
 

 
 
 

SPICE FACTORY GRAPHIC NOVELS PRESENTS 
 

WINTER 
By J bone 

 



 

Ray woke up in the middle of another bitter Februar y 
night. The dust and chicken wire covered attic wind ows 

rattled in their frames with every burst of arctic 
wind.  

 



 

He winced from the cold as he pulled back the sheet s, 
quickly slid into his shoes and hurried down to the  

bathroom.  



 

He remembered his writer friend Moscau, who 
found the abandoned spice factory attic to live in 
telling him-“Don’t use the sink man... I piss in 
there.” You could see into the first floor through 
the busted up floor boards. Any day the rotten 
joists might give. 

 



 

 

It sure was quiet in the Big City. 
 



 

He glanced over the canvases he had been 
working on that night and got back into bed. 

 
 
 



 

The dream....  
 



 
 

 
He was living in a shack on the bayou.  

 

 



 

 
Outside a commotion started. An angry man was yelli ng. 

A family screamed. 
 



 

As He approached the scream door, he could see 
bodies lying motionless on the ground. When he put 
his face up to the screen to get a closer look … 

  
 

 



 
 

 

That man broke through the screen and cut out 
his tongue. 

 
 



 

He forced his way in. Ray got free and stumbled 
backwards groping for the kitchen knife on the 
counter. 

 



 
 

 
 They circled... 

 



 
 

 

The man lunged and stabbed Ray in the heart. 
 



 
 

 
The alarm clock went off. 

 



 
 

 
Ray found no comfort, not even in sleep. 

 



 
 

 
He set out to try and sell some paintings. 



 
 

 
It was so cold today even the crack whores were 

gone. 
 

 



 
He stopped by the bodega and got coffee and a 

roll. “Con leche, no sucar.” 
 



 
 
 
 
 

 

As he crossed the bridge, he asked himself 
‘what is the meaning of all this?’ 

 



 
 

 

Bundles of people passed left and right. Some 
took fleeting glances at his table of art, but no 
one, fucking no one stopped.  

 
 



 

 

The angry and sad voices in his head is what 
kept him warm on that  bitter cold day. 

 
 



 

 

He picked up 2 40oz. beers on the way home. He 
got back only to find Moscau and his girlie 
Sunshine bangin’ on the couch. 

 
 



 
 
 
 

 

So Ray went back to his space, drank his 40oz.,  
read some Octavio Paz by the street light…… and 
yearned. 

 



 
 

 

When they finished doin’ their thang, Moscau 
put on a Lee “Scratch” Perry album and rolled one 
of those marijuana filled cigars he liked so much.  

 
 
 



 

“Hey Ray, did you sell any paintings today?” 
“No man, got nothin’ but pneumonia.” “Come on out 
and taste some of this blunt. It’ll warm y’up.” 

 
 



 

 

“Hey Sunshine.”  
“Hey Ray.” 
 

 
 



 

“Here, I left yous a 40 on the floor when I 
came up.” After he took a toke he gave Moscau the 
styrofoam cups out of the bag. 

 
 



 

 

“Lets go to Blackwater tonight.”said Moscau  
“Man I’m broke. I better lay low.” said Ray 

 
 



 

“Relax it’s on me. I hit up those muther 
fuckin’ Filipinos today. I said- “Either pay me or 
I’ll send you the FUCK back to Manila in a box! Ha 
ha ha!” 

 
 



 
Moscau broke out the vodka to celebrate.  

 



 
 

 

They stumbled on over to Blackwater. It was the  
raunchiest, nastiest divebar in the neighborhood. 
But damn, it had the baddest ass punk rock juke box  
anywhere. 

 
 



 

 

Ray numbed his  insecurity with as much booze as 
Moscau would buy him (which was quite a lot) and 
melted into the booth. 

 
 



 

 
Now the crew was starting to feel real groovy, 

when along came a punk rock girl named Chelsea who 
was soaking in Ray’s crusty starving artist-‘I 
don’t give a fuck about the world’ vibe. 

 



 

 
Chelsea slid next to him without salutation.  

 



 
 
 

 
Chelsea had her last pill of X. So she bit it in ha lf 
and shared it with Ray -who’d never done that befor e.  



 
 
 

 
They massaged each others auras for a bit. T hen 

before you know it, lickity-split... 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Chelsea invited Ray into the janitor’s closet. 

How romantic. 
 



 

 
 



 

 
Now that was all well and good, problem was... 

 



 

 
Chelsea was just killin’ time ‘til her man got 

back with some smokes. 
 



 
 

 
Thankfully, Moscau was pretty handy with a  pool 

stick. 
 



 

 
And Sunshine was no wuss. 

 



 
 
 

 
The three of them fought their way to the door 
and out into the night. 

 



 

 

           Content, they went back to the frozen comfort 
of the spice factory for a damn good nights sleep. 

The end 
 

 


