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For anyone confused as to why this issue isn’t a continuation of last issue, I did warn you this series was going 
to be unpredictable. 

And just to get it out of the way, this issue’s story isn’t based on anything or anyone in particular. It’s got 
bits and pieces of reality and history sprinkled in around the fictional “comics world” of CRIMINAL that 
we saw previously in BAD NIGHT and WRONG TIME, WRONG PLACE, but it isn’t meant to be an expose of 

the comics industry. It’s really a crime story wrapped around a 
character study, about a young guy and his one-time idol, which 
is something I think a lot of us can identify with (regardless of 
your interest in real or fake comics history). I point this out 
because there are names of real comics people next to made 
up ones in this story, and I just want to be clear that as far as 
I know, no one ever pulled a gun on Gerry Conway when he 
worked at Marvel Comics in the 1970s.

Anyway, I hope you’re enjoying this one so far. The story goes 
to some different places in the concluding chapter next issue, 
and we’ll see some familiar faces there, as well. 

***

Okay, so let’s get to some recommendations… 

I completely missed ESCAPE AT DANNEMORA when it was airing on Showtime, but I watched the entire 
mini-series last weekend and it’s pretty great. A long and detailed look at the entire story, with amazing 
performances by the four lead characters. I highly recommend it, but it is seriously fucked up. You find 
yourself rooting for these guys before you really know how bad they are. 

TRUE DETECTIVE season three grabbed me with the first two episodes. I liked the slowness of it, and the way 
it played with time, most of all. It’ll be almost over by the time you read this, I guess, but it seems like a return 
to form. 

I mentioned this in my newsletter a while back, but THE BIG 
BOOK OF THE CONTINENTAL OP is a pretty amazing thing I never 
thought would exist. 

It collects all of Hammett’s Continental Op stories from Black 
Mask and the serialized versions of both his first novels, the way 
they were published originally. Like RED HARVEST is still called 
POISONVILLE and is a more complicated (and violent) story. This 
is a Hammett fan’s dream. Check it out. 

And CORPORATE on Comedy Central is my favorite new sitcom. I 
was late catching up to it, but I haven’t laughed this hard at a US 
sitcom in a while. Lance Reddick has a scene at the end of season 
two’s first episode that had me in tears, honestly. Go watch it. 

***

We got a lot of nice feedback from readers on issue 1, and I am 
again shocked at how many of you have never read any of the 
previous CRIMINAL books, but glad to hear you’re snapping 
them up. We’ve actually had to go back to press on some of them. 
Anyway, here’s some letters: 

Through the years I’ve learned you are a big fan of Ross Macdonald. It was because of your mentions of him, I 
started reading him too and discovered that a movie I once saw with Paul Newman and liked very much - The 
Drowning Pool- was actually based on a Ross Macdonald novel.

With the mentions of Santa Teresa in the CRIMINAL universe, I started wondering if you’ve ever considered 
doing a GN adaption of a Lew Archer story? I always loved the PARKER adaptations by Darwyn Cooke (I reread 
them pretty much every year) and the Lawrence Block one was also pretty good.

Anyway, it’s great to have CRIMINAL back.

Kevin

 
 



Good question, Kevin. Santa Teresa is indeed a nod to the Lew Archer books, just like Bay City and Center 
City are nods to old fake city names in crime novels and movies. A bunch of crime novels have mentioned 
Santa Teresa over the years, the same way horror writers mention Arkham, basically. 

As for adapting one of the Archer books – or really any book – into a comic, that’s not really my thing. I 
mean, all the fun parts would be done already, and I’d just be making technical decisions, since I’m the 
writer. With the PARKER books, Darwyn Cooke got to basically collaborate with his favorite crime novelist, 
by taking the books and making a lot of decisions about what to leave in or out, how to cut text and show it 
instead, stuff like that, because he was doing all the art and storytelling. Much as I love Macdonald’s work, 
I’m better off and happier just writing my own crime stories. 

***

Just read the first issue of CRIMINAL; I love the comics you and Sean make, and CRIMINAL is one of my 
favorite series. I like how you use CRIMINAL to reference other media and genres, like Bad Night using 
the Dick Tracy pastiche strip “Frank Kafka, P.I.” or The Last of the Innocent exploring Archie Comics via 
a darker lens (well before the publisher raised its profile by doing so) or incorporating 1970s style black-
and-white comics magazines in your stories. I was curious whether you might want to explore a darker 
take on the teen detective genre like Nancy Drew or the Hardy boys  in CRIMINAL— does that sub-genre 
of crime fiction interest you?

Reed 

Thanks for asking, Reed. As you can see in our current story, I’m still building on some of those ideas, or 
expanding them in different directions, at least. So much of my own life – and probably most of us who 
buy and read comics – has been about comics and magazines and movies and comic strips, so including a 
fictionalized version of pop culture into the CRIMINAL world felt like a strange but right move to make. 
I have always loved fake works of fiction in other books or movies, even when it’s obvious what they’re 
inspired by or standing-in for. 

I have thought about teen detectives, for sure, and there’s even an analog of Encyclopedia Brown in THE 
LAST OF THE INNOCENT – Brittanica Black is his name. I have a plan to do something with a private eye 
in CRIMINAL, actually, but not a teen one. Still, I’ve always had a fondness for that subgenre, and do have 
some ideas about it, but where they’ll go, I can’t yet say.  

***

Since I devoted the last issue’s letters page to 
talking about the history of CRIMINAL, I didn’t 
have a chance to mention that we put out a new 
edition of THE FADE OUT a few months back. 

This is a trade paperback collection of the entire 
novel, with a new design from Sean. The three 
“act” trades are now out of print, and this and 
the Deluxe hardback are the only way to get 
THE FADE OUT, which is something that makes 
me really happy. And Sean really did a great job 
on the new design and cover. 

Signed prints of the cover and other goodies are 
available from seanphillips.bigcartel.com.

***

In our back pages this month, our friend Kim 
Morgan brings us a great piece about ANGELS 
WITH DIRTY FACES and Sean draws the hell 
out of the illustrations. 

Email us with questions and comments at:
criminalcomic@gmail.com 

We’ll be back next month to wrap this story up, 
and you can find the cover to said issue on the 
next page… 





Angels 
With Dirty 

Faces





We believe in Rocky.

A tear drops from gentle Jerry’s eye and we, somehow, 

hold nothing against him for asking Rocky to ham it 

up before death – a pretty unreasonable request if 

you ask me – and Rocky says so too: “You ask a nice 

little favor, Jerry. Asking me to crawl on my belly the 

last thing I do.” Indeed. 

And indeed, when we think about the Hollywood 

production code led by Catholic censor Joseph 

Breen meddling with movie morality, passing on 

his suggestions/demands especially here, as this is, 

a movie in 1938, following the friendship between 

a priest and a gangster, was of keen interest to him. 

Breen was concerned earlier gangsters were shown 

in too glamorous and sympathetic light – he worried 

those rebels, like a pre-code Tom Powers (Cagney, in 

The Public Enemy) or Tony Camonte (Paul Muni, in 

Scarface) were leading the public astray. They were 

just too damn sexy and exciting for the depression-

era audiences and he feared they sided with their 

rejection of what would be deemed a square society. 

A society of suckers because, look how bad things are 

anyway? Why go straight? 

But Breen’s not really getting his wish granted with 

Michael Curtiz’s incredibly entertaining, moving, at 

times masterful Angels with Dirty Faces (gorgeously 

shot by cinematographer Sol Polito), even if he 

thought he might be. Sure, we have a priest “winning” 

in the end – if you call that winning. And, yes, we’ve 

got a melodrama about good and evil and those that 

society are most worried about – the impressionable 

children who hero worship gangsters, the kids who 

quite understandably wonder why in hell they should 

work as hard, and for peanuts, as their parents do… 

if their parents are even working at all. Those kids 

this time are, as mentioned before, the Dead End Kids 

– Billy Halop as Soapy, Bobby Jordan as Swing, Leo 

Gorcey as Bim, Gabriel Dell as Pasty, Huntz Hall as 

Crab, Bernard Puntzley as Hunky – I think I got them 

all. But nothing can erase the unescapable magnetism 

of Cagney’s Rocky Sullivan, no matter what the 

headline hollers after his death: “Rocky Dies Yellow: 

Killer Coward at End!” 

	

Those kids, led by Soapy, are introduced to Rocky’s 

swagger the moment they steal his wallet. Rocky’s 

out of prison and back to his criminal ways and, not 

knowing that this is THE Rocky Sullivan, the little 

toughies rob him. He figures it out quickly, and heads 

down to their hide-out, a place that used to be his old 

hide-out with his pal, Jerry, who was once a hooligan 

like him, and is now a priest. We’ve learned that 

“The character I played in the picture, Rocky Sullivan, 

was in part modeled on a fella I used to see when I 

was a kid. He was a hophead and a pimp, with four 

girls in his string. He worked out of a Hungarian 

rathskeller on First Avenue between Seventy-

seventh and Seventy-eighth streets—a tall dude with 

an expensive straw hat and an electric-blue suit. All 

day long he would stand on that corner, hitch up his 

trousers, twist his neck and move his necktie, lift his 

shoulders, snap his fingers, then bring his hands 

together in a soft smack. His invariable greeting was 

“Whadda ya hear? Whadda ya say?” 

- James Cagney from “Cagney By Cagney”

“You’ll slap me? You slap me in a dream, you better 

wake up and apologize.”

– Rocky Sullivan

How can you not love Rocky Sullivan? 

And not just love him if you’re Spit/Spike/Bim/Slip/

Muggs or whomever else Leo Gorcey embodied as his 

days as a Dead End Kid/East Side Kid/Bowery Boy… 

but as an audience member watching Angels with 

Dirty Faces delighting in the pugnacious charm of 

James Cagney.

And we love him just as much, even more, as he’s 

fried at the end. He turns and pretends (though we’ll 

never know for sure) to be yellow. He howls for 

mercy as the jailers drag him to the electric chair in 

that gorgeous, horrifying, shadowed death chamber 

sequence. “No! I don’t want to die! Oh, please! I don’t 

want to die! Oh, please! Don’t make me burn in hell. 

Oh, please let go of me! Please don’t kill me! Oh, 

don’t kill me, please!” Rocky is either really scared 

or a really good actor or both – we feel like crying 

whichever way it goes. Some of us do cry when Rocky 

gets it. The guard sounds almost Shakespearean once 

they finish him off: “The yellow rat was gonna spit in 

my eye” (“Why dost thou spit at me?”). 

Pat O’ Brien’s priest Jerry Connolly, while being so 

visibly moved at Rocky’s cowardice or courage, 

practically sees the skies opening and hears angels 

singing, readying for Rocky’s hoofing it into heaven. 

Rocky can’t be burning in hell. No way. There’s no 

way God is going to allow Satan this one, and not after 

Rocky granted Jerry that kind of courage, a courage 

“born in heaven.” He made himself straight with God. 

Unless God is a double crosser, lost a bet with Satan. 

But we hope not.  



Rocky was chucked in juvenile detention when he couldn’t outrun the cops 

like Jerry could (you’ll be reminded of this in the film’s final heavenly line). 

And, so, Rocky turned deeper into crime. Jerry turned to God. Endearingly, 

they remained friends. 

The scene where the kids figure it out is so seductive and charming, that, 

if you haven’t fallen in love with Cagney already, you will right then 

and there. “Next time you roll a guy for his poke, make sure 

he don’t know your hideout,” Rocky says to them, not even 

angry, just kicking them in the pants for being so stupid, 

laughing along because he used to be like them. He puckishly 

winks as confirmation of being Rocky, rather than announcing 

himself, he doesn’t need to. Swing exclaims: “It’s Rocky Sullivan! We tried 

to hook you!?  What a boner!” 

Well, now the kids idolize him. So what is Father Jerry going to do? He tries 

to get Rocky involved as some kind of good influence – but Rocky is already 

back to his criminal ways, getting in even deeper with his crooked, and it 

turns out murderous, lawyer, Jim Frazier (Humphrey Bogart, terrific here), 

who is the picture’s real villain. Frazier tries to get Rocky killed, and 

even puts a hit on Jerry, a damn priest – of course, we already 

know that Rocky can’t go that far. (Can you imagine how 

less sympathetic Rocky would have been had he agreed to 

that plan?)

Rocky’s also got a likable love 

interest in beautiful, spirited Ann 

Sheridan who runs the boarding house 

Rocky initially rents once out of stir. These 

are good people around him, and he riffs 

and wrestles with the kids with such ease. 

There’s famous lines here, and then there’s 

just wonderful, rapid-fire little toss-offs 

too, like when Rocky asks the kids to sit 

down to lunch. He instructs, “Chuck your 

chest up to the wood.” It seems to mean a 

few things by the very way Cagney utters 

it – sit down, listen to me, deal with life, 

grow the fuck up. Oh, and eat your lunch. 

So, when it’s all over, well, I just don’t believe 

that these kids have really lost respect for 

Rocky, even if they appear to. O’Brien, with 

his lovely eyes and genuine humanity is still 

likable, we don’t want him to fail with the kids, but 

we also don’t think his plan will work. After all, this 

is Cagney as Rocky. This is “Whadda ya hear! Whadda 

ya say!” They’ll get over the coward bit. They may 

even begin to disbelieve it. And they may not turn 

to crime, and that’s good, but they may have learned 

some more know-how about life. They may now 

really – not just eat their lunch – but chuck their 

chests up to the wood.



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.

$14.99/Different in Canada
ISBN: 978-1-60706-563-0 T
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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

Diamond Gem Award for 
Best Original Graphic 

novel 2018



"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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