
What
duh...?

Look out
down der, kid.
Yous almost

got squashed
flat.

Moments
like these,
most meat

want to consider
what could have

been.

Wax poetic
about forks in
the road, and
all the choices

they have
made...

How
about
you?

Paww!
What's dis
gibbery?

Only one
road here...
and we's

on it!



Yeah.
You got
that
right.

He'll
do!

Hear
that,

dummy?

It's
your
lucky
day.



You sure
this guy's
the one?

Because you
said the same
thing last time

and she crumpled
after a couple

hundred
miles. 

|’m
sure.

Don't
know no
Atlas.

Well,
Jed...

Momma
named me

Jed.

Just look
at him. A beast

with a back
that could hold

up a dying
world. 

You're my
own mighty
Atlas, aren't
you, meat?

Let's not
get caught up
in tiny details

and sad stories --
no one cares who

you are or
where you're

from.

Honestly,
none of that

matters.

In fact, if
you think about
it, your entire

life comes down to
just this moment...

as here is where
the road has

led you.



You live your
life by rote. Doing
simple tasks...

moving things from
one place to
the other. 

What's
dat?

A Hinnom
Edictor.

| could
try to

explain it
to you, but

really...

Wouldn't
that be a
waste of

time? 

Huh?

There are
people who do

more than this --
your betters --

but most are just
like you...just
not quite so

dumb. 

But that's your
special talent,
isn't it? Being

simple.

Hurk!

Do you know
where the

simple belong,
meat? 

At the
back of the

line -- the very
ass end of
society. 



Head feels
funny. You did

something
to me...

Jed
gonna

hurt you
now.

Don't like
you, little
blue man.

That's
weird.

Because |
just love all
you barking
monkeys
so damn
much.

Stop!

Now...

Hrrnnnn. Now...that's better,
isn't it? The edictor
pierces the command
center of a brain...
slaving susceptible

minds to more
  dominant ones. 

It's good
when meat
knows its

place. 

Say,
ah.

AHHH!

Hrrnnnn.

No.

You're
not.

Kneel.


