
North London. Friday 5.50 p.m.

Hampstead, Highgate, Finchley,
Hendon and Muswell Hill rage loud …

in London’s darkness.





Dammit! Why is the last 

drop of the day always  

the awkward one?

If I don’t get  

this there by six…

the boss’ll  

kill me.

Shortcut.

i’ll have to risk the hill.

This dying world? This scared
Planet? These trembling people?

How did we come to this?
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and it’s  

Nearly curfew!

trouble. of course.

How did we come to this? The mistrust? 
The Fear? The terrible voice of God?

Ten minutes or lose  

the whole day’s pay.
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Don’t get involved. 

that’s what dad 

would say.

Help!  

Please,  

help!

but then, 

dad’s dead, 

so…
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Get on!  

Quickly!

Thanks.  

Not many people  

would do that.

Idiot.

Hey, I  

said I was 

grateful.

Not you. Me.  

I’m an idiot. No pay  

for me today. 

what did they  

want with  

you anyway?

thwunk!
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