
Like
what? Huh,

Robin?

What else 
have you got 

up those 
sleeves?

Do you
think I don’t
know it was

you?

Euchre.

Oh No!
It’s. . .

. . . It’s. . .

. . .You’d
probably

just burn
it down
like--

Loose
lips sink 

ships, Jack. Or 
in your case

twenty.

I’d tell
you to find a 

nice dark hole to
hide out in,

but. . .

No time to say hello.


