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% Then one day, a strange rock
fell from the stars...

Before the Fame he was just an 7_{-" :
ordmari: bull grazing in a pasture | g o S
on Earth.
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No longer fitting in with the herd,
he hit the road in search of where
he belonged.

I reckon I ain't
a regular cow
anymore.
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As soon as he stepped inside,
the room went silent.

Well I'll be
A damned!

Big Ike, the owner, a large man with a ’ Big Ike took him in and told him all about music,

heart as big as his voice, approached. Son, first thing's the blues, and the human world.
first.... you need

some clothes.

Wicked discovered he was born to sing —
and gifted at every instrument he touched.

Before his first big show, Big lke handed him
a special guitar — a beautiful old hollow-body.

This here's
Lulu Belle.
Now go make
some magic.
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Then one night, Wicked saw someone - ' )
he never expected to meet... J ; ’ p ‘ 7
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Well, hello
there, Sweet Lady.

He”o yourse!f / 'al

Mr. Cow.

Wicked never asked her real name, and she never
offered one. "Sweet Lady" became the first name
she ever truly answered to.
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Baby, you've sung

everybody else's
stories. When are you

gonna tell your own?



Even with fame, Wicked still felt ! Then one night, an opportunity .
like :'.ﬂmﬁthmg was missing. = Iterally landed in front of him. E -

From the ship emerEed the musicians ' what he'd been missing. . .

who would become his galactic band. H:hf and your me to bri Yall got room
voice across £} nt for one sweet lady, B o’ 7
| 4 - one guitar, and one
o . ' \ d whole lotta soul”
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