


Story by Gina Ruiz
A condensed graphic adaptation
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| Every mormng, the barrm ) ;
: oke up to Dom Heh

[ Tamales. Champurrado.
| Then my commute fo Burbank.

Six rayguns.
Seven dozen tamales. [ IS
Forty-eight thousand | g
dollars. /

What the hell
are you two
up to?!
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; 1 M, - uns NESRIPEN We found buyers ¥
Social Security Sl in the spaceship. ’ &S on a dating aite.
isn't enough, | \ The tamale cans - o N
mijita. i

They emptied
a spaceship right

under our noses?
n and Dopey

BN need to hear this.

M They tried to grab me too.
M I threw my chancla and ran.

WAl Their van is at Lincoln Park.
5




Heliand I Yl Yo { You kids owe me
A figured it out. A8 x 1 LEVY a new door.

Chanclas and
Aqua Net. In case "
the aliens come back.}

hTeﬂ‘ us where % Don't tell them
the rayguns are. anything, Belén!

You let Heli go, J
cabron.




We're government
agents. You have
to cooperate.

You should
be ashamed

“ " Are you okay,

amiga?

We've got enough F Aqua Net.

Ma trouble here. Works on these too.

,_ As long as
5 tamales, Liliana? they don't come

'y . &;-5\1 A with a raygun

on the side.

No more sellin

\_rayguns, Abuela.

X 87 Okay, mijita.

We have enough
money saved




