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YOU HAVEN’T 

TALKED TO ME ALL DAY. WHY ARE 

YOU SO MEAN?

STOP TALKING 

TO ME! I CAN’T GET 

ANYTHING DONE!

I MEAN IT! 

GO AWAY!

YOU’RE 

BACK! DID YOU 

MISS ME?
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I HATE BACK-TO-SCHOOL SALES. 

THEY’RE SO DEPRESSING. ALL THESE BRAND-NEW 

NOTEBOOKS AND LAME PLAID CLOTHING AND SHINY LUNCHBOXES, 

ALL OF THEM CHEAP PROPS IN THE TRAGEDY THAT IS 

THE AMERICAN EDUCATION SYSTEM.
THIS STAR 

WARS LUNCHBOX 

IS COOL.
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I SHOULDN’T HAVE TO 

BUY CANDY FOR THOSE BRATS. 

IF THEY WANT CANDY SO BAD, WHY 

DON’T THEY JUST GO TO THE 

STORE AND GET SOME?

WELL MAYBE 

THEY DON’T HAVE THE MONEY 

OR CAN’T DRIVE… 

WHY ARE YOU 

MAKING EXCUSES FOR THE 

LITTLE BASTARDS?!!
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I’M NOT SURE ROASTING 

THIS TOFU TURKEY-SCULPTURE YOU 

MADE WAS SUCH A GOOD IDEA.

SOME LUCKY 

TURKEY SOMEWHERE 

THINKS IT WAS!

 BUT IT SORT OF 

CONGEALED ON THIS SIDE, AND IT 

APPEARS TO BE SWEATING... 

I SPENT 

HOURS 

CARVING THOSE 

FAUX-DRUMSTICKS, 

YOU COULD AT 

LEAST BE 

SUPPORTIVE! 

JEEZ!
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IT’S CHRISTMAS EVE, AND I 

STILL HAVEN’T PICKED OUT A PRESENT FOR 

MY GIRLFRIEND – AN EMOTIONALLY LOADED CONSUMER 

CHOICE THAT, FOR HER, WILL DEFINE THE STATUS OF OUR 

RELATIONSHIP HENCEFORTH. I’M PARALYZED, I CAN’T 

THINK STRAIGHT… HELP… help…
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I CAN’T BELIEVE 

I’VE LIVED WITH THIS TOTAL CHAOS 

FOR SO LONG!

IT’S JUST A 

SOCK DRAWER, CHIEF – GET A 

HOLD OF YOURSELF.
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ME AND MY GIRLFRIEND 

AGREE THAT VALENTINE’S DAY IS 

UTTER BULLSHIT. GOD, SHE’S 

PERFECT FOR ME!

STILL, I’M SENSITIVE 

ENOUGH TO SUSPECT THAT A SMALL 

PART OF HER WOULD BE DELIGHTED AT THE SIGHT 

OF A HEART-SHAPED BOX OF CHOCOLATES, EVEN 

THOUGH SHE’S LACTOSE INTOLERANT…

BUT SHE’S

 NOT GOING 

TO! THAT 

HEARTLESS 

BITCH!

WOW. I’M 

SO SENSITIVE, 

SHE SHOULD BE 

BUYING~ME 

CHOCOLATES. 

ME
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LOOK, TREE, I KNOW CHARLIE BROWN 

MIGHT TRY TO REASON WITH YOU, BUT FORGET 

ABOUT IT! I’M NOT SOME KIND OF WISHY WASHY 

PUSHOVER, AND IF YOU THINK I’M GONNA GROVEL, 

YOU’VE GOT ANOTHER THING COMING! IN FACT, 

KEEP THE DAMN KITE! YOU CAN’T USE IT, YOU 

DIPSHIT! YOU DON’T HAVE ANY ARMS!
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FLOWERS ARE SO 

NICE. TOO BAD THE MOONIES 

HAD TO GO AND SPOIL THEM FOR 

THE REST OF US.
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LOOK, DON’T GO AND 

BRING THE JOLLY GREEN GIANT INTO 

THIS, BECAUSE HE OFFENDS ME ON SO MANY 

DIFFERENT LEVELS, I DON’T EVEN 

KNOW WHERE TO BEGIN…
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I CAN’T BELIEVE 

I’M PARTICIPATING 

IN THIS ARCANE PAEAN 

TO THOSE DEMONIC 

BEHEMOTHS, CHURCH 

AND STATE! IT’S LIKE

 A BAD DREAM… 

MAYBE IT~IS 

A BAD DREAM!

COULD YOU, UM, PINCH ME?

ARE YOU BEING 

ROMANTIC, OR JUST BEING 

AN ASSHOLE?

BETTER 

NOT TELL YOU 

NOW

IS
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 WOW! THAT ONE WAS GREAT!

YEAH, GREAT… WHAT 

BETTER WAY TO CELEBRATE 

THE BIRTH OF A NATION I LOATHE 

THAN TO GO DEAF AND THEN SIT 

IN TRAFFIC FOR 3 HOURS?

COULD YOU 

POSSIBLY SHUT DOWN 

THE CURMUDGEONLY PART 

OF YOUR BRAIN FOR 

JUST AN HOUR?

YOU COULD 

TRY HITTING ME IN 

THE HEAD WITH A BIG ROCK, 

BUT THE REST OF MY 

BRAIN MIGHT GET SHUT 

DOWN WITH IT.

I’M WILLING TO 

TAKE THAT CHANCE.


