
monday,
6 AM

where’s 
david?

not 
here.

I’m gonna 
kick his ass 
all the way 
to delmar.

don’t you 
have a key, 

mr. assistant 
manager?

they don’t trust 
me with the meat 
slicer, let alone 

a key...

he’s usually 
here to let 

us in...

ain’t
today.



where
you been?

sorry,
sorry,
sorry!

laurie called 
just as I got 
our bread in!

baker on 4th 
never showed so 
I had to start 
their bread! 

no!

no! no!

yup.

but you 
got nerve 

to--

yeah, laurie. 
it’s gwen.
yes, he did.

uh-
huh.

I 
got
it.

you don’t 
have to answer 
it every time!

oh,
david...

it’s
not your
fault.

we’ll just 
mix them in 

with the other 
batches, no one 

will know.



no, you--

she gonna 
send me to an 
early grave.

that 
woman!

we’ll be 
ready to 

open.

you lucky our 
bread is still 

usable, or lunch  
would be 
a mess.

barely.

janet 
is brewing 
coffee...

yvette’s 
setting up the 
registers...

tim is 
cutting pickles 
for lunch...

...and 
january 

is causing 
trouble.

david’s trying 
to make up for 
lost time...

olivia is making 
the orange 
garnish...



why did 
you tell her 
I was causing 

trouble?

because you’re 
the only one 
doin’ nothin’.

and that’s 
nothin’ but 
trouble.

well, I 
don’t need 
her on my 

back!

you’re not 
the boss 
of me.

look at the 
goddamn time, 
january. get 
to work.

go refill the 
napkin holders 
or somethin’ 

useful!

grumble

ow!
whoa!

watch
it!

hey!

eep!



leave 
her alone, 

gwen.

we don’t 
have time for 
anyone to get 
hurt today!

or 
for your 
nonsense.

why do 
you even 
care?

if we open this place late, 
we lose money today. 

and customers stop comin’ 
back, and then the deli 

closes, and I lose my job. 
then my kids go hungry.

I got more 
to think about 
than my nails.

january, 
don’t you 

dare answer 
that phone!

customers 
are lining 

up!

hustle,
now!

only opening 
7 minutes late. 

not a bad 
start?

sigh. can’t open 
on time when 

you start late.

good mornin’ 
and happy 
monday.

come 
on in.
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