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Ray. | need you to
drop the qun now
and step out of
the vehicle.

SHERIFF JOE BoB
COATES HAS ALWAYS
LIVED IN FORT LEHANE.
HE's ALWAYS BEEN IN
AMBROSE COUNTY. IT's
ALWAYS BEEN IN HIS
BLOOD. IT's A TEXAS
THING. BUT THE CRIMES
DON'T STOP. AND THEY
DON'T GET EASIER. FOR
SOME REASON... THEY
KEEP GETTING WORSE.
AND WORSE. AND...
WELL. IT's TEXAS. AND
JOE BOB IS TOUGH.
MAYBE HE'S TOUGH
ENOUGH TO FIGHT IT. TO

LAST. IT'S IN HIS BLOOD,

‘Cause no matter what
happens... Good, bad... You stil AFTER ALL.
just gqotta keep wakin’ up. THAT TEXAS BLOOD.
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“Far and away the best work yet from one of the best teams in the history of comics.”

"Easily one of the best comics of the 21st century...
a story that reflects the crooked soul of our times.”

“The woozy, haunted, authentic intensigeof BAD WEEKEND proves conclusively that Ed
Brubaker and Sean Phillips are one of the best creative teams in the world right now.”
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too busy puttin’ my blood,
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gettin’ on in
years and
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well, well, well.
Your answer to
everything.

And they tell ya you'll get older
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Damn it, Joe...
s just too
damn hot in
this house.
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with his rough-hewn, yet uniquely delicate voice,
masculine yet boyish appeal (he sometimes looks
like he literally walked off a football field, which is
why Cukor made him take ballet before The Marrying
Kind) Ray always exuded a different kind of mystery
within his normalcy. An ex-Frogman who fought
in Iwo Jima, Ray often looked like he was hiding
something — something nice. That inside he had the
soul of a poet or artist -- a man of depth beyond what
would be expected of his tough exterior. And perhaps
being nice in a nasty world is a curse. And requires
toughness. Appropriately, in Nightfall he's a nice
artist. He's really gonna struggle.

And against Brian Keith, Ray's artistic vulnerability
really rises to the surface. Like Ray, Keith feels so
real and new school/ old school (if that makes sense).
His delivery manages to be both distracted and pithy
rather than rat-a-tat. And he's so agreeable here that
the sweeter side of Ray works like Keith's catnip. But
he's a meanie. A funny meanie. When he humorously
claims that Red's homicidal kicks stem from his lack
of childhood play (“When Red was a kid they didn't
have enough playgrounds. He's sort of an adult
delinquent.") he's both revelatory and teasing. All of
his banter towards Red is cleverly berating: "The top
of your head never closed up when you were a kid.
Neither did your mouth."

Cracking wise with Red, the two spar like men fixing
to off each other, but who are quite simply, getting on
each other's nerves (I wondered if the Coens saw this
movie before making Fargo). They talk and argue and
Keith is all oddly sexy, fatherly menace, and Bond is
like some giggling terrifying clown, but darker fates
await them. Silent snow, secret snow.

There's so much here — pitting an older doctor and
his younger, artist friend against two thugs — one a
grinning eager beaver, violence-lusting psychopathic
creep and the other, a cool-as-a-cucumber, clever
crook whose relaxed manner makes you almost wish
he was your friend. (He's a murderer — so not a good
idea). It features a chic fashion show with Bancroft
as a "mannequin” followed by a cuddly rural bus
ride where Anne and Aldo express mutual romantic
feelings — she rises to his whiskers — and they are
exceptionally romantic together. There's ruthless
violence committed against good Samaritans mixed
with quippy one liners and deliciously dark humor. In

short, Nightfallis a trip. And a literal trip for Vanning
fated to be the wrong man. Aw, but, again, he's a nice
guy. The world is mean.

This wild, almost ridiculous fate was something
Tourneur excelled at. It was practically encoded in
his DNA - a result of real-life trauma. Based on the
oddball, mean spirited treatment at the hands of
his filmmaker father, Tourneur developed a dark
sense of the absurd. As written in John Wakemen's
"Film Directors Vol. 1 1890-1946" Tourneur believed
that the childhood he endured - one of “grotesque
punishment" lay at the root of his cinematic
obsessions. Relating that he was sent to a poor school
and teased unmercifully for his square suspenders,
Tourneau said: "I think this is what prompted me to
introduce comic touches into the dramatic moments
of my films... Mixing fear and the ridiculous can be
very exciting."

Indeed, they can. There's a scene in the car during
which Red can't wait to torture a terrified Vanning.
John and Red keep talking about how Vanning is
"tough." vanning keeps saying he can't talk. John
says, "Well, that's because you're tough. And after we
get you when you're not so tough anymore, you're
gonna tell us, you'll say anything we want you to
say." Vanning answers, "I'm not trying to get hurt, if
I knew, I'd tell ya."

John: That's in the hearts and flowers department.
Red: You know where that'll get ya!

John: Nowhere.

Vanning: We'll all be nowhere.

Red: He's too tough, John, a lot too tough, what do you
say, John?

John: I say he's too tough.

Vanning: I'm not tough, I'm scared stiff.

Vanning is scared stiff. But he's got to appear tough,
or rather firm. But Red keeps going — he delivers
part of the fate that Vanning (again, a sensitive artist)
must face in the movie. Red, all smiles, can't wait to
torture, and he sinisterly and bizarrely sings: “The
tougher they are the more fun they are, tra-la."

I can practically hear Tourneur giggling along with
that and being horrified. And Aldo Ray embodying
Tourneur's past. And maybe his own. “Tra-la."
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“Mixing fear and the ridiculous can be very exciting."
-- Jacques Tourneur

Nightfall is a work of striking juxtapositions of
tone and spirit that, by picture end, feels like an
unforgettable, weirdly disarming person -- you're
charmed, discombobulated, slightly disturbed -
you're not sure what to make of it all — in a good way —
in a great way. That's director Jacques Tourneur and
his beauteous beasts here (Aldo Ray, Anne Bancroft,
Brian Keith, Rudy Bond). From cat to zombie to
Mitchum to a demon in the tree to Aldo in the snow,
Tourneur casts a spell and you'll find yourself falling
in love —a kind of dreamy, demented love.

The love begins from the first frame. It opens with
Aldo Ray at a newsstand — why is this so lovely? Not
sure. But then night starts to fall — the lights buzz on
as he peruses newspapers from different states, and
he's startled by that harsh light. Something's eating
this young man but at this point, we don't know
why (we'll find out). We're just intrigued by him, his
surroundings, what he's looking for, why he's looking
at these papers. And then in that night we see a neon
lit Los Angeles jungle shimmering in the blackness —
Hollywood haunts like Miceli's, Firefly, and Musso &
Frank light the sky — the picture almost luxuriates in
it — both romantic and eerie. And from that blackness,
the movie will eventually find itself into blinding
whiteness — much further away — within the snow of
the foreboding Wyoming Wilderness — but right now
it's Los Angeles.

Adapted by Stirling Silliphant from David Goodis's
1947 novel and exquisitely shot by Burnett Guffey
(who also lensed Nicholas Ray's In a Lonely Place
and Arthur Penn's Bonnie and Clyde, as well as other
magnificent movies) the picture ingeniously weaves
a convoluted story, blistering violence, existential
angst, naturalistic acting, and gentle romanticism
without ever feeling forced. And as stated earlier —
it's very funny — something Tourneur (who directed,
among other splendid pictures, Cat People, I Walked
with a Zombie, Night of the Demon, Out of the Past)
seems to have intended. Even the theme song, though
romantic, seems a bit funny (Al Hibler crooning
"Nightfaaaaall...and you!" — a tune that could grace a
Ross Hunter production easily). It works in this gritty
milieu. Why not? Somehow it echoes Tourneur's own
sly sense of humor.

The story is structured much like Out of the Past, with
our hero, Rayburn Vanning (Ray) relating his waking
nightmare to a woman. In this instance that lovely
lady, Marie Gardner (Bancroft), isn't all innocent (who
is?) but she means well. Pulling a damsel-in-distress
act for the benefit of two thugs' intent on jumping
Ray, she sets up the poor guy, thinking these jerks
are police officers. Vanning's then accosted by Red
(Bond) and John (Keith) and hauled off to a deserted
oil derrick. An unsettling yet amusing scene, with a
strangely cordial, yet terrifying conversation occurs
in the car — no matter he's set to be tortured. The
thugs want to know where that money's hidden
(more on that too), something Vanning continually
clams up about. But Vanning escapes, finds his way to
Marie's apartment and tells her about the convoluted
predicament that's left him understandably freaked
out.

And, god, what a mess poor innocent Vanning is in.
Here's part of it: While on a camping/hunting trip in
Jackson Hole, Wyoming with best friend Dr. Edward
Gurston (Frank Albertson) Vanning has a rather
sticky discussion about Doc's much younger wife
(whom we learn later has a thing for Vanning and sent
him letters saying so). Conversation is cut short when
a car crashes off an embankment and out emerge two
shady characters (Red and John), worse for wear but
jacked up on crooked adrenaline. They need help.
Doc fixes John's arm, and soon realizes they're now
unlucky witnesses — these men just robbed a bank
— and then, shockingly, Doc is shot dead. Vanning is
left injured as the crooks blaze off. But the crooks
make an enormous almost metaphorical mistake
— they grab the doctor's bag instead of their loot.
Vanning stashes the dough and high-tails it — moving
from town to town under the suspicion that he killed
Doc, and ending up in Los Angeles, where the poor,
sensitive lug is being tailed by insurance investigator
Ben Fraser (James Gregory), who can't see Vanning
committing the crime. He ain't the type.

And as played by Aldo Ray — he really doesn't seem the
type. One of the more striking aspects to Nightfallis its
casting, and the barrel-chested Ray who was a natural
born actor (watch his first and largely unschooled
leading role in George Cukor's The Marrying Kind
and you'll see how immediately gifted the man was
— also in Anthony Mann's brilliant Men in War). Ray
is the consummate good guy in-over-his-head here.
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And so we come to the end of CRUEL SUMMER, and the end of
this volume of CRIMINAL as well. I hope you enjoyed our big

I he S e cret finale, even though we all knew what was coming since issue 1.
° ° And really, since our first book, Coward.
Ingredient is

Anyway, we've had a great time experimenting with the
monthly comic format and trying to create a package every
issue that's worth your time and money... And when we do our
next series, we'll continue that tradition.

And this will certainly not be the end of CRIMINAL. This is actually the longest sustained run of CRIMINAL
we've ever done, these 12 issues, and I'd like to thank all of you — readers and retailers — for supporting it. The
market is still surprisingly hostile to straight crime comics, so I really appreciate that we got to do this book.
And double-thanks to all of you who keep turning your friends onto our books and buying them as presents
for your parents to show them that comics aren't just superheroes.

So... What are we doing next? Another original graphic novel (or OGN in the parlance of our times) in the
same format as MY HEROES HAVE ALWAYS BEEN JUNKIES. This time it's a book called PULP and it is both
a wild west story and a story about a pulp writer in 1930s New York. Sean asked me to write a western and
apparently this is the closest I could get — the tale of an outlaw and the man who writes his stories.

PULP comes out in May and by the time this issue
is out, you should be able to find a preview for it
online. If you're one of our long-time readers you
might have a standing order with your shop for
whatever we put out, but if not then please tell
your local comics retailer you want a copy on
release day. Comics shops usually do not stock a
hardback book as deeply as they do a single issue
of a comic, so if you don't want to have to wait for
a reorder, you have to let them know to set one
aside for you.

Sean and I will be going right from PULP to our
next monthly series in the summer, but we won't
be announcing it yet. It's probably not what anyone
will expect from us, that's all I will say for now.

In our back pages this month, we have a great
new article by Kim Morgan on Jacques Tourneur's
NIGHTFALL with art by Sean, and following that,
we have a preview of Jake's new comic, actually.
The little upstart is taking over the world already.
It's written by Chris Condon and it's out from
Image Comics soon, so keep your eyes peeled and
tell your retailer about it.

Write to us at: criminalcomic@gmail.com and tell us your thoughts on the big finale, and we'll be back in a
few months with PULP.
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Right before he pulls
the trigger, Leo sees
what he’s doing, like

{ he’s watching it from

outside...

He sees the ripples
that will come from
this moment.

The neighbors are in their
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will be here in minutes...

And Tommy Patterson
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