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the horseman
HAD BEEN
RiDiNG FOR

days, BUT his
QUARRY kept
eluding him.

his mount wAS
exhausted AND

about to
COLLAPSE

ANY MiNUTE.
THE HORSEMAN,

HOWEVER,
KEPT pressing
the animal on

WiTHOUT MERCY.

THEN HE sensed
SOMETHiNG...

DRYFOOT!

THE bastard
WAS CLOSE!

THE mount, too, SENSED
DRYFOOT'S PRESENCE,

and UNDERNEATH
THE HORSEMAN, THE

ANiMAL'S SiDES
QUiVERED WiTH FEAR.

but HE
FORCED
HiS WiLL
UPON

THE nag.

SOON he came
upon THE BODY...



THiS MAN COULD NOT
HAVE BEEN DEAD LONG.
DRYFOOT MUST STiLL
BE CLOSE. iF ONLY
HE COULD

WHO--?

DROP

MY GOD, iT'S FRAYLEE! HE HAS
EATEN HiM, SHERiFF OXNER!

DAMN NiGGER! I
DON'T CARE WHETHER YOU
HOODOO-MONKEYS EAT
YOUR OWN PEOPLE --

-- BUT
THiS WAS
A MAN!

THE
HORSEMAN
SMiLED.

HEY, boy!

GET AWAY
FROM THAT

MAN!

Now!

iRON.

YOUR



SHERiFF,
LOOK!

FRAYLEE
STiLL

HAS MEAT
CLiNGiNG
TO HiS
TEETH!

HE HAS EATEN HiMSELF!

MOTHERfucking
COCKSUCKER! YOU
FORCED HiM TO EAT
HiS OWN FLESH!

TAKE the boy!

SATURDAY.

SATURDAY WHAT?
JOHN SATURDAY?
SATURDAY BLACK?
SATURDAY SHiT?!?

BARON
SATURDAY.

OH... A
BARON we

ARE?

WELL, SQUiRE
MAN-EATER, I'LL

HAVE YOUR NOBLE
ARSE FOR THiS!

YOU aRE mistaken, SHERiFF.
I DiD not KiLL THiS MAN.

THiS iSN'T HiS FiRST ViCTiM, AND I AM
SURE HE iS STiLL iN THE AREA. I CAN--

WHAT'S YOUR
NAME, BOY?

ACTUALLY, I AM
SEARCHiNG FOR THE VERY 

cULPRiT THAT iS RESPONSiBLE
FOR THiS ATROCiTY.



HE'S GOiNG
FOR the GUN!

STOP
HiM!

YOU DON'T
UNDERSTAND.

I’M
ON YOUR

SiDE!

I’M TRYiNG TO--

Let go
of me, YOU

FOOLS!

oh my god!
his EYES!

look at
his EYES!



A chill SERPENT OF dread
CREPT DOWN THE MEN'S
SPiNES, AND THEY FELT
LiKE THEY HAD TOUCHED
SOMETHiNG cold in the

dark, something breathing
and strangely dry...

SOMETHiNG OLD...

THiS MAN HAD NOT
BEEN A MAN AT ALL!

BUT THANK GOD,
HE WAS DEAD...

BUT WHEN
THE MEN

BENT DOWN
TO PiCK UP
THE BODY,
MACKENZiE

iRONS
NOTiCED...

HiS EYES!

THEY’RE
ALL REG’LAR

AGAiN!

BURN
THE

BUCK! I DON'T
WANT

ANYTHiNG
LEFT OF

HiM WHEN
YOU'RE

FiNiSHED!



CURSE THE THiNGS
THE BOOZE CAN DO
TO A MAN'S BODY!

THE SHERiFF TOLD HiS
DAMN HAND TO TAKE THE
DAMN BOTTLE AND POUR

HiM ANOTHER DAMN DRiNK.

HE REACHED FOR THE BOTTLE TO
POUR HiMSELF ANOTHER DRiNK.

BUT before he EVEN touchED
it,  the sheriff’s hand froze.

iT HAD TAKEN THEM A LONG TIME.

AS THE WHiSKEY SETTLED
wARM iN HiS GUT, THE
SHERiFF FELT HiMSELF
GRADUALLY GETTiNG

CALMER, GETTiNG EASiER.

WHEN SHERiFF CARL OXNER GOT HOME LATE
THAT EVENiNG, HE FELT WEARY AND TAUT. THEY HAD BURNED THE

CORPSE OUT ON
WAGENKNECHT'S RANGE.



"KEEP TO YOUR SEAT, YOU son
of a bitch!" HE TOLD HiS BODY.

"JESUS!"
THE SHERiFF

GASPED.
"WHAT HAS
HAPPENED
TO ME?"

BUT HiS
MOUTH

REMAiNED
SiLENT.

SHERiFF OXNER
ROARED LiKE A

DRUNKEN COWHAND
PACKED iN A CELL

TO DRY OUT.

HE THREW HiMSELF
AGAiNST THE BARS.
HE KEPT DRUMMiNG
AGAiNST THE COLD,

dank WALLS UNTiL HiS
FiSTS WERE BLEEDiNG.

"LET ME
OUT OF

HERE!" HE
YELLED
WiTH A
HOARSE
TONGUE.

"LET ME
OUT OF
HERE!"

BUT THE DUNGEON
REMAiNED SiLENT iN THE

FACE OF HiS PLiGHT.

AND THE
SHERiFF

COULD ONLY
WATCH iN
iMPOTENT

DESPAiR AS...

"HEY!" THE SHERiFF SCREAMED
AT HiS HAND AS, unbidden, it
RAiSED itself TO HiS EYES.

"WHAT aRE
YOU DOiNG?"
HE demanded.

BUT NOt a SOUND CAME OVER HiS LiPS.





no.

I NEED
YOU TO BE
ABLE TO
WALK.

SATURDAY!

thanks for
exposing the

tendons.

hello,
dryfoot!



YOU
WON'T GET ME,

BARON!

I
ALREADY

GOT
YOU!

STAY HERE,
DRYFOOT!

you can’t
get out of
that fat
carcass
anymore!



AFTER
THAT...

WE
WiLL
SEE.

YOU KNOW WHAT
HAPPENS iF I KiLL YOU iN A
BODY YOU ARE BOUND TO.

YOU WiLL
STAY iNSiDE
THiS BODY
UNTiL iT
ROTS!

WHAT NOW,
BARON?

NOW YOU
WiLL BiND
YOUR ARM.

WE DON'T
WANT YOU BLEEDing

TO DEATH, NOW,
DO WE?

AND THEN
I'M GOiNG TO

TAKE YOU HOME
WHERE WE CAN
KEEP AN EYE

ON YOU.

DON'T FORCE
ME TO DO THAT,

BROTHER!



HOWEVER, I WOULDN'T
EAT THiS FLESH iF I WAS

YOU. iT will have to last
you for a while.

THE SHERiFF
SCREAMED: "WHAT'S
GOiNG ON HERE?
WHAT HAVE YOU
DONE TO ME?"

THE
SHERiFF

SCREAMED:
"HELP!"

BUT
NOBODY
HEARD
HiM.

THE SHERiFF
KEPT SCREAMING.

THE END

now come,
dryfoot.


