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The way The Simping Detective came to be is: a clown 
raped my puppy.

Okay, fine, I made that up. I could just as easily have 
opened with “Judge Dredd touched me in the showers” 
or “Frazer Irving has congress with otters,” but I figured 
puppies have international appeal. I was doing you a 
favour – sue me.

Look, that’s how these intro gigs work. You start with 
some big dumb eye-catching statement then spend 600 
words justifying its relationship with the masterpiece 
that follows. Before the poor reader knows what’s going-
on they’ve wasted five minutes on a batch of wanky 
anecdotes that culminate in a platitude designed to 
leave them in a contemplative frame of mind. Maybe 
that’s value for money.

The truth is that The Simping Detective came about 
in a disappointingly prosaic fashion, and if you’re 
looking for the sort of book that’ll require you to be in a 
contemplative frame of mind, be aware: this is a story 
about a cowardly know-it-all P.I. who wears an exploding 
rubber nose and has an alien superpredator for a pet. 
Don’t say you weren’t warned.

The first S.D. story – ‘Gumshoe’ – started life among a 
clutch of self-contained one-shots I pitched to the then-
editor of the Megazine – Alan Barnes – under the catchy 
title Mega City Noir. My simple contention was that there 
were so many bad spinoffs from Judge Dredd’s universe 
that I should definitely be allowed to do one too. That 
was as far as the thinking went.

As a man of taste and distinction, Alan gave it the 
nod as soon as he read it. To quibble that it took him 
18 months to do so would be blackguardly of me. To 
further whinge that only two Noir stories ever ran would 
be to foolishly ignore that a rather shallow series was 
saved from anonymity by introducing us to Jack Point 
– simp, private eye, judge – as a fully-formed and oddly

engaging character who, Alan felt, warranted a series 
all of his own. 

To claim all this was intentional would be, well… a lie. The 
only appeal the character held for me when I first dreamt 
him up was that only in Mega City One could you get away 
with dressing like a twat in order to go undercover. On the 
shifting sands of such simple smirkings are the following 
chronicles built.

I forget precisely why Frazer ended-up drawing it, other 
than that he needed cash to pay-off the RSPCA over that 
thing with the otter. Plus, y’know, he’s good. Very good. 

My mental mission-statement with The Simping Detective 
was to cut back on the number of panels on every page 
and insert loads of noir-ish monologues instead. This 
was entirely about slowing the pace and not at all about 
showboating with alliteration and simile. Anyone who 
knows anything about comics will attest that it’s a lot 
harder to keep things flowing when you have bloody great 
splats of text all over the shop, so Frazer’s shown his true 
colours – or at least his true greyscales – by rising to it 
magnificently. He draws good hands, great guns, superb 
monsters… and spectacular women. If this is your first 
time reading these stories, keep the word “floss” in mind 
and wait for DeMarco to appear. You’ll see what I mean.

So here’s Jack, folks. He’s a shifty little sod but his heart’s 
in the right place (right next to his hipflask), and say what 
you like about his fashion sense, he still makes carrot-
shaped cigars look cool. And if you’re reading through 
this intro right now and still waiting for the contemplative 
conclusion, wondering what’s the point…?  Then, hey:

It comes right after the “Jack,” spuggo. 

Stop wasting your time and get on with the story.

Si Spurrier
2007
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DORKS OF WAR



It’s Monday. That, or I died Sunday and woke up in Hell. Either 
way: ‘Ow.’

This hangover, it’s like a tectonic event. It’s like I swallowed a 
diseased volcano and the lava’s congealing down my throat. It’s 
like someone swapped my drokkin’ eyeballs for nailbombs. 

Welcome to Angeltown. If Grud made the Big Meg in six days, 
this is where he puked the morning after. I guess that makes me 
a Public Cleaner. 

Me, I got more layers than a sedimentary onion. I’m an under-
cover Judge posing as an ex-helmet, working as a clapped-out PI 
with a sideline in dressing as an idiot. 

Confused? And my friends ask why I drink too much.
‘Friends’. Ha. Good one.
The name’s Jack Point. Yeah, ‘Point’, as in: ‘Quit it with the 

rambling intro and get to the —’

Monday morning. This being Angeltown, it’s only a matter of 
time before trouble comes calling. And this being Angeltown, 
trouble only comes in one shape. Think hour glass.

Eleven o’clock, a knocking at the door. Feels like my ears are 
bleeding, but I’m a gentleman.

‘It’s open.’
Brunette. Body fit to make a eunuch slash his wrists and a 

priest reach for the KleeniwipesTM. Lips like novelty pillows and 
an ass like plums in oil. A broad like this, she smells like honey 
mixed with heroin. She moves and you’re looking for blurry out-
lines, on account of how no way is she anything but an expensive 
effect.

She’s real. 
‘I need your help, Mr Point.’
It’s a good start. Just so happens my eyes are level with the top 

of her blouse, and I’m trying to think of any words besides ‘Grand 
Canyon’. Cleavage like that, a guy could go bungee-jumping. 

‘It’s about my husband. He’s disappeared.’
And it was going so well.
She says her husband is Oswald Takko, like I should know who 

that is. She says her name’s Maria Takko, and I’m doing my best 
to watch her lips in a listening-to-the-words kinda way, rather 
than the ‘let-me-fetch-a-lollipop’ thing my brain’s churning up.

Turns out this guy, he’s in sewage processing. This guy, he’s 
earned a fortune. He’s the biggest gruddamn shit-stirrer on the 
East side of the Meg.

She sits. She bounces. Bungee jumping, I swear.
She says her husband’s gone AWOL. She says last Friday he 

found a body in the chem-tank, burned to stomm. Figured the 
Jays’d pin it on him. Mrs Takko, she says her husband Got the 
Jitters. She shifts like she’s uncomfortable, and she says he’s a 
tenth-grade screaming kook with zero sex appeal. She says he 

beats her regularly, and what she needs is a Real Man who ain’t 
afraid to show his sensitive side.

Actually, what she says is: ‘He’s a troubled soul, Mr Point ... He 
can’t handle stressful situations.’

... but I’m reading between the lines.
She says she took a photo of the body before he vanished, 

then dumped it back in the ooze. She’s a class act. She says 
she’s trusting me not to tell the Jays, and to find her hus-
band. She hands me the picture like it’s a love note and she 
wets her lips.

‘Find out who did this, Mr Point,’ she says, leaning forward. 
Right about now, I’m glad I don’t have to stand up. ‘Find the real 
murderer, and convince my Bunnykins to come home.’

She looks away, lips pursed, like maybe she’s about to reveal 
some intimate secret, maybe something sleazy. A guy can hope.

‘My husband,’ she says, ‘he ... he simps in his spare time, Mr 
Point. Help him.’

She offers me money. She appeals to my sense of justice. She 
leans over a bit more.

Guess which one sells it.

So I’m en route to the Sector 13 Simping Club when 
the call comes in. 

Role-play. You got a hangover like a PinboingTM game in your 
skull. You’re on a crosstown zoom, makes more noise than a 
radmonkey howling for a mate. You’re surrounded by chavgang-
ers with psychorawk on their We-Pods, and there’s this fem, 
this lump of whalemeat, this Brit-Cit tedium-tourist, shouting 
at her rat’s ass of a husband for not buying a guidebook. Your 
ears are melting like a malfunction at the Snowdomia. Your 
hand’s reaching for the hipflask for the first dose of the day. 
Word of advice:

Turn down the drokking volume on your drokking lump-of-
shit mobile drokking communicator.

It’s my guy from Control. He’s pretty good about taking 
abuse.

He says he ran the ID on Takko I wanted. He says the guy 
served ten years in the Space Corps and came back with more 
metal pinned to his chest than a 46DD robo-doll. He says this 
guy, he’s a gen-yoo-ine hero, turned to simping. 

You see enough bad shit out there, I guess you get to ap-
preciate the funny side.

Simps’re like eggs that’ve boiled themselves. Simps are the 
dorks and the dames who see how drokked the world is, who 
maybe get kicked around once too often by the devil-dame Life, 
and take the only course open.

BRUNETTE. BODY FIT TO MAKE A EUNUCH 
SLASH HIS WRISTS AND A PRIEST REACH 

FOR THE KLEENIWIPES“ "





Put a chameleon against a polka-dot shirt, watch him turn 
funky. Now stick a sensitive soul in a mental asylum calling 
itself a city. Same difference.

Simps like to dress stupid. They like to act crazy. Simps keep 
walking into stuff on account of imagining it’s invisible. They 
like to say ‘f’taang’ and ‘clip-clop’. I have no idea why.

Me, I dress like one. Means I can walk in any place and cits’ll 
underestimate me. Way I think of it, it’s like a shark wearing a 
goldfish suit. 

Dressing like a Simp is one thing. Acting like one ... 
I need whiskey.

There’s a crowd outside the SimpClub. Goons from the 
Sensible League, done up in Sensible Shirts with Sensible Ties 
and Sensible Shoes. These guys, they’re waving placards and 
shouting like it’s a competition. 

‘Down with clowns! Down with clowns!’
This sort of thing, my head does not need.
If simps are oil, the League are vinegar: belong in the same 

pot, see, but they sure as hell don’t mix.
For once, the League has grounds for complaint. Citywide, we 

got a simp-based crime boom. Guys in clown kit been knock-
ing over banks, blasting clerks with custard pie grenades, fill-
ing floppy pants in jewellery stores. This week alone, we got ten 
simp-inflicted casualties. For the League, it’s like Christmas 
came early.

I make it into the club without getting egged. The gun maybe 
helped.

So I’m inside. ‘Thirteen!’ says the first guy I see. He’s wearing 
a fishtank. That’s it. ‘A new ostrich in the purple! Parped, old 
spatula? Have you come to play with my otter? Clip-clop.’

I don’t like what he’s implying, so I break his fingers. Maybe 
whiskey was a bad idea. 

There’s a fem wearing a tutu on her head. She keeps barking 
like a dog and asking for spare change for the leopards.

There’s a bat-glider with no wings clinging to the floor in case 
he falls off. He’s sobbing like a joyless juve.

There’s a fat naked guy who swears his ass talks to him, deliver-
ing nuggets of incontrovertible wisdom in the dead of the night.

There’s a fem who’d be the finest piece of hardbody I ever laid 
bloodshots on, if she hadn’t scrawled ‘COTTON?’ in felt-tip all 
over her face.

I expected this place to be kinda sad. I mean that in the ‘pa-
thetic’ sense.

But it’s also the most depressing thing I ever saw.
There’s no answers here. You mention Takko to these creeps, 

they either burst into tears or run away shouting ‘mook’. Simping’s 
supposed to bring happiness. 

Something’s gone seriously drokking awry.
Plan B.

As a rule, I hate clues.
You ever watch an old tri-d mystery movie, you can’t move for 

convenient footprints and tell-tale fragments of cloth. It’s all, 
‘A-ha! A seed from the Mongolian Bluskvudder! This can only 
mean one thing!’ 

Big gruddamn obvious clues. Never happen in the real world, 
and when they do you gotta trust ’em like a feline loan-shark.

Then again, I’m out of options. I spend any more time in Simp 
Central I’m gonna be reaching for a razorblade wristwatch, so 
what say we take a look at that photo?

Feel free to flick back a page.
In this game, you get good at paying attention, like a peeper 

on Prozac. This photo, something ain’t right. 
Sure, there are clues. There’s the droid serial numbers and 

Takko’s threads. There’s the reg number on the treatment stacks 
and the viscosity of the shit. Leads. Avenues of investigation.

But there’s something else. Something ... wrong. It’s grating 
against my head like a medulla-maggot, and I ain’t any closer to 
figuring it. Maybe it’s the whiskey to blame. 

I could sure use a refill.
Meantime, take a squint at the ChuffyBarTM in fatso’s fist. Sta-

ple diet of the idiot. These things, they’ll turn bowels into blimps. 
‘Noisy but odourless gas release.’ Simps love that shit.

To reiterate: I only dress like one.
Point is, Chuffybar’s habit forming. Guy gets in the fart routine 

– elevators, taxis, public places – he can’t go cold turkey. And
there’s only one place to get ’em: Ziggo’s Simping Supplies. I’m 
willing to bet Takko was a regular customer. I’m willing to bet 
he’s been there in the last few days. 

Just so happens there’s also an alco-store down the same al-
ley. 

Detective work. You gotta love it.

Ziggo’s is shut. Can’t say I’m disappointed. Closing a lead 
means opening a bottle. 

So I’m ready to head next door when there’s metal pressing 
my skull. Bad metal. The kind in the shape of an ‘O’. The kind, 
I guess, with a gun behind it. 

I’m hustled inside the Clown Store, and there’re guys all 
around me.

Five of them. Armed to nuke the world. Guns like phallic 
nightmares, bandolier grenades and hippy-holstered hand-

FIVE OF THEM. ARMED TO NUKE THE WORLD. 
THESE GUYS, THESE FIVE CRAZY-FACED 
KOOKS, THEY LOOK SET TO START A WAR“ "



cannons. These guys, these five crazy-faced kooks, they look 
set to start a war.

Thing is, beneath the ammo-belts and doom-cocks, beneath 
the photoflares and monoblades, I’m seeing feathers and bag-
gy pants. I’m seeing simps.

‘DeGlok sent you, right?’ says one – a guy with a happy face 
drawn on his forehead and a black dress covering his paunch. 
He looks like maybe he forgot something, so he coughs and 
adds: ‘Er, clip-clop.’

I tell him, no, DeGlok didn’t send me. I tell him I’m looking 
for Takko. I tell him I have no drokking idea who DeGlok is, or 
why five such good natured and intelligent guys should want to 
shoot me, a spiritual brother of the Temple of Simp.

‘What you ... ah... f’taang f’taang ... want with Takko?’ says 
one – a skinny guy wearing a bunny costume. ‘You come to 
frubwoople him?’

‘He means kill him,’ inserts another, helpful like.
I say, no. I say, Would any of you drokking mentalists mind 

telling me what’s going on, because Takko’s angelically-en-
dowed better-half ain’t paying me enough to wade through this 
shit?

Then the gun’s taken away from my head, and the fat guy 
holding it there, he turns me round and he peels off his broc-
coli mask.

‘M-my wife sent you?’ says Takko. ‘Marmaduke.’

It’s like this.
When they returned to earth, the men and women of the Ter-

ran 53rd Space Corps – affectionately known as the SKREEM-
ING PSYCHOS – found everyday urban life kinda tricky. Ones who 
didn’t go futsie mostly turned up swinging by the neck. Lucky 
ones found the Sector13 SimpClub.

Five years, Oswald Takko and his grunts – every one as crazy 
as a dino-dentist – got by. Nine to five they worked their jobs, 
soaked up welf. Evenings and weekends, they vented unsavoury 
emotions on dressing dumb and talking toss.

‘Ain’t as good as blowing things to fnaaarp,’ Takko says, 
stumbling over the dumb words, ‘but it’s the next best radish.’

Then a month back the SimpClub president choked to death 
on a quick-drying custard pie. Step into the breach Lars DeGlok 
– lifelong simp, respectable pillar of the moron community and,
if you believe Takko, a complete bastard.

‘Since then, haddock by haddock, my men have been turning 
into squids.’

‘He means frubwoopling.’ Says one.
‘He means disappearing.’ Says another, rolling his eyes. ‘Er 

... f’taang.’
These guys, for them, simping don’t come natural.
I know how they feel.
Takko says his men been going AWOL. He says there’s some-

thing fishy going on in the Club and this DeGlok guy, he’s right at 



the heart of it. He says he gathered his remaining men and went 
into hiding at Ziggo’s place.

Actually, what he says is: ‘DeGlok’s been norking my spittle, 
frub, since the Days Of Thrix. Chatterbox! Chukka-chukka-chuk-
ka-huuuh.’

... but I’m reading between the lines.
I ask him, ‘So what about the body?’ I show him the photo, and 

tell him his wife’s worried.
He says he’s never seen that body before in his life, and that 

he told his wife where and why he was hiding before he split.
Mrs Takko. Lady, I smell a rat.
Her husband wants to know what the hell’s going on. His gang 

of goons, they’re getting excited. 
Trying to keep these guys calm, that’s got ‘King Canute’ writ-

ten all over it.
So I say it.
‘Let’s go to work.’

The treatment plant nestles up against the Black At-
lantic Wall like a nuclear limpet.

Me, I got a novelty nose pressing my nostrils together – but 
still I smell the place before we’re off the zoom.

The security droid at the gate tries to stop us. Says it’s got to 
report visitors to Mrs Takko.

‘Hey,’ says Oswald, ‘it’s me. I’m the boss’ – but the bucketh-
ead ain’t listening. 

The fem’s in charge.
Oswald looks fit to pop.
Little Jinxy, he’s the one in the orange chumpsuit and the 

Christmas tree, he gets jittery. The droid falls into a million 
bits and the lazerstubber kicks up a spout of smoke like the fin-
est Banana City carrot-shaped cigar. Already there’s an alarm 
whooping. 

This could be going better.
‘We’re just here to ask some questions ...’ I remind them. 

Doesn’t do much good. These guys, these slapstick soldiers, 
they’re so highly strung they’re crucified.

Only one way to cool the situation. Do it for your city, Jack.
Frraaap.
It works. I got these simpos giggling like they ain’t got a 

care.
Thank Grud for flatulence.
Then we’re inside, and the stink of shit knocks me down like a 

Scent-based Sumo, and by the time my eyes’ve quit watering Mrs 
Takko’s waiting for us with a smile.

‘Welcome back, honey.’ I like to think she’s talking to me.
 And right when we’re ready to begin probing, all hell breaks 

loose.

They come down on ropes. They burst in through doors on 
both sides. They slip out of the shadows like ...

Like heavily-armed kooks in a variety of elaborate but imprac-
tical costumes springing from their concealment to ensnare my 

loyal morons and – importantly – me. Time like this, I wish I’d 
stayed in the office.

Scratch that. Time like this, I wish I’d stayed in the womb.
Right now, there’s so many muzzles aimed at my head, if I 

shout ‘bang’ and duck I could wipe out half the city. 
These guys, holding cannons to our skulls, they’re all simps 

too. If clashing colours could kill, this’d be a massacre.
Thing is, as they’re springing up and surrounding us, we 

should be making a stand. Even better, we should be running 
like the Good Guys out of Gomorrah.

Only Takko and his boys, they’ve lost the plot.
‘Fawkes?’ they’re shouting. ‘Rogers? Is that you? Sarge? Jone-

sy? We thought you guys had been frubwoopled!’
They recognise these creeps. I guess the Mystery of the Dis-

appearing Ex-Combat Clowns is solved. These guys should be 
slapping backs and hi-fiving. 

They ain’t.
Takko’s ex-comrades or not, these guys don’t look like they’re 

fixing to cut us slack. The ones who ain’t wearing dumb masks, 
the ones whose eyes you can actually see ...

... the lights are on, but there’s no drokker home.
‘Puppets,’ says Mrs Takko, as if it explains everything. She’s 

standing out of reach, showing-off every inch of that make-a-
saint-sweat hardbody. If I’m about to die, please Grud let me 
come back as her bedroom mirror.

She fixes me a look, and she smiles. ‘These morons,’ she says, 
waving a hand at the ambush party, ‘they were already halfway 
to loco-land. All it took was a little ... push.’

She says she’s been having an affair with this guy Lars De-
Glok, the new Pres of the Club. Beside me Takko chokes on a 
murderous ‘wibble’. She says together they cooked up a crazy 
plan. She doesn’t say what it is.

She says when her husband and his pet freaks caught wind of 
something amiss, she thought the game was up. She says she 
needed a way to bring them In. She needed to find someone stu-
pid enough to care. Someone her husband would trust. Someone 
with ties to the simping community.

She says she faked the photo and sent me on my merry way.
I don’t understand what the hell is going on here, but I’m still 

watching her lips like a dog eyeing a bone. She blows me a kiss 
and says it’s been a pleasure, then she tells her army of simps 
to lock and load.

Dames, huh? Somewhere out there, maybe, there’s one that 
ain’t evil. 

I ask her if at least she’ll let me die without this stupid grud-
damn gear on me. I ask if I can meet my maker not looking like 
a fool. This broad, she’s been married five years to a man who 
shouts ‘Bibbly!’ at the moment of climax. She understands what 
I’m getting at.

She nods.
I pull off the nose and the bow tie, the lapel flower and the 

big drokking shoes. I chuck it all in the shit tank nearby, and 
stand back.

‘Okay,’ I say. ‘I’m ready.’
Then the hi-ex core of the novelty hooter – just one of the many 



ingenious simp-based munitions I keep on my person – detonates 
three feet deep. Even before the air’s emptied of ballistic crapola 
I’m running as fast as my newly-liberated feet can take me.

Behind me, it sounds like Takko and Co are making that last 
stand. 

Once a moron, always a moron.

A judge’s body is a temple, right? Well, mine’s the Taj Mahal. 
That’s the Indo-Cit curry-rama halfway down Meera Syal Overped: 
full of carcinogens, cheap alcohol and unhealthy stomm.

Running away before being shot in the face looks like the 
attractive option, ’til you’re halfway down the street and your 
gruddam heart starts hammering like a Construction Droid. My 
tongue feels like it turned into a cactus.

For the first time, I get what they mean when they say ‘cold 
sweat’.

Mondays, huh?
Behind me, it sounds like the gunfight didn’t last. Takko and 

his boys went down in a big pointless flashy blaze of glory like the 
big pointless flashy cretins they were. Rest in pieces, drokkos.

Shame the same can’t be said for Mrs Takko’s little army. Half 
a kay up the street I’m heaving on dry air like a premature lung-
fish, my feet are cut to shit on the usual Angeltown detritus, and 
an oh-so-casual glance over the shoulder tells me all I need to 
know.

They’re hot on my heels. Fifteen, maybe twenty: psychos in 
streamlined silly hats, go-faster-stripes down every baggy limb, 
goggle-eyes trailing in the wind.

They got more guns than I got scars. I got a lot of scars.
Turn a corner. Keep running. Don’t look back. Push people out 

the way, keep your legs pumping.
Suddenly I’m in a square. Wide pedway with a colourful build-

ing one end, crowded to capacity. What’s going on here? Doesn’t 
matter. No time for distractions. Don’t think about it. Don’t think 
about anything but running.

Don’t think about whiskey.
Mmmm.
I said don’t —
And then something’s wrong. You run hard enough and fast 

enough, you forget what’s around you. You focus on one foot be-
fore the other. But here and now, bit by bit, something’s breaking 
through. 

I’m surrounded by voices. Angry voices.
Chanting voices.
‘Down with clowns! Down with clowns!’
Ah, stomm.

I’m out front of the Angeltown SimpClub. The guys from the 
Sensible League, these square-jawed geeks in knitted jump-
ers and golfing socks, waving placards and spitting, they’re all 
around me.

I’m dog tired. I’m dead meat.
Except ...
I got rid of the nose. I ditched the bow tie and flower squirter. 

Far as these guys know, I’m just an average Joe. 
Behind me, the simp army takes the corner with a clatter of 

flapping shoes.
They slow to a stop.

The simps stare at the Sensibles. The Sensibles stare back.
For just a little while, there’s silence.
This is gonna be ugly.

I wouldn’t call what I’m doing ‘cowering’, exactly. 
What it is, I’m watching the fight. I just happened to find a nice, 
out-of-the-way door with a nice, out-of-the-way view and a nice, 
totally impenetrable shadow.

Things seem pretty even, so far. 
So I’m watching a novelty baby’s bonnet spiralling out of the 

crowd, when I happen to glance up at the windows in the place 
above me. It’s this rundown joint, same as most Angeltown 
blockfronts, overlooking the square and the SimpClub. There’s a 
guy there, pressed against the glass, staring down at the mêlée. 
This guy, he looks a whole bladderworth of pissed. He sees me 
watching and backs outta view. 

Nothing suspicious in that. City’s full of nosey bastards.
Except this doorway I’m in, the sign above it says ‘Lee Three-

Fingers’ Sino-Cit Takeout’. The place is boarded up. And Mr Who-
ever-the-hell-he-is upstairs, he didn’t look Sino.

Matter of fact, with the makeup and the wig and all, he looked 
distinctly simpo.

Three fingers. Three fingers. Why’s that scratching at my brain 
so hard? Why’s it got me reaching for my hipflask, just to damp-
en the brain-strain? In my pocket, right next to the empty pot, 
there’s the photo. Lady Takko faked it. Superimposed her hubby 
over ...

Over ...
The body. 
That’s what had me scratchin’ my head before. That’s what I 

couldn’t figure out. What made the photo feel wrong.
Three fingers.
Lee Three-Fingers. Deader than disco.
Like maybe someone wanted to use his premises and wouldn’t 

say ‘please’.

THE SIMPS STARE AT THE SENSIBLES. 
THE SENSIBLES STARE BACK. THERE’S 

SILENCE. THIS IS GONNA BE UGLY...“ "



The helmets turn up when the fight gets outta hand. 
The Sensible guys scatter like boringly-dressed seeds on tilled 
ground.

I point the badges into the Sino-joint and settle down to 
watch.

Inside, they find a guy called Lars DeGlok and enough torture 
equipment to keep three dynasties of sadists busy for life.

He spills all under interrogation.
He says him and Mrs Takko, they dreamed up a scheme. He 

says if you’re gonna get someone to rob a bank, you want to 
make sure: [a], they ain’t recognisable; [b], they don’t look 
outta place walking up a street; and [c], they’ll do exactly what 
they’re told.

‘Simps,’ he says.
Every fragile-brained little kook in the Angeltown SimpClub 

with a history of combat. Kidnapped in the night, taken to a 
secret location, beaten half to death by DeGlok and his goons, 
tortured ’til their puny minds snap and they’re left malleable 
like wet clay.

The clown-based crime spree, that’s DeGlok’s doing. The 
simps acting crazy in the Club, that’s DeGlok’s doing. The army 
of braindead psychos who tried to kill me, who’re so trauma-
tised by whatever-the-hell they been through the Meds say 

they’ll never recover, that’s DeGlok’s doing.
He’s a nice guy.
Ninety years.

Mrs Takko’s hiding out amongst the chemical vats 
when I find her. I asked the Jays to let me close my own 
case. They smelled the venue and they didn’t put up much of 
a fight.

Mrs Takko tries it on. She’s all over me like a swarm of mos-
quitoes on a skinless anaemic. She promises money. She prom-
ises rewards like I ain’t ever dreamed, if I just let her go. We 
can go away together. Somewhere hot. 

It’s no good. I guess finally she accepts it’s all over, ’cos she 
comes over all guilty and prepares to throw herself into the 
chemical pit. Better that, she says, than life in a cube.

She says she knows she did wrong. She says she never meant 
to hurt anyone. She begs for forgiveness and she says she 
knows that only in death will she find redemption.

Actually, what she says is: ‘No! No, you bastard! Don’t push 
me!’

... but I’m reading between the lines.
I need a drink.
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SIMON SPURRIER
Simon Spurrier is one of the newest additions to the 2000 AD creative roster, but he has already made his mark with 

co-created strips Bec & Kawl, From Grace, Lobster Random, Chiaroscuro and The Simping Detective. He has also 
written several Future Shocks, Past Imperfects and Terror Tales.

FRAZER IRVING
Frazer Irving is without question one of 2000 AD’s brightest new stars. His distinctive style, both on co-created strips 
like A Love Like Blood, Necronauts and Storming Heaven, as well as on Judge Dredd, Judge Death, Future Shocks, Terror 

Tales, Tharg the Mighty, The Scarlet Apocrypha and Sinister Dexter, have quickly brought him to the attention of the 
US industry. Irving recently completed both Klarion the Witch-boy for DC Comics and Iron Man: Inevitable for Marvel 
comics. Amongst other things he is currently working on Gutsville with Simon Spurrier, published by Image Comics.



WHAT’S YOUR POINT?
Mega-City One, 2129 AD. Simped-up private 
eye Jack Point is an undercover ‘Wally Squad’ 
Judge – ‘cos only a clown would want to walk 
the streets of Angeltown, the scuzziest part 
of City Bottom. He’s got two friends in this 
world, one’s long and hard, and makes your 
ears ring after every shot; the other’s his gun. 
In fact, Jack’s got enemies on both sides of 

the Law, and he’s never far from trouble.

Written by Simon Spurrier (Gutsville) with 
art by Frazing Irving (Storming Heaven), The 
Simping Detective is future noir at its best!
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