
Where the 
fuck did a� these 

demons come 
from?!

They were 
normal a minute 

ago!

And razor 
t�th!

mars.

obviously.

Now they’ve got 
crazy eyes!



They got 
the demons in 

them, dude!

What’s 
ha�ening?
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You some 
sort of n�b, 

or what?



S��!

Weird 
a�ent.

Welcome to 
America!

...Dirk.

I 
n�d those 

hats. 

I just 
came here from 

Warsaw.

Name’s 
Jones.



I was 
just trying to 
se� them some 

hats.

Man, 
ain’t that the 

truth.

I’m a 
haberdasher.

We�, if it’s 
a sex thing, forget 

I asked.

And you 
never expected 

to be a�acked by 
demons?

Sure, 
I saw it, but I 

just pretended 
to get it, you 

know?

So what’s 
with a� the 

hats?

Why 
would I?

Didn’t 
you s  
this?



Sorta.

Listen, 
Drake--

My 
American 

name is Dirk 
Dirkson.

--Dirk.

We	, I 
don’t know how 
they do things in 
Warsaw, but this 

is America. 

And 
in America, 

snitches get 
stitches.

My whole 
life’s savings 
were tied up in 

those hats!
Like 

Gu i hats and 
stu­?

Where did 
these demons 
come from?!

So what, do I report 
this demon a�ack 
to the police or 

something?



Hey, everywhere’s 
got their problems. “Ever since I was a young boy in co�unist Poland, I 

dreamed of the fr�dom--the endle� o�ortunity--of 
America! To come here was my greatest dream in life.”

Didn’t you 
forget about

 that when Poland 
sto�ed being 

co�unist?

Obviously 
I didn’t!

How could this 
country--the greatest 

country in the 
world--be infested 

with demons?!

We�, 
that’s on you, 
dude. Don’t go 
blaming the 

U.S. of A.



How 
do I fight 

it?!

Like 
what’s its 
weakne�?

Don’t s	m 
to like head 

trauma.

fight it?

Ru�ing
 fast in the other 

direction, man!

They go�a 
be weak against 

something!



Holy shit, 
dude! You’re a 

fucking demon
 wa�ior!

Now...
let’s go get 

my hats.


