LISSEN, CASSIDY....,
FAINT HISSIN' AN’ CRACKLIN’
OUTSIDE, LIKE TH’ WHOLE
JUNGLE'S ON FIRE/ I'M TRYN’
NOT T'THINK WHAT’LL HAPPEN
WHEN THOSE FLAMES REACH
TH' GAS FUMES SEEPIN’
FROM THIS MINE/

Tum%F ONLY ONE N
CHANCE OF OUR GETTING
OUT OF HERE ALNE.’ FINiSH
LOADING THIS CHEST WITH
ROCK.S, SLINDOWN ./ I'LL START:
BUCKLING THESE STRAPS
S TOGETHER/ o

START IT
3 SWING'NG--- »

OUTSIDE, THE NIGHT SKY GLOWS RED AS
CLAY SANDERSON RETREATS ANEAD OF THE'|.
HUNC'%‘%':W SWEEPING TOWARD Fo& ||




