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Okay, and that wraps up our third part of CRUEL SUMMER. As you can see from how we’re telling this story, 

you’re meant to be reading closely and filling in some of the blanks yourself, as the different characters’ 

stories overlap a bit, or time goes back and forth between them. This one is going to go to issue #12, too, so 

we’re not even to the halfway point yet. And it’s just going to get 

more fucked up from here on in. 

***

I’m writing this the day after Comicon, where I did a bunch 

of signings at the Image booth and met a lot of readers and 

retailers and press people, and spent four days roaming around 

from convention to dinners and hotel bars with old friends. 

It was a lot of fun, even for someone who hates crowds. But I 

hadn’t been in a few years, and having basically grown up at it, 

I felt a strong sense of nostalgia there this year. Stayed up way too late every night, and got nothing done, but 

it was worth it. And thanks to everyone who came out. 

And at the Eisner Awards, we won BEST ORIGINAL GRAPHIC NOVEL for MY HEROES HAVE ALWAYS BEEN 

JUNKIES, which was amazing. Here is the award, in the office of my publisher/editor Eric Stephenson, where 

I have ordered him to build a shrine, clearly. (Just kidding). 

We’ve been very lucky over the 

years, but I’m never jaded to 

winning or even being nominated 

for these. It means a lot, especially 

since we’ve been at this a little 

while. Congrats to all the winners 

(which was mostly Tom King and 

Mitch Gerads) and nominees, if 

they’re reading this. 

***

VERONICA MARS is back. Longtime 

readers will know of my love 

for this show. It started out as a 

dark and brutal high school teen 

detective show, and now she’s in her 

30s and back on the detective beat, 

as snarky and mean and messed 

up as ever. It’s somewhere between 

noir and something like BUFFY 

THE VAMPIRE SLAYER – tonally, 

there are no monsters – and is just 

charming enough to pull that off. So 

go to HULU and check out the new 

season. 

***

Here’s an email from reader Ian 

Ferguson…

I was reading the two latest issues of 

Criminal and started to contemplate if the culture at large has lost something by craving a successful novel 

(graphic or otherwise) be adapted into a TV show or a movie, as some sort of validation to the world. (How 

 
 



many people when asked about every work from The Wizard of Oz to Casino Royale think of the 

books they started as?)

I would like to think that a work can stand on its own and doesn’t require adaptation to be considered a 

success. I think some of the tension arising from popular culture is that some cultural gatekeeping occurs 

when a latest superhero blockbuster doesn’t coincide with the wishes of men-children who feel they 

are the reason for the work’s success. Remember the “outrage” 17 years ago at organic webshooters for 

Raimi’s Spiderman? (Full disclosure I am in the demographic of the men-children). 

I respected how Alan Moore completely detached himself from his most notorious works when they 

were adapted. Mr. Brubaker, how do you feel about the adaptation quandary as a creator who is now 

dipping his toe into TV, particularly working on Michael Crichton’s Westworld? Are you comfortable with 

compromise in the name of a bigger audience?

Thanks for the letter, Ian. I actually don’t remember the outrage over the organic webshooters, but I try 

as hard as possible to ignore fan outrage on the internet, even way back then. But what you mention is 

something that I and other writers talk about from time to time – like, why do we as a culture (and I do 

it too sometimes) feel like a book isn’t a success unless someone makes it into a film or TV show? I’m not 

sure if it’s really that cut and dried, of course, but sometimes it does feel like that. There are a lot of big 

books (graphic and not) that haven’t been adapted into anything, really, but right now the way the studios 

are gobbling up “IP” to build their vertically integrated empires it does seem like that vibe is out there 

more than ever. 

As for my view on adaptation of our work? It’s hard to say. I don’t sit down to write our books thinking, 

“this’ll make a great movie someday!” I just focus on the story as a comic when I’m writing it, and if that’s 

all it ever is, I’m more than happy. I get to write these comics for a living, and that’s amazing. But I also 

think the books will always stand on their own, even if any of them someday got turned into something 

else. And I’m certainly not opposed to any of our books being adapted – but I am getting more hands-on 

about how it’s done. Some of the previous attempts have gotten so far away from the source material at 

times that it felt really pointless. 

Still, I’m not sure I see it as a compromise to turn a book into a film. As Chandler said, when asked about 

Hollywood ruining his books, “The books are still right there on the shelf.” (Or something like that). It’s just 

a choice you make, and I think most writers go into it knowing things will change, and we just cross our 

fingers that the spirit of the work will come through, in spite of that. Like your example, WESTWORLD. I’m 

not sure what Crichton would have thought about that show, but I do know that his work was discussed a 

lot in the room, and his ideas, and that the film he made was still spiritually in there (including the original 

Man in Black replica in the basement) but the focus of the idea was changed to be about the AI, not the 

guests. I think it took the basic ideas of what Crichton did very seriously, though. And I’m sure millions 

more people went back and watched the original film because of that show. I bet Michael Crichton would 

have been happy about that. 

***

This month in our back pages, Kim Morgan brings us a great piece about one of my all-time favorite films, 

RUMBLE FISH, with illustrations by Sean, as usual. 

***

Write us with questions or comments at: criminalcomic@gmail.com and we’ll be back next month with 

issue #8, which will look like that cover on the next page there. To your right. 
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to get across to them, especially to Matt Dillon, how 
important body language was. Even in silent acting 
you could project that kind of feeling so strongly. We 
looked at Viva Zapata and Orson Welles’ Macbeth.”

But, for sure, this is a Coppola film through and 
through – a masterpiece – there has been no other 
teen film like Rumble Fish (released in 1983) – before 
or since. Coppola was so ahead of his time here, so 
experimental and unafraid, that the film remains 
timeless (as does the brilliant, evocative percussive-
based score by Stewart Copeland). 

For years the picture was misunderstood (though 
it had its defenders, like Roger Ebert, and it’s much 
more respected now, with an impressive Criterion 
edition). But some baffled critics seem to adamantly 
not understand – as if they resented the filmmaker 
for making an art film out of a young adult S.E. 
Hinton novel. The great S.E. Hinton, who co-wrote 
the screenplay with Coppola and who (of course) also 
wrote the novel, The Outsiders, which was Coppola’s 
other Tulsa teen film made before Rumble Fish – both 
released the same year. 

Hours are like diamonds, don’t let them waste 
Time waits for no one; no favors has he 
Time waits for no one, and he won’t wait for me 

– The Rolling Stones

Time. Once you hit the teen mark in life – what a 
beautiful horrible time that is. Dreamy and crazy 
and banal and violent – in action or in mind – 
melodramatic and real and hormonally addled. In the 
case of Rusty James – not so smart, but often intensely 
poetic – in movement, in words, in the way you look 
at your surroundings – be it your drunken dad’s 
apartment, your girlfriend’s intelligent beautiful face, 
your older brother’s odd, sad, sleepwalking swagger, 
and listening to that older brother even if you don’t 
understand half of what he says. And then there’s 
those brightly colored rumble fish in the pet store… 
they need to be free. And they have very little time. 

Francis Ford Coppola’s Rumble Fish presents and 
ponders these dreamlike feelings of teen-hood as an 
expressionistic mood piece – a reverie that feels of 
this world and out of this world, but so rooted in an 
emotional truth that, at times, it feels Shakespearean. 
It’s a beauty of black and white cinematography (by 
Stephen H. Burum) as if Orson Welles took over 
both Nicholas Ray’s Rebel Without a Cause and 
Don Siegel’s Crime in the Streets but infused 
them with F.W. Murnau and, of course, 
Coppola. Deep focus, Dutch angles, bold, 
abstract camera moves, dark wet streets, 
a rumble so balletic that it was indeed 
choreographed by San Francisco Ballet 
director, Michael Smuin – Rumble 
Fish is a stylistic wonder, but rich 
with feeling that’s embedded right in 
that style.  According to Burum (from 
American Cinematographer): 

“For reference points, the first picture 
that Francis wanted us to look at was the 
Anatole Litvak film, Decision Before 
Dawn… Decision was a picture about 
spies in postwar Europe and it was 
actually shot on location in about 1946. 
What he wanted Dean Tavolouris to see 
was its images of ruined cities. That was 
where all the smoke and obscurity in 
Rumble Fish came from. He wanted to give 
the feeling that these kids were operating 
in a wasteland. It was partial destruction 
with a leanness in the way things looked. 
In all, it reflects the mental state of the 
characters and the chaos in their world. 
Another picture that we looked at was 
Johnny Belinda that Ted McCord [ASC] 
shot. We did look at some of the German 
Expressionist films such as The Last 
Laugh by F.W. Murnau. Francis showed 
it to the actors, because he wanted 
more body attitude out of the kids. Emil 
Jannings’ posture in The Last Laugh 
becomes more and more forlorn as he is 
beaten down by life. So Francis way trying 



What a year, Coppola so suffused with beautiful rebel 
youth. He dedicated Rumble Fish to his older brother, 
August. This was personal for him.

Hinton’s Rusty James was only 14 in her novel, his 
older brother, Motorcycle Boy was 17. In the film 
Rusty James (Matt Dillon) is in his later teens and 
Motorcycle Boy (Mickey Rourke) is 21. That’s old 
to a teenager. But Motorcycle Boy was an old 17 in 
Hinton’s novel and he’s an even older 21 in Coppola’s 
movie – a haunted young man whose hearing comes 
and goes, who is colorblind, and who has seen and felt 
more than he says, speaking quietly and often with 
literary references that only their book smart but 
dipsomaniacal father (Dennis Hopper) understands. 
Rusty James beseeches them to “talk normal” because 
he feels left out. He wants to be like his brother. He 
wants to belong, especially after his mother has split 
to California. But he’s not like his older brother. And 
probably not like his mother either. As his old man 
says: 

“No, your mother... is not crazy. And neither, contrary 
to popular belief, is your brother crazy. He’s merely 
miscast in a play. He was born in the wrong era, on 
the wrong side of the river... With the ability to be able 
to do anything that he wants to do and... findin’ nothin’ 
that he wants to do. I mean nothing.”

Wrong side of the river – we first think wrong 
side of the tracks – but river feels so much more 

mythological, so much more symbolic than that 
– it’s movement, it’s time – and Motorcycle 

Boy wants to flow. As Rusty James says 
in Hinton’s novel, “I couldn’t picture the 
Motorcycle Boy in California, by the ocean. 
He liked rivers, not oceans.” In the movie 
Rusty James compares Motorcycle Boy 
to the Pied Piper, that the guys in town 
would have followed him anywhere, 

“Yeah, they’d all follow me to the 
river, huh?” Motorcycle Boy says, 

“And jump in?”

Motorcycle Boy has been gone 
a few months – in California, he 
says – but returns when Rusty 
James rumbles with Biff Wilcox 

– he returns quite dramatically. 
Recovering from a fight wound, 
the brothers hang out while 
Rusty James’ friend Steve 
(Vincent Spano) remarks on the 
older brother’s appearance – as 
if he can’t hear him: “He looks 

so old I forget he’s just 21.” Rusty 
replies, “Yeah, that’s pretty old.” 

That is pretty old to a teenager – and 
Rourke’s Motorcycle Boy does look 
and seem appropriately older – he’s 

cool, maybe crazy to others, but also 
dignified, “Royalty in exile.” It’s as if he’s 

in on some secret only he understands, and 
it feels like… the end. You feel a pall of death 
hanging over him. And you feel it for young 

Rusty James too – unless he escapes. Will he? Rusty 
James says: “Man, I feel like I’m wasting my life 
waiting for something. Waiting for what? I wish I had 
a reason to leave, man.” 

Rusty James has time ticking all around him – literally 
conveyed by the ticking score, the clocks spied in 
different scenes, and a broken old clock hitched up 
to a truck in town – Rusty James and Motorcycle Boy 
lean against it as Patterson the Cop (William Smith), 
with his ominous mustache and sunglasses (he’s the 
personification of both The Man and institutionalized 
soul-crushing) picks at Motorcycle Boy again, as if 
he’s not standing right there. Rusty James asks the 
cop why he hates him so much: “I hate him so much, 
because you kids think he’s something he’s not. He’s 
no hero.” Rusty quite reasonably counters with: “Like 
you are! You’re a hero, right?” 

Patterson the Cop is not a hero. He’s more like the 
Grim Reaper – death is at their door – and he’ll sure 
as hell be a part of it somehow. Rusty James’ death? 
His brother’s death? The death of adolescence? The 
Grim Reaper lays in wait. In a spectacular near-
death sequence, Rusty James goes out of body and 
floats over the town, spying how people would feel 
if he were dead. Did he mean anything? You wonder 
if his brother would wonder that. Probably not. He 
doesn’t seem to care anymore what people think, and 
that makes him “dangerous” and “crazy” to the soul-
crushers – he’s in his own world. And it’s Motorcycle 
Boy who really seems like he’s floating, out of body, 
near death, throughout the entire movie. 

If there’s a Grim Reaper, there’s also a Guardian Angel 
(as the actor himself, Laurence Fishburne, described 
himself), and the movie opens with Fishburne’s 
sharp-looking character, Midget – dressed in white 
jacket and white hat – walking into the diner/billiard 
hall to warn Rusty James: “Biff Wilcox is looking for 
you… Says he’s gonna kill you.” Death is already 
waiting. Time is key – it means something to the 
director. As Coppola described (in “The Making of 
Rumble Fish”) right after Midget warns Rusty James: 
“And from that moment until the end, time is running 
out on this character…”

And it is. Time is tension in Rumble Fish. The boy’s 
father may show how long you can hold on as a booze-
hound, as if old age is forever, but youth? Youth is 
short, even if your summers feel long. Friends and 
girlfriends, and the sad junkie Cassandra, and Benny 
from the diner (actors Nicolas Cage, Chris Penn, Diane 
Lane, Diana Scarwid and Tom Waits – all fantastic 
here) are there and will likely come and go. But 
moments mean something – like when Motorcycle 
Boy rides Rusty James on his bike at night – a loving, 
gorgeous sequence of brothers just being – two young 
men feeling like they are anywhere else but there. 
For some minutes. 

Motorcycle Boy may have been about the river, but 
by the end, Rusty James makes it to the ocean. And 
it’s beautiful to see that he’s gone that far – and 
on his brother’s motorcycle. The ocean feels like 
either the end of the line or the beginning of the 
story – where the river meets the sea – and that’s 
either life or death for Rusty James. We hope life.



The most-acclaimed crime comic of the 21st century. Winner of 
six Eisner and Harvey Awards, including Best Writer and Best 
New Series.

"Brubaker and Phillips' books have 
always been about eight years ahead of 
their time."
BRIAN K. VAUGHAN

"Like Scorsese and DeNiro, Brubaker 
and Phillips are the unmatched masters 
of a certain kind of storytelling."
JOE HILL

"Brubaker and Phillips are the gold standard of the crime 
graphic novel."
WARREN ELLIS

The traditional heist story is turned on its head in COWARD.  
Leo can plan the perfect score, but only if he can be convinced 
the job is safe, because Leo is not a shoot-first think-later type 
of criminal. Leo is a professional, whose biggest desire in life is 
not to end up exactly where he belongs, in a prison cell.

CRIMINAL: COWARD is the first standalone graphic novel in the 
CRIMINAL series from the award-winning creators of FATALE, 
THE FADE OUT and SLEEPER.
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“CRIMINAL is equal parts 
John Woo’s THE KILLER, 
Stanley Kubrick’s THE 
KILLING, and Francis 
Ford Coppola’s THE 

GODFATHER.” 
—Playboy Magazine

“One of comics dream 
teams delivers their best 

story yet in THE FADE OUT, 
an old Hollywood murder 
mystery draped against 

HUAC and the Red Scare.”
—New York Magazine

"One of the best graphic novels of the year." - GQ

$24.99/Different in Canada
ISBN: 978-1-5343-0028-6
Crime/Mystery
Rated M: Mature
IMAGECOMIC.COM

"Like Scorsese and DeNiro, Brubaker and Phillips are the unmatched masters
of a certain kind of storytelling. A new title from the sharpshooters
behind FATALE and CRIMINAL is reason enough to go on living."

- JOE HILL, author of HORNS and  THE FIREMAN

"A crime story that looks as good as THE BIG SLEEP and reads
like one of James Ellroy's formative nightmares."

- FRANKIE BOYLE

"No one, in any genre, has captured the garish personal torment, the gakked-out 
self-loathing and squirmy, soul-crushing, artistic and erotic hell-party that is 
Hollywood as brilliantly as Brubaker and Phillips have in THE FADE OUT."

- JERRY STAHL, author of  PERMANENT MIDNIGHT and  I, FATTY

Hollywood, 1948 - A noir film stuck in endless reshoots.
A writer plagued by nightmares from the war. A movie starlet's suspicious death. 
Her replacement's suspicious past. And a mogul and his security chief willing

to do anything to keep the cameras rolling, as the Red Scare and the
blacklist begin to tear the town apart.

An epic mystery that is about much more than murder, THE FADE OUT is the 
most ambitious graphic novel yet from noir masters Ed Brubaker and Sean Phillips, 

with acclaimed color artist, Elizabeth Breitweiser.

Newsweek’s Best
Comic Books of 2018

Thrillist’s Best Comics & 
Graphic Novels of 2018
Eisner Winner—Best 

Original Graphic Novel



"Brubaker's next "Kill" oozes with modern pulp."
- USAToday

"KILL OR BE KILLED is magnificent, a true thing of beauty
in a tale that is so damn ugly."

- Nerdist

Dylan is just an average depressed grad student until a failed 
suicide attempt changes everything he knows and propels him 

against his will into a life of vigilante justice.

A new hit series from the award-winning creators of CRIMINAL, 
FATALE, and THE FADE OUT, KILL OR BE KILLED is a 

twisted look at the vigilante genre that also shines a black light 
on the fractured and unjust world all around us.

$9.99/Different in Canada
ISBN: 978-1-5343-0028-6
Crime/Rated M: Mature
IMAGECOMIC.COM

NOMINATED FOR FOUR 2017 EISNER AWARDS

In the second volume of Brubaker and Phillips bestselling new 
series things go from bad-to-worse for our vigilante hero, Dylan, as 
the NYPD begin to realize there's a masked man killing bad guys 

all over the five boroughs. As a task force is assembled to hunt him 
down, Dylan finds himself falling further into the darkness of the 
twisted pact he made with the demon... "Kill for me, or be killed."

"Combines elements of crime fiction and horror both psychological 
and supernatural to present a look at vigilantism unlike anything 
else... Decidedly not for kids, but for everyone else, it's not to be 

missed."
-- LIBRARY JOURNAL

$16.99/Different in Canada
ISBN: 978-1-5343-0228-0
Crime & Mystery
Rated M: Mature
IMAGECOMICS.COM

$16.99/Different in Canada
ISBN: 978-1-5343-0028-6
Crime/Rated M: Mature
IMAGECOMIC.COM

NOMINATED FOR FOUR 2017 EISNER AWARDS
In the third volume of acclaimed noir masters Ed Brubaker
and Sean Phillips bestselling series, things are finally going
well for our vigilante hero, Dylan. He's on the right meds, his 
vigilante days are behind him, and the demon is nowhere to

be found. Everything should be perfect, right? And it would be, if 
only the Russian mob would stop searching for the masked man 

who killed the boss's favorite nephew. Sooner or later, they're 
going to find Dylan and he'll have no choice but... 

kill or be killed.

"Addicting as hell.."
- NERDIST

$16.99 / Different in Canada
ISBN: 978-1-5343-0651-6
Crime & Mystery
Rated M / Mature
IMAGECOMICS.COM



“Immortality may be a 
double-edged sword, but 

it’s one the intoxicating Jo 
wields with a boundless 
grace in this addictive 

page-turner.”
—Publishers Weekly
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