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Ron?sc;g.cm& TOURNAL .
OCTOBER I2ZTH, /985.:

DOG CARCASS |In ALLeY

THIS MORNING, TIRE TREOD
OoN BURST STOMACH . THIS «°

CITY |5 AFRAID OF me.
I Have seen ITS
TRUE FOcCe. ».

THEY HOD a cHolce,

OLL OF THeM. THeY couLo @

Have FoLLoweD (N THe

FOOTSTEPS OF GOOD Men (g

LiIK@ MY FOTHER ,
GE Dregmoenf

| pecent men , \
wWHO BeLleveD
inapavs .,
WORK FOR O
pav's pay.

THE STREeTS are exTenpep
CUTTERS AND THE GUTTEeRrRS
are FLILL OF BLOOD anp
WHen THe DRAINS FINnaLLy
SCOB Oover, ALL THe ’
e VERMIN WILL
OROWN.

INSTE0D THeY FoLLoweD
THE DROPPINGS OF LECHERS
anpt cCOomMmunisTsS anp
eIoN'T ReaLize THAT
THe TRAOIL Leb over
Q PRecCIPICe UNTIL

IT W& TOO

THE OCCUMULOTED FILTH
OF GLL THEIR. 8eX anb
MURDER WILL FOOM (P ABOUT
THEIK WAlSTS anbd OLL THe
WHORES ARND POLITICIGNS
WILL LOOK UP anp
SHOUT "save us!/n,,

WwOND TLL *
LOOK DOWN
ONd WHIGPER

Ll no_ﬂ ~
f .

NOW THE WHOLE \ggm.o :
STANDS ON THEe BRINKK,
STORING DOWN (ATO
BLOODY HeLL,aLL THOSe
LIBERAOLS ahD
InNTeLLecTuaLs «

anp sm ‘




WHAT DO

WELL, LOOKS
YOU THINK <

LIKE SOMEONE
BROKE IN BY
BUSTIN' THIS
ook

OWN .

YEAH . POOR &UY .

Y'KNOW , T ALWAYS
WONDER .. DO YOU
THINK YOU BLACK |
OuT BEFDRE YOU /

FRANKLY, T
CON'T NEED TO

HIT THE 5I10EWALK, |
OR WHAT ? A

THAT WOULD
TAKE EITHER
TWD 6UYS OR ONE
GUY ON SERIOUS PRUGS,
BECAUSE THE DOOR HA
A CHAIN I:AQT‘ENED
ON THE INSIDE.

WHAT , You
MEAN APART
FROM BEING

HMM. T SAW

THE 80DY, AN' "NO...T MEAN THIS GUY, THI=

EBLAKE GUY, THE OCCUPANT
wHE HAD MUSCLES LIKE
A WEIGHTLIFTER .

" WHICH MEANS THAT THE
OCCUPANT WAS HOME
WHEN |T HAPPENED. "

YEAH, WELL ,
LOOKS LIKE HE
LOST MAYEBE IT
WAS A COUPLE
OF GUYS AND
THEY TUST

OVERPOWERED [

r MAYEBE .
THE DATA

WE HAVE
SUGLESTS
HE'Ss BEEN
POING SOME
SORT OF
OVERSEAS
DIPLOMATIC

EUY HIS AGE,

HE WAS (N
TERRIFIC
SHAPE. A

"LOTTA CLASSY EXPENSE-
ACCOUNT LIVING. MAYRE
GOT SOFT."

HE JTUST

f 4

"HE WOULD HAVE
PUT UP sOME

KINDA CIGHT,
I'M CERTAIN."

- ———

HEY | THE
GuUY HE'S
SLHAKIN '
HANDS WITH

HE DON'T
LOOK TOO
SOFT IN THIS
PHO ]
WONDER HOW




THAT'D BE {

"WEY 50 T /8 WELL,LISTEN, REAL FUNNY 2 A
BETWEEN YOU ANDME , T IF WE HAD LITTLE MONEY
THINK WE cAN RULE MM ANY BETTER || GOT STOLEN ,

OUT AS A SUSPECT. LEADS TO BUT NO WAY

e THIS A

i STRAIGHT
BURGLARY ...

[

"A JOB LIKE
THIS TUST ISN'T L
HISs STYLE." B

.- Y=

(4

"SOMEBODY REALLY HA
ITIN FOR THIS gUY . "
i V2 <7 Fi v

i

Zoid

WELL ,IF THIS

1 MEAN , HOW AMAYBE HE Ly — N

DID HE GO TRIPPED B ‘I THINK YOU'D HAVE [ | | EDwWARD BLAKE

OUTTA THE AGAINST N TO BE THROWN . " \ WAS AS BiIG AS YOU
| N\ SAY HE WAS , THEN

WINDOW ? T el
1 PR L ] B ONE 6UY WOULD
\ NEVER LIFT HIM , &0
WE'RE TALKING TWO
ASSAILANTS

FORGET
IT.THAT'S STRONG - ! \
GLAGS, M\AN. YOU TRIP . FLOOR,
AGAINST T, EVEN A [ - . PLEASE.
BlG 6UY LIKE THAT, :
IT PON'T BREAK .

"GROUND FLOOR
COMIN' LUP.




S0 LOOK ,
YOoU HAVEN'T
ANSWERED MY
QUESTION ...
1S THIS A
BURGLARY,
OR DO WE
LOOK FOR
SOME OTHER

AT
CoOULD TUST
HAVE BEEN
A BURGLARY
o MAYBE A
BUNCH'A
KNOT-TOPS
ON KT-285 OR
‘LULIPES ...

MOTIVE ?

" WELL, WHAT S Ay
WE LET THIS ONE _ |
| DROP OUT OF S/GHT 7"

| 'RORSLHACH NEVER ,

| RETIRED, EVEN AFTER [N
HIM AND HIS BUDDIES
FELL OUTTA 6RACE . £

WL D

"'RORSCHACH'S STILL
OUT THERE SOMEWHERE "

N ONE

"YOU KNOW HOW IT 16 ,,A LOT
OF CRAZY THINGS HAPPEN
IN A CITY THIE SIZE.

"THEY DON'T ALL

.’ NEED MOTIVES " Y
'.W " 4,"/:.//;

E;/ Yy

T DUNND. T THINK
YOU TAKE THIS VIGILANTE
STUFF TOD SERI LY .
SINCE THE KEENE ACT
WAS PASSED IN '77,
| ONLY THE SOVERNMENT-
\ SPONSORED WEIRDOS
\ ARE ACTIVE.

HE'S CRAZIER Y WEGOT A

THAN A SNAKE'S | COZY LITTLE
ARMPIT AND HOMICIDE

WANTED ON HERE. IF HE

TWO COUNTS HETS INVOLVED,
MURDER WE'LL BEU

TO OUR BUTTS
IN CORPSES...

I'm SAYING LET'S
NOT RAISE TOD
MUCH PUST OVER
THIS ONE. WE DON'T
NEED ANY MASKED
AVENGERSE CETTING
INTERESTED AND
CUTTING IN

FOLLOW
T UP
DISCREETLY,
SURE .
BUT IN
PUBLIC..

SCREW THEM.
WHAT ABOUT
A RORGCHACH?

3

S i Y

UH,
NOTHING
wmITUSTA

SHIVER

MUST BE
GETTIN' A
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(reated by ALAN MOORE writer &
DAVE GIBBONS illustrator & letterer
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THERE T WAS IN
THE SUPERMARKET
BUYIN' O FOR
OU PHANTOM HERE , T
TURN THE CORNER OF
THI;E AISLE AND WiqdaMm !
BUMP INTO THE
SCREAMING
SkKULL '’

YOU KNOwW BETTER

THAN THAT. THESE

5£TUEDA NIGHT

8 gk‘: SESSIONS

ARE WHAT KEEPS
ME BOING .

HOW coUuLD
I FORGET .
LANGUASBE | THANKS FOR
THIS IS THE ANOTHER
LEFT HOOK GREAT NIGHT,
THAT FLOORED HOLLIS .
CAPTAIN AXiS, B TAKE CAR
REMEMEBER ? OF YOUR-

SELF.

UH, HOLLIS, TfOU , SURE. LOST
LISTEN .. TRACK 0'THE
IT'e ALMOST TIME THERE ,
MIDNIGHT. TALKIN' 'BouU

I OUGHTTA ALI..:;FHATFDLD

YOU MUSTA
BEEN BORED

o4, I
PUT HIM AWAY
A DOZEN TIMES
IN THE ([

HE RCMED
N' TURNED TO
7

MARRIED , GOT
TWO KIDS..

Y'KNOW , IT WAS A
OLD RETIRED GUYS CRYIN' SHAME THEY PUT
GOTTA STICK

You zouuas-rens ouT 1O
TOGETHER. \ | GRASS IN'T77. YOU WERE
= A BETTER MITE OWL
THAN I EVER WAS,

/ | =l
THAT'S BULLSHIT, BUT
THANKS ANYIVAY.
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UH .., THAT
1S, NO! NO,
OF CourRsE
I DON'T

UH ...
YOU WANT
ME TO HEAT
THOSE LIP
FOR YOU OR
ANYTHING,,?

THIS LITTLE Y

STAIN, 15 THAT

BEAN TUICE,
or .7

EDME-, UH,LISTEN, MAYEBE

BODY WE COULD TALK ABOUT

d THIS DOWN IN AY WORK-
SHOP. T FEEL KINDA

SR\ EXPOSED UP HERE .

———

ALSO
THAT WAY
YOU CANM USE
THE HIDDEN
REAR EXIT.

HOW
HAVE You
EBEEMN
KEEPING ?

b TAKE
A LODK
AT THIS

INVESTIGCATED A
ROUTINE LHOMICICE.,
VIETIM nNAMED
EPWARD BLAKE .
FOUND THE
COSTUME IN

THAT'S
RiGHT .

COMEDIAN .
BLOOD
TOO .

SOMEBODY
THEEW HIM OUT
OF A WINCOW .

) .u"f.. ‘

> W e
e NG

UH, YOU HAVEN'T
BEEN POWN HERE
FOR A WHILE v\




WELL, Y'KNOW. MIGHT [T T U‘:Z-T
Eﬁmes;r COM oHAVE BEE AN
AND &IT DO INARY 8L/ LARY ORDINAR Y
HERE FOR A . oR mmewwe MAYEE BURGLAR?
gg-r THERE DO \ THE KILLER DIDN'T KiLL THE RIpICULOUS.
EEM MUCH POINT | | KNOW WHO COMEDIAN ?
SINCE T RETIRED. D BLAKE WAS.. g

7 MEDIAN WAS
A“ﬁ? F'O% FORTY

T HEARD HE'D BEEN
WORKING FOR THE

YEARS . MEN MAKE
A LOT OF ENEMIES

6LJE§5 SOVER, MENrswé;g e

(T 77 CKING OV o

T | MARXIST REPUBLICS | | T IN THAT TIME.
IN AMERI, ‘

_ Lis? N8
ity A

WERE BEOTH

MINUTEMEN,
WHEN BLAKE LD MAN. |F
Wwas s(xTEEN TUST AN
AND MAF

WAS THE T

L AITE OWL .




WELL , THE

TUNNEL
BRINES
You ouT
IN A
WARE -
HOUGE

YES. T
REMEMEER.
ﬁégﬂéé%
COME H,
c’{""; TEN .
BACK WHEN

WHATEVER
HAPPENED

TO THEM?




RORSECHACH'S TOURNAL. OCTOBER ISTH, 1985,

-

SLEPT ALL DAy . awoKkenh oT
437 . LAnpLADY coMPLAINING
ABOUT smeLL . sHe Has
FIive CHILDRENn BY

FIV@ DIFFerenT

FOTHERS, T

amMm sUrRe sHe

cHeoTs On

WeLFare.

& {"'
i

THE DUSK REeks OF
FOoRnICOTION anb "
Bap consciences. ;

BeneartH meé , THI& aAwWFLUIL
CITY, IT SCREAMS Like
an dBaTToIR FULL

OF ReTORDED
cHiLDREen .

new York.

on FrIiDOY .

NIGHT , &
=) comepian
piep in

hew YOrRK .

I geLieve T sHaLL *
Toake Wy exerclise.

SOMeBoDY ,
KNOWS
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FINE !

o AND T'M, AND T'W,

AND T'M GLAD

RORSCHACH !
HAR HAR HOW
YA POIN',

FELLA?

&Y WENT
SIDEWALK
DiIviING , ERIDAY
NIGHT. T DON'T
THINK HE WasS
ALONE WHEN IT
HAPPENED.

ANAME WAS
EPWARD
BLAKE.

FRIEND
OF MINE.




H-HEY ' HEY, I
DIDN'T MEAN

2

ANYTHING...
THE APPLE

TOO LONG

EDWARD
BLAKE ?

PLEASE WE
PON'T KNOW..,

AW,
E0P, MAN,
LEAVE HIM

FIRST VISIT OF evening
FRUITLESS. NOBODY Knew

ANYTHING. FeeL sLicH
DerPRessep.

THIS CITY |5
PYING oF
LOoEBles. IS
THEe BesTTI o«
can o To
wiPe ROnooMm
FLeCks OF
FOOM FROM
ITS LIPS ?

L

TLY

« AND
HIS INDEX
FINGER.

hever pDesPalR.
never sUrRrenber .

I Leave THE HUMaN

COCKROOCHES TO DISCUSS

THGIR HeroINn anp CHILD

PORHMOGROPHY. T HAvE

BUSIhess eLsewHere,

WITH O BETTeR cLoss
OF PersON. ,




THE
COMEDIAN
DEAD?

You WEKRE -
. ALWAYS SUPPOSED
'-|' TO BE WORLD'S Yoo/
I SMARTEST MAN, TELL

vEIDT.

;

I NEVER
CLAIMED TD

BE ANYBODY HAVE BEEN A

SPEC/AL POLITICAL
RORSCHACH. T KILLING 7
JUST HAVE MAYEBE THE

SOME OVER-

ENTHUSIASTIC SOVIETS -

p\ , NEYER
i1 CASHED
.(_: IN ON His

REPLITATION .

PREIBERG AMERICA HAS

sAID sSAME DR. MANHATTAN.

THING. PON'T = REDS HAVE BEEN
55&,‘15 VE RUNNING SCARED

SINCE &5. THEY'D
NEVER DARE

I THINK WE'VE
SO0T A MASK-

NOT NECESSARILY

THE COMED AN
HAD PLENTY OF
OTHER POLITICAL
ENEMIES TO
CHOOSE FROM,
EVEN OIS~
COUNTING THE
RUSS|ANS.,,

E
MAN WAS
PRACTICALLY
A NAZT

NEVER
EECAME A
PROSTITUTE.

NEVER SET
UP A COMPANY
SELLING
POSTERS AND
DIET BoOKS

AND TOY (F THAT

SOLDIERS MAKES Hin A
BASED ON NAZI, YOU MIGHT
HIMEELFE. As WELL CALL

ME A NAZH,
TO0 .




RORSCHACH... NOEBODY

RETIRED ME .
<4 T CHOSE Tp

I QRUIT ADVEN -
KNOW WE TURING AND GO

EVEN '.":'C‘ ¢
YOU'RE BEING

STRIKE MADE
UNFAIR

A\ THE KEENE ACT
T\ NECESSARY.

YES. 6000 W T cAME HERE TO
TMING. | WABN YOU ABOUT
THE MASK - K ILLER .
S0 YOU DION'T END
P SMARTEST MAN

IN THE MORGLIE .

WORSE THINGS
™ EﬂiD (e




DT \

RORECHACH'S TOURNAL .
OCTOBER I3TH /985. 8.30 PM.-

> MILITAR
RE

e
rn

A

e
| FEAVMERS -

THE FIRST

NITE OWL RUNS
on OUTO -
_ePOIR
SHOP.

THE FIRST
SILK SPECTRE
160 BLOATED,
QG ING WHORE
DYIRG IN A
CAOLIFORNIAN
REST RESORT.

COFPTAIN

METRDPOLIS WOS

pecapiTaTep
In A Car CROSH
} BACK IN '74

oNnLyY TWO Nnames
remMaining on
My LIST.
. EOTH sHORE
PrRIVOTE
QUORTERS OT
ROCkerFrelLLer
MILITORY
RESCARCH
. cenTter

MEeTING WITH VvIDT LeFT
BApD TasTe IN MOUTH. He IS
POMPERED anD DecarenT
EEeTRAY NG even His own
SHOLLOW , LIBERAL .
AFFecTaTIONnS.

POSSIBLY

¥ Homosexual?

TO INVeSTIGOATE
FURTHER.

THE SilHoueTTe
RETIRED N
DisgRAcCe ;
MURDEreD SIX
weeks LaTer
BY O MINOR
ADVERSORY
sSeexngG
revence.

| DOLLOR BILL
| 60T @HOT .
HOoDeD
JusTIce
wenT

I SHAOLL 60 anb TelLlL
THE INDESTRUCTIBLE
MAN THAT soveone
PLONS TO MUEDER
. HIM . .,

DREIBERE QS BOD.
A ELOBBY FaILURE
WHO S1Ts WHIMPERING
IN HI& BasemenT. -

’.

WHY ORE 20
FEWOF US
LeFT acTive
HeaLTHy anb
WITHOUT
PERSONALITY
DiIsORDERE 7

THE COMmeDian

B000
EVENING,
RORSCHACH .




\/ soop
EVENING, DR.
MANHATTAN . &

WHAT ARE YOU

DOING HERE,

RORSCHALH 7

THIS 1= A
GOVERNMENT

BASE AND T

HEAR YOU'RE
WANTED BY THE

POLICE.
TJUPITER.

= g )

«.
A
I |
p v
g

. {;5 ."
B iy

P
’ .
_ ,*95. Jﬁn'-';‘;xp’ 5 5 o 5 s\

Fn

THAT'S
:gsPEGZYK.
"TUPITER" WAS
JUeT A NAME
Y MOTHER
ASSUMED
ECAUSE SHE
PN'T WANT
ANYOMNE TO
KNOW SHE WAS
POLISH.

YOU HAVEN'T
ANSWERED MY
QUEBTION . |

APOLOGIES.

BOTH
BRiNG BAD
NEWS.

COMEDIAN
5 DEAD.




GOD KNOWS I'M
NOT MY MOTHER'S
B/66EST
ADMIRER, RUT
SOME THINGS
SHOULDN'T
HAPPEN TO
ANYEBODY.

I UNDER-

STAND THE
lLA. & -

HE LIBYANS
THEwERE

ANY WAY

T COULDN'T
HAVE HAPPENED '
TO ANICER
PERSON.

BLAKE WAS
A BASTARD
HE WaS A

HE TRIED TO
RAPE MY MOTHER

BACK WHEN THEY

WERE BOTH
MINUTEMEN ?

:

!

2 CRONCH
CRONCH ¢

IT'M NOT HERE
TO SPECULATE
ON THE MORAL
LAPSES DF MEN

wHO DIED IN
THE IR COUNTRY'S

SERVICE. I

CAME TO
WaRAL,,

MONSTER. Y KNOW

FE AND TH
UN% U%NTIFIA E TS.
WHY SHOULD T CONCERNED 7

S0 You
SPPORT THE
ALLESATIONS
MADE IN HOLLIS
MASON'S BOOK
CONCECNING
BLAKE?

RAPE s A 5
MORAL LAPSE :
YOoU ENOW HE
BROKE HER
RIBS 7 YOU
KNOW HE
ALMOST
CHOKED
HER 2




SPENT A
LOT OF TIME

NOT
LEAVING
BEFORE

g 3 o T BELIEVE
L IHAT TAN, | SOMEONE 15
AND DREIBERS MAS L ED
AND I INTEND

ADVENTLIRERS,
TO WarN YOU J POSSIBLY

SOME OLD

FOE WITH A
GRUPGE. T

BELIEVE...

ISap I
THINK YOU




YEAL . T T DON'T LIKE

TJUST DON'T THE WAY HE
LikKE SMELLS OR THAT

RFORSCHACH. g HORRIBLE MOND-

HE's S/CkK TONE VOICE OR
510K INSIDE ANY THING
HIS MIND R

i SOONER

. THE POLICE

PUT HIM
AWAY , THE

I WAS JTUST Y I JUsT ot YOU KNOW,
THINKING THAT FEEL COOPED | B RORSCHACH
I MUST BE REALLY WP SOME- MENTIONED DAN
EPGY TOLETA | TIMES. MAYEE DREIBERG . WE
MASEO0T LIKE I COULD USE HAVEN'T SEEN

RORSCHACH A NIBGHT
ouT

DAN IN

OF COURSE THAT'S HELLO, DAN ? 97 seeaT. LisTEN, | |/ THaT's -/ TON 70U, YEAH,
NOT. FASCIN~- LAUR I JUusT TERRIFIC. YEAH , TON'S IN
LAURI REMEMEBERED PRETTY 600D
TUSPECZYK. I HADN'T SEEN SHAPE.
I'D JTOIN I'sa FINE YOU IN AGES
YOU, BUT T THINIK How ARE J1 AND WONDERED
I'M CLOSE TO YOU ? fi IF WE COULD
LOCATING A GLUIND, HAVE DINAMER

\

WHICH WOoULD
COMPLETELY VALIDATE
SUPERSYMMWN

THEORY |F WE
COULD INCLUDPE

T IN THE

BEsTIARY

SOMETIME

-

WELL HOW

ABOUT TON/IGHT

RAFAELS AT
qQ:307

L Ty
T
8 |
.

s

o=




L\ Wl -~

" ERDA N B

- - - {

1] Bl

onN FRIDAY NIEHT, iy SOMEONE THREW HIM 1y
a conmepian Dlep | OUT OF o WINDOW an
N New YOorRK. e wHen He HIT THe '
. o / spewalLk His Heap
wae priven ue
INTO Hie
STOMOCH.

nosopY
cOoRres BUT
me. -

=
YA vl

aRre THey ek . BecaUSE THERE IS 600D . OND THERE (S
RIGHT IS T - anp THere |s eviL, anD SO LITTLE TIME . .
FUTILE 7 “ S00N THERE eviL MUST BE PUNISHED. :
- wiLL Be wWoe. even In THe Face oF
MILLIONS WILL ORMAGepDOoN T SHALL
BURH. MILLIONS NOT COMPROMISE
WILL PErRIisH IN 11N THIS.
Slckness anp N .
Mmisery. [ BUT THERE
3\ : gre s Many
e | = DeserVvING OF
WHY DOES ReTRIBUTION,,,
il one DeaTH i
MAaTTER
QAcAIN&eT
S0 many ?

A S TR E TR

R
h N

gz \




IT'e BEEN
WELL , A GREAT
I GUESS ITS EVENING ,
GETTING LAURIE. YOU'RE
PRETTY SRS Eou
T LET ME

LATE.
ik (P THE
TAB 7

ol LT TLE
£‘Exr T

214

SO

AND THE NECELINE

GOING DOWN TO

MY NAVEL ? 60D,

THAT WAS S0
DPREADELIL. .

Y KNOW , WHEN T
THINK BACK .., WHY DID WE

DO IT7 WHY DID WE pRESS H .

LP LIKE THAT ?

P THE KEENE

YEAH.
YOU'RE
PROBABLY
RIGHT.

ACT WAS THE
BEST THING
THAT EVER
HAPPENED

TO US.

NOT REALLY .
IT'S TUST THAT

UH .. 1S
EVERYTHING
OKKAY WITH
YOU AND TON ? )l

IT'S JUST I KEEP THINKING
YI'M THIRTY-FIVE. WHAT
HAVE T DONE 7"

MOTHER WANTED
ME TO !




HEY E
REMEM ER
THAT GUY 7
THE ONE WHO
PRETENDED TO
BE A SUPER-
VILLAIN S0 HE
COULD GET
BEATEN
A P

WHAT%’E 2
HAPP
TO HiM ?

NED B AND R

YOU'RE TELLING
AN
CAPTAIN
CARNAGE .
LA A HA !
HE WAS ONE
FOR THE
00KsS .

T CAUGHT HIM
COMJMZ ouT oF

I DIDN'T KNOW
WHAT His
RACKET

WAS,

WELh ¢

HE PULL.ED IT
ON Ro SCHACH

ORSCHALH

Daoano HiAA
OWKN AN
ELEVQT‘GR

THAT ISsN'T
FLNNY.
HA HA HA

HA HA !

THE
COMED|AN
S DEAD.

ME ' T REMEMBER,

THIS TEWELERS .

I START
H.f'r“rw(s
Himt AND T
THINK "TEEZ!
HE'® BREATHIN'
FUNNY ! DOES
HE HAVE _
ASTHMA?

HAINO, T
5u€55 TS

HE TRIED
THAT WITH ME DO\
ME ,ONLY IO | THE 5TREET
HEA.ép ABOUT i
HiMm, 80 I JUST
V\-"b‘lhl";ED
AWAY g_-..x-‘-vm...: /
"PUNIBH AME '
T'AM SAYING
"WO! E'l':
LosT!

AULIHUHUA ...

JEEZ,
Y ENOW, THAT
FELT &OoOD
THERE DON'T
SEEMTD BE &0
MANY LALIGHS
AROUND
THESE
pDAVYS,




UNDER THE HOOD

he lady who works in the grocery store at the corn my block is called Denise,

and she’s one of America’s great unpublished novelists. Over the years she’s writ-

ten forty-two romantic novels, none of which have ever reached the bookstores. I,

however, have been fortunate enough to hear the plots of the last twenty-seven of

these recounted in installments by the authoress herself every time I drop by the
store for a jar of coffee or can of beans, and my respect for Denise’s literary prowess knows no
bounds. So, naturally enough, when I found myself faced with the daunting task of actually
starting the book you now hold in your hands, it was Denise I turned to for advice.

“Listen,” I said. “I don’t know from writing a book. I have all this stuff in my head that
want to get down, but what do I write about first? Where do I begin?”

Without looking up from the boxes of detergent to which she was fixing price tags, Denise
graciously delivered up a pearl of her accumulated wisdom in a voice of bored but benign
condescension. '

“Start off with the saddest thing you can think of and get the audience’s sympathies on
your side. After that, believe me, it's a walk.”

Thank you, Denise. This book is dedicated to you, because I don’t know how to choose
between all the other people I should be dedicating it to.

The saddest thing I can think of is “The Ride of the Valkyries” Every time I hear it I get
depressed and start wondering about the lot of humanity and the unfairness of life and all those
other things that you think about at three in the morning when your digestion won't let you
sleep. Now, I realize that nobody else on the planet has to brush away a tear when they hear
that particular stirring refrain, but that’s because they don’t know about Moe Vernon.

When my father upped and left my Granddad’s farm in Montana to bring his family to
New York, Moe Vernon was the man he worked for. Vernon’s Auto Repairs was just off
Seventh Avenue, and although it was only 1928 when Dad started working there, there was
just about enough trade for his wages to keep me and Mom and my sister Liantha in food and
clothing. Dad was always really keen and enthusiastic about his work, and I used to think it
was just because he had a thing about cars, Looking back, I can see it was more than that. It
must have meant so much to him, just to have a job and be able to support his family. He'd had
a lot of arguments with his father about coming east rather than taking over the farm, like the
old man had planned for him, and most of the rows had ended with my grandfather predicting
poverty and moral ruination for my dad and mom if they so much as set foot in New York. To
be living the life that he himself had chosen and keeping his family above the poverty line in
spite of his father’s warnings must have meant more to my dad than anything in the world, but
that's something I only understand now, with hindsight. Back then, I just thought he was crazy
for crankshafts.

Anyway, I was twelve years old when we left Montana, so during those next few years in
the big city I was just the age to appreciate the occasional trips to the auto shop with my dad,
which is where I first set eyes on Moe Vernon, his employer.

Moe Vernon was a man around fifty-five or so, and he had one of those old New York
faces that you don'’t see anymore. It's funny, but certain faces seem to go in and out of style. You
look at old photographs and everybody has a certain look to them, almost as if they’re related.
Look at pictures from ten years later and you can see that there’s a new kind of face starting to
predominate, and that the old faces are fading away and vanishing, never to be seen again.
Moe Vernon’s face was like that: three chins, a wiseacre cynical curl to his lower lip, a certain

hollowness around the eyes, hair retreating back across his head, attempting a rendezvous
with the label on his shirt collar.
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Vernons Auto Repair c. 1928. (left to right) My father; myself, age 21; Moe Vernon; Fred Motz.

I'd go into the shop with my dad and Moe would be sitting there in his office, which had
glass sides so he could watch the men working. Sometimes, if my father wanted to check
something out with Moe before going ahead with his work, he'd send me over to the office to do
it for him, which meant that I got to see the insides of Moe's inner sanctum. Or rather, I got to
hear them.

You see, Moe was an opera buff. He had one of the new gramophones over in the corner
of his office and all day he used to play scratchy old seventy-eight recordings of his favorites just
as loud as he could manage. By today’s standard, “as loud as he could manage” didn’t amount
to a whole lot of noise, but it sounded pretty cacophonous back in 1930, when things were
generally quieter.

The other thing that was peculiar about Moe was his sense of humor, as represented by all
the stuff he used to keep in the top right side drawer of his desk.

In that drawer, amongst a mess of rubber bands and paper clips and receipts and stuff,
Moe had one of the largest collections of tasteless novelty items that I had seen up until that
point or have seen at any time since. They were all risqué little toys and gadgets that Moe had
picked up from gag shops or on visits to Coney Island, but it was the sheer range of them that
was overwhelming: every cheap blue gimmick that you can remember your dad bringing
home when he'd been out drinking with the boys and embarrassing your mom with; every
ballpoint pen with a girl on the side whose swimsuit vanished when you turned it upside down;
every salt and pepper crewet set shaped like a woman's breasts; every plastic dog mess. Moe
had the works. Every time anybody went into his office he'd try to startle them by displaying
his latest plaything. Actually, it used to shock my dad more than it did me. I don't think he liked
the idea of his son being exposed to that kind of stuff, probably because of all the moral
warnings my grandfather had impressed upon him. For my part, I wasn't offended and I even
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found it kind of funny. Not the things themselves...even by then I was too old to get much
amusement out of stuff like that. What I found funny was that for no apparent reason, a grown
man should have a desk drawer full of such ludicrous devices.

Anyway, one day in 1933, a little after my seventeenth birthday, I was over at Vernon's
Auto Repairs with Dad, helping him poke around in the oily innards of a busted-up Ford.
Moe was in his office, and although we didn't find out till later, he was sitting wearing an
artificial foam rubber set of realistically painted lady’s bosoms, with which he hoped to get a
few laughs from the guy who brought him the morning mail through from the front office
when it arrived. While he waited, he was listening to Wagner.

The mail arrived in due course, and the guy handing it over managed to raise a dutiful
chuckle at Moe’s generous cleavage before leaving him to open and peruse the morning’s
missives. Amongst these (again, as we found out later) there was a letter from Moe's wife
Beatrice, informing him that for the past two years she'd been sleeping with Fred Motz, the
senior and most trusted mechanic employed at Vernon's Auto Repairs, who, unusually, hadn’t
shown up for work on that particular morning. This, according to the concluding paragraphs
of the letter, was because Beatrice had taken all the money out of the joint account she shared
with her husband and had departed with Fred for Tijuana.

The first anyone in the workshop knew about this was when the door of Moe's office
slammed open and the startlingly loud and crackling rendition of “Ride of the Valkyries®
blasted out from within. Framed in the doorway with tears in his eyes and the crumpled letter
in his hand, Moe stood dramatically with all eyes turned towards him. He was still wearing the
set of artificial breasts. Almost inaudible above the rising strains of Wagner swelling behind
him, he spoke, with so much hurt and outrage and offended dignity fighting for possession of
his voice that the end result was almost toneless.

“Fred Motz has had carnal knowledge of my wife Beatrice for the past two years”

He stood there in the wake of his announcement, the tears rolling down over his multiple
chins to soak into the pink foam rubber of his bosom, making tiny sounds in his chest and
throat that were trampled under the hooves of the Valkyries and lost forever.

And everybody started laughing.

I don't know what it was. We could see
he was crying, but it was just something in the
toneless way he'd said it, standing there wear-
ing a pair of false breasts with all that crash-
ing, triumphant music soaring all around
him. None of us could help it, laughing at
him like that. My dad and I were both dou-
bled up and the other guys slaving over the
nearby cars were wiping tears from their eyes
and smearing their faces with oil in the proc-
ess. Moe just looked at us all for a minute and
then went back into his office and closed the
door. A moment or two later the Wagner
stopped with an ugly scraping noise as Moe
snatched the needle from the groove of the
gramophone record, and after that there was
silence.

About half an hour passed before some-
one went in to apologize on behalf of every-
body and to see if Moe was all right. Moe
accepted the apology and said that he was
fine. Apparently he was sitting there at his

I graduate from Police Academy (1938)

desk, breasts now discarded, getting on with
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normal routine paperwork as if nothing had happened.

That night, he sent everybody home early. Then, running a tube from the exhaust of one
of the shop’s more operational vehicles in through the car’s window, he started up the engine
and drifted off into a final, bitter sleep amongst the carbon monoxide fumes. His brother took
over the business and even eventually reemployed Fred Motz as chief mechanic.

And that's why “The Ride of the Valkyries” is the saddest thing I can think of, even though
it's somebody else’s tragedy rather than my own. I was there and I laughed along with all the
rest and I guess that makes it part of my story too.

Now, if Denise’s theory is correct, I should have your full sympathy and the rest will be a
walk. So maybe it’s safe to tell you about all the stuff you probably bought this book to read
about. Maybe it’s safe to tell you why I'm crazier than Moe Vernon ever was. I didn't have a
drawer full of erotic novelties, but I guess I had my own individual quirks. And although I've
never worn a set of false bosoms in my life, I've stood there dressed in something just as
strange, with tears in my eyes while people died laughing.

I1.

By 1939 I was twenty-three years old and had taken a job on the New York City police
force. I've never really examined until now just why I should have chosen that particular
career, but I guess it came as a result of a number of things. Foremost amongst these was
probably my grandfather.

Even though I resented the old man for the amount of guilt and pressure and recrimina-
tion he'd subjected my dad to, I suppose that the simple fact of spending the first twelve years of
my life living in my grandfather’s proximity had indelibly stamped a certain set of moral
values and conditions upon me. I was never so extreme in my beliefs concerning God, the
family, and the flag as my father’s father was, but if I look at myself today I can see basic
notions of decency that were passed down direct from him to me. His name was Hollis
Wordsworth Mason, and perhaps because my parents had flattered the old man by naming
me after him, he always took a special concern over my upbringing and moral instruction.
One of the things that he took great pains to impress upon me was that country folk were
morally healthier than city folk and that cities were just cesspools into which all the world’s
dishonesty and greed and lust and godlessness drained and was left to fester unhindered.
Obviously, as I got older and came to realize just how much drunkenness and domestic vio-
lence and child abuse was hidden behind the neighborly facade of some of these lonely Mon-
tana farmhouses, I understood that my grandfather’s appraisal had been a little one-sided.
Nevertheless, some of the things that I saw in the city during my first few years here filled me
with a sort of ethical revulsion that I couldn’t shake off. To some degree, I still can't.

The pimps, the pornographers, the protection artists. The landlords who set dogs on
their elderly tenants when they wanted them out to make way for more lucrative custom. The
old men who touched little children and the callous young rapists who were barely old enough
to shave. I saw these people all around me and I'd feel sick in my gut at the world and what it
was becoming. Worse, there were times when I'd upset my dad and mom by loudly wishing I
was back in Montana. Despite everything, I wished no such thing, but sometimes I'd be mad
at them and it seemed like the best way to hurt them, to reawaken all those old doubts and
worries and sleeping dogs of guilt. I'm sorry I did it now, and I wish I could have told them that
while they were alive. I wish I could have told them that they were right in bringing me to the
city, that they did the right thing by me. I wish I could have let them know that. Their lives
would have been so much easier.
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When the gap between the
world of the city and the world
my grandfather had presented to
me as right and good became too
wide and depressing to tolerate,
I'd turn to my other great love,
which was pulp adventure fic-
tion. Despite the fact that Hollis
Mason Senior would have had
] nothing but scorn and loathing
for all of those violent and garish
magazines, there was a sort of
prevailing morality in them that
I'm sure he would have
responded to. The world of Doc
Savage and The Shadow was one
of absolute values, where what
was good was never in the slight-

Masked adventurers make the front page. (New York Gazette, St c_ioubt and where what was
October 14th, 1938) Note artist’s impression of evil inevitably suffered some fit-

“The Hooded Vigilante” ting punishment. The notion of
good and justice espoused by

Lamont Cranston with his slouch hat and blazing automatics seemed a long way from that of
the fierce and taciturn old man I remembered sitting up alone into the Montana night with no
company save his bible, but I can't help feeling that if the two had ever met they'd have found
something to talk about. For my part, all those brilliant and resourceful sleuths and heroes
offered a glimpse of a perfect world where morality worked the way it was meant to. Nobody in
Doc Savage’s world ever killed themselves except thwarted kamikaze assassins or enemy spies
with cyanide capsules. Which world would you rather live in, if you had the choice?

Answering that question, I suppose, was what led me to become a cop. It was also what
led me to later become something more than a cop. Bear that in mind and I think the rest of
this narrative will be easier to swallow. I know people always have trouble understanding just
what brings a person to behave the way that I and people like me behave, what makes us do the
sort of things we do. I can't answer for anybody else, and I suspect that all our answers would
be different anyway, but in my case it's fairly straightforward: I like the idea of adventure, and I
feel bad unless I'm doing good. I've heard all the psychologists’ theories, and I've heard all the
jokes and the rumors and the innuendo, but what it comes down to for me is that I dressed up
like an owl and fought crime because it was fun and because it needed doing and because I
goddam felt like it.

Okay. There it is. I've said it. I dressed up. As an owl. And fought crime. Perhaps you
begin to see why I half expect this summary of my career to raise more laughs than poor
cuckolded Moe Vernon with his foam teats and his Wagner could ever hope to have done.

For me, it all started in 1938, the year when they invented the super-hero. I was too old
for comic books when the first issue of ACTION COMICS came out, or at least too old to read
them in public without souring my promotion chances, but I noticed a lot of the little kids on
my beat reading it and couldn't resist asking one of them if I could glance through it. I figured
if anybody saw me I could put it all down to keeping a good relationship with the youth of the
community.

There was a lot of stuff in that first issue. There were detective yarns and stories about
magicians whose names I can't remember, but from the moment I set eyes on it I only had eyes
for the Superman story. Here was something that presented the basic morality of the pulps
without all their darkness and ambiguity. The atmosphere of the horrific and faintly sinister
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that hung around the Shadow was nowhere to be seen in the bright primary colors of Super-
man’s world, and there was no hint of the repressed sex-urge which had sometimes been
apparent in the pulps, to my discomfort and embarrassment. I'd never been entirely sure what
Lamont Cranston was up to with Margo Lane, but I'd bet it was nowhere near as innocent and
wholesome as Clark Kent's relationship with her namesake Lois. Of course, all of these old
characters are gone and forgotten now, but I'm willing to bet that there are at least a few older
readers out there who will remember enough to know what I'm talking about. Anyway, suffice
it to say that I read that story through about eight times before giving it back to the complain-
ing kid that I'd snitched it from.

It set off a lot of things I'd forgotten about, deep inside me, and kicked all those old
fantasies that I'd had when I was thirteen or fourteen back into gear: The prettiest girl in the
class would be attacked by bullies, and I'd be there to beat them off, but when she offered to
kiss me as a reward, I'd refuse. Gangsters would kidnap my math teacher, Miss Albertine, and
I'd track them down and kill them one by one until she was free, and then she'd break off her
engagement with my sarcastic English teacher, Mr. Richardson, because she'd fallen hope-
lessly in love with her grim-faced and silent fourteen-year-old savior. All of this stuff came
flooding back as I stood there gawking at the hijacked comic book, and even though I laughed
at myself for having entertained such transparent juvenile fantasies, I didn't laugh as hard as
might have done. Not half as hard as I'd laughed at Moe Vernon, for example.

Anyway, although I'd occasionally manage to trick some unsuspecting tyke into lending
me his most recent issue of the funnybook in question and then spend the rest of the day
leaping tall buildings inside my head, my fantasies were to remain as fantasies until I opened a
newspaper in the autumn of that same year and found that the super-heroes had escaped from
their four-color world and invaded the plain, factual black and white of the headlines.

The first news story was simple and unpresupposing enough, but it shared enough ele-
ments with those fictions that were closest to my heart to make me notice it and file it in my
memory for future reference. It concerned an attempted assault and robbery that had taken
place in Queens, New York. A man and his girlfriend, walking home after a night at the
theater, had been set upon by a gang of three men armed with guns. After relieving the couple
of their valuables, the gang has started to beat and physically abuse the young man while
threatening to indecently assault his girlfriend. At this point, the crime had been interrupted
by a figure “Who dropped into the alleyway from above with something over his face” and
proceeded to disarm the three attackers before beating them with such severity that all three
required hospital treatment and that one subsequently lost the use of both legs as a result of a
spinal injury. The witnesses’ recounting of the event was confused and contradictory, but there
was still something in the story that gave me a tingle of recognition. And then, a week later, it
happened again.

Reportage on this second instance was more detailed. A supermarket stick-up had been
prevented thanks to the intervention of “A tall man, built like a wrestler, who wore a black
hood and cape and also wore a noose around his neck " This extraordinary being had crashed
in through the window of the supermarket while the robbery was in progress and attacked the
man responsible with such intensity and savagery that those not disabled immediately were
only too willing to drop their guns and surrender. Connecting this incidence of masked inter-
vention with its predecessor, the papers ran the story under a headline that read simply
“Hooded Justice.” The first masked adventurer outside comic books had been given his name.

Reading and rereading that news item, I knew that I had to be the second. I'd found my
vocation.
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