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SHE SEEMED A VERY | , T'M SURE YOUR

CURIOUS GIRL, EXAMINING . IMAGINATION JUST

WITH GREAT INTEREST THE BECAME OVEREXCITER

MANY STRANGE AND EXOTIC : \

OBJECTS N THE HOUSE, N NO DOCTOR!

I SAW HIM! THAT...
THAT MONSTER!

ENOLIGH! FOR
THE SAKE OF YOUR
BABY; YOU MUST
REMAIN QUIET!
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I HAR SEEN THIS MYSTERIOUS YOUNG
WOMAN BEFORE, WANPERING ALONE
AT NIGHT THROUGH THE HOUSE.

SHE HAP CAUGHT A GLIMPSE OF ME
ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS BUT I HAD
ALWAYS MANAGED TO ELUPE HER.
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I FOUNP POLLY; NOT IN HER BEPROOMW, ‘
EUT IN THE POCTOR'S LABORATORY.

I ONLY HAP TO LOOK TO
SHE WAS DEAP.
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MY CURIOSITY WAS PIGUEP. WHY WOLLDP EVERYONE
LEAVE EXCEPT FOR INGLES, POLLY;, ANP THIS
WOMANZ AND WHY WAS I NOT ASKED TO LEAVEZ

—

I FOLLOWED, WATCHING INGLES FROM
THE SHADPOWS AS THE POCTOR CARRIEPR
THE GIRL TO HER ROOM; WAITING FOR
AN OPPORTUNITY TO $EE POLLY.
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I HAP SCARCELY MELTED INTO THE
SHAPOWS WHEN T HEARD A SHRIEK,
POCTOR INGLES WAS THERE TOO.

I.., I SAW HM
AGAIN, POCTOR! PRIPPING
WET, TALL AND THE FACE OF [

A SKULL! LIKE PEATH ITSELF
WALKING THROUGH THE 4
HOUSE!

CALM YOURSELF,

\ THERE'S NOTHING
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Y YOU ARE ALSO
MY VICTIM. IN YOUR
MURPER MY CRIMES
ARE CONSUMMATER;
THE MISERABLE SERIES
OF MY BEING |5
WOUNP TO IT&
CLOSE,

> GENEROUS
)/ AND SELF-DEVOTEDR
BEING... LOYAL WIFE,
WHAT DOES IT AVAIL THAT I ||
NOW ASK THEE TO PARPON
MEZ I, WHO INSATIABLY
DESTROY EVERYTHING T
SEE.., ALAS.., SHE 16
COLD, 6HE CANNOT
ANSWER ME.

IT 15 TRUE THAT
I AM A WRETCH. T
HAVE MURPERED THE
LOVELY AND THE HELPLESS;
I HAVE STRANGLEP THE
INNOCENT AS THEY SLEPT
AND GRASPEPR THE THROATS
OF THOSE WHO DI
ME NO HARM.
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o~

YA

A WAVE OF REMOREE | e\ . : 4
AND SELF-LOATHING s R ) e B,
e E R A 1K\ £ THIS WAS MY FALLT. T

KNEW IT HAD TO BE. THE
VERY SIGHT OF ME HAD
: KILLED THIS WOMAN, HAD
. SHOCKED HER INTO
v~ - : IRREVERSIBLE DECLINE.
e’ N . 3 5

-

Vs

I COULP PO NOTHING
BUT WEEP BITTERLY.
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BUT THE SENSE
OF PEATH PIP
NOT LEAVE ME.

QUITE AN
INTERESTING

REFLEX, NOZ E S

BUT.,. BUT DEADZ NO.
| POCTOR; SHE BUT NOT QUITE
. WAS DEAD. ALIVE EITHER. SHE
—_— BALANCES A THIN LINE
SOMEWHERE BETWEEN
THOSE TWO GREAT
MYSTERIES.
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