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I DUNNO.
 I GUESS WE 

KEEP HEADIN’ WEST. 
MAKE THE TRIPS AS 

MANY TIMES AS 
IT TAKES.

WHAT’DYA 
THINK?

DAMMIT, 
I KNOW WE’VE 

BEEN THERE ALREADY,
BUT WE AIN’T GOT 

NOWHERE ELSE 
TO GO!

IF YOU 
LIKE, YOU CAN

 TAKE LEAD!

WELL MAYBE 
YOU AND I CAN JUS’ 

SPLIT UP AND GO OUR 
OWN WAYS THEN? HOW’D

 YOU LIKE THAT,
 SMART ASS?

YEAH, THAT’S 
WHAT I-

EH?WHO YOU 
TALKIN’ TO, 
OLD MAN?



JIM.

“BUDDY” HUH?

HOW ‘BOUT 
SOME COMPANY?

YOU BY 
YOURSELF?

BUDDY AND 
I WILL BE JUST

 FINE ALONE,THANKS. 
MOVE ON.

WHAT’S 
YOUR NAME?

WELL JIM, 
CAN I PLAY WITH 

YOUR BUDDY?



YOU SHOULDN’T 
DO THAT.

NEITHER
 BUDDY, NOR I ARE 

INTERESTED.
I THINK

 YOU ALL OUGHTTA
 GO. I DON’ KNOWYOUR 

GAME, BUT I DON’T 
WANNA PLAY.

CLEVER.

YOU SURE,
 JIM? WE CAN PLAY 

REAL NICE...

OKAY JIM.
 NOT INTERESTED IN 

MY ASS? HOW
‘BOUT YOURS?

YOU SHOULDA 
TAKEN US UP ON OUR

 OFFER. WOULDA BEEN
 MUCH MORE 

PLEASANT.

NOW STAND
 THE FUCK UP AND 

TURN AROUND.



I GUESS 
YOU WIN.

SHIELA!

DAMMIT BUDDY, I 
DON’ WANNA KILL NO 
WOMEN. AIN’T MANY 

A THEM LEFT, 
YA KNOW?

YEAH, I 
GOT HIM. 
GO ‘HEAD.

MADRID, 
YOU GOT 

HIM?

THANKS FOR 
THE CONCERN, JIM, BUT 

AS YOUCAN SEE, WE LADY-FOLK 
ARE DOIN’ JUST FINE. YOU AN’ BUDDY 

CAN GO IN A SEC, RIGHT AFTER 
WE TAKE YOUR CLOTHES, 
YOUR HORSE, YOUR GUNS 

AND YOUR FOOD.

WELL SHIT, 
BUDDY...



NOTHIN YOU 
DON’T PROVOKE. NOT 

ENOUGH WOMEN ALIVE 
THESE DAYS. DON’ MAKE 

SENSE FOR ME TO 
BE SHOOTIN’ THE 

ONES WE FIND.

THE CLIPS I 
BELIEVE YOU WANT 

ARE ROUND‘BOUT YOUR 
WAIST. LOADIN’ IS TYPICALLY 

SOMETHIN’ YOU WANNA BE 
DOIN’ ‘EFORE YOU SNEAK UP 

ON FELLAS LIKE BUDDY 
AND ME.

OH SHIT! 
SHEILA!!

SO HERE’S
 THE THING. YOU’RE 
HOLDIN’ A GUN WITH 

NO CLIP IN IT.

WHAT ARE
 YOU GONNA DO?



WHAT PARTA
 “NO” DON’T MEAN 

“NO” TO YOU
FOLK?

FINE. 
JUST GO.

OH, THANK YOU!
HOW ‘BOUT 

A QUICK TRYST 
‘FORE I GO? MY WAY 

A THANKIN’ YOU?

LADY, LOOK
 AT YOUR FRIEND.

TELL YOU THE
 TRUTH MISTER, I DON’T

 LIKE HEARIN’ “NO” FROM A 
MAN. I’D RATHER HEAR YOU 

SCREAM “YES,” BUT IF I
 CAN’T HAVE THAT...



I ALREADY 
SAID NO!

OH FUCK ME...

THEN YOU 
CAN GO 

TO HELL!!

YOU KILLED
 SHEILA, YOU 

BASTARD!!

GIMME A 
HAND, BUDDY!

SHE WASN’T 
SMALL, WAS SHE?

HA HA HA HA 

HA HA HA
 HA HA HA!



TRUE. THEY
 MIGHT. BUT IF YOU 

DON’T PUT DOWN 
THE GUN...

I ALREADY 
SAID I WASN’T! 

NO FUCKIN’, NO
KILLIN’!

PLEASE DON’
 KILL ME!

PUT DOWN 
THE GUN AND

 GO, NOW.

WHAT ABOUT
 THE DOGS? IF LEAVE 
YOU MY GUN, THEY 

MIGHT KILL ME!
I DEFINITELY WILL.



NO! GO 
AWAY! GO!

NO!!

LADY, BUDDY’S 
COUNTIN’ TO TEN, 

AND WHEN HE GETS 
TO THREE, I’MA START

 SHOOTIN YOU.

NOW GO. TAKE ME 
WITH YOU?

YOU KNOW 
WHAT, BUDDY? I 

DON’T WANNA HEAR
IT! I TRIED TO BE 

NICE!

I KNOW
 THAT DON’T 

NORMALLY WORK, 
BUT YOU NEVER 

KNOW...

ONE OF 
THESE DAYS, BEIN’ 

FRIENDLY TO FOLKS 
MIGHT JUST 

PAY OFF.



THESE ARE 
ALL YOURS, PUPPIES. 

I DON’ WANT ‘EM.

LET’S GO, 
BUDDY.



NO, WE’RE STILL 
HEADING WEST.

I DUNNO 
WHAT’S THERE,

 BUT IT CAN’T BE 
LESS THAN WHAT 
WE FOUND EAST.



WE’RE STICKING 
TOGETHER.

OKAY, NO
 MATTER WHAT, 

BUDDY...

TO BE 
   CONTINUED...



Semantink is first and foremost a company 

dedicated to quality, not quantity. We believe 

that taking the time to read anything 

should be a rewarding experience, whether 

it’s a comic book, a novel, a magazine or 

the back of a cereal box. A great story, 

like good food, takes time to prepare and 

that means we won’t churn out twenty 

properties a week to fill your shelves and 

take your money. Instead we’re going to 

take our time crafting stories so that you 

can (we hope) spend your time enjoying 

them. We want you to stare at panels of 

art for a few minutes, or maybe relax as 

you digest a line of text. It’d be nice if you 

looked forward to your time with us, as 

we look forward to sharing with you. In 

short, Semantink wants you to find the 

meaning of print, each time you read us. 

One idea we steadfastly 

support at Semantink is 

that literature comes in 

innumerable flavors. That 

means you will eventually find a 

variety of titles, projects, and properties 

here – hopefully at least one that suits 

your inclinations. Whether you’re into 

mythology, science fiction, westerns, or 

a good old murder mystery, over time, 

you’ll find it here. And we don’t expect to 

do it all ourselves. We encourage writers 

and artists (aspiring and experienced) 

to bring their ideas here for potential 

publishing. Keeping our stock diverse is 

an essential component in the way we do 

business. We’d love for our creators to be 

fans, and vice versa.

James Ninness: James Ninness lives in San Diego with his wife, 
daughters and dogs.  He received his degree in English: Creative Writing 
from CSULB.  James writes Wolfman for Semantink’s weekly webcomic, 
The Undergrounds, and is the creator/writer for MYTHOI.  When he’s 
not writing comics, James likes to float aimlessly with manatees or shave 
the eyebrows off of sleeping monkeys.  He’s kind of a deviant.

John Narcomey: John was raised in the wilds of Corona, CA. by a band 
of roving Cholas were he learned i had an aptitude for the arts while giving 
guitar string tattoos. He then set forth into the world were he was quickly 
captured by renegade day laborers and was forced to work in the hot sun 
for peanuts. One fateful day, John made his escape and landed his first pro 
gig and fthe rest as they say, is history.
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