


INTRODUCTION
To the ebook (3rd) edition

I usually start the introduction for a reprint by saying 
how weird the pages look to me and how strange they 
are to read again. Well, I’ve said it now and I’m never 
going to say it again.

These comics were made when I still had a day job, 
I would bash them out over the weekend, and in the 
evenings if I could. That’s why they’re drawn in a rather 
stiff, computerised style. It was the fastest way that I 
could work at the time, with the limited artistic skills 
that I had to draw upon. They plainly did a job, as the 
second of the stories in this book remains one of my 
most popular. 

As I said in the second edition, when I read the Looks, 
Brains & Everything storyline, I just want to write and 
draw it all over again. They were exciting times in 
my life. Rough and ready it may be, but it was good 
enough that I didn’t have to work in an office any more.  
And thank goodness for that.

John Allison
Manchester, UK
March 2011
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Reviews of Scary Go Round would often remark that 
the comic started as the adventures of Tessa and 
Rachel, before many of the characters from my pre-
vious comic, “Bobbins” were introduced. But there 
was a good reason for this.

The first story, which follows, was designed as a spin 
off of Bobbins to run on a pay-site called Modern 
Tales. It was to run twice a week, while Bobbins con-
tinued. It was originally intended to be a collabora-
tion between myself and a friend, a gifted artist with 
a great talent for backgrounds. I would write and do 
the characters.

Unfortunately, my friend dropped out shortly before I 
started work on Scary Go Round, and after a month 
on Modern Tales, it was pretty evident that only 
about a tenth of the readership of Bobbins were 
going to pay for the pleasure of more of my work. I 
was one of several established webcomic artists who 
found the going very sluggish in the promised “brave 
new world”.

But having developed my art and writing styles 
further for Scary Go Round, I decided to make a 
fresh start for the characters from Bobbins (which 
comprised three and a half years of experiments, all 
of which under severe time - and talent - constraints 
in order to produce five comics a week).

So when this first story, “Gas”, was over, I opened 
up the community of Tackleford, and have kept add-
ing to it ever since.

I’ve always felt a little bit guilty about the way Scary 
Go Round was designed, because it set a bad 
example and was quite influential - there are still 
a few very popular internet comics that use its stiff 
staging style - a convenient one because it requires 
almost no composition skills at all! I had turna-
rounds of the characters drawn in Adobe Illustrator 
and would adjust eyes, arms, hands and mouths, 
and if I was feeling really racy, a leg or two.   

Done properly, art done in Illustrator looks flashy 
and stylish, but it takes real care and craft. In the 
past, I had taken absolutely no care, but with this 
story, I took... some care. By the time (some years 
later) that I had begun to apply an appropriate level 
of care to art of this kind, I started to think that it 
would be a lot easier to just draw it with a pencil 
instead of poking and prodding lines around. At that 
point I found out just how rusty my drawing skills 
were, but it was the start of a whole new adventure.

So that’s how Scary Go Round began, and why, for 
a month or two, it seemed to be a comic about two 
teen sleuths. After this, it became something else 
altogether. I regret nothing!
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clomp
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clo
mp

good 
morning mr 
postman!

vuh-?



ladies! dishwater hands 
getting you down? apply 
dr ryan’s nerve tonic 
for baby soft paws!

gents! all out of bedroom zing 
at the end of the working 

week? splash on a little nerve 
tonic... ba-da bing boom baff!

who would have thought that 
toothpaste, water and gin would be 
such a powerful cure-all... i’ll be 

rich! rich! hahahhahahah!

hahahah 
haaha

mr wooden spoon says 
"wake up ryan" even 

though dreams can be 
funny!



shelley, 
what are you 
doing here?

couldn’t you 
just have 
knocked on 
the door?

waking 
you uP!

you don’t have a door. i 
tried rattling these 
streamers but they 

weren’t rattley enough.

i was naked! you 
could’ve been 

offended.

if you were naked 
and jumping around, 

that would have 
been offensive.

nakedness 
does not 
offend me.



anyway, come on, we 
have to go and help tim 

on his table at the 
tackleford science fair.

tim has to win first prize 
this year. even though he 
wouldn’t tell me what his 

invention is.
it’s 

fricking 
awesome.

it’s the sort of 
thing that could 

change society for 
the better.

tell me 
what it is!

admittedly, 
not by much.

wow!

of course 
the fair!



table 12B, it 
says here, 

can you see 
him?

there he is, 
shelley!

well, you see, it provides vital 
natural light around bodies of 
water, preventing unsightly 
"falling in", as scientists 
refer to the phenomenon.

at last night workers will be able 
to enjoy the same relaxing duck 

feeding pastimes that day workers 
have long enjoyed...



tim, this is the most amazing 
thing ever. a glow in the 
dark duck! you’re doing so 

much good for mankind!

you’re very kind. 
and what’s more, 

you’re right!

phosphorescent waterfowl 
will promote tourism in 
otherwise crummy towns 

like corby and hull.

tim, can we ask you a 
few questions for 

the college  paper?

for 
sure!augh, 

corby.



VIEWING BOOTH

it just 
looks like 
an ordinary 

duck.

quack!

"it just looks 
like an ordinary 

duck", ryan.

the method you use 
to make the duck 
glow in the dark 
isn’t cruel, is it?

it’s an 
all-natural 
process.

girls never 
understand.

ooh!

to get the full effect 
you have to go into the 
glow in the dark duck 

viewing booth.

WOW!



BOOTH

why, if it isn’t the 
man who elevated 

mediocrity in 
invention to an art 

form, tim jones.

what have you invented this 
year, you hopeless idiot? oh, 

the glow in the dark duck. how 
utterly pathetic.

why don’t you stop by my 
table later and have your 
dreams shattered? i have 
complimentary toffees.

no punches tim! 
lawsuits are 
expensive!

seamus fogerty.

i don’t think it’s pathetic...



that’s - 
that’s - 
that’s - 
that’s

i ought to 
throttle 
your face 

off!

that’s my invention from 
last year! you’ve just 

used moulded plastic and 
fixed the minor scalding 

problem!

so what have 
you come up 

with, fogerty?
yes, fecking 
great, i know.

flour goes 
in here 
and...

mr baker! it cooks fresh 
bread and makes coffee 
for you before waking 
you up in the morning.

i strong words tim. in 
fact i’d say slander. 

you’ll be hearing from 
my lawyer.



i forsaw a whole nation 
being awoken by warm 
bread flopping onto 

their foreheads.

fogerty stole my fresh 
bread-and-coffee alarm 
clock idea from last 

year and entered it as 
his own this year!

his idea, 
archie? the 
audACITY OF 

THE MAN.

mneh. the 
audacity.

tim, are 
you all 
right?

that’s... 
obscene.



we’re going home 
now, tim. do you 
want us to help 
you clear up? 

there’s a 
note here 
for you.

the 
audacity!

now 
that’s 
just 

unkind.

doubtless a mewling 
climbdown from that 

wretch, fogerty.

no, i need some 
stewing time to 
get down with 

my rage.

Jones, meet me at my 
stand at midnight and 
we will have this issue 
out like men, with 
fists and hurting.

Sincerely,
Seamus Fogerty

  P.T.O

PS You are a big soft 
wet baby, also fat, and 
unable to grow a full 
beard.



right tim, remember the plan: 
stomach punch, kick in shin, 
tweak nipple for maximum 
dispensation of justice.

where are you, fogerty? 
come and get the special 

batch of hurts i have 
reserved for you!

come on, you coward... is that 
you... yes it is! i can feel your 
whiskers! get on your feet and 

defend yourself like a man!

you’re a dead weight... and what’s 
this warm sticky stuff all over 

you? it better be hot fudge sauce 
is all i’m saying... 



there, that’s... 
better... aaah!!

think, tim, think... what 
would president jimmy 

carter do right now? he’d 
know what to do. he’d 

know what to do...



running from the scene of the 
crime is good! it gets you away 
from it as fast as is humanly 

possible! yes! genius! 

tim man, you’re 
covered in blood, 

fogerty’s dead, it’s 
a frame-up. it’s the old bill! they’ve 

got me bang to rights... 
assume innocent, beatific 

expression! 



sir, i’m placing you 
under arrest on 
suspicion of the 
murder of seamus 

fogerty.

i’m about to give 
the gift of the 

glow-in-the-dark 
duck to society.

that would give night 
workers like me the 
chance to enjoy the 

pleasures a day copper 
takes for granted.

the 
glow-in-the-
dark duck?

you can’t 
arrest me!

exactly.
mother!

i hate ducks... get in 
the back of the 
van, you slag!



excuse me, 
archie.

what 
what?

i know what you did and i don’t 
think it’s very nice! in fact, i 

think it’s the most awful thing 
you can do to a person!

listen, little girl, you 
tell anyone what you think 
you know and i’ll make you 
look a lot less pretty.



there’s no need to start talking 
nasty, pencil-neck, just because i 
worked out it was you who stole 

tim’s bread making alarm clock idea.

stole the... oh yes! ah, the 
device! of course. well, ah, 
just you keep out of my 

way and ah...yes...



tim’s trial is on 
friday. it looks like 
he’s going down for 

killing fogerty.

our tim... he 
wouldn’t!

tim would strike a 
man in anger, but 
only to give him a 

dead arm.

i want you all to stop worrying. i 
have gone over the evidence of 
the day and know exactly who 
framed tim for the murder.

i mean, he poked that guy’s 
glass eye out once, but he 

never ran around with a sharp 
stick after that so...

not a 
dead 
body!!



i will tell you exactly who killed 
seamus fogerty and framed tim - 
after i have been for a wee-wee, 
because this is very exciting.

nkuurrggle

hey-mmmmf!

thud



body, what are you 
doing down there? 

stop lying there all 
dead! start moving!

no, stop it with the tractor 
beam. i’m not ready yet! get 

up body! grab my hand!



useless 
body! i cuss 

you bad!



rachel, there have been 
two related murders 

this week  in 
tackleford. you know 

what this means?

no, we should 
investigate for 
the university 

paper. 

nah, we’ll bust the case angela 
lansbury style. despite pursuing 
tough killers, she never even got 

her cardigan dirty.

er, no, 
because we 
will die.

stay 
indoors. 

buy a gun.

jesus yeah. she 
gets drunk and 
talks about how 
cute her ass is.

do you think 
angela lansbury 
ever cusses?



well girls, as far as 
we’re concerned the 
fogerty and winters 

murders are pretty much 
solved. it was tim jones.

hell, who 
wouldn’t?

i beg your 
pardon?

what? he was in jail 
when the 

second murder 
happened.

plus, he’s pretty 
much a genius... he 
wouldn’t just let 
himself be caught.

i’d.. love to own my 
own... race course.what word do you 

associate with genius? 
evil. evil genius. bish 
bosh, case closed.

this is the 
world’s most 

pathetic police 
force.



so... what are 
you in for?

they said i killed a guy. but it 
ain’t true. i could still feel his 
breath on my boot when i was 

kickin his brains in.

ahh... an innocent man 
like me. so... what’s 

that you’re whittling? 

what do you 
think? it’s 

tuppin’ snoopy, 
innit?

do you want to 
hear some of 
the poems i’ve 

written?

jones, you 
got 

visitors!



are you all 
right, tim?

tessa, rachel! 
what are you 
doing here?

i’m okay. i’m sharing a 
cell with a great 

lad. i think he has a 
gentle soul.

we’re going 
to get you 
off this 

murder rap. 
just tell us 
what you can.

it’s a perfect 
frame-up! fogerty 

steals my invention, 
then i kill him!

do you 
have 

enemies?

i made a list. it’s 
divided into "sassed 
’em", "diddled their 

daughters" and "misc".

that’s a 
lot of 
diddle.

and 
sass!



i reckon we start 
our search for 

fogerty’s killer at 
his offices.

search for a 
killer? we 

aren’t searching 
for a killer!

we’re looking for clues! like 
an idly discarded lace 

handkerchief! searching for 
killers is dangerous!

put away the piece 
of wood with a 
bent nail in the 
end of it, rachel.

i was just lookin’ at it. 
lookin’ isn’t against the law, 
at least it wasn’t last time 

i checked... lookin’...

all right.



wow, fogerty labs. tim 
just has a shed. i 

wonder why fogerty was 
so jealous of him.

hello, we’re 
investigating the 

science fair murders 
for the tackleford 
university clarion.

well, i am... was... seamus fogerty’s 
business partner. i’m rather busy at 
the moment with all these million 

pound offers for "Mr baker".

we know tim was framed for 
his death, but we need to know 

why... and who might have 
wanted fogerty dead.

the ones 
with the 
blood and 
the death!

framed, you say?

it’s shiny 
like a bald 
man’s head!
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i remember fogerty and 
tim first went up 

against each other 
four years ago.

your friend struck up a 
friendship with fogerty’s 

assistant, drella. she was... 
a special woman.

i tell you what, i’m just 
going to go into my lab and 
get the list of fogerty’s 

enemies i keep in there. mnyeh.

jones, you fish-faced 
bedwetter, you’re 
less likely to win 

than my old mother - 
and she’s rubbish!

no, tim! punching 
will hurt your 

poor fist!



hello, tackleford prison? can i 
speak to tim jones please? no, he’s 
a prisoner. yes i realise they don’t 

have extension numbers...

rachel... this guy 
makes a lot of money 
from fogerty being 
dead, doesn’t he? 

sexy piles 
of the 
stuff!

and it sounds 
like tim upset 
his plans for 

love...

and all the 
doors suddenly 
slammed shut...

so... killmaster 3000... or 
the scratchifier? oh, 
how could i leave you 

out, bonepulper?



well ain’t you a 
Pretty little 
thing, like bo 
derek in ’ten’

you must have been 
in here a long time 
because your pop 

culture references 
are woeful.

one of us 
just got very, 

very lucky.

ow! 
shrill!

hello? aiiiiieeeeeeee!tim!wethinkfogerty’s 
businesspartnerdidthe 
murdersandhelocked 
usinaroomandhe’llbe 
backinasecondand-

phone call 
for you, 
jones!



tim, if you don’t get out of jail 
and help tessa and rachel, 

they’re going to have a much 
larger, less attractive surface 

area. but how to escape?

hey, is that the 
classic tweed cap, a 
beige topcoat and 
sportsman’s pipe?

ah, good afternoon my man. 
just decided to take a stroll 

round the prison as a 
gentleman will. off home now.

splendid. 
how’s the
good lady 

wife?

oh, just 
capital!

capital!



scuffle scrabble

i don’t want to be 
killed by that 

freak’s mangling 
devices!

we can think 
of a plan. 
think of a 

plan!

well.. if we can’t hurt 
his body... maybe we can 
injure... his feelings...

or jam this ballpoint 
pen into his brain.

girls, that airvent leads to 
the roof! you’re doomed! the 
doomvisor   predicts a 3.7% 
chance of your survival.

tm



sweet tupping christ! 
how the hell can i get 
up there and stop him?

bzzzzz! ha ha! 
happy death day!

i am killing 
you so bad 

now!

grr! 
ballpoint!

go away! women find 
you unattractive 

and sexually 
moribund!

we hate you! 
everyone does! you 

suck so badlY!

destructive power of 
rock and flimsy 

scientific principles 
don’t fail me now!



guk.

damn... that’s all the 
reminder i’ll ever need not 

to run with scissors!

auggh!

bop



are you 
two all 
right?

i have to break back into 
jail now in order to 

receive my official pardon. 
you never saw me - right?

well, we’ve seen all 
the guts we want 
to see this week...

guts!

run, you sweet, 
beautiful, crazy 

bastard!

rachel, fashionably flappy trousers 
are a liability in a combat situation. 
now, better than ever, i understand 

the all-action catsuit. me-ow.



well girls, if i hadn’t seen the evidence 
with my own eyes, i never would have 

believed that archie stanwyck murdered 
shelley winters and seamus fogerty.

i expect that’s 
because you’re so 
incredibly slow 

witted.

um... i love to 
wear a hat 

that’s knitted?

man, who 
doesn’t? 

keeps your 
ears warm!

i beg your 
pardon?

is your 
leg cold? yes.



october’s here. i 
still miss her.

when taking an average of 
personality and ass, 

nationally she must have 
been in the top 1% 

here’s to you, 
shelley 
winters.

me too, friend. 
she was a good 

girl.



TWO



ENTER:

KING plum
BIX

x

tim, where’s your 
booze? i need 
some booze!

ryan, i told you. i’m drinkin’ less 
and thinkin’ more. i’m pretty sure 

my brain cells are actually 
growing back. i can feel ’em!



are we going to the pub 
tim? i’m asking out of 

being polite rather than 
caring what your reply is.

that’s just a load of old 
geometric shapes moving 
around. show me a species 

with a face. pub?

ryan man, i’ve made contact  
with some sort of alien life 

form! everything we understand 
is about to change!

no!

goin’ on my 
own then. 
stuff you, 
alien boy.

alien life form #564, in 
the name of 

intergalactic peace i 
am uploading a 1974 
episode of "columbo" 

to your server.



i can’t believe tim, sitting 
in front of his stinking 
computer instead of 
coming to the pub.

shelley would have come with 
me. poor little shelley... too 
good for this world. i hope 

she’s happy in the next.

good evening 
ryan! what can 

i get you?

booze, tessa. i’m in 
a forgetting mood.

how wonderfully working 
class! i’ll arrange your 
fight in the pub carpark 

for 11.30, okay?



you look like 
you got 

troubles, 
friend. 

name’s ralph.

ryan.
a friend of mine, shelley, 
died. it doesn’t seem fair. 
she took being good to 

extremes.

what’s 
on your 
mind?

life’s like a horse 
wearing a suit and 
smoking a cigar: 
hard to explain.  

shel was a 
sweet 

little lady.

way things are between 
a man and a woman, they 

can’t ever really be 
just friends.

p’raps if 
the girl is 
bog eyed.

sure, sure.



so did you 
love this 
girl, this 
shelley?

she was a librarian, i was heavily 
involved in the occult section. 

our eyes met over a dennis 
wheatley. we shared a love of 
light entertainment and brine.

there were evenings out, and 
evenings in. we spoke 

fleetingly of marriage. then 
one day she comes home a nun.

"married to god now" 
she says. i was having 
none of it. that was 

the last time i saw her.

cuts me 
up, man.

well i don’t know, i 
mean mayb-

yes i loved a woman 
once, well if you 
can call it "love".



so anyway 
how about 

i-

how about you leave me 
alone so i can get on 
with being miserable? i 

don’t need help! 

how about i help you 
see your little 

friend shelley again?

what, like, hip 
hop? sure, i’m 

down with that.

eh?

isn’t that 
dangerous?

no no no. it’s a 
right good laugh! 

ha ha ha! see?

do you know 
about the black 

arts, son?

no, necromancy!





shelley

winters

1978 - 2002

Viata asta-i bun pierdut
Cand n-o traiesti cum ai fi vrut.
Si-acum ar vrea un neam calau

S-arunce jug in gitul tau:
E rau destul ca ne-am nascut,

Mai vrem si-al doilea rau!

all right, ralph, you 
can stop messing about 
now. i’ll give you fifty 

pence for your -

 - bus. 
ralph? nyahhgghh! 



h-gurgle agh!
ryan, the way i see things is this. 
you can run home and hide under 
your bedclothes, which any fool 

knows the devil cannot penetrate.

or you do what your momma 
always taught you, and 
make things right with 
that sweet little gal.

momma, did that include sweet l’il 
dead gals? no, this is 

hyper-thetical. no, damn, i am not 
being smart with you, momma...



i don’t want any 
hanky-panky. i have good 

boys live here, boys who go 
to oxford and cambridge.

do you have a young lady with you, 
mr beckwith? because i believe i have 

made it very plain that i will not 
have relations under my roof.

yes, of 
course.

noooo... you might have seen 
me out of the window 

assisting an elderly nun 
across the road just now...

i’m very tired, mrs 
birch, and i have 
three books of 

matthew i want to 
study tonight...

off to bed, 
you good, 
good boy.



cup of 
tea?



what have i done? this is 
just a shadow of a human 

being... i’ve defied nature and 
created an abomination.

come on, shelley, say 
something! anything! if you’re 
going to eat my brains, do it! 

i know a zombie has needs.

i’ve got to go to sleep, 
shelley. here’s a straw. if you 
want brains in the night, just 

bung it in my ear and suck.



right, come on, 
mrs birch has 

gone out.

jesus, you’re freezing. 
put on this hat and coat 
and try not to look dead. 
we’re going to see tim.

tim will know what to do. or 
if he doesn’t, he’ll shout at 
me until i feel that i’ve in 
some way paid for my sins.

i’ve got a megaphone 
i’ve been saving for a 

special occasion.
surprise.



ryan, i’m sure you have a 
perfectly good reason why you’re 
sitting there with our dead friend, 
who appears to now be a zombie.

i just found her wandering 
around, man. i reckon some 
local kids got up to some, 

y’know,  voodoo hijinks.

you raised her 
from the dead, 

didn’t you?

i’d taken a 
drink. it 

didn’t seem 
so wrong.

I’m going to put her in the bath 
and pray that nothing drops off 

then we are going to talk the talk 
of men, SPECIFICALLY ANGRY MEN.





she can’t wear 
these clothes, 

tim, they’re 
falling to bits.

hang on, 
let me see 
what i’ve 

got...

ha, a load of goth 
kate’s clothes! she 

was your best 
lodger ever!

she was at 
one with the 
night, and 
vampires.

if we dress shelley up in this 
stuff and give her a pint of 
snakebite and black, no one 

will be the wiser.
respect.

damn man, all 
she wanted 
was a hug. 

in case you’re 
wondering, these 

aren’t tears, 
they’re cataracts.



QUA
CK

S

doesn’t she 
look great? this is so messed up. i’m going to 

wake up in a minute and find out 
that all this was a dream. the 

dumbest dream of all time, ever.

shelley coming back as one 
of the undead might not be 

the ideal situation, but 
we’ll make the best of it.

yup, things is 
gonna be a-ok.



What if 
someone who 

knows shelley 
sees her?

Just repeat everything they 
say back to them in a 

sarcastic voice. it’s what top 
spies do under interrogation.

i’m pretty sure that 
the guy fawkes night 
pub quiz will cheer 

shel up. she’ll be her 
old self in no time. 

that’s a lie, 
tim. that 

doesn’t even 
sound true.

"that’s a lie, 
tim. that 

doesn’t even 
sound true."



It ain’t so much the 
all-pervading air of doom that 
bugs me, it’s the fact that this 

unit isn’t competitive, man.

it’s exile on main 
street! 1972! is miss 
congeniality getting 

all these down?

question nine. which album 
did the rolling stones 

record in france, and for an 
extra point, in which year?

only if the answers were 
"blood", "bones", "ash", "all 
flesh is grass" and, for 
an extra point, "1806".



question ten: 
was mr potato 
head based on a 
real person?

no? 
yes!.

nah, that’s 
nonsense. 
put "no".

what are we playing 
at, doing a pub quiz, 
the streets aren’t 

safe, sanjiv.

"yes, based on 
real person - 

possibly 
hitler."

biff, i know you’re chasing a 
dream here, yeah, but even the 

west yorkshire anti-zombie 
unit is has to take a break!

the undead are a clear and present 
danger to life in this town, and i 
think the £30 i spent getting our 
embroidered jacket-patches made 
shows my commitment to that.



what’s that 
twitching in your 
pocket? is your 
phone ringing?

sweet betsy, 
man, that’s the 
chicken claw!

put that thing 
away, yeah, it’s 
embarrassing 

to me.

it’s red hot and 
twitching! there 
must be a zombie 
really close by!

biff, are you sure we 
should just go after 
the walking dead in a 
busy pub? i mean...

there!

imagine for a second, 
that wan little woman 
is chewing the top of 

your dear old 
mother’s head off.

hands. off. 
my. dear. 

old. mother.
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what’s that? you have 
to... move water from 
one area to another... 
ah-ha! well be quick.

yeah, it’s the picture 
round next. pictures 

are pretty 
interesting, right?

meep!banjos.
bouzoukis.
beards.



now listen here, 
zombie, right, 
your reign of 

terror ends here.

we’re going to fill your mouth with 
salt, sew up your lips, then return 

you to the ground with dignity. 
because we aren’t animals, miss.

whimper.

it’s a dirty 
zombie trick. 
get the axe.



i’m feeling 
moral, i 

can’t do it!

biff, what 
does your 
dad do?

he’s a 
butcher.

maybe big-face here is too timid 
to eat anyone’s brains, but 

what’s to say she isn’t going to 
be round the back of your dad’s 
shop tucking into the brawn?

open wide, sweetheart. 
this won’t hurt a bit. 
it’ll... just be very, 

VERY salty.

jar, not 
packets, 

biff.



SALT

shelley’s been a 
long time in the 
toilet. makes me 

nervous.

she’s not going 
to be killed on 
the way to the 
ladies’ twice.

when was the last time you heard 
of someone dying on the way to 
the toilet, being re-animated, 

then dying there again?  
um...

she keeps spitting the 
salt out. how can i fill her 

mouth with salt if she 
keeps spitting it out?

you could make a 
sort of valve. i don’t 
know what you could 

make it from.

yeah... a valve... damn 
biff, she’s making fun 
of us. my feelings are 

getting hurt.



what in hell’s name 
is going on here? 

when a man sees two 
gentlemen taking a tupping 
liberty with a lady friend of 
his, he seeks quick answers  
then he starts swinging!

your "lady friend" is 
a member of the 
undead! we were... 
taking her down...

christ, man! sure, she’s pale and no 
stranger to the casket, but the 

family of man needs harmony, be we 
white, black.. or mottled grey!yeah.



come on, shelley, 
let’s go and stare 
at the bonfire for 

a while.

i’m ashamed, 
biff.

i’m going to take a long 
hard look at myself while 
wearing a scratchy old 
coal sack for clothes.

the west yorkshire anti-zombie 
unit needs to become a more 
caring group, rehabilitating 
offenders in the community.

just because someone 
doesn’t have a soul, 
doesn’t mean they 
don’t have a heart. 

urgle



are you enjoying 
your toffee apple, 

shelley?

yes! so that’s still you in there, 
shelley? when ralph brought you 

back it wasn’t just a demon 
kicking it in your corpse?

nyaghh glaghh 
bluggle glurr 
aargh check 

out my horns.

help me bung the infidel on 
the bonfire, ryan. there’s a 
danger she could upset a 

pre-schooler. 



excuse me. 
ryan 

beckwith?
i believe you owe me your 
soup. oh, wait, no, can’t 

read my own writing. soul. 
you owe me your soul.

tim, turn round for a 
second and tell me that’s 
just a marvin gaye fan with 

a switchblade.
ryan...



i brought your little princess 
back from the dead. that isn’t 
cheap! and i need souls as an 

inexpensive winter fuel.

do you know what it’s like, trying to 
keep the underworld heated? it’s 

hell! ha ha! i am the dark prince of 
your "observational humour" also!

listen, satan -- if that’s 
your real name -- i don’t owe 
you no damn soul or nothing.

dear god, please don’t make me have 
to spend eternity with this guy. i 
totally renounce thinking about 

girls in a low-down way.



mr devil, sir, in the last few months i have been 
strangled to death, buried, re-animated, kidnapped, was 
made to wear a tight goth-girl corset by my so called 

friends and had to eat a load of salt.

shelley...

WHUFF!salt isn’t nice! 
corsets aren’t 

comfortable! this punch 
means go away!



ow! you ass! ow! ow! 
you made a little bit of 
blood come out of my 

mouth!

maybe we can 
go... shoppin’, 
tomorrow...

gappa-

pow!

come on, dev, let’s get 
you home. it’s a foolish 

customer tangles with a 
crossed lady.

look! 
blood!

an angry woman is like a runaway 
steam train: a man in the way sure 

ain’t going to stop her.

that’s 
soothing, 

ralph.



yes because you know my 
tortured soul might have 
got some rest then and 
that would be all awful.

that was a 
lucky escape, 
shelley. well, 
good night.

no one wants to 
be forcibly 

returned to the 
grave, tim. 



THREE
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daddy!

hello pootle, how did 
you enjoy your first 
term at art school?

did you deconceptualise your 
preconceptions about external 
creativity and the inner child?

i drank a lot of 
cups of tea!

and i totally drew a 
load of naked people. 
THEY JUST SIT THERE!

amy, this is 
costing me a lot 

of money...



BWAAP!

what about you? did 
you enjoy your first 
term as a lecturer?

i did. 
there’s something very inspiring 

about shaping young minds, knowing 
they’ll be using what you teach them 

all their lives.

that’s great! also, the way a second-year’s hair falls 
over her face, her eyes now a little 
more knowing, her sweater maybe a 

little tight. hmmmmm.

yeah.



where’s the 
fairy for the 

christmas tree? 
cecil chewed her face off last 
year. it was like a very small, 
intense ’silence of the lambs’.

amy, did you fall under an inky 
needle for several hours by 

accident or is it will re-writing 
time again?

sweater, sweater, sweater!



see, i knew 
you would go 

nuts.

my flawless 
little muffin... 
all ruined with 
tattoo ink...

so i painted you five 
phil collins album 

covers as my end of 
term project.

...phil?

you sweet little 
overcompensater.

happy 
christmas, 

daddy.



FOUR



any sign 
of shelley, 

tim?

no, and i 
don’t know 
where else i 
can look.

she 
left a 
note!

Dear Tim, Ryan and Amy,

you have all been very kind to me since I came back as a zombie. 

But I have to find out where I fit into the world, now that I have no chance of making it with boys any more due to my low body 
temperature and my weird, staring eyes.

I hope you all have nice lives. I will try to have a nice after-life.

Love and hugs,
Shelley
XOXOXOXOX

PS. Tim, i borrowed all the money from your wallet, will repay soon possibly.

damn. oh, man.

let me 
see!



internal monologues are fun 
because you can say what you 
want and no one can tell how 

dramatic you’re being.

such as "i have moved 
into this awful place 

because i am so poor and 
have no job oh dear."

and you can try stuff that 
doesn’t work, like "the 

skyline was like shoeboxes, 
and the people were shoes, 

lots of shoes."

if you said that out 
loud, someone would say 

"zip it, shelley". and 
they’d be right to!
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now, i like the reassuring smell 
of dry rot as much as the next 

person, but i have my pride. 

i have to find a job so i can afford 
the important things in life, like 

sexy boots and chocolate.

shelley, you are saying, you may be 
be dead but basically you are one 
sexy-ass zombie, to which i reply 

yes, but, it is not that easy!

this would be easier if i hadn’t 
been murdered, then brought 

back to life two months later.
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interviews with recruitment 
agencies aren’t meant to 

end with improvised 
no-style karate getaways.

once you’re dead, your 
paperwork stops 

paperworking. the dead 
cease to exist! obscene!

your now-invalid details 
don’t seem to impress 
potential employers.

stroppy.



CAFE

CAFE

but if the legitimate economy 
doesn’t want me, i’ll have to hawk 
myself on the black market. as a 

freelance no-goodnik.

local businessman 
seeks discreet 
assistant. £300 
p/w cash in hand.

that is the 
most sinister 
classified ad 

ever.

dear sir, as inventor of the highly 
successful "witness protection 
programme", i am now looking for 

new, discreet challenges...

hee hee hee.



do you want to see my 
new truck? i paid ryan 

£25 and he polished it for 
three solid days.

can’t feel my 
hands...

baby baby can i 
please be your 

girlfriend?

shut up man 
whose name i have 

forgotten.come on 
amy, let 

go. hands... like 
claws...



so anyway, when i arrive at 
the place, it’s a big, dirty 

old red brick building. which 
is really disappointing.

it doesn’t 
say "career 
progression"

it says "don’t leave 
anything valuable in your 

desk, maybe this place 
gets burned down for 
the insurance money."

a... letter!

"dear miss winters, you are 
invited for interview at percy 

import/export. sincerely, 
hamilton percy." hamilton percy!



EXIT

mr percy is a firm but fair 
man. it is easy to see how 

he has become a top 
businessman with his own 
import/export business.

ha! this is all 
lies basically he 

seems like a 
total idiot-face.

here’s your first week’s 
wages. go smarten 

yourself up. i got an 
image to uphold.

shelley 
winters.

hamilton percy. now 
shelley, i got a question. 
do you know how to keep 

your mouth shut?

i can see we’re going to 
get along. you’ve got 
the job. welcome to 
imports/exports.

don’t 
open it?



very nice, shelley! it 
simultaneously says 
"businesslike" and "of 

the crypt".

i can’t wear this to 
work! my unruly 

charges are clearly 
visible to passers by.

okay, try this. 
1940s vampire 
secretary.

"hello, passer-by, 
meet my chests"

suddenly i feel 
like a very 

dangerous lady.

time to 
access-o-rise!



your first day on a 
job is scary 

because places 
have all kinds of 
peculiar rules.

don’t ever, ever 
touch that 
brush, you 

understand?

now this is your office. i got you one 
of those top of the range commodore 
64 computers, right. that’s what the 

government uses, right.

um...right...

mr percy, i know this 
is an import/export 
company, but what do 
we import and export?

every one of these 
crates is a dream, 

miss winters. we’re in 
the dream business.

ah... what 
kind of 
dreams?

sometimes i dream i’m 
sammy davis jr, and 
i’m strangling frank, 

right. does that 
mean something?



the other residents and i 
were wondering why we 

never see you around. we 
thought you might be shy.

when i get home i 
try to make sure 
no one sees me.

because as far as i’m 
concerned, i represent 
the acceptable face of 

"recently dead".

oh... ah, 
no, i just 

just, 
um...

...i’m training a crow to dance, and 
we’ve like, got no chance at the 
regional championships if i don’t 
finish making his tiny tap shoes.



’thursday - film night - 
"steel magnolias", guests 

welcome.’ can’t these 
people leave me alone?

why can’t i have an en 
suite bathroom? why do i 

have to be a stupid 
zombie girl now?  why? 

thump
thump
thump
thump
thump
thump
thump
thump

it’s funny, kicking everything 
in the room to pieces didn’t 
help like i thought it would.



is that you, amy? 
did you get the 

aluminium tubing?

yes. hey, apparently there is an eu 
ruling against feeble girly-girls being 
made to carry loads of metal. oh, and a 

letter arrived for you too.

it is probably a 
court summons 
for cruelty to 

ladies.

no... it’s money. 
and a letter, 
from shelley!

there’s no 
address, but the 
postmark says 
copper edge!

copper edge is 
nice. they rob you, 
then shoot you so 
you don’t feel sad.



GUIDED
BY 

VOICES

tackleford empire feb 8
manchester academy feb 11 

come on shelley, calm 
down, calm down, just 

go to work, get 
through the day.

oooh! those 
look nice!

fresh today, 
duck. beautiful.

nyyghgh cauliflower 
cauliflower nygh 
brains- i mean 

cauliflower grr...

nothing nicer than a 
youngster with an 

enthusiasm for fresh 
vegetables.



cooking w
ith brains

good morning 
miss winters. 

how do you feel 
about golf?

well mr percy, i 
don’t think i’ve used 
a whole minute of my 
life thinking about 

it up to now.

excellent! 
you’re 

caddying 
today. 

i don’t know anything 
about golf, except 
that you hit a ball 

with a sort of stick.

i’m going to shout at 
myself if front of the 

mirror for fifteen minutes. 
see you in the car park?

o-kay!



i’m playing a chap 
called dave eye. this is 
important, never look 
directly at him, right?

does he have 
a bad wart? 
will it make 

me cry?

let’s go. 
we’re never 

going to find 
shelley, amy.

no, i’m doing my 
big presentation 
to the golf club 
at lunch-time. 

we could try 
poking a few more 
homeless people. 
they don’t seem 

to mind.

we’re going to 
dress fancy, 
smell fancy 

and talk fancy.

failing 
that: hypno 

specs.



VRRRRRRRRRRR

can i drive it onto the 
flatbed of the truck? 

that would be so sublime, 
it would be magic.

no.

hah hah! hee 
hee hee! oh 

man! hee hee!

how i hate 
you, horrible, 
horrible tim.

are we 
driving it 
to the 

golf club?

i wish. 
unfortunately it’s 
classed as "too 
good for roads".



shelley, can you 
smell the golf 
course? can you 

feel it?

yes mr percy. if jesus 
were here he would 

basically be hitting high 
fives with everyone.

i’m nervous, tim, i’m worried. 
i’m only helping you out. i 
could go all crazy in the 
meeting and blow the deal.

management is all about appearing to be 
awake while actually asleep, so just speak 
loud enough to register subliminally. like

this thing is real dang good no 
way yeah sweet mary wow!



what do these 
golfers have 
in common?

answer: they all announced 
their departure from the 

world with one final, violent 
visit to the toilet!

i say
that’s a bit 

strong

what is the arch 
enemy of every 

golfer? lightning!

lightning could kill every man 
jack of you. it’s no gentleman. it 
might strike you in the backside 
while you reach for a fresh tee. 

damn it

tupping 
menace

i seen 
it

before



come on, come on, 
shadowbox with me. we’re 
going to bust this deal, 
kool and the gang style.

golf courses are where 
whitey makes his plans to 

crush us under his 
jackboot! damn you, whitey!

how are we going to sell to golf 
equipment manufacturers? don’t 

we hate golf? golf courses 
should be big lovely parks!

amy!

of course golf is wrong. but we 
can use our millions to buy a 

blimp and fly over golf courses 
playing dio and black sabbath.

whitey hates 
dio so bad!

shh!
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the board are unanimous. 
you’re either the greatest 

liar alive or a magic man. show 
me more of your "golf cart".

that’s so 
dirty!

so this is how you’re 
going to protect us 

from lightning strikes?

the 25 foot mast 
squirts lightning into 
the cart’s battery, 

leaving you free to hit 
your balls with impunity.



no miss winters, i said, 
nine iron, not one wood. 

can’t get the help 
these days, eh dave?

well you 
know i don’t 

know...

nine iron... nine iron... why 
should you care? just bite 
the top off his head and eat 

out his yummy brains!

no shelley! eating brains is 
wrong! super wrong! unless your 
teeth were to accidentally fall 
forward into his head... no! yes!

mr percy, you have a bug in 
your hair! i think it might be 
a scorpion, or a bio-weapon!!!

okay!get it 
out!



i saw a 
scorpion on 
tv once, it 

frightened me!

just another 
second, almost 

got it...

you’ve got a good one here, 
percy. my secretary 

wouldn’t get an insect out 
of my hair. christ knows, 

number of times i’ve asked.

aaagh! it stung me!

glomp

snarfle
glum

aiiieee! aargh! 
aargh! stop being a big 

baby and take 
your shot.



brains!!!1%$*

mr jones, your 
golf cart is a 

revelation. what’s 
it called?

"the mother 
superior". 

remember that 
name, friend.

the weather’s 
starting to turn, 

tim, maybe we should 
get back indoors.

wait a second, is that 
shelley? is she waving 
at us? hello shelley!

brains

remind me, did she always have 
the face covered in blood and 
bits of skull, or is that new?



BRAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAIIIIIINS
moses and 

jackie o. in a 
boat, shelley, 
calm down!

watch out 
tim, she’s 

pissy!

now i’m sure this anger is 
just a... manifestation of 
the frustration you’re 

feeling during your 
transition... to the undead.

grrar
and warm drool is 

fine, in the context 
of a loving 

relationship, but...

eat your 
brains!!!



ARGLE

clon
p

...living as a zombie 
is just a case of 
coming to terms 

with the fact that 
you’re special.

quick, get up! we 
can’t reason with 
her, she’s gone 

completely stupid!

VRRRRRRRRRRRRR

she’s stealing 
the golf cart! 
this is bloody 

awful!

i’m not 
chasing her. i 
want to keep 

my skull 
sexy.
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grrr nyggh braiiiiiins 
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brains! brains brains 
brains! brains brains 
brains brains, brains!!

ZART

brains?

vr
rr

rr
rr

rr
rr

r!



i thought that thing 
was meant to be able 

to withstand a 
lightning strike!

well, i never 
actually 

tested it, amy.

you never 
tested it?

testing is for weaklings! 
i have supreme confidence 
in old man science and, 
furthermore, myself!

oh... shelley, 
poor little 

shelley.

she looks like 
she’s sleeping.

shall i hit her 
with the golf 
club again?



she was our little ray of 
sunshine. then she died and 

came back as a sweet 
little abomination... sniff...

she 
wasn’t 
too... 

smelly.

why, god, why? cough
hack

cough
cough

where am i? 
what’s going on? 
why are you both 

wearing ties?

shelley!
would anyone mind if
i throw uP? i think i 
ate something that 

wasn’t good.

go for it.
 just so long 
as we don’t 

have to watch.



Casualty

Maternity
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LATER

i’m not a doctor, but i’d 
say that being hit by 
lightning reactivated 
every dead cell in her 

zombie body.

what about the 
man whose 

brains shelley ate?

by some incredible 
million to one chance, 
she ate the 90% of 
the brain that none 
of us ever uses.

that dude’s just 
putting it down to 
experience, amy. a 

lesson for all of us.

how’s 
shelley?

a lesson in not 
having a top on 

your head and being 
a grotesque freak?

he’s wearing a hat and 
taking each day as it 
comes. would that we 
could do the same.



i bet you’re glad 
to be leaving 

hospital, shelley.

yes. the doctors were very 
kind though. all my hair 

dropped out because of the 
lightning strike but they 

never laughed once.

they must be very 
restrained. you 

looked like a big idiot 
baby, from the moon.

no i didn’t 
amy! i 

really did 
not!

at least i don’t 
time dying my hair 
to coincide with 
having a seizure.

"i am moon baby, 
get me more 

magazines and 
bedpan please."



so i’ve seen that 
shelley girl around 
town. apparently 
she wasn’t dead.

no, i 
guess 
not.

apparently she just 
had "one of those bad 
comas, the sort where 

they bury you".

what a 
shame.

she’s so annoying, 
isn’t she? with her big 

kiddie bug eyes and 
her silly red hair.

she drives 
me nuts.

"look at me all dying in 
my tight t-shirts oh 
wait no i am not dead 
p.s. i am so cuuute!" stupid 

shelley.



fin



Self-referential 

It’s important, in the high-value, more bang 
for your “buck”, Wal-Mart age, to fill the 
back of any collected retrospective with 
a few additional crumbs of knowledge. A 
rifling through the creative sock-drawer 
tends to ensue as one seeks to thrill their 
readers with dull pearls of extra insight. 

What I want to make clear to anyone read-
ing at this time, be you a lonely soul or one 
of eight or nine people crammed around 
the one copy in your African village, is that 
this book is no different. And why should it 
be? I (for one) read these pages first.

They represent, if this is not too glib an 
image, the artist with his or her trousers 
down. The mistakes. The blind alleys. The 
throwaways. And I guarantee that nobody 
has taken the opportunity to get it wrong 
more often than I, Scary Go Round creator 
John Allison. 

So what led to the hundred or so brightly 
coloured pages in this volume?  A young 

man chasing the dream? A fervent wish to 
right the creative wrongs perpetuated by 
myself in the past? 

Perhaps, and I am not saying that this is 
definitely the truth, it was the cowled figure 
who appeared at my bed end one night in 
late 2001 bearing script ideas, thousands 
of pounds worth of computer equipment 
and an everlasting flask of hot, strong 
coffee. 

I’d like to thank that man. He smelled of 
sulphur and cat sick, but he showed me 
the way. And I am proud to say that even in 
his seven foot presence, I did not wet the 
bed even a little bit.

So please enjoy this “bonus” material, 
summoned from the the scrap merchant’s 
treasure trove of bad ideas and torn paper 
that lives under my desk and in the furthest 
recesses of my hard drive.  It’s all for you.

Columnated ruins domino!

banging-on



The art of ending badly
Scary Go Round is meant to be a comic 
built out of episodes, each one structur-
ally similar to a 50 minute TV drama show. 
Like, say, Knight Rider, or maybe Northern 
Exposure (if your favourite is Hill Street 
Blues, I am not going to stop you screwing 
up your eyes and imagining that).

So I attempt to ramp up the tension until 
the last quarter of the story, then round out 
everything in a neat time-frame. Since I 
couldn’t muster a plot better than 
“A-happens then B-happens” on my 
comics in the past, it’s quite pleasant to 
be able to draw little lines on my plot sheet 
that show me when I can start knocking 
people off buildings or get people chewing 
on each other’s heads.

The head chewing is a comfort. I’m not 
going to lie about that. Lying is wrong.

But at the bottom of my plot page, next 
to comics 31 and 32 are written the 
word “Epilog”. I spell it the American way 
because the first place I ever saw that 
word was ‘The Invaders’, the 1960s 

alien-fearing, communism-allegorising US 
TV show. 

I don’t write very good epilogues. It’s not 
that I couldn’t, simply that the pressure of 
the moment leads me to drop whatever 
the last, worst idea I had was onto the 
page and hope for the best. It’s a bit like 
running a race from the front all the way 
then stopping six inches from the finish 
line to admire a lovely birch tree as five or 
six runners pass you.

DON’T BE LIKE ME.

The first two comics you’ll see were meant 
to conclude the fourth part of the zombie 
Shelley story. They’re a classic A-Team 
“everybody stands around and laughs while 
Hannibal smokes his cigar” ending. Awful. 

After that is the page that originally ended 
part two. I can only question exactly how 
much spray mount I had to inhale to 
conclude that this was a fitting end to the 
story. 



so this is the guided 
by voices show? will 

they play some 
songs? good songs?

yes, 
shelley.

and will the 
support act be 

wicked ace?

support acts 
are meant to 
be endured, 
not enjoyed.



joy zipperjoy zipperjoy zipperjoy zipper

joy zipperjoy zipperjoy zipperjoy zipper

joy zipperjoy zipperjoy zipperjoy zipper

joy zipperjoy zipperjoy zipperjoy zipper

will bob pollard be 
drunk? will he swing 

his microphone 
round his head?

i think yes 
that is 

pretty much 
certain.

will it hit me on the 

head and kill me? not while we have the 
rapid reaction 

microphone gull.

caw



tim, when ryan brought me 
round here, and i was all 
undead and smelly, you 
handled it very well.

E
N
D

i breathed through my mouth 
until we got you into the bath.  
old army trick. works for nerve 

gas, mustard gas, trumps...

do dead 
girls 

trump?

you’ll know in 
five seconds.

Part 2: courtesy of the “what was I thinking?” desk.



“John”, you ask (and you are right to ask 
me because only I can answer this ques-
tion), “who are these Scary Go Round 
characters? Did you make them up 
yourself? Are you channelling spirits? Are 
they people who you killed and now own 
the souls of? John you are a really awful 
person!”

That last point is not a question, it is a 
statement. But the thrust of this hypo-
thetical argument is clear. Who are these 
fabulous kids? This “Tim”, this “Amy”, this 
“Ryan”, this “Shelley”?

Some comics are autobiographical. It’s 
hard not to include an element of yourself 
in your comic work, because if you are 
the sort of person who spends his time 
demanding people look at your drawings, 
you are probably very self-centred and 
deeply vain.

But I am over all that. I got the autobio-
graphical whining and self-flagellation out 
of my work when the world was still young 
and full of pep. 

On occasion I have teased my readers 
that the cast are people I know. More 
frequently a friend who is new to the comic 
will posit that a character is based on a 
mutual friend of the both of us. Nothing 
fills me with more rage because they are 
always wrong and How Dare They Attempt 
To Decipher My Great Works Etc?

SGR FACT! Number of young women I have 
told that Amy is based on them: 72.

Over the next few pages I’ll attempt to 
explain the reasoning behind the SGR cast. 
I cannot guarantee that any of what I say 
is strictly true, but there will be drawings to 
look at if you have to turn away from the 
misleading text in disgust.

Spending time with
the made up people



Tim Jones
When I started Scary Go Round, Tim wasn’t going 
to be in it. Not because I don’t like him, but 
because he has a tendency to take charge of any 
situation. Scary Go Round was meant to be scary. 
It was meant to feature grevious, upsetting things 
happening that would worry people, potentially 
forcing them to have to sleep with their heads 
under their bedclothes at night. I couldn’t have 
Tim around if that was to be the case. He is not 
frightened of anything. During one memorable 
sequence in my old comic, Bobbins, he managed 
to shrug off having been beaten almost to death 
by a large, square, red robot, his girlfriend leaving 
him and taking up with his best friend, his house 
burning down, and eventually his ending up in a 
coma. He did this by going down the pub and 
playing a few games on the Ted Rogers’ 3-2-1 
quiz machine.

But after 11 weeks without this hairy, kindly 
figure, I let him back in. It didn’t seem so wrong.  

In Bobbins, Tim was a music writer who dabbled 
in inventing, but in the comics I made prior to my 
published work, he was a full-time seeker into the 
mystery, who used his independent wealth to 
satisfy the mysterious requests of elderly, 
walrus-moustached Major Generals and the like. 
In those days he was accompanied by a much 
skinnier Amy, who sometimes scaled walls and 
acted in a surprised manner. The origin of his 
independent wealth was never made clear, but 
today he draws his funds from his fabricated 
hard-man autobiography, “Jonesy”. Brave readers 

can delve into this and other prototype Jones 
adventures at http://www.bobbins.org. 

I do not wish it to seem that for the last 10 
years I have been retreading the same 
material in the search for some kind of 
long-hoped-for magic. Unfortunately, that’s 
exactly as it seems. But Tim’s exploits always 
seem fresh to me. Half baked ideas take a 
firmer shape in his hands - some would say 
that this is useful, as they are the only 
kind I have.



Shelley
Shelley was originally a makeweight to round out 
the cast of Bobbins. She is called "Shelley" 
because she was created for another project 
where, get this (and I don't mind saying that I am 
pretty clever to think this up) she was a mermaid. 
Shells. The sea. Crabs. Prawns. Oh, the hours I 
spent patting myself on the back about that. With 
the thick gravy of originality pounding through my 
veins that day, I gave her the Little Mermaid's red 
hair. If you wish to congratulate me on my 
world-beating vision, my office hours are 9 to 5.

Shelley originally had a room-mate called Holly 
who would join her in drunken escapades, and 
when I tired of Holly, she was replaced by Fallon 
Young (the self-styled "Sexy Super Spy"), a 
hapless secret agent. As time went on, Shelley's 
boozing, smoking and man-chasing were 
counterbalanced by a naive and childlike 
worldview. I can only imagine it is the result of an 
off-panel bump to the head. When she took on 
this kitten-loving, wide eyed persona, she (and 
the comic) became very much more successful, 
and she is always a pleasure to write.

Hence, nobody was very pleased when I killed her 
off. The emails I received! The entreats, the tears, 
the recriminations, the threats. Readers seemed 
so genuinely upset that it was very hard for me to 
resist telling them straight out that this was part 
of a (kind of) masterplan. A masterplan even I 
was not wholly conscious of.

Zombie Shelley was a lot of fun to create. She 
retains a cute quality despite her yellow teeth 
and milky eyes. Her wardrobe is the opposite 
of Shelley's casual post-student garb; I tried to 
capture some kind of faded glamour. I did 
debate whether her stockings and suspenders 
toward the end of the story weren't just a little 
too scratchy-nylon male fantasy, but then I 
thought, that is what 1940s secretaries wore. 

They were simpler, sexier times. 
In my imagination. 

.

Winters



Ryan 
Ryan was, at the time of writing, the newest 
character I had created to become a regular. That 
is to say, he was finally allowed  to carry stories 
on his own. It’s always a bit of a risk when a 
character gets to go out on their own instead of 
simply appearing with the others, perhaps saying 
“BIG CHICKEN” in the last panel to raise a wan 
smile. 

If readers can’t take a week of someone new 
doing things in an entirely new way, they might 
not want to read any more. Which in real terms, 
makes them very unlikely to help me out paying 
for a new kitchen. But people seemed to warm to 
the inept little fellow, despite the fact that he is 
perpetually hungover and had been wearing the 
same t-shirt since September 2001.

Ryan abuses himself quite badly with booze and 
cigarettes and most likely anything else he is 
offered, and I get the idea that he’s at a 
crossroads, and if he keeps going the way he is 
right now, he’ll be totally burned out by 30. After 
Tim lost his house and his girlfriend, he met up 
with Ryan in the bar after a long time, and felt 
considerably better about his lot in life thereafter. 
Instead of a car, Ryan had a spacehopper.

When designing Ryan, I took care that he should 
always have the classic Fred Flintstone stubble. 
His hair was meant to look like Paul Westerberg 
of trainwreck Minneapolis 80s band the 

Replacements. A bird’s nest, but a well kept 
nest. Not a squat for swallows or a magpie 
doss-house.

The most important thing that Ryan does is: 
the exact opposite of what I would do, every 
time. Despite its obvious merits in the area of 
raising the dead, I am sure I would stop shy 
of black magic.  Most of all, he brings to the 
party the knee-jerk stupidity that we resist 
99% of the time. And really messy hair. He 
has really, really messy hair.

Beckwith



Amy
I think I did my first comic with Amy in it in 1996. 
This is long before I let anyone read my comics. 
They were prototype versions of "Bobbins", which 
was the prototype version of Scary Go Round. I've 
had a lot of prototypes. I've wasted a lot of paper.  
In any case, at some point in those early waxings, 
Amy became Tim Jones' sidekick. When I started 
Bobbins, she returned and gained a father (Len 
Pickering, who you see at points in this volume). 

So the story goes, Len has spoiled Amy rotten to 
compensate for the death of her model mother in 
a freak hairstyling accident. I have a feeling that 
Stella Chilton isn't actually dead at all, but in five 
years I have never quite managed to pin the issue 
down onto a comics page. I probably should 
have, rather than doing two weeks of comics 
about eggnog (December 2001; I was very tired).

In any case, Amy's strength is that she is far more 
grounded in reality than any of my other 
characters. So when Tim needed an anchor to 
stop him getting sent to prison in every story, I 
brought her back. 

Amy's style has developed over the years, and I 
take care to keep her on the sharp edge of 
contemporary alternative fashion. This requires 
careful anthropological study (staring at ladies 
from behind a newspaper with two eyeholes cut in 
it). She does seem to have developed a lot of 
tattoos of late, but I take the opinion that she 

believes that her father's money will pay to 
have them lasered off at some future date.

Back in early 1999 I received an email from 
the Size Acceptance Society of America saying 
that Amy was too thin. Given that at the time 
my readers numbered in the low hundreds, I 
plainly represented the frontline in the war on 
weight perception. Maybe as a result, Amy's 
weight has fluctuated ever since, though I 
prefer to think it is a result of the truly excellent 
on-set catering my organisation provides. 

Chilton


