking 

for the hidden 
city of Me.

Mudd Asstral 
projected himself 

through the back of 
a camel and invited 

us here.

I’ve 
never been 

to Me.

This is my 
first time in 

King city.



You should 
see the Ever-
blades while 
you’re here. Dangerous?

Oh yeah.

How old 
is this 

hummus?

I think it’s 
from the guy 
who lived here 

before.

I’m going 
to go get some 
new Hummus.

Do you have 
any exorcism 

salt?



Sahib.



My see monkey 
can see your 

deepest desires 
and make them 

reality.

For a 
price.



Joe.

Joe, 
it’s Max.

Max, my 
boyfriend, 

he went to a 
clinic and…

And they 
took him.

Shit.

Wait 
here.

I’ll be 
back.



Shit. 
Now what?

I can’t 
help Mudd 
and help 

Anna.

Help her… 

Save her 
boyfriend…

Shit. 

Mudd 
sees so 
good.

Whatever.

He spits. 



Jumps.

And beats 
it to the 
ground.

Hey 
Mudd.

Your friend 
seems 
upset.

Yeah.

She needs help 
saving her boy-

friend and...

He 
points 

up.

I remember 
when he’d do this 

on the farm.
 

I keep looking 
him in the eye.


