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FUCKING 
URCHIN!



You think I 
don’t see your 
kind lurking in 
the shadows? 
Going through 

my trash?!? 

I’m 
sorry, 

please! I 
was 

just...!

please sir, 
i’ll never do 

it again!

THE COPS ARE 
gonna put you in a 
hole so deep you’ll 

wish you were 
eating out

of my! Fucking!!

Little rat 
bastard! You 
deserve to be 
kicked to the 

curb!



I just heard 
the hubbub from 
outside and just 
had to see where 

the party was.

I just
caught this 

punk trying to 
steal the food 
right out of my 

children’s 
mouths.

Hel-hello 
there. what 
can I do for 

you fine 
folk?

What’s 
with the 

tears 
kiddo?

All I see is a 
sweet, wittle 

citizen wishing to 
purchase some of 

your wares.



Fucking
trix! Best be 
minding your 

own 
business.

I suppose
we’ll find another 
establishment by 
which to conduct 

our business 
thank you very 

much. 
He’s 

gotta pay 
for…



So… is there a 
smoking gun? Are his hands

covered in spit from 
reaching down the 
throats of your 

offspring?

From plucking
the half-masticated 
sludge directly from

their gullets?

Is this how 
you get your 
kicks baby?!?

How are
you going to 

compete in 
this market?

Haranguing
your dirty, hungry 

looking customers?



the violence of 
empty stomachs.i really hate 

violence.

the violence 
of knowing 

that survival 
is a crime.

the violence of 
words like urchin, 

rat, punk.

the violence
of spending a 
childhood on 

the street.



In fact...come
to think of it. 

You probably see 
that violence 

everyday!

So uhh… 
maybe think 
about that 

the next time 
you see it.

But I know
it ain’t you 

committing that 
violence baby!





Whew.
You gotta be 
more discreet 

with your 
theft, kid.



Why... 
why dud 
you thelp 

me??

I hear
violence and what? 
was I supposed to 

do Nothing?

You OK?
You got a 
place to 

stay?



Listen,
I’ve got a 
little camp 
with some 

friendly faces 
nearby if you 

wanna tag 
along
baby. 

Or you can
sit here doing 
nothing. Up to 
you, I’m not 

your Dad.

We gotta 
get goin’ 
Oswald.



TO BE CONTINUED...

Hey 
wait 
up!

TO BE CONTINUED...TO BE CONTINUED...


