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seriously. 
like, I've b�n to 
london, new york, 
paris, and there's 
no culture more 
authentic than 

glasgow.

our art, our 
music, our comic 
b�ks...we have 

the most exciting 
creative scene in 

the u.k.

tota�y! 
I think it's 

cause, like...we're 
so co�ected 

to our working 
cla� r�ts, 
you know?

we 
sti� the 

knife crime 
capital of 
europe, 

aye?

that's our 
problem. we 
buy into our 

bad reputation 
and live down 

to it. 

I'm a 
glaswegian, 
I've got the 

glasgow grit 
in my bl�d. but 

that doesn't 
make me a 

ned.  

it's time we 
stop shying away 
from ourselves 
and start saying 
we're sco�ish 

and proud!

sure, we have 
b�zed-up pricks. 

every city does. but 
they ca� us thugs 

down south because 
we're politica�y 

engaged, and that 
scares them.

"glasgow, scotland...
the greatest city in 
the world!"



taxi!

irn bru 
ice-cream 
floats!

of course, 
you don't half 
get your share 
of weird stu� 
growing up in 

glasgow...d�p-
fried mars 

bars?

it l�ks 
like my ride's 
here. you want 
a lift, a�an?

just 
be careful. 

send me a text 
when you're 

home?

come on, 
heather, I'� 

be fine. this is 
my town!

AND THEN 
THERE WAS 

ONE.

heh,
heh...

and do 
you remember 
that old story 
we got told in 
sch�l about 

the blue
van...

...don't!
I remember 

that te�ifying 
me!  

nah,
I'� get 
the last

bus. 



AW, NO...
THE BUS!

{HU�} 
{HU�F}

let me on, 
mate, I've got a 
ticket. come on, 
the bus-stop's 
right there.

please, 
mate! this is 
the last bus!  
don't leave me 
stuck in the 

town.

MATE...

FU­ UP.  
FU­ UP. 
A­ FU­ 

UP...



he�o, x-cars? 
I n�d a taxi 
to...he�o? 

he�o?

COME ON, 
COME ON...

bl�dy 
he�, just 
my ro�en 

luck...

gue� 
I'm walking 

it, then.

no! don't 
do this 

to me, you 
bastard!  

NO, 
NO...NOT 

NOW!  



this 
is fine. you'� 
be fine, a�an. 
you've bu
ed 
through this 

route so many 
times.

how long 
does it take by 

bus to get home, 
half an hour? you 
can walk this in, 
like...an hour?  
two hours?

aye, this 
area s�ms a 

lot le
 cr�py 
when you're going 

through it on 
a bus...



hey,
kid.  

if
 I were 
you...

I'D WALK 
FASTER. 



OH...I'M 
A�AN. NiCE 
TO M�T 

YOU.  

WHAT!? 
NO!

MATE...

��H... awrite, chief? 
I was just havin' 
a w� lie-down 

there.

I'm pure 
mad wae it, 
haw-haw!

you l�k 
like an actual 
rocket, by the 

way. I'm ian. 
I'm ian.

you 
know what 

I'm doin' out 
here the night? 

I'm huntin' 
foxes.

ho, don't laugh 
at me, I'm serious!
it's no just u�ity 
english cunts who 
touch weans that 
can hunt foxes.

we have a... 
fox problem 
in glasgow, 

y's�.

I'm not 
laughing at 

that, it's just...
I saw a fox on 
the road, just 

a minute 
ago...

I'M 
NO YOUR MATE, 

MATE!  THiNK YOU 
CAN BAM ME UP?  

YOU'RE NO BE�ER 
THAN ME...



w-wi� 
you p-please 

let me 
l-leave?  

you ever 
s
n a knife 

like this before? 
how about I chib 

you right here, s
 
if you're so fu� of 
hot air with some 

holes poked 
in you?

I'm 
s-so�y...I 

didn't m-mean 
anything, I...I 
just want to 
leave and go 
home to my 

mum.

AYE,
O� YOU 
POP, W�

MAN!  

YOU 
WON'T GET 

FAR! 



find a 
witne�!

witne�!

BEEP!
BEEP!

BEEP!

BE-
  BEEP!

BEEP
!



what did 
I te� you, 
witne� 
mick?  

we'd 
lead him

 right where 
we wanted 

him.



you 
got the meat in 

the hole, but you're 
not ge�ing any points 
for that. what ma�ers 

is what you do with 
your meat.

we've 
got it sorted.  
just make sure 
you get it a� 

on film for the 
big man.

n-no!  
n�o! you 

don't have to 
do this!

NAW, BUT 
WE WANT 

TO.

you a� 
think you have 

that boy backed 
in corner,

yes?

don't 
cum in your 
pants yet, 
dickheads. 



truth is...
I have a� 

you in corner 
now.  



�f!

�H!

��H!



UNH!

��H... {�K!}

n-no, 
please,
wait...

witne� 
this!



you can 
ca� me 
mr. dig. 

I did 
it for
scalps.

I te� 
you, pal, I've 

got f�t-long 
stauner in my 

pants after that 
excitement.

YOU...YOU 
SAVED MY 

LiFE. THANK 
YOU. THANK 
YOU SO...

didn't do 
it to save 
your arse, 

pal...

WHO ARE 
YOU?  

these 
boys here are 
dickheads. they 

thought ki�ing you 
would be nasty enough 
d�d to get promoted 
to si mckirdie's gang.

AND 
WHO iS 
Si--

it's best 
you don't 

ask.  

we�, 
whatever your 

reasons, thanks...
mr. dig. these 
animals would 

have ki�ed 
me.

people 
like this give 

us glaswegians 
a bad name.



what did 
you say?  

u�...people 
like this give us 
glaswegians...

where
do you live, 

mate?  

us 
glaswegians?

burnside.

ah, okay. 
nice area, 

yes?

it's 
alright. 

we get...u�... 
shoplifting, 
sometimes.  

thank me now, aye, 
but you're type who'd 
cro� str�t to avoid 
us sinkhi� scum...not 

just ones with 
knives.

you 
act like you 

know glasgow 
because you bus 
in on w�kends?  

we live 
here.  

maybe the 
only thing making 
these animals any 
di�erent from you
is they don't have 

nice house in 
suburbs.

so, you're 
alive. you're 
welcome.  

NOW, FUCK 
O� BACK TO 
WHERE YOU 
CAME FROM!



turn right 
at main road, walk 

straight from there. 
eventua
y you get 

to rutherglen, 
then you're 
in clear.

ho, 
burnside 

boy! 

once you 
start walking, 
don't stop for 
nothing. don't 

stray from main 
road. you 

understand?

yeah?

there are 
worse things 

out on str�ts 
of sinkhi
 on 

friday night than 
dickheads.

worse 
things even 

than me.







HEH-HEH-
HEH AH-HEH-
HEH-HEH...

NO!

�F!

��MF!



ah-
HEH-HEH-
HEH-HEH-
HEH...

I WANT 

TO GO 

HOME...

���N!

G�K! 
�NG!

ah-
heh-heh-heh-

heh-smile smile 
smile h� 
h��!

AHO
HOHOHODA

L
KA�ANOSE!  
HOHOHO!

L
KA�A 
NOSE!

DA
N


���!

�


!

HA
HAHAHAHAHA
HAHAHAHAHA

HAHA!



ONE 
OF US NOW 
YE��...

H� H� 
H� ONE OF 
US H� H�!



“welcome to
Glasgow.”



welcome to 
Glasgow.

welcome to 
Glasgow.

welcome 
to 

Glasgow.



NEXT:
THE D�R 
AT THE END




