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Taxi!
I’m going 
with you, 
Allison.

God, Reggie, are 
you still worried 
about me? This is 
perfectly safe!

it’s perfectly 
creepy! You’re 
missing all the 

warning 
signs!

I’ve helped
people write 

their memoirs 
before. it’s

good money.

Being a blogging-type
reporter girl gives me my
Lois Lane fix, but the pay 
is kind of a joke. A joke 

my landlord doesn’t
think is funny.

But you don’t even
know who this guy is! 

And he wants to pay you 
three times the normal 

rate? Forty-five 
thousand dollars?

I smell 
a rat. 

Doubt that, 
Reggie. I don’t 

think there are any 
rats in this part 

of town. 



Stop 
here!

Okay… serious 
question… why did
you have him stop?

There’s still like, four
blocks to go.

Which
gives us time 

to talk.

Sure. Should
we talk about the 

weather? Your lack
of boyfriend? Your 

paranoia? 

No. Let’s talk
about that part where this 
mysterious client of yours 

said, “When we meet… don’t be 
alarmed by my appearance; 
I’m quite different from your 

average customer.”

I wish
I’d never told 

you that. The point is,
this guy… what’s

his name, Burma, this 
Burma guy is obviously 

a serial killer.

Obviously.

He’s just trying to
get his claws into you.

You are reasonably 
attractive. 

Oh,
thanks. I mean… 

reasonable 
thanks.

Not a problem. 
Seriously though, 
have you considered 
how hideous this 

guy must be?



He was probably 
hideously disfigured in

a mob fight. Carved up by 
knives, brass knuckles, 

or venereal diseases.

in exactly what
kind of mob fight

does one contract a 
venereal disease?  

Or,
I’ve got it, 

Allison.

“I bet this guy is like 
that elephant man. With 
that elephant disease.

“Or his flesh has
rotted away from drug 
use. Meth. Heroin. Paint 

fumes. Brain fluids.

“Or he wears the
stolen dresses of his latest

victims, from all the reasonably 
attractive girls that were lured 
to his apartment despite all the 

obvious warning signs!”

Maybe he’s
like… some dark 
eldritch god. A 

soul eater!

You didn’t
bring your soul, 

did you? You REALLY 
shouldn’t have! He’s 

going to take it!

He must
have sold his 

soul to get this 
building. This 
place is nice. 



I’ll go in. 
You won’t.

Fine. Be daft, 
then.  I’ll wait 
for you at that 

coffee shop.

Text me. Every
fifteen minutes. Or I’m

calling Special Forces. The 
Parachute Regiment. Royal 

Marine Commandos. The 
Ghostbusters.

Seriously! 
Text me!

I will. I 
will. Geez.

Hullo!
You must

be Allison 
Breaking, 

right?

That’s 
me! I’m 

here for…



Burma told
me to expect you.

The memoir writer,
correct? Very

exciting! 

And I dare say 
you’ll find plenty 
of material with 
our dear Burma. 

Now… he DiD
tell you that he’s 

somewhat… different…  
in appearance, yes?

Umm, 
yes?

it can be quite a
shock for some people. 
Not that Burma allows 

many people into his life 
anymore, you understand. 

Still… quite a shock. 
Wait there.

I’ll let him know 
you’ve arrived.

< Message From: Allison

Haven’t met him 
yet. BUT… butler 
just warned me 
AGAIN about his 
looks. Wish you 
hadn’t made me 
so paranoid.

Hmmmm.



Burma 
will see 
you now.

Mind the 
cats.

And… here we
are. There is some 

tea and lemonade on 
the counter, there. 

And biscuits. 

I trust you
like biscuits,

even though you’re 
American, eh?

Biscuits 
are nice. 

Thank you.

Call if you
need anything 

else. The bell’s 
right here.

Ta  ta!

Okay. I’ll just
wait here alone,
then. Just me and

my paranoia.

And some 
biscuits. And 

some nice books. 
Lots of art.

Wonder what all 
these paintings 

are worth?



Guess I’ll find
out. Writing a 

memoir and all. 
He’ll probably want 
to talk about his 
art collection.

Couldn’t find out 
anything about him 
on the internet. Be 
interesting to find 
out if he inherited 

this money or…

Allison.

Hmmm?

Somebody… 
said my name?

Me.
The cat.

I said it.
I’m 

Burma.

Huh? is 
this a…

Not a joke. A 
talking cat. I’m the 
one who’s hiring you. 
I did warn you about 

my appearance,
you know.

You… you 
didn’t say… 

cat.
Cat.

I mean, 
hey, cat. 
No way.



Shall we get
to business, or 
would you like to
be bewildered

some more? 

You’re 
a cat.

Well done. 
Perfectly 

said.

And you are
Allison Breaking.

Your “Breaking News” 
website is quite inventive. 

Not huge, yet. Not yet. 
But I believe you’ll be 

going places. in the meantime, 
ghosting memoirs pays 
your bills. I’m here to 

pay some of those bills. 
Quite a few of them, I 

would think.

And you’re staying with 
your friend Reggie here in 
London, then? How does it 

compare to your hometown 
of Portland? I hear the 

rains are similar.

You’re 
a cat.

Wise of
you to save on

the travel stipend
I sent you. Hotels
are wretchedly 

expensive.

You’re 
actually 

a cat.

I am. I’m a
talking cat. I’m

one of a kind. Though 
there are quite a few 

other cats that would 
have some things to 
say, given a suitable 

tongue.

I’m not
sure I feel 
very good.

This isn’t 
unexpected. Let’s 

call it a day, shall 
we? Give you time

to adjust?

Come back
when your mind is

settled, your eyes 
aren’t quite so wide, 
and you are ready

to begin. 

This
way, Miss 
Breaking.

For now, 
Cardiff will 
see you to 
the door.



Reggie.

Ahh! There you are!
You weren’t texting! I 

was totally in the dark. 
I mean metaphorically 
dark. it’s actually pretty 

well-lit in here.

Hey…
are you 
okay?

Give me a jolt of that 
coffee. And don’t ask me 
any questions because I 

think I’m insane.

I’m either onto
the hugest story in 
the entire history 
of huge stories,or 

I’m insane.

.q

ad

f

gh

gd

j

/

f

hg

7k

t

,

f 

@cata
5\

y

i

\d

8

9

ya

8g

$%

&@

aN

d

f

x

da

n

k8

“Huh? A cat? What do 
you mean he’s a cat?”



1:32 AM
3:26 AM

4:48 AM

A cat. 
A… cat. 

Did this guy…
did he maybe drug

you? Did you eat or drink
anything? Anything at all?

inhale any smoke? Lick
any toads?

No toads. 
Nope. Nothing 

like that.

“I… I think I’m going 
to drive around for 
a while. See London. 

Clear my head.”



Bloody hell! 
BLOODY HELL!

Bloody 
hell?

STOP! 
Damn it! 

Stop!

Manchester United?
Oh cor; you’re not another 
of those blokes are you? 
We’re meeting my parents 

and you’re wearing…

Hey! My 
computer!



Efff! You 
bastards! 

What the 
BLOODY 
HELL?

Reggie. I saw
this thing. A thief. 

All these cats.

Things
are crazy. Big. 

Something’s very 
dangerous. 
These cats.

Allison, what
the hell are you 
talking about?



So… tell 
me about 
your life.

I’m talking 
about taking 

this job.
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OCTOBER 3rd, 1916.
THE SOMME.
OCTOBER 3rd, 1916.
THE SOMME.

“I was keeping my 
hair short. All the 

mud, you know.

“The mud was 
everywhere.

“Over the 
years, over 

the course of 
my lives, I’ve 

had a number of 
looks. I’d go so 
far as to say 
I’m a master 
of disguise. 
Such crafts 

certainly have 
their uses.”

 BURMA 
1180 BC

BURMA 
1817

BURMA 
I670

BURMA 
1718

BURMA 
I976

in the
Somme, I

stayed away 
from the 
fighting. 

Hand-to-hand
combat isn’t
exactly my
specialty,
you know.

You don’t 
even have 
hands.

True. Anyway, 
the trenches 
aren’t where 
a war is won.

“Supply lines and 
intelligence. That’s 
what wins the war.”



“I was running 
messages to 
the troops.

“Radio communications were all but 
useless those days. Always breaking 
down. This was the only way the men on 

the front could know about enemy troop 
movements, or when they might expect 

supplies, or reinforcements.

“it was hairy business, 
but a cat keeps a low 
profile, of course.”

Sneaking past 
sentries. Avoiding 

the land mines. The 
bullets were too high 

for my head, of 
course.

I would
have been 

terrified.

Yes. Of 
course. The 

terror.



“The terror was 
everything. it was

the sky. The ground. it 
seemed like anything 

might explode.

“The air hummed with 
bullets. The nearest 

gas mask… you always 
knew where it was. We 
were always waiting 

for the alarms.

“if we had any time, we’d eat. if we had any food, 
that is. And if by chance we’d recently eaten,

and nothing was exploding, we’d think about
the war, about what the hell was happening.

“Was there any real 
difference between the 

two sides? Was it worth 
the cost in life?”

The horror of war is 
that it’s never worth 

the cost in life.

No…. the
real horror

of war is that,
sometimes,

it is.

“I thought of my lives.
My destiny. These are the 
thoughts in a cat’s head, 
questions on if we have 
one destiny… or nine.”



“One destiny 
for each life.

“Or one destiny 
for all nine.

Blimey! 
Was that…?

A cat!
A bleedin’ 

cat!

“Not all of us cats use
our nine lives of course, just as
so many of you humans lay about, 
day after day, not even using the 

one you’ve been given.

Should we 
kill it?

Yes! Our
orders are to

kill everything! 
Everything!

“The war made me think about 
mortality… about final mortality… 

for the first time. I suppose when 
you have nine lives you take the 

next one for granted.

“But… yes… you do 
run out. All things 
come to an end.”

I think this
was the first time

I thought seriously
about writing my

memoirs.

That long
ago? That’s like… 

a hundred 
years!

True. But I still had
a couple of lives to 

spare. it didn’t seem as 
important as it does 

now, these days.



“Still… watching 
Johnny Soldier

and Billy Doughboy 
writing their brief life 

history… it made me 
think. Their love notes 

were of no consequence, 
but the desperation of 

being remembered, 
that stuck with me.

Greta… do
not forget me, 
or forget the 

love…

Hah! Hans
is a woman’s 

bitch!

Give that 
back! Give 
that back!

They’re 
coming! 

THEY’RE 
COMING!

Nein! ich 
ubergebe!

Take the
trench, boys!

Take the trench! 
A few more yards 

for the Queen!

Kampf! 
Kampf!

“And when the bayonets came
on us, I remembered the first war
of my life, the first memory of my 
life, or at least the first memory 

that I’m willing to tell you.”

Whichever
one, it was in Egypt

in the 20th Dynasty under 
Ramses the Third… around 

1182 BCE in your
calendar.

What? 
Seriously? 

You were alive 
way back 

then?

it was my
first life. I’ve
gone through
eight lives,

now. “Eight lives and… 
eight deaths.”



Should we take
a break for now? You

might want to call your
friend Reggie. She’s been 
phoning for you. Your

phone is off, but…

Hmm? How do 
you know she’s 
been calling? I monitor all

calls that come 
into this house. And 

even the streets 
outside.

Huh? How’s that 
possible? And… that’s 
kind of an invasion of 
privacy. I mean, that 

makes me…

Oh, wow.
Reggie has been 

calling.

Nine million apologies for 
snooping into your personal 
business. in my defense, I’m a 

cat. We’re nervous.

I have
agents watching

you, incidentally, in
case my enemies try to 

find me through
you.

Agents? You 
mean those 

cats?

“But that man was
just trying to steal
my computer bag!”

Probably. 
Probably.

Can’t
be too

careful.



But we
were talking about 
your friend. Do you 

want her to join us? 
Should I send a car 

for her?

Honestly?
No. I don’t think 
she’s ready to 

meet you.

Oh. Well
then, I guessed
wrong. There’s 
already a car 

on the way.

Should I call it 
back? I just didn’t 
want her to worry 

about you. Because… 
listen…

…I understand I’m
a mystery and that 

curiosity kills a good deal 
more than cats, so if you’d 

like her to come and keep you 
a bit safer then I’ve no 

worries or qualms
about that.

I can’t very well
swear you to secrecy 

amongst your friends and 
it’s almost suppertime 
and we’re having duck 

tonight.

Has
Reggie ever
had duck?

Call her and
ask if she’s ever

had duck.

Umm…

Okay.



Hello? Reggie?
it’s Allison. Have you 

ever had duck?

Where the
hell are you there’s
a car here that says

it’s for me and are you
okay I don’t like

this Allison!

I think
things are okay. 

Burma says you can 
come over for dinner. 

We’re having
duck.

Burma?

The 
talking 

cat?

He says
I can meet 

him?

Yes.



Manchester 
United, if you can 

believe it. They
was fans.

Listen
to what I’m 

saying!

You can tell the 
client to stick 

it, then!

Hi, Nate.
This is Julie. Listen.

That picture I just sent
out was only supposed
to go to Nita. Could you 

delete it from your 
phone?

Ummm.

More like Manchester 
Un-tied… the way 
they were tying 

them on.

No. I meant I 
won’t come over. 

Not again. Not 
ever again.

What? No, you don’t need 
to tell them where

to stick it!

Hi, Gabby. This
is Julie. Umm… that 

picture I just sent was
only supposed to go to Nita.

Could you delete it from
your phone?

is he…?

Really?
You liar. I’ll be 
there in an hour. 

What should
I wear?

I think they’ll know where to 
stick it! it’s just bleedin’ 

assumed!

Hi, Frank. This
is Julie, here. Bit

embarrassing… that
picture I just sent was
only supposed to go to

Nita. Do us a favor
and delete it,

please?

Wow.
I just…

Oh that’s 
naughty.

Hi, mum. So… you just 
got a picture, right? 

Don’t look at it, 
okay?

Okay. I’d 
like to meet 

him.



Great! See 
you soon!

Yeah. 
Yeah.

Bloody
crazy, though. 
That’s what all 

this is.

She’s on 
the way.

Excellent.
I look forward to 

meeting her.

Now then,
until she arrives,

we might as well keep 
working on my memoirs. 
Let me tell you about

a very special
occasion. 

Let’s talk
about the first time 
I ever tried to take 

over the world.
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“it was 1182 BCE. in Egypt.
it was my first life. it was 

the first time I ever tried to 
take over the world.”

What do you 
mean take over 

the world?

Just that. I
wanted world dominion. 

Control over all the lands.  
All the peoples.

This is going to
sound arrogant, and

maybe it’s just because
I’ve always been different,

always an outsider,
the only talking cat…

…but for my
whole life, for all

of my lives, I’ve always 
felt superior.

And there’s
no sense in being 
superior without 
exercising that 

superiority. 

Back then, in
ancient Egypt, I’m not 

even sure I was serious 
about it, about taking 

over the world.

But the
world of the time

was ripe for the taking
and it was easy enough in 

those days to pretend
to be a god.



“There were already an enormous amount of 
gods in place. The ancients had a tendency to 
revere their ancestors by referring to them 
as divinities. in time, without true historical 

record… these ancestors became gods.

“I pushed the
pantheon, created

‘appearances’
by them.”

No wires. 
Nothing.

Why an entire 
pantheon? I mean… 
why not just pose 

as a god and…?

Because nobody
should ever aspire to be
a solo god, because then 
you’re always the one to 

blame if something
goes wrong.

“Best to set yourself up as 
the one to praise and keep the 
others as the ones to blame.”



Excuse me.
What are you

doing? 

Uh. Oh. 

Umm… looking for 
a hidden speaker, 

or something. 

Sorry.

Continuing on,
I had the ear of

a priestess or two,
and some grand ideas

for expanding the
upper and lower

deltas.



“You see, people are always looking 
to gods, or even to those WHO speak 

with the voice of god, so I…”

Excuse me. 
Can I cut in, 

here? 

Yes. 

You said
this was the first time 
you tried to take over

the world? 

What’s up
with that? is that 
something you’re 

still doing?

Allison, oh
Allison. I thought you
were a professional.
Why are you asking me 
questions about the 

present? 

When writing a 
memoir, always start 
at the beginning, and 
you’ll reach the end 

quickly enough. 

Besides…
take over the world?

Please. I never even leave
this house anymore. What

use would I have for
the world?



TWENTY MINUTES LATER.TWENTY MINUTES LATER.
You think 

he’s telling 
the truth?

Probably. 
Or… probably 

not.

That’s how I feel.
I’m not grounded, here.

When blokes try to pick me up at 
bars, I always know when they’re 

bullshitting. But I don’t have a
built-in lie detector for

talking cats. 

I was all like
bullshit, bullshit!
With flashing lights
and claxons going

off and…

Do you think
there are other 
types of talking 

animals?

What? You mean like, talking 
horses? Monkeys that discuss 

philosophies? Dolphins that advise 
you to lose a few pounds before 

wearing a bikini? 

Maybe a
platypus who

could finally explain 
what the hell

she is?

I don’t 
think so.

Me 
either.

Just because
we’ve found one 

crazy thing doesn’t 
mean the door is open 

to all other sorts 
of craziness.

I mean… when you first
told me  there was a talking
cat, I’m sorry, but it rather

triggered my alarms.



I am
curious about

all this, though.
Lately, it feels like
the earth shifted,
somehow, beneath

my feet.

I feel
like I’m playing

a video game and I’ve
just opened up a brand

new level, one where I’ve 
found a magic necklace

that lets me talk to 
animals.

Hello 
pigeon. Can 
you talk?

Are you in
my video game,

too? Are you going
to help me on the quest
to rescue the princess

from the Tower of
Ravishment?

Coo?

Tower of Ravishment? 
Exactly what video games 

have you been…?

There
it goes! 

The quest 
is on!

Let’s 
follow

it!

I thought we
agreed that Burma 
is the only animal 

that can talk? Why 
are we following

a pigeon?

Because it’s 
London!

That’s… 
actually not 

a reason. Hurry!



Down here!
We have to hurry! 
Not fair that cats 
can talk but we 

can’t fly!

I still don’t see
why being in London 

means we have to follow 
a pigeon. is there some 

sort of historical 
significance that…

Down!

Huh?

is that…?
That’s Burma… 

isn’t it?

Yes. I think
so. And that’s
his place. But

why’s he leaving
the house?

“Didn’t he say he never leaves
his house anymore? Why would 

he lie about something like that? 
I wonder what he’s doing?”



We should
follow him! Get

your moped! I’ll keep
an eye on him, and

we’ll meet up!

Make sure 
your phone 

is on!

We’re 
following 
him? Why?

Because 
London, that’s 

why!

I do not 
understand all 
this “London” 

business.

He’s going down a 
sidewalk, now. Just like

a regular cat. All those 
people, and none of them 

know what’s going on.

I’m at my 
moped. Where 

are you?

Just down
the street. At

the corner. Near
the hobby store. 

Hurry!

On my 
way!

“Oh! He just jumped on the 
back of a lorry! Hurry!”



Get 
on!

This is 
exciting!

This is 
stupid!

And what do you 
mean Burma jumped 

onto a lorry?

He did! Right
onto the back of it! 
Just like a lord,

he was!

We’ll find 
him though! 

We will!

There it is! 
There’s the 

lorry!

Thought we’d
lost it for a time. 

London streets are 
strange.

Some of
our streets were

built before cars,
you know.

Wait until everyone
has tiny personal airplanes 
or jetpacks… your American 
streets will seem outdated 

then.

is this a 
warehouse or 

something?



Looks like
it. Food or 
something.

Maybe Burma 
works here as 

forklift 
operator.

Your British 
humor is always 
so full of wit.

Keep your
head down. 
Someone’s 

coming.

And she said
that this other 

bloke doesn’t kiss 
like he’s a scrub 

brush.
What? She

doesn’t like your 
moustache? She’s 

crazy, that
girl is.

I can’t believe 
we’re doing this. is 
this really what 

spies do?

You mind me, 
Bailey… you can 
find a new girl 

tonight. That’s 
in one night.

A moustache
like yours takes
months to grow. 

Years, even. That’s 
a commitment.



Well…
your standard

spy, I hope the average 
conversation she overhears 

is juicier than two beer 
bellies talking about

moustaches.

The average
spy isn’t following

a cat. We’re throwing 
off the curve in all 

sorts of ways.

Oooo! 
There he 
goes!

He’s just… 
walking.

I suppose
it was strange
to think of him

doing anything else. 
Animals like to go 

for walks. So do
I, for that

matter.

“We should leave him 
alone. I’m starting to 

feel kind of stalker-y.”

“it’s because 
of London.”

“What iS iT
with you and this 
‘London’ thing?”

it’s 
working. 



You 
fooled 
them?

Completely,
though I admit I 

didn’t think those 
two would be quite 

so tenacious in 
following me.

I overlooked
how Ms. Breaking

is a reporter. Her
kind doesn’t give

up easily.

But, my double
has thrown them 

completely off track. 
They can’t tell one cat 

from another.

To be fair,
I sometimes

have trouble telling
humans apart. But 
that’s no matter.

For now…

…let’s
talk about

my plan.
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Hello?
Hello?

it’s Allison 
Breaking.

Time for more 
interviews.

Hmmm?

Not 
locked?

Hello? 
Anybody 
here?



…garblle 
zhagohal gaohar 
supposed to bring 

me agaoran…

Wonder
what’s keeping 

him?

Dangerous 
business?

Usually 
reliable.

Damnable 
dogs.

Uncovered?

Umm, 
hello? Sorry to 

interrupt, 
but…

Oh. But
I see my 

biographer 
is here.

Didn’t
mean to snoop.

it’s just that… the
door was open and I
didn’t want to miss
our appointment

and…

No bother. 
No bother 

at all.

Cardiff
and I were

just discussing
a television 

program.

Yes. I do
love the telly. 

Dr. Who and Miss 
Marple and

all that.
Should I 

bring tea, 
sir?

That would 
be splendid, 

Cardiff.



Now then,
which of my 

past lives shall 
we speak of 

today?

Ahh. I know.
Let me tell you

the real story of
Puss in Boots.

Don’t
tell me you 

were…

I was.
I was. I was that 

cat as well.

it was
the Frenchman,

Charles Perrault,
who first chronicled

the story, and his rather
fanciful version has

remained with us
ever since.

“He had me as some 
dandy in fine clothing. 

Walking upright. I can’t 
tell you how much that 

would hurt my back.

“in reality I was simply hairless at the time. 
Hairless, with skin like a human. The French of 1670 
had never seen such a cat, and believed I must be 
half-human. Thus the waistcoats and the boots 

were added, and the modern tale was born.

“But… may as well continue
Perrault’s farce. You are
free to envision me as a
tiny nobleman in boots.”

No. No 
they are 

not. 

Your
paws don’t 

really look fit 
for boots.



To go on with
my sorry story, I

found a farmer who was
handsome and dumb.

Perfect fodder for
my plan.

Your plan?
is this another 
story of you…?

Trying to take 
over the world? 

Yes. Of course!

“When dealing with 
people, it’s best

to remember that 
presentation
is everything.

Hey!
it’s that

dumb farmer
boy!

ignore 
them.

“I outfitted the farmer in 
the best finery, paraded 
him through the heart of 
the city. lacking today’s 
internet, I simply paid a 
few influential harlots 
to call out a fake name.

Oooh!
The Marquis of 

Carabas!

ignore 
them.

“Then, for several weeks, I had 
gifts presented to the king, always 

in the presence of his daughter, 
the beautiful princess.”

it’s another
gift from the Marquis 
of Carabas! Who is 

this man?

Some of the,
umm… local girls
tell me he’s quite 

handsome!



“Then, I contrived a 
meeting, pretending 

to a robbery.

My lord,
the Marquis of

Carabas has been
bathing, and robbers
have absconded with

his clothing. 

Gasp… the…
the Marquis?

Oh daddy, this is an
outrage! A blanket
for the Marquis! He

shall ride with us
back to the

castle!

“Nature took 
its course.

“And with the power 
of the kingdom in my 

grasp, I was prepared 
for the next stage

of my conquest.”

First, I planned to
declare war on a rival 

kingdom, and then, then… 
but… no matter.

“I’d reckoned without the
king’s hounds. Met them 

one night when strolling into
the kitchen for a snack during a 
late evening strategy session.

“An unfortunate 
meeting.”



Ugggh. Gross. How do 
you want me to deal    

with all your deaths 
when we publish
your memoirs?   

Always go for 
sensational.

One of the
reasons… in fact
the main reason…

I chose you to compile 
my memoirs is because 

of your website.

by Allison
Breaking.

it’s a
fantastic launching 

platform for reaching 
the masses.

“The web has enormously
elevated the number of people who
can be reached by a story, and the 
larger the number of people, the 
more they want the sensational.

“You tell the story of my life, 
and then we’ll back up the 

prose with animated videos, 
reenactments, and so on.”

That could 
run into a lot 

of money.

My story
is important. 
People must 

know.

And these
memoirs are just 
the start of what 
I want to say to

humanity.

People are
going to freak when 
we release news of a 

talking cat.

Yes.
I suppose 
they will. I’m counting on it,

in fact. The furor will push 
the book sales, making me a 
celebrity, and celebrities 

are kings in this
day and age.

Breaking 
News,

Should we make 
them sensational, 
or more reserved?



All hail
King Burma.

Thank you.
Thank you.

I’m sure Queen 
Elizabeth would

be pleased.

Queen 
Elizabeth?

Do you know 
her?

I knew 
her.

I wasn’t speaking
of the current Elizabeth, 
but rather the original. 

Good queen Bess.

“We were
quite the pair
in those days.

I affected the guise
of a pure white cat,
as befitting royalty.

And Bess… ahh, Bess…
I think she loved me,

in her way.”

Did
you love 

her?

Ah, 
that.

“I loved the 
throne. But Bess 

wasn’t bad.”



“in the end,
though, she was

too problematic.
I could counsel her 
behind the scenes, 
but left to her own 
she would falter.”

I switched
my alliance to 
Mary, Queen of 

the Scots.

Ooooo. 
Wasn’t 
she…?

Executed?
Yes. Bad choice,
on my part. The

unfortunate episode
was wiped from the

history books.
My part in it,

at least.

Just hold
‘im down! He’s 

only a cat!

He’s scratching
my hands to bits,

he is! And you watch 
your aim with that 

axe, mind you!

This axe,
which I found in

the estate sale of
an English nobleman’s 
curiosity cabinet, is
the very one that

ended my time
with Mary.

Ewww. 
That’s 
gross.

There is a call
for you, sir. I’ve 

patched it through 
to your desk. it’s 

Mr. Rohan.

Thank you, 
Cardiff. 



Rohan? This is Burma. You’re 
on speakerphone, and Ms. 

Breaking is present, so 
none of your vulgar 

language.

I understand
just what you mean, 

sir. I’ll watch
my mouth.

Thing is, sir…
it’s about the courier. 

I’m afraid there was
an accident. The
data was lost.

Lost?

That’s 
right, sir.

Bit of a fender 
bender. The, uhhh, 
data was damaged 

beyond repair.

Unfortunate.
We’ll have to compile 

new data from scratch, 
then. Are we… insured 

for the accident?

Absolutely,
sir. I have some of

our best… insurance 
agents on the way. They’ll 

look into the matter,
make sure it’s

settled.

Make quick 
work, Rohan. We 
have schedules 

to maintain.

Now, I
suppose it’s

best to talk with
our other… shipping 
managers. I’ll patch 

you in along with
the rest.



Everyone. This is 
Burma. There has 
been a setback. A 

slight mishap.

We’re still well
within our guidelines,
but I think it’s best 

to be on guard. 

Let’s be 
careful out 

there.

Workplace accidents
are always unfortunate,
and our competitors are 

constantly sniffing
for weakness.



Ms. Breaking? My 
apologies, but a… an 

important package has 
been lost. it may take 

some time to…

Not a
problem. I’m 

supposed to meet 
Reggie soon 

anyway.

Reggie?
it’s me. I’ll be a bit 
early. Burma had 
some business 

thing.

What business
is he in? I’d just

figured he was some rich 
playboy. Or… playcat? I 

mean I just thought he 
was retired or 

something.

You know… I’m not 
really sure what he 

does. I should ask him 
and… OOH! YUCK!

Huh? What do 
you mean yuck? 

What’s up?

Dead cat in the 
street. Some men 

are taking it away. 
Poor thing.

Another
cat? Suddenly it

seems like cats are 
everywhere.

You’re just
being hyper aware 

of cats, Reggie. 
After all...

…it’s not like 
there’s some big 

conspiracy.



5





HYDE PARK.HYDE PARK.

I feel 
ridiculous.

it was your
idea. I didn’t want to 
use the cat carrier, 

but you said…

I know.
I know. You must 

understand I’m a bit
nervous at being out

of the house.

Don’t you
feel cooped up, 

though?

I meant cooped
up in your house,

never going outside, 
because obviously

you’re cooped up
right now. 

And if you
think you feel

ridiculous, how do
you think we feel? You’re

like a tiny person,
and we put you

in a cage.

You didn’t
put me here.
I went in by 

myself.
And it’s not

like a cage… it’s
more like a palanquin. 
You’re beautiful slave 

girls carrying
the king. 

Ooooh. 
Listen to him 

talk!

I know, right?
Let’s not forget

who has opposable
thumbs, here, Mr.

Talking Cat.



I admit
being in that 
contraption
was a little

strange. 

The
last time I

can remember being
carried in something 
similar was… hmmm… 

perhaps back
in 1795. 

1795? 

“At the time, Napoleon Bonaparte
was well on his path to his conquests.

At the same time, he was acquiring a vast
zoo. Everywhere he went, he captured

the strangest animals.” 

And he caught
you, right? That’s

where you’re going with 
this? Because… you are 

an animal, and you
are strange. 

Reggie!

What?
it’s true,
isn’t it?

“Absolutely true.
Except I wasn’t actually 
captured. I volunteered,

in a way. I wanted to meet 
Napoleon, and this seemed 

the easiest way.”

Could you talk with Napoleon? Do
you speak French? Please tell me you
don’t speak French. No offense, but I

don’t want a cat to speak more
languages than I do. 

I speak twelve
languages. English.

French. Spanish. Mandarin. 
Batak. Arabic. German. 

Japanese. 
Stop!

STOP!



Twelve
languages. Twelve.

At least Reggie and I still 
have our opposable

thumbs.

You speak 
Batak? I don’t 
even know what 

Batak iS.

An indonesian
language. My point is, 

yes… I was able to speak 
with Napoleon. He was a 

great man.

“Not an ounce of humility in him. Not 
an ounce. I met him shortly before 
his marriage to Josephine. Shortly 
before his ruin, then, in a way. The 

woman was an absolute horror.

“Did you know her pug bit Napoleon 
on their wedding night? Chomped 

down on Nappy’s calf. An outrage. 
Josephine was actually amused.

“I constantly advised Napoleon
to cut her from his troop d’amour, but
he wouldn’t listen. Josephine spent the

next few years embarrassing him into the
role of a cuckold, spending enormous

sums of money, taking lovers.

“Napoleon, of course, spent
his next few years embarrassing 

other men’s armies and taking 
the crown as Emperor.”



He was the
wisest general I’ve ever

known. Not afraid to take
risks. He had daring,

that one did.

“Between us,
I did think the 
world was in 

reach.

Here, you 
think?

Yes.
There.

And then 
everywhere 

else.

“Unfortunately, Napoleon
took our goal of ‘everywhere’

a bit too literally. Never take your 
troops to Russia in the winter. You 
can fight the Russian army, but you 

cannot fight the Russian winter.

“Sensing weakness after 
Napoleon’s foolhardy attempt, the 
rest of the world banded together 

in the Battle of the Nations, at 
Leipzig. Soon after, Paris fell.”



Napoleon and
I were exiled to Elba.

A small kingdom, it seemed,
for a man who was so good with 
troops, and so bad with women, 

and who really should have 
listened to my advice.

Russia!
in the winter!

That idiot! I still 
haven’t forgiven 

him!

Didn’t 
Napoleon 

escape from 
Elba?

Yes. Or rather, he
simply left when no one 
was looking. Our British 

sentinels were lax.

“Still… the departure
was rather sudden. Lots of 

jostling. Chaos. That sort of 
thing. At one point, halfway 

back to France, several crates 
were knocked overboard. 

Unfortunately, I was on the 
crates at the time, basking in 

the warmth of the sun and 
freedom.

“My departure went 
unnoticed. And I have 
never been a very good 
swimmer. it was the end 

of my campaign. And 
another of my lives.”



RAWRR RRARWWRR RARWWR

MEWWERRRRRR

RAWRR RAWRR RAWRRR

RAFFFF  EEERAFFFF

I don’t
remember Napoleon 

having a cat.

Of course not.
What you will remember, 

though, is Napoleon having 
an ego far too large to 

share credit.

This was 
another time in 
history that my 

deeds were…

Ahhh! Bloody 
hell!

Ahhh! NO! 
Burma!

Where
did they go? I 
lost them!

I don’t see
them, either! 

Burma! 

BURMA!



RAWWRR R
AWWRR RR-RAWWRR

Kitty!

Welcome, 
sir.



That’s 
that, then.

Though
it seems a

dangerous way
of meeting, sir, if

you don’t mind
me saying.

You didn’t
need to bring the
girls along in the 

first place. Wouldn’t 
have needed to effect 
an escape. Wouldn’t 

have needed…

Rohan, Rohan.
A cat can’t take 
over the world 

without a bit
of spice.

Spice I
understand. 
But you was 

reckless.

As reckless 
as that dog, 
sir, and look 

what…

Have
some balls, 

man!

Adventurers 
must do

adventurous 
things!

Now, help
me with a 
disguise.

A bit of
temporary 

coloration should do 
fine. A subtle change 

makes all the 
difference.



There. That’s 
that. Would you 
recognize me, 

Rohan?

Not at all,
sir. I wouldn’t have 

recognized you if that 
dog had gotten you 

either.

He’d have 
torn you to 
pieces, quick 
as a wicket, 

sir.

I suppose.
But, all in all,

my plan to get away
from the girls for a quick 

inspection worked quite well.
I admit the dog was a bit of

a surprise, but a genius
uses the materials

he’s given.

Very good
sir. Then shall 
we be about the 

carts?

Just so. 
Progress going 

well?

We’ve had
to suspend

the popcorn cart. 
Complaints about the 
taste, don’t you know. 
But our additives are 

blending well, 
elsewhere.

Burma! 
Burma!

Check over 
there!

Add more
butter and salt 
to the popcorn. 

Disguise it
that way. 

Already on it, 
sir. We’ll have it 
humming soon.



Rohan.
Burma, sir. 

Good afternoon 
to you both.

Serve up a
dog, would you, 

Haskins?

Right you are,
sir. But I wouldn’t 

eat it, unless… Well, 
you know of course. 

The additives.

Wouldn’t
dream of

tasting one of
these. No offense

intended.

No. I’ll just
have a sniff.

My nose will tell
me all I need

to know.

And…
yes. Splendid. 

Splendid.

All the
rest of the 
carts doing 

well?

Absolutely!
Cotton candy.

Pretzels. Hot dogs.
Lemonades. Fish and chips.

Chips and cheese.
Elephant ears.

All the
carts are 

roaring, sir! 
Absolutely 
roaring!

is it having 
the desired 

effect?

So far…
the results

are good. it’ll take 
weeks and weeks, of 
course, before the 

effects really
set in.



The
accumulated

effects, though. 
That’s where we’ll 

get them.

“A few months of 
breaking through the 
tolerance levels.

“And then you’ll
have them, sir. You’ll

have them all.”
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Normally, I
don’t much go

for humans. You’re 
ungainly. But this 

one… this one
had grace.

We’re 
ungainly? 
Ungainly… 

HOW?

Doesn’t
matter, Burma.
I can live with a 

couple insults. I’m 
just glad that dog 

didn’t get you in
the park.

I was so
relieved when you 

called to say you’d 
escaped, that you 

made it home.

I was really 
worried about 

you!

Yes. it was a
simple matter to slip 

between the hedges and 
evade pursuit. Dogs
aren’t very smart,

you know.

“Back to my memoirs, though…
and to Audrey Hepburn. I’d seen 

several of her movies. Roman Holiday. 
Love in the Afternoon. Funny Face. 

Suffice to say I was a fan.”

So when I
found out she was

making a film where a
cat would be a part of

the cast… I simply
had to have

the role.



Sommmme-one 
has a crush on 

Auuudrey!

You mean 
me? 

Because
you could be 
talking about 

me.

I’d
totally go

out with Audrey
Hepburn.

But it is
cute that you

were head over 
paws for a 

woman.

Your 
taunts will 

never…

Ahhh!
Leave my 
whiskers 
alone!

Sorry.
Couldn’t resist.

Please continue with 
your mushy love 

story.

“Yes. I suppose it is a mushy love
story. The first thing I did was find 

Audrey herself. I crashed the film’s set. 
Not a hard thing to do, being a cat and 
all. For an entire day I just followed 

her around. Watching her.

“Hanging around
the set. Waiting for 

my chance.”



Oh. Your
phone. And

just when we were 
getting to the
good parts.

Boss? it’s 
Rohan.

I wonder if
Burma ever spoke 

to Audrey?

I have you on
speaker, Rohan, and

there are ladies present. 
Respectful language

only, please.

Understood,
boss. Just wanted

you to know that we’re 
currently implementing 

that plan to…

divest
the stock 
options.

Would you
have really gone 
out with Audrey 

Hepburn?

Hell 
yes.

Me 
too.

Very good, Rohan. 
Closeout the stocks 

completely.

Don’t
worry, boss.

None of those bad
stocks will affect

our bottom line
anymore.

“I’m watching
the ticker right now.

Reports are coming in.
Lots of closeouts.”



“And I gotta say, boss, I’m
glad this day is here. Some of 

these… stocks… they were getting
a bit too close to… undercutting 

our, umm, financial stability.

“Lot of
knowledgeable,

errr, accountants
on the other side.

“I’ll sleep
better knowing

we’re not working
with some of

these companies
anymore.

“The world of 
finance… it’s best 
done in secret.”



Splendid,
Rohan. Keep me
up to date on

this divestment 
procedure.

All I’m saying is,
if I’d been Burma,

I think I would have 
followed Audrey 

around, too.

Do you have a 
cat costume? 

Because…

Sorry for
the interruption. 

Allison, let’s return
to my memoirs.

Of 
course.

Really 
interested to see 
how this turned 

out for you!

“it wasn’t one of my
better plans, I’m afraid.

in fact, there was no planning
at all. Sometimes the adventure 

takes hold, you know. Anyway,
I managed to find my way

onto the sets.

“And from
there I convinced

the lead actor 
to temporarily

retire.

“And with the application of a few
hastily applied cosmetics, I was

his duplicate in appearance.”



“I then snuck onto the set. 
Or rather I just walked 
onto the set. Sometimes a 

bold move is the best.

“That I wasn’t 
just some… 

spy pretending
to be part of 
the cast. I 

detest spies.

“What’s 
important,

is that I wanted 
to look like I 
belonged.

Rohan?
No! I wasn’t 

going to tell 
anybody 

that…

“Attitude is important, 
of course. As long as you 
feel like you’re doing the 

right thing, nobody
can stop you.

“Act like a 
king, and you 
will be a king.

Who’s a
pretty kitty? 

Who’s a pretty
kitty?

“Act like a
spy, and you will be 
treated like one.”



So, did you 
make it into 
the film?

Of course. 
Audacity has 
its rewards.

That’s
me, right 

there.

“in many ways,
this was my grandest 

victory.”

Wow!
He’s really 

purring.

it was
the only time

my success was 
complete.

Taking over a
film set, of course, 
is much easier than

taking over the
world.

“There are fewer
complications in

acting like a king
than in  being one.”



“I stayed on the
set for several days. 

Completely starstruck. 
This was one of the first 
times I realized the kings 

and queens of the modern 
age would be cinema stars. 
I might have even thought 

to stay in the business, but 
of course I’m a bit short

to be a leading man.”

So, that 
was you in 

the bedroom 
scene?

it was.
I’m so pleased

to have been in that
scene. Bedrooms are

places of intimacy. There’s 
something very, excuse the 

word, human about
a bedroom

scene.

it’s not 
just the 

sex.

“it’s that you’ve 
entered someone’s 
personal kingdom.

“Forgive all this talk of 
kingdoms, but… relating my 

memoirs, I find myself thinking 
of days long gone. These days, 

of course, I’m very sedate.”

This is
Rohan. Another
one down. Three 

targets left. Move 
in hard. Stick

to Burma’s
plan.



The scene
in the rain,

at the end of the 
movie, that’s my 

favorite. Was
that you?

it 
was.

A most 
confounding 

scene, I
admit.

“The rain was making 
the dye in my fur run. 

I thought it might 
give away the game.

“And I’m not a big fan of rain, 
anyway. it’s not only cold and 
wet… it obscures things. I
like to see what’s going on.

We got
two of them,

but… where did the
last one go? Rohan
won’t be happy if

this bastard
gets away!

This
way! I think

I saw somebody
running this

way!

“I remember Napoleon’s 
lesson about the Russian 

winter. I try to avoid 
battling nature if I can.

“Of course, sometimes 
shooting schedules
are what they are, and 
scripts must be played 

out as they’re written.”



Cat! Cat!

“in the end,
it was all 
worth it.

“You can’t get what you want
without getting your feet wet.”

Here… my lobby
cards. All signed

by Audrey herself.
Of all the mementos of

my past, it’s these
that I most
treasure.

There is
such beauty in 

this world.



That will be
all for the day,

I think.

I enjoyed
talking about Audrey.

Hope you don’t mind that 
nothing very exciting 

happened in today’s
recollections.

it was
fascinating!

I think
this was my

favorite day of 
working on your 

memoirs so
far.

Good. Well,
then… mind the 

puddles. Good thing 
you brought your 

galoshes.

Adorable 
umbrella, there, 

Reggie.

Adorable 
umbrella, there, 

Reggie.

Aaargh!
Gahhh!

I totally forgot
I had a cat umbrella! 
Did I blush too red? 

I did, didn’t I?

You
did, sort of. 

But it was 
cute.

Like…
Audrey 

Hepburn 
cute? Wow.

Let’s keep things 
in perspective, 

here, okay?



They gone, 
boss?

They’re gone,
Rohan. What’s

the progress report
on our… stock 

blowout?

Yeah. Right. 
Heh heh. The 

stocks.

There was a
problem, though. 

One got away in
the rain.

Unfortunate. 
But… he can’t run 

forever.

 And leaving
only one target

active when hunting for 
twenty… that’s not

a bad start.

Let’s
keep things in 
perspective.
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Let’s talk
about Sherlock 

Holmes.

Sherlock
Holmes? I thought 
we were working on 

your memoirs, 
today?

Sherlock 
is a fictional 
character, you 

know.

We are
doing my memoirs.

I’ve been happy with the 
progress so far. About 

halfway done,
I’d say.

And
then the book

will go online, and to
press, and my story will be

spread via your excellent
Breaking News

website.

Allison 
Breaking, 
that’s her!

Ummm,
Burma… should

you be talking right 
out in public like 

this?

No one ever
believes what they 

hear in the world. Not 
until they’ve seen it 

on the news.

That’s why
my memoirs and 

your website are 
so important.



Let’s
get a table.
Do they have

salads?

Looks
like it. But

all I want is some 
tea, some cheese, 

and a baguette
the length of

my arm.

I think the waiter sees
us. Burma, what kinds of
things do you eat? Should

I ask for some sort of
special menu?

A tuna
sandwich
would do

just fine. No 
lettuce,
please.

What’s
all this about 

Sherlock 
Holmes?

Hi! 
Could we 
see… ?

I’m
sorry, but

we can’t allow
pets. Certainly

not on the
table.

We don’t 
have any 

pets.

You have
a cat. We don’t 

allow cats.

Can’t have a
cat here? Look, I

can assure you that
Burma is very well

behaved.

Sorry.
it’s a health 
code thing 

that…

The young lady
is right. I’m very 

well-behaved.



W-What 
was…?

Oh. That was… 
ventriloquism. 
Reggie is a stage 
performer. And

a stripper.

Oh, the cat 
is… I… the cat 

is… hmmm.

Right,
then. I’ll get

you some
menus.

Thanks!
And we’ll be 

needing a wine 
list, too!

Burma?
Do you drink 

wine?

in small
doses. Now, 
let’s talk of 
Sherlock 
Holmes.

Before we get to
that, Allison, I get why

you had to pretend I was a
ventriloquist, but a

stripper?

Girl…
you pushed it 

too far.

Though, some of my best 
friends are strippers. I’d 

probably make a lot of money. I 
could use a new moped. I could

clear up my student
loans, too.

So… 
Sherlock 
Holmes?

I suppose I
should confess to
a bit of a double 

backpedal.
First… I wasn’t
associated with

Sherlock Holmes, but
rather Moriarty,

his nemesis.



“Secondly… it wasn’t 
actually Moriarity, either, 

but rather Jonathan Wild… 
one of the men on whom 
Moriarty was based.

“This was London. The year was…
hmmm, I believe our association 

started in 1712. I was much 
different then, of course.

“As always, I like
to change my looks, and 

long fur was bothersome 
in London’s muck of

the time.”

I should
be taking this 

down. And this guy
you’re talking about,

if Moriarity was based 
on him, he must have been 
some sort of criminal 

genius, right?

He was. With
my help, he rose

from obscurity and
rags up to wealth

and fame.

But there was
a grander game

to be played. Wealth
and fame are only

the first steps
to power.

That’s 
where I 
came in.

“Or, rather, I came 
in earlier, seeing 
his potential.”

Excuse
me. I believe 
we should 

talk.

Wot hell?
Did that cat 
just talk, 

luv?

Either ‘e
did, or the drink

is talking to
us both.



Give ‘em a
drink there, Mary. 
if’n a cat can talk, 

‘e can drink!

“Hard to believe that the
whoring drunkard was to become
a much-beloved policeman who was,

in truth, the leader of a vast criminal 
network. But… a shapeless lump of

the finest clay is still the finest clay.”

Ahh ha 
ha ha!

Hmmm. Good tuna. 
Food is so very 

important, don’t
you think?

Well, yeah.
I mean… food
and air, we all 
need it, right?

Absolutely. They say
that an army moves on

its stomach, but the real
truth is that everything,

every creature in all
the world, moves on

its stomach. 

This BREAD
is good, too.

But… this Jonathan
Wild guy? What

happened?

Very much
happened. Let’s

work off a few of
these calories now, 

though. Lethargy
is a devil,
you know.

With
our meals

done, I think
we can move a
bit through

town.

Wild, you 
understand,

walked these same 
streets hundreds 

of years ago.

Much
has changed

since then. Less
trash, for one thing.

Even a better
quality of

trash.



This was once the 
location of the Wood 
Street Compter. A 

debtors’ prison.

Wild was
held here. A woman 

named Mary Milliner 
was among the other 

prisoners.

“They met here. 
Formed a bond. Decided 
to team up once they 
were rid of the place.

Well,
wot now?

There’s
nothing for

it. Back at the
old games, I 

suppose.

“I’m afraid the story is
sordid. They took up residence

together, acting as man and wife,
despite how they were both

already married.”

I’m starting
to wonder where 
Reggie and I
stand in the

moral hierarchy
of your
friends.

Quite high. 
Quite high 

indeed.

Jonathan
and Mary were, I’m
afraid, rather near

the bottom.

“She was a 
nightwalker. 

Jonathan acted as her 
bodyguard while she 

was on the job.

“Mary was soon running a stable
of her own girls, while Jonathan was 

fencing stolen goods. Their relationship 
was unstable. He eventually left her. Cut 
off her ear to mark her as a prostitute.”



Gahh! Are
you kidding me! 

You’ve really had
some rotten 

friends!

I know.
I know. I’ve

learned to be 
pickier, of 

course.

My main friend
in those days had

been Charles Hitchen…
London’s supreme

thief taker.

Thief 
taker?

“it was very
profitable to

turn in a thief…
easily profitable
enough to become
its own criminal 

enterprise.

Another 
cutpurse, ehh 

Hitchen?

Another.
Always another. 
They’re like water, 

they are.

“Hitchen was a good man. Well, 
good enough, I suppose. But in 
Wild I saw more malleability, 
wiles and raw determination.

“Together, in a battle played 
out in London’s burgeoning 

media of the time, Wild and I 
absolutely ruined Hitchen.”



“Newspapers began to rule the populace,
you see. And with them came a burgeoning

interest in crime, both from those who wanted 
to abolish it, and others who were fascinated.

There’s
been another 

murder!

How 
delicious!

Tuppence,
your lordships!
Daily Courant! 

The news!
The news!

“Newspapers, of 
course, need both news 
and fanfare. A blending 
of gossip and truth.

Crime soaring!
Murders! Thieves!
is foreign invaders

t’ blame?

Tuppence! 
Tuppence 

for a paper,
guv’nor!

“Wild’s rapidly rising
career was based on a secret 

manipulation of vice, sanctioned 
by my own manipulation of

truth and gossip.”

Two
pence ha’penny!

Thief taker on the 
job! is London 

saved?

This is
all really juicy.

And mildly disturbing. 
Were you really all 

that bad? And how were
you… what did you 

say… manipulating 
all the truth and 

gossip?

“information is key. And my
squad of information gatherers 
was second to none. They were 

champions at being overlooked.” 



“it’s amazing what 
someone will tell

his servants.

Brush up the 
carriage, will you? 
I’m taking a trip to 

visit the Haverstock 
daughter. That’s a 

secret, Jim.

Of course, 
guv’ner.

“And it’s more amazing the 
scandal that arises when 
people think they’re alone.

“And simple 
word on

the street
is always 
effective.

Not
his child?

Lord above! 
You can’t
mean…!

Right as
rain, dearie. And

him being the Baron
and all.

What he’s
done to that

child… I shiver… 
simply shiver!

“My informants 
kept the presses 

humming. it’s
a wonder they
didn’t burst
into flame.”

it’s astonishing,
what this Burma friend

of yours finds out. We’d love
to make him an offer to

join our staff.

None ‘a that
 guv. None ‘a that.

He’s a private man,
he is. You just keep on 

wit’ printin’ what
we gives you.



it’s
callous how

you were playing
with people’s

lives.

I agree.
I can offer

nothing but the 
pitiful excuse of 
how I was caught

up in the
times.

I assure
you, these days,
I would no more

ruin a rival than I
would ruin one of

my naps.

Meat Packing 
Scandal! Read 

the latest!
in those 

days, though, 
my morals 
were lax.

in 1718, Wild,
at my advice, began

calling himself the Thief 
Taker General of Great 
Britain and ireland. Over 

sixty thieves were sent
to the gallows by his

testimony.

“Meanwhile, beneath the public 
radar, Wild and his minions were 

stealing the public blind, even as Wild 
presented a very public face of being 

theifdom’s greatest enemy.

“Wild's office in the Old Bailey was a beehive of 
activity. Victims of theft would apply to Wild in 

the hopes their losses could be recovered. Wild, 
of course, had already ‘found’ the missing items. 
Additionally, the criminals themselves might 

sometimes be found… for an additional fee.

“I was guiding 
all of this,
of course.”



I can’t believe
you were doing all this!

These memoirs are going to
be great! Although, I’m not

sure I can ever trust
a cat again.

I never
really trusted

cats in the first
place.

Most
cats have no

more aspirations
than a windowsill and

a full dish of food. I,
of course, wanted

more.

“By 1720, Wild’s fame has risen to the point 
that the Privy Council consulted with him 

on possible methods of controlling crime. 
Wild, of course, recommended a substantial 
raise of the rewards for turning in thieves.

“in turn, this amounted 
to a substantial pay 

increase for Wild. And, by 
association, for myself.

“We had wealth and acclaim,
and we had newspapers to anchor 
our positions. it was only a matter 

of time before we could control
the nobility, and take steps to 

control the world.”



Wow. 
Seriously… 

don’t take this 
the wrong way, 

but… bad 
kitty.

You’re
like, a criminal 
mastermind or 

something.

I do try. I 
mean I did try, 

of course.

Good
thing this is all

in the past. Makes it
seem, not as real, I guess.
it’s like finding out about all 
those poor people in Pompeii. 

Terrible, sure, but
the past is the

past.

Still, 
you’re one 
naughty 

cat.

Not naughty 
enough, I’m 

afraid. I forgot 
that all weapons 

can be turned 
against their 

owners.

All, but 
one, that 

is.

“Anyway… Wild
and I were about 
to take a fall.”
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So,
you and this 

Jonathan Wild 
character, it
didn’t work

out?

We’d been
using the media

as a tool. it 
turned against us. 

And took London 
with it.

“Wild began using
his power to take down
his rivals. Any rivals.

Not only threats,
but irritants.

This is a
waste of valuable

time. You’re bothering
with petty satisfactions 

when there are huge 
satisfactions

to be had. 

You
wouldn’t 

understand.
You’re just a

cat, after
all.

Don’t be a
fool. it makes little 

difference if an enemy 
steals a coin, as long 

as you control his 
purse.

Damn it,
Wild. Not this

again.

“We began to clash. 
Our differences were 
too large. His goals, 

his intelligence,
too vulgar.”



Listen…
your actions

will turn the public 
against you. You 
can’t fight the

public.

The
opinion

of the masses
is the keenest

sword
that…

Cat. You’re 
beginning to

bore me.

You… 
child.

He
poured 

his wine on 
you?

Yes. I stalked
away, hissing about

Wild’s need to consider his 
own neck more than those 
of his enemies hanging at 

Newgate. if Wild
would have…

Hmm?
I believe 

that’s your 
phone.

Hmmm? 
Nobody 
there.



I hate 
missing 
calls.

Here. 
Almost 
home.

Follow
me, and I’ll

show you what the 
public thought

of Wild.

Oooo.
Puppets?

What
are these

for?

Puppet shows.
From Wild’s time. it was
a popular entertainment.

Largely satirical.

 Wild
became a figure
of increasingly
scathing public

review.

“The public
was particularly

amused over Wild’s 
‘crime-fighting’ 

activities.”

How splendid,
Mr. Wild! You’ve found my 

missing brooch. Wherever 
did you find it?

Oooo. I
happened to be

wandering through
your room one night,
and found it in your 

jewelry box!

Are these
the real puppets?
I mean, the actual 
puppets from way 

back then?

Yes.
True antiques. I 

sometimes find myself
nostalgic.

Not for
Wild, of course.

The puppeteers might
as well have made

him resemble
an ass.



“A turning point was the 
Jack Sheppard incident.

A working class hero who 
kept escaping from prison. 

The public loved him.

Jonny, lad. 
You can’t be 
serious!

“Wild kept catching him. 
Eventually condemning 

him to death. They’d been 
partners in the past.

Meat Packing 
Scandal! Read 

the latest!

“As part of the arrests, 
Wild convicted one of 

Sheppard’s confederates, 
Joseph ‘Blueskin’ Blake. 

Blake pleaded to have his 
sentence reduced from 

death, but Wild refused. it 
was more advantageous 
to kill his old friends,

so they couldn’t
spread tales.

You’ll
get yours, 

Wild!

You’ll get 
yours right 

now!

“Blake fought back, 
attacking Wild in court, 
slashing his throat. 
Wild barely survived.”



Ouch. I see
what you mean

about Wild needing
to watch his
own neck.

Just so.
it took Wild 

long weeks to 
recover.

“Long weeks where
the public and their 

newspapers continued
to turn against him.

He takes
biscuits from 
children, and 

coins from their
mothers!

I’ll
send you 
to jail!

I’ll see you 
hanged!

Bluster! 
Bluster! 
Guffaw! 
Guffaw!

“We lost the newspapers. One 
should never entirely rely on 
the latest technologies, 
because nobody yet knows 
how they will turn on you.

Get’cher
Daily Courant!
The news! The 

news! Jonathan
Wild!

is he both 
thief-taker
and… thief? 

Tuppence for
a paper, yer 

lordships!

“I became very busy trying to make 
sure no commoners could write 
articles or post broadsides, 

but that quickly faltered.

Here now, 
here now! Get 

away from 
there!

“I turned instead to slander 
laws… trying legal means 

against anyone who printed or 
even spoke anything bad about 
my puppet… Jonathan Wild. But 
it was like fighting the ocean 

with daggers of water.”

My 
legalities

had no 
sting…

beyond
that of bringing

Wild’s crimes into even
larger social

focus.



Ooo. There 
goes my phone 

again.

Hello?
Hello? Anyone 

there?

Hello?

is this
Allison 

Breaking?

Yes.

I’m
supposed
to ask…

is the cat
nearby? What? 

Yes? Why?

if the
cat’s around, 

then never mind.
He’ll call you

later.

And,
ummm… I

was told to tell
you to only eat
all natural

food!

Goodbye.



Who 
was it?

Some 
weirdo. They 

hung up.

Would you like 
one of these 

puppets?

Really?
Yes! That would 
be incredible! 
These must be 
expensive!

I’d like to
keep the puppet

of Wild, but you can
have one of the 
townspeople.

The rabble aren’t
nearly the worth of a

major playing piece. Not 
individually, anyway.

All 
natural 
food?

This 
one’s nice.

I’m going
to name her
Margaret.

So what 
happened 

with
Wild?

Yeah,
luv. Did you two

kiss and make up? 
Tell us the truth, 

now, guv’nor!

Kiss and 
make up? 
Hardly.

And, in fact, 
we never had 
the chance.



“London, at the time, was 
a town full of filth.

“And filth brings 
disease.

“Running around, trying to
control the empire I’d built

for Wild, it took its toll on me. 
My body was weak. Disease, as 
always, seeks out the infirm.

“The filth of the
city drove me down.
I succumbed. Died.”

Brought down
by a microscopic 

virus when the entirety 
of the world was

in my grasp.



“Without my guidance, Wild
quickly found himself adrift. He stupidly
attempted to break some of his own men

out of prison. A great folly, when the
public eye was already focused on him.”

“Wild was arrested for his crimes, and 
convicted. When it became clear there 

was no escape for him, a veritable 
avalanche of his old gang members 
began to turn evidence against him.

Stay in line
ya’ bleeders! You’ll
get yer bleedin’ 

chance!

“Wild tried to
commit suicide by 

ingesting laudanum. 
The attempt failed, 

but it did sink him 
into a coma.

“And so, on May 24, 1725, 
it was a comatose Wild 

WHO was taken to the 
gallows. I’ve heard the 
crowd was immense. 

Boisterous. Jubilant.”



Bye, 
Burma!

Thanks so 
much for the 

puppet!

The 
scooter

is just up 
here.

Hmmm.
We’re taking

the scooter? is
there room for

my puppet? Because
I’m not going 

anywhere without
Margaret.

I’m sure 
there’s room. 
No worries.

Did
Alfie get 
a job?

 Alfie? A job? 
Bollocks. He and 
his friends are the 
laziest men I’ve 

ever seen!

The whole 
nation’s gone 
languid, if you 

ask me.

it’s like people
don’t want to work 

anymore. Where’s
the DRive?

My father’s 
generation, we 

weren’t like this. 
I’ll tell you,

I will…

“Lately I’ve been 
worried about the 

common man.”
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I’m going to 
put on a spot 

of tea. You 
want any?

No. I’m
going to make 
some coffee 

in a bit.

Tea is 
better for 
you in the 
morning.

Nothing
is better for

me in the morning 
than coffee and 

a shower.

Coffee?
You think it’s 

good for
you?

I’ll get
you into the

tea habit
yet.

Keep
dreaming, 
American

girl.

 I’ll just go
ahead and make

an extra cup in case
you become civilized

while you’re in the
shower.

So…
what do you 
think about 

Burma?

The cat? 
Well… he’s a 

talking cat, 
ain’t he?



I know,
at the start,

before we knew
he was a cat, I was 
really suspicious

of the way he
hired you.

Do you
mean you were 
completely 
paranoid?

Yes. 
That.

it is freaky
though… going in…

I just thought  I was
doing an assignment for

an odd memoir. Then…
a talking cat.

it was
so unreal that 
everything else 

seemed like a 
dream.

it’s like… nothing
he said counted anymore. 
I’ve been having a weird

disassociation.

I’ve felt 
the same 

way!

He keeps
telling us about all 

these bloody wretched 
things he’s done… but… 

he’s just a cat,
you know?

Hard to 
blame things 

on a cat.

Right. 
He’s just 

a cat.

Apparently a weird 
tyrant megalomaniacal 

cat in the past, but, 
still… adorable.

I just
want to hug 

him.



Do you
think he’s 
telling the 

truth?

Do you
think he used

to really try to 
take over the 

world?

I… think 
I do.

Me too.
Maybe I’m just being

paranoid again, but he
seems serious. And 

manipulative.

I wish
you’d be 

careful, 
Allison.

That’s why I’m glad you’ve 
been coming along. Without 
you, my personal crazy 

quotient would… 

Oh 
god!

What? What 
happened? is 

everything 
okay?

No.
Everything

is not okay. 
We’re out of 

coffee. We’re

OUT OF 
COFFEE!

I’ll be a
monster if I

don’t have some. I’ll
just pop out and

grab some.
No need!

I made
tea.

Tea?

Aren’t 
you cute!

See
you in a 

bit.



  Can you meet me?

  I need to ask you

  something.

  I need to TELL

  you something.

  Call me at this

  number
 PLEASE DON’T

   USE YOUR

   OWN PHONE!

 Use a pay phone,

 or the shop
,s phone

The number is 020-45

A pound of roasted, 
and a coffee please. 

Black and
cruel.

Any room 
for cream, 
or should 

I… oh.

You’re
that American
girl. Allison 
Breaking, 

right?

Yeah! Have
you seen my 

Breaking News
website?

I have. it’s
very interesting

and all that, but the 
reason I was asking is 
because a man left a

note for you.

A note?



Hello?

This is Allison 
Breaking. Umm, the 
barista gave me a 
note that said…

Wait a
second. Did 

you use your 
own phone?

Hey! Damn
it! You did! 

This number is 
yours!

Crap!
I need to

get out of 
here!

Hello?

Unff!

Hey! 
Watch 

it!



Can’t believe 
that stupid 

woman! I mean, 
how hard 

is it?

“I said not to use her
own damn phone! And what 

does she do? Calls me on 
her own damn phone!”

it’s him.

Baxter! 
Let it go!

Hey! You 
apologize 
to my girl!

Like that
damned cat

wouldn’t have her 
phone bugged! 

Traced!

Who
knows what 

the hell
else?



Out of 
work, don’t 
you know.

Any luck 
finding a 

job?

Ain’t been 
looking.

Me either.
Seems like a 

waste of time. 
Better things 

to do.

I hear
that, dude. 
Seems like…

Look 
out!

Uffff! Wot 
hell?

Ahh, 

shit!



You. Rohan. 
I should have 

known.

End of
the road, 

mate.

Not here.
Not in public. 
You wouldn’t 

dare.

I wouldn’t?

I’ve got a
little something
here that says 

otherwise.

We brought 
the cameras.

Damn 
it.

The 
“reality 
show” 
ploy?

You
son of a 

bitch.

Come on!
You think this
is going to be

EASY!

Unhhh!



I’ll have 
this gun if 
you don’t…

Aghhh!

Damn it!

Ugh-huh!

Oh my 
god! What’s 

going on?

A murder!

A man’s
being

killed!

Here now! 
Enough of 

that!

Guhh!



We’re filming
a reality show, 
people! Nothing 
wrong,here!

Watch
“Calling

All Spies” on 
BBC 2 next
season!

Ooo!
A reality 

show!

I could
tell it was all special 
effects. Not very good 

ones, either.

Oi! Am I
going to be on

the telly?

Hey! Don’t
let him get
that bike!Aaargh!



RRRRRRRRRrrrr

Damn
it. Burma’s 
going to be 

pissed.

?

What’s 
going on?

Reality 
show.

The special effects were 
amazing! And I’m going to 
be on the telly! Hey! My 

name’s Gerard!

Wish I’d worn
a different shirt 

today.

Ugh.
Reality shows
are always so 

scripted.



Ahh. Good.
You’re back.

What was all that 
commotion down 

the block?

They’re
filming something. 
A television show, I 

think. Not really 
sure.

All I
care about is

relaxing with this
coffee.

My nerves 
have been shot 

lately.
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And
then… he said

that wretched line 
about angels.

Angels?

Yeah. The
line about how I

must be an angel
that fell from

heaven.

Oh gawwd. 
That one?

That one. And
he was wearing a 
sports jersey, 
but with a beer 

logo.

Reggie, how
do you attract 

those men? 

Dumb luck, 
I suppose.

Or, dummies 
trying to get 

lucky.

Used to be that I’d go 
out with my friend Gloria. 

She was fantastic at 
peeling the idiots

away from me.

Why
don’t you go
out with her 

anymore?

She’s 
married,

now. Having
a baby.

Just
had her baby, 
actually. Two 

days ago.

That’s where
I’m off to this

morning. Going to see 
the little tyke in the 

nursery. Fancy
coming along?

Sure… I could 
use a break from 
writing Burma’s 

memoirs.



They have grown
a bit uncomfortable,

haven’t they? That
cat sure seemed like he

wanted to take over
the world.

He sure 
did.

Now hush for
a bit. No gossiping.
I’m letting him know 

about taking the
day off.

Hey. Sorry, Burma,
 but I won’t be able to

make it today. Reggie and
I will be at a hospital. A

nursery, actually,
because…

I’m not 
sure. I’ll 
check.

He wants to 
know what 
hospital. 

Grand 
Health 
Centre.

it’s Grand 
Health Centre. 

Anyway, I suppose 
I won’t be able 

to…

What? Umm. 
Really?

if
you want.

Sure.

But I 
thought you 

didn’t…?

Well, of 
course. The 
babies. They 

are cute.

Okay. See 
you then. 

Bye.

Burma is
going to meet

us there.

What?



I thought
you were shy

about leaving your 
house? And of course 

I’m glad you came 
along, but…

…I don’t
think a hospital 
will allow a cat

to be roaming
around, so…

Oh, I think
I can probably 

swing it. After all, 
I own this 
hospital.

You 
what?

Hello,
Mr. Cardiff.

This hospital.
I own it. it’s one of

my properties.

We do
quite well,

here. Our birthing
centre is rather 

progressive.

Highest-rated 
hospital in all of 
Europe, I’m proud 

to say.

Why do
you own a 
hospital?

Because health
is important. And we 

do make a profit.

Helping people
and making money at 

the same time; isn’t 
that enough?

Sure.
Sure. I’m just 
surprised.

Thirty minutes later.Thirty minutes later.



Which
one is your 
friend’s?

There.
The especially 

wrinkled 
one.

We can
go in if you’d 

like.

Look at all
these babies!

it’s… wow… it’s like
a whole crop

of babies.

Our
centre is very 

popular.

it’s our care
for the details
that makes us

stand out.

Hi, little girl. Your mum and
I used to bat our eyelashes

at boys in order to get
free beers.

Babies are 
amazing!

Now
you’re going to

want one.

Pffft.
Hardly. They’re 

awfully 
expensive.

You
make a baby
sound like a 
purchase.

Well, it’s
true, though. 

Have to be 
practical.



I suppose.
I’m not sure I

could afford a baby
on what I make

these days.

That’s why you
need a rich husband.

Quit talking to all the
boys in the sports

jerseys.

Not
sure what 
we’re going 

to do.

We have
to provide for

the baby but it’s like 
Tommy doesn’t care.

Not looking for a
job at all.

Lots
of people seem 

lazy these days, 
that’s what my 

dad says.

if you
really want a 

baby, you could 
always get a 
high-paying 

job.

First,
I don’t

really want 
a baby.

Secondly,
there’s just an

amazing array of 
high-paying jobs for

the taking here in 
London.

I know
what you mean.

The job situation 
isn’t so wonderful

in America,
either.

All our
politicians, the 

President, everyone… 
they keep talking about 

solving the job market, 
but nothing comes of it. 



Ahh. American Presidents.
I’ve had my terms in

the White House.

Not
possible. I’d 

remember if we’d 
ever elected

a cat.

I didn’t
say I was

President. Just
in the White House.
The first time was

with Theodore
Roosevelt.

You
knew Teddy 
Roosevelt?

We were 
acquaintances 

for a time.

in those
days I was

known as Slippers. 
I affected a simple 

disguise.

A change
of color. And I

attached an extra 
toe to each of

my paws.

“None of my
enemies could

have possibly 
recognized me.
They were too 
focused on the 
distraction of

those extra
toes.”

What enemies
do you have? Do you 

seriously go around in 
disguise the whole time? 
is this really even what 

you look like?

Owww.
Yes. Owww.

This is what I… 

OWWW…
look like.



But in those
days my enemies were

many.  After all, I was
trying to take over

the world and…

Oh God! Again?
Really?

You
seriously

needed a new
hobby! Maybe…

painting?

“Too hard for me to
hold a brush. And taking 

over the world is too 
seductive, anyway.

“Keeping in close proximity
to Teddy meant I could

sit in on diplomatic dinners.
And, as sources of information 
regarding coalitions of power 
and how the chess pieces were 

being moved, these dinners
were second to none.

“As were the
meals themselves, 

incidentally.”

Did you talk
with Roosevelt,

or were you just 
pretending to

be a cat?

Well, I don’t
have to pretend 

to be a cat. That’s 
what I am.

As far
as talking

to Theodore,
I did. But
only once.



“it didn’t go well.”

What 
then?

I bided
my time, affected

a new disguise, and
after some

years…

I moved on.
But now I had

a taste for the
White House.

 “I was back in the 
White House. This 
time posing as a 

mere pet to Calvin 
Coolidge. A cat 

named Tiger.”

Tiger?

Correct.
And no laughing 

about my
name.

I don’t
remember

the Coolidge
White House as

being all that
effective.

“Not bad, in some
ways. But his policies, 

against my advice, led the 
United States into the 

Great Depression, ending 
America’s economic 

juggernaut, and all of 
my schemes.”



The soup
lines? Yeah… I’ve 
heard about the 

soup lines.

it was 
detestable. 

Nutrition is the 
most vital part 

of health.

Which is
why nutrition

plays such a huge 
part in this

hospital.

We track many parents’ nutritional 
habits, often from the inception of
pregnancy, and even beforehand

in some cases.

And we’ll
continue to

track the babies
even after they

leave here.

You
track the 
parents?

“Yes. We know what
the parents ate… 
how much of it, 

when they ate it…
and so on. All from
questionnaires.”

Hey! I
remember my friends
talking about the

questionnaires. They
loved them!

Of 
course.

People who
fill out the questionnaires 

receive substantial discounts 
on both nutritional foods and 

hospital treatments, as long as 
we receive their forms on a 

weekly basis.



Why does the hospital,
or, rather, why do you do 
all this? What’s with the

questionnaires?

“Simple. I own a food consortium.
Ninth World Enterprises.

“And the more I know about 
nutritional habits, and 

how to shape them for the 
common good, the more my 

business will profit.”

More profit
means a greater 

capability to guide
the world’s populace 

towards proper
eating habits.

Wow. The
menu here
is really 
healthy.

All of
this is so

funny. How 
so?

Well,
it’s just 

that…



“… for centuries, even for 
millennia, some animals 

have been looking to 
humanity for food.

“I mean, we’ve been 
putting food in front 

of cats for thousands 
of years, right?

Ahhh! 
Damn it.

Gahhh!

Hurts.

Damn.

“But, now, with what you’re 
doing with this hospital and
Ninth World Enterprises…

“… it’s like the 
shoe is on the 
other foot.

“Or, you know, 
the other paw.”
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So…
Ninth WorlD

 Enterprises. 
Burma’s food 
consortium.

What 
about it?

I stayed up all night
researching it.

is that
why you have 
bags under 
your eyes?

Yes. Thank
you. Beauty tips 
later. Cold hard 

reality now.

Cold hard 
reality?

First…
Ninth World 

Enterprises was 
really hard to 

research. 

I’ve never 
seen so much 

security.

They
stay well

below radar.
Coded material.

Password
protection. 
Encrypted

files.

Then how
did you manage 

to find out 
anything?

Please,
Reggie. You’re

talking to Allison 
Breaking, of Breaking 
News. I’ve been knocking 

over firewalls since
I was in fifth

grade.



Ahh, the 
ladies.

Burma is in
his office. He’ll 
be so pleased

to see you.

So what
did you find 

out?

Really
shady things.
The company
was founded
during Nazi
Germany.

Founded
by Nazis?

No. But… the
same time period. And

the company was big into 
extremely unethical 

experiments.

They were
like, the extreme

sports of nutritional 
experimentation. A lot of

test animals died. And
people, too.

it’s true
that Burma, our 

Burma, wasn’t part of
the company back 

then, but…

Allison. You 
are creeping 

me out.

You are 
totally 

creeping me out 
and I need

to pee.

Don’t talk to
Burma about this 
until I get back. 
Don’t. You need 

backup.

But right
now, I need a 

bathroom.



Ahh,
Ms. Breaking. How

wonderful.

is there… 
something 
wrong?

You look rather 
uncomfortable.

Anything I 
should know 

about?

it’s about 
Ninth World 
Enterprises.

Ahh! Of 
course.

I should 
have known.



“Because you see, Ms. 
Breaking… I was well 

aware of your computer 
intrusion last night.

“I could have stopped you 
at any time, of course. 
But I decided you might
as well know now, as 

opposed to later.

Hmmm. Which
way was Burma’s 

office again?

“I couldn’t have you flailing 
around while writing my life 

story. My memoirs would 
have lacked direction.

This way…
I think. I swear

all these old master 
paintings look

the same.

“So, yes. Ninth World
Enterprises started as rather 
an unethical venture. That was 

before my time as the company’s 
head, of course. I assure you, 

we’re no longer the same.

Hmm?

“I’ve led the company
in other directions.”



clikkt

“We now work for our beliefs. 
For the betterment of all 
humanity. And the world.

Strange.
I haven’t

seen any cats
in here except

Burma.

“I’ve cut off all ties 
with the depraved 

founders of Ninth 
World Enterprises. 
Hired nobody but 

those who share my 
own interests.

You’d think
he’d want to keep 

some of his people 
around. Like, other 

cats. 

“I’m actually glad you raised 
the topic. I can see how it was 

a matter of grave concern.

“And I wouldn’t 
want to leave you 

in the dark.”



Huh?

Oh 
shit!

Oh,
shit. What’s 

all…?
Why does he 

have all these 
guns?

Something’s 
not right.

“Now then, with that settled, 
let’s talk about spies.”



Spies?

Exactly.
Spies, and

perhaps my most 
public role.

And… here 
we are. 

This? You’re 
kidding me!

That’s
just in the

movies, though,
right?

“Hardly. Or rather,
the movies were

based on real life 
incidents. Somewhat 
toned down for the 

masses, of course. The 
world would be truly 
horrified to learn 

what really went on in 
those hollowed-out 

volcanoes and 
nuclear control 

rooms.

“My friend and I had
developed a plan capable

of forcing all the world’s
leaders to bend us a knee, to

declare us as virtual owners
of each and every nation.”



“The plan had to do with a certain virus that 
lies dormant in all living species, one that
we could activate and encode via satellite 

transmission. The plan was, of course,
utterly distorted in the popular media.”

Viruses?
That’s kind of… 

terrifying.

We were 
bluffing 
of course. 

Mostly.

You have to
understand the climate

of the times. Everyone was 
running scared during the
Cold War. it drove us all

to desperation.

“Taking over the world 
seemed almost like a 

political statement, 
rather than a power grab.

“We were giving 
peace a chance.”

Admittedly, it
was our peace. And 
everyone else’s 

last chance.



“I must confess, I look back on 
those days quite fondly. The spy 

game was played with style.

“Our plans were going 
ahead at good pace. 
it felt like nothing 

could stop us.”



“Nothing, that
is, except

one irritating
and seemingly 

indestructible 
man.

“Half of our agents had 
a complete inability to 
do anything about him.

“While the other half
of our operatives were 

doing everything to him.

“He always seemed to 
know which wire to cut.”



Ooh!

“And which 
switch to flip.”

Whatever 
happened to

him?

it’s better
to say… what 
didn’t happen

to him?

“He was always off into
the sunset, always with the 
most stunning brunette or 
the most dazzling blonde.”

in a way,
I envied

him.

I’ve always
wanted to take

over the world. And 
he forever acted like 

he already had.

I gave up 
the chase 
for him in 
the end.

it was
simply too 

much effort 
for too little 

gain.



“it’s surprisingly 
difficult to 

corner a spy.”
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Oh no.

Stay 
back!

Bad 
kitties!

Do any…
can any of 
you talk?

Oh god. 
Oh shit.

Please…
if any of you 

can…



Stay calm, 
Ms. Reggie.

if you
stay calm, 
they won’t 
attack.

Cardiff? 

Here
now, miss. 
Come on.

Let’s go. 
Steady on.

What’s 
happening?

All these 
cats?

The 
guns?

Why is…?

Hush.

Best to talk 
behind closed 

doors.



Wait.
All this…? I 

know what’s 
happening 

here!

All of Burma’s
stories! They’re

true, aren’t they? He
really has always been

trying to take over the 
world! And he’s
still doing it!

Tell me
the truth!

He’s still trying 
to take over the 

world, isn’t
he?

Something 
like that.

Except,
you must

understand… he’s
not just trying.

He’s already
won.

The world
is  in his grasp.

There isn’t anyone 
left who can

stop him.

There were
those who tried,

of course. I myself 
was originally sent 

to stop him.

“it was futile. There was an entire 
coalition of spies from a wide 

variety of governments, all trying 
to stop him, but we couldn’t. I soon 
learned I was on the losing side.”

I’m sorry, Reggie,
but you’ll come to 

realize the same thing 
that I realized.

There are
not two sides in

this fight… there’s 
only Burma’s side 
now, or Burma’s

side later.

No.
No. No.

I have 
to…

I can’t 

be here!



ALLiSON!

Huh?

We’re 

leaving!

What? 
Why are…? WE’RE 

LEAViNG!

Okay. 
Okay.

I have
to go. I’m
not sure
what…

Don’t trouble 
yourself. See to 

your friend.



What just 
happened 
in there?

it’s all 

true!

What’s 
all true?

Burma!
Trying to take

over the world! 
All those things he’s

been talking
about!

They’re not
just stories! He 
really did those 

things!

But those 
were in the 

past.

No. He’s still
doing it. I found his

lair, his, I don’t know… his 
secret headquarters. Guns 

everywhere. A command 
center. Dead spies on 

monitors.

There
were cats. 
Big cats.

They
were going to 

kill me.

But…

Allison, they
were going to kill

me. Cardiff saved my 
life. if he hadn’t saved 

me… I’d be dead right 
now. Right now.



“And Cardiff told me everything was 
true. This isn’t something I’m making 
up. This is something Burma is doing.

“Cardiff was part of 
a spy organization. 

A spy organization 
for the good guys.

Uffff.

“There were 
apparently more

of them. A lot more 
spies, I mean. But 

Burma had them 
dealt with. Do you 

understand? 
Dealt with.”

So, this
is where you 

girls live.

Not a bad 
little place, 

Reggie.



Must be
Allison’s 

bedroom? Where
are you now, 

American
girl?

Probably 
talking with 
that damn 

cat.

Hope you
don’t mind

if I make some 
coffee while

I wait.

Need to nick 
some food, 

too. So damn 
hungry.

Damn.

?



So, what
are we going
to do about 

this?

I don’t 
know.

I mean…
could we reveal 
his plans? Get it 

all out in the 
open?

Would 
that stop 

him?

I don’t
think so. No. 
Nobody would 
believe us.

The police, the
media… who’s going to
believe a talking cat
is taking over the

world?

Look at
all these people.

Not one of them would 
think we were anything

but insane! They’d 
laugh!

They’d laugh and call
the police on us! We’d be

the ones who were arrested!
Put into some asylum! We’d
be the only ones to know

what was really
happening!

Reggie, 
calm down.

We’d be
in our cells
but we could

hear everybody 
outside!

The 
screams! 

The bombs! 
The planes 
overhead!

Reggie, calm 
down. You’re 
scaring me.



You should
be scared, Allison.

You didn’t see the guns. 
Not the way I did. You 

don’t know what
could happen.

There’s
going to be a

war. And who knows
what forces Burma 

already has on
his side?

“Cardiff said it’s already 
too late. That we won’t 

be able to fight back. 
We’re already helpless.”



“We’ve 
already 
lost.”



Should we be 
going home? is it 

safe, here?

it should
be fine. Burma

only just found out 
that we know what

we know.

And I have
to say, I don’t see

him as ruthless as 
you keep talking 

about.

His plan must be something 
different. if he is trying to 
take over the world, it will

be something subtle.

Excuse us, 
ma’am.

Maybe
we should have 

stayed. Talked 
to him.



Really? 
Just talk 

to him?

I don’t 
know. What 
else can

we do?

God, I can’t 
think. I need 

some coffee or 
something.

it’s there
on the table.
You must have
left it out this

morning.

Hmm?

Oh, yes. I 
must have.

So… talking
to Burma. Do you 
think that would 

do any good?

I’m not sure.
But I don’t know 
what else to do. 
And I don’t think 

he’d hurt us.

“it’s hard to 
believe he’d 

hurt anyone, 
really.”
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“You’re not just some
old soldier compiling your 

memoirs, are you?

“This hasn’t been about all 
the times you tried to take 
over the world in the past.

“This is 
about now, 

isn’t it?

“You’re still 
active.”

You’re still 
trying to take 

over the 
world.



Completely
true. All of it 
completely

true.

That is 
indeed what 

I’m doing.

To be honest,
the plan has been in 

motion for some time.
I’ve been manipulating 

humanity through
food additives.

Ninth
World Enterprises 

distributes foods that 
make humans… how shall 
I put this? Less active? 

More inclined to stay
on the couch?

I’m proud to say
we’re the world’s second

largest food distributor,
at least when you include all 

our various cover operations.
Still, the additives won’t

reach everyone.

But that’s
fine. Quite fine. I 
don’t want to get 

everyone.

Where’s
the game in 

that?

Besides, 
there’s no 

such thing as 
one hundred 

percent 
control.

That’s for 
dreamers, not 

rulers.



The point
is, I’m taking 

over the world 
by monetary 

means.

I’ve
squandered

eight lives trying 
to steal the world. 
This time, I’m just 

going to buy
it.

Buy it?

My hand, or
my paw print if you

will, is in every major
industry. Technology.

Real estate.
And food.

Everyone
needs food. I

currently own 
eighteen percent
of all the world’s
food production.

Using that, I will leverage for 
even more. And more. Until 

the world is under
my control.

People
won’t let you. 
Somebody will 

stop you. 

No. This
fight is already 

settled. There will,
in fact, be no
fight at all.

No one will
stop me. My food

additives diminish the ire
of the masses. There will

be no demonstrations.
No outrage. Only

submission.

But the 
governments…

…are run by 
people with 

money.

The time when an
ideology can run a

country is long gone.
it’s money that runs

countries now.

The greed
of those in

power… that’s 
what turns the 

wheels.

And I
of course, 

represent an 
immeasurable

source of 
money.



This… this 
can’t be. You 

have to be 
wrong!

There’s no
way. No way.

I won’t
believe this. A 
cat can’t rule 

the world.

Really? 
What does it 

matter?

if I named the
world’s ten most

powerful people,
you wouldn’t recognize 
a single name. And yet,

together, they rule
the world.

Are they
black? White?

Men? Women? You
don’t know. This world,

Allison, is controlled by
shadow figures, not

presidents
or kings.

This world is
not run by those 

depicted on the money; 
it’s run by those who 

have the money.

Can you really
tell me that you would 

put your faith in any
of these ten unknown 

shadows, rather
than a cat?

is the simple
fact that a man

walks upright, that
he wears clothes

and has a
thumb…

are these 
qualities

that make him
a better

ruler?



Why are you having Allison
write your memoirs if you’re 

just going to be one of these… 
these shadow figures that 

run the world?

Because 
I’m not.

The memoirs,
once you finish

them, as I do hope 
you will, will serve to 
remove my covering 

of anonymity. 

“I want to be a ruler,
it’s true, but I want to 
be a benevolent ruler. 
The memoirs are my way 
of letting the world’s

populace know who I am.”

Of letting
me seem,
to them… 
human.



I suppose
it is a lot to 

process.

Even though
I have the perspective

of eight extra lives, I 
get lost in the minutiae 
of how I came to be at 

this point.

The thing
 with the extra

lives. Are all cats 
really like you? Do all 

cats have extra 
lives?

No. This is 
another area 
in which I am 

unique.

Then how
do you know

you’re on your last
life? What are you 

measuring
against?

I can feel
it. I can feel

the truth of it in 
every breath

I take.

My time
on Earth
is nearly 

done.

This is my
last gift to 

myself. The last 
present I’ll ever 

open.



What’s 
that?

A note.
From someone 
I never met.

I found it 
earlier today. 

it was in my 
coffee tin.

Hmm? What’s 

THiS?

Ooo! Maybe
it’s a prize! Like 
in Crackerjack 

boxes!



it’s a note. 
Somebody 
stashed it 

here.

Well, it 
wasn’t me.

No. Not you. 
This isn’t your 
handwriting.

“Allison. You don’t know
me. We’ve only ever talked
on the phone. I only have

time for some quick advice. 
About life. About the 

world. About the cat.

“it’s over for me, and the funny thing 
is, I don’t think it matters. I’ve been 
in the spy game for fifteen years. I’ve 
changed the fate of nations. Killed a 

few men. A couple women. But I’ve 
never met the people who ordered me 

to do these things. Not once.

“These
people, they 

might as well 
have been

a cat.

“Anyway, 
think of me. 
Or don’t.

“Don’t, 
actually.”

it ends with…
“They’re coming for me. 

You seem like a very nice 
person. Sorry I was never 

able to meet you.
it’s just…

“…I guess
I was too late 
to put the cat 

out.”



Well.

Well. 
Well.

Rather a nice 
letter. Would you 

like to know who it 
was from?

is he 
dead?

Did you
kill him?

No. I did not.
People such as

him are too
valuable.

He’s sorely
wounded from an

earlier encounter, though.
A gunshot wound to his

shoulder. Another
in his leg.

“Rohan, a partner 
of mine, was able 
to inject him with
a sedative. This 
happened in your 

apartment, Reggie, 
I’m afraid.”

His wounds
are being treated. 
He’ll recover, and

we feel that it’s very 
possible that he will 
work with us, now.

in fact,
your note lends 

credence to that 
belief. He seems to 
have understood 

reality.

Now…
I’ve answered

your question.
You answer

mine.

Are you
willing to 

complete my 
memoirs?



Allison?

I’m not
sure.

I really
don’t know.

We’re 
leaving.



Allison…

Look.
“I know. I’ve seen them. All 

over. They’re waiting for me to 
decide. To make a call. They’re 

waiting for me to do what
a reporter NEEDS to do.

“Tell the
story.”

Hello? Burma? 
it’s me. Allison 

Breaking.

I wanted
to call and

let you know 
that I’ve always 

stood for
giving people

the truth.
Always.

in the end, no
matter who or what

we are, the truth is all
we have. So, keeping

that in mind…



I’ll see you 
tomorrow.

THE END.THE END.
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MATERIAL
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and when he was young he had a cat 
that, due to a particularly vibrant case 
of polydactylism, had 42 separate and 
distinct toes. These factors have shaped 
him as a human being.

Benjamin Dewey came to Oregon all 
the way from Cleveland, Ohio to 

build a life making comics and rocking 
out. He met a girl named Lindsey, got two 
cats, joined Periscope Studio, married 
Lindsey, and in the process of it all, 
fulfilled his dreams. Ben loves science, 
coffee, the 19th century, breakfast food, 
and both slide and shred guitar.

He has two creator-owned titles coming 
out soon which continue the thread of 
talking animals running through his 
work: Tooth and Claw for Image comics 
(written by Kurt Busiek) and a complete 
collection of his long-running webcomic 
The Tragedy Series  by Thomas Dunne 
books via Macmillian publishers. He 
stands by the statement that “there is no 
number of cats he considers ‘crazy’ to 
have living in one’s home.”

Ben thanks Chris, Lynette, Lexi and Liz 
Martin for making this northwestern 
trajectory possible in the first place. He 
also thanks his wife Lindsey, brother 
Zach and mentor Steve Lieber for their 
countless hours of help, support and 
encouragement, without which this 
project would not have been possible.

Tobin Dewey
Paul Benjamin
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More titles from

For information on these and other
fine Oni Press graphic novels, visit

www.onipress.com.

To find a comic specialty store in
your area, call 1-888-COMICBOOK

or visit www.comicshops.us.REVOLUTIONIZE COMICS

Megagogo, Vol. 1
By Wook Jin Clark

176 pages, Softcover
B/W Interiors

ISBN 978-1-62010-117-9

Wet Moon, Vol. 1
Feeble Wanderings

By Ross Campbell

176 pages, Softcover
B/W Interiors

ISBN 978-1-932664-07-2

Down, Set, Fight!
By Chad Bowers, Chris Sims,

& Scott Kowalchuk

156 pages, Softcover
Color Interiors

ISBN 978-1-62010-116-2

A Boy And A Girl
By Jamie S. Rich

& Natalie Nourigat

176 pages, Softcover
2-Color Interiors

ISBN 978-1-62010-089-9

BUZZ!
By Ananth Panagariya

& Tessa Stone

176 pages, Softcover
2-Color Interiors

ISBN 978-1-62010-088-2

Bad Machinery, Vol. 1:
The Case of the Team Spirit

By John Allison

136 pages, Softcover
Color Interiors

ISBN 978-1-62010-084-4
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Allison Breaking is a talented journalist with her own blog and a 
lot of bills to pay, so when she receives an offer from a mysterious 

stranger named Burma to write his memoirs, it’s an offer she can’t 
refuse, not even with all the red flags popping up. But Burma is quite 
literally unlike any man Allison’s ever known–because he’s a cat. 
And this cat has stories to tell about how he (over the course of a few 
lifetimes) has shaped the world–and another, darker, story that Allison 
must risk all to uncover… a story of what this particular cat has been 
doing with the LAST of his nine lives.

From writer Paul Tobin (Bandette, Colder) and illustrator Benjamin 
Dewey (The Tragedy Series) comes the tale of a most remarkable cat and 
his nine extraordinary lives.
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