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My 2R EBOOK (D2D) ADITION

| 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 | still had a day job,

| would bash them out over the weekend, and in the
evenings if | could. That’s why they’re drawn in a rather
stiff, computerised style. It was the fastest way that |
could work at the time, with the limited artistic skills
that | 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 | said in the second edition, when | read the Looks,
Brains & Everything storyline, | 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 | 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. | would write and do
the characters.

Unfortunately, my friend dropped out shortly before |
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. |
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, | 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, | 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! | had turna-
rounds of the characters drawn in Adobe lllustrator
and would adjust eyes, arms, hands and mouths,
and if | was feeling really racy, a leg or two.

Done properly, art done in lllustrator looks flashy
and stylish, but it takes real care and craft. In the
past, | had taken absolutely no care, but with this
story, | took... some care. By the time (some years
later) that | had begun to apply an appropriate level
of care to art of this kind, | 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 | 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. | regret nothing!



HAVE You GoT
BISCUITS? You
GOTS TO HAVE
BISCUITS. I'M
STARVING.

RACHEL, YOU ARE
DANGEROUSLY CLOSE TO
BEING THROWN OFF TUIS
COURSE.

LET'S HAVE A LOOK IN
THE FILE OF ALL THE
WORK YOUVE UANDED
IV DURING THIS
SEMESTER.




Ol LOOK, M HONING [T,
IT'S EMPTY. PROFESSOR PICKERING.

THERE'S A I'M AN ARTIST. | CAN'T
SPIDER IN IT.| LET YOU SEE IT UNTIL
IT'S PERFECT.

/ HOW CAN | NOT GET
KICKED OFF THE COURSE?
THERE'S NO WAY | CAN
MAKE UP ALL THAT WORK.

AND LET ME

Ess, IT'S | IT'S A HAPPY
630?12 uen?:.” SPIDER! SURELY
BECAUSE YOU'RE THAT COUNTS
A CONCEPTUAL FOR SOMETHING?

ARTIST.

A

7/ RACHEL, | LIKE YOU. YOU'RE X

SMALL ENOUGH THAT | cOoULD
TAKE YOU IN A FIGHT EVEN WITH
A BAD CASE OF FLU. AND I'VE
THOUGHT ABOUT THIS VERY I-IARD/

~¢

- —




THIS IS A JOURNALISM
COURSE. AND YOU
HAVEN'T JOURNALISED
ENOUGH. SO YOU MUST
JOURNALISE MORE.

YOU JUST BECAME

L

IF YOU FAIL, YOU
GET TO WORK IN A
MEAT-PACKING
PLANT. FOR THE
REST OF YOUR LIFE!

I'LL JUST GO
AND EDIT A
PAPER THEN.

EDITOR OF THE WUAT? NO! How
TACKLEFORD CAN | DO THAT? |
UNIVERSITY CAN'T PUT OUT A

CLARION. PAPER! WHAT IF I
DO IT WRONG?

CECIL, WHAT DO YOU MEAN
| SHOULD WAVE ASKED HER
TO SWAP HER YOUNG BODY
FOR COURSE CREDIT? BAD,
DIRTY GUINEA PIG!

LRI}
e\

-
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WHAT IF | FAIL?




S0 DID HE BOOT
You OFF THE
COURSE, RACHEL?

PROFESSOR LEN
REALISES | HAVE A
RARE TALENT THAT

HAS TO BE

NO, TESSA,
HE DID NOT.

I'M NOT LAUGHING AT
-PFF- YOU, I'M
THINKING OF... A
BABOON'S BIG PINK




7 Vi THERE ISN'T A
HE'S MADE ME Y UNIVERSITY PAPER.
EDITOR OF THE | DON'T THINK
UNIVERSITY THERE'S BEEN ONE
FOR YEARS.

LET'S GO
LOOK. | LOVE
THE SMELL OF
MUSTY AIR!

WELL, | HAVE TUE
KEY TO ITS
NONEXISTANT
OFFICE, YO.

1,

WHER!
THE OFFICE?

RIGHT AT TUE TOP OF UNIVERSITY
HOUSE, WHICH MEANS WE GET TO
LIVE OUT A LIFE LONG AMBITION

AND USE THE CREEPY LITTLE LIFT!




TOP FLOOR
PLEASE.

HOW DO WE GET IN? THE
DOOR'S BOARDED UP.

¥ | ALMOST KILLED A MAN ONCE. HE Y

TOOK MY UMBRELLA, AND IT WAS
POURING WITH RAIN. | JUST
COULDN'T STOP HITTING HIM. THEN

THE POLICE CAME. TOP FLOOR. A

UsSE YOUR FOR EVERY
FREAKISH MAN- NAIL | BREAK,

LIKE STRENGTH, | WANT A
TESSA! POUND.




AI_ELL.O? HELLO! WHAT AM [
DOING? TESSA'S KICKING A
DOOR DOWN. NO, SHE'S NOT
SWEATING, SHE LOOKS
QUITE COMPOSED.

N

WAFFLING AND
GIVE ME THE

"MNYEH MNYEH
MNYEH GIVE ME
THE KEY MNYEW"

LOOK AT THIS PLACE, IT'S
UNTOUCHED! THERE ARE STILL

|| COFFEE CUPS LEFT OUT BY

THE PAPER'S STAFF.

THIS ONE HAS A
TREE IN (T! |
THINK IT'S A

LARCH!




TUIS PROOF SAYS \/
MARCH 1992. THERE ”‘.‘r’{u%?( d
HASN'T BEEN A e
COLLEGE PAPER IN i
TEN VEARS.

" MAYBE THEY SPENT

ENTIRE STAFF | TUE PRINTING BUDGET

FORMED A
DOOMSDAY

ON cHOCOLATE, THEN
FELT ASHAMED AND
HID. IN WALES. 1

LOOK AT THUE OLD
COMPUTERS! FROM BACK
IN 1992 WHEN COMPUTERS

WERE NEW AND COST A
MILLION POUNDS!

A MILLION
AT LEAST

COME ON, LET'S
JEMMY THIS
CUPBOARD OPEN AND
STEAL SOME PENS.




{ DON'T THINK YOU
sHOULD OPEN T,

RACHEL, WHAT'S
THE WORST TUING

5e-3 4 THAT couLb
RACHEL-SENSE IS
TINGLING! POSSIBLY BE IN

THERE?

JTUE U-U-HIDEOUS
ROTTING
SK-SKELETONS OF

THE NEWSPAPER'S
FORMER S-STAFF?

BY KEEPING MY EYES
CLOSED, | CAN
PRETEND IT CONTAINS
A VERY PUNGENT RING
B-B-B-BINDER/!




{ FOUND MY GRANDMA 5ue WAS STARTING TO GO KIND OF

WHEN SHE DIED, BUT | MAD. YOU'D GO TO THE TOILET IN

WASN'T SCARED OR THE NIGHT AND FIND HER STANDING
FREﬁ.”kmnug oR THERE NAKED, HOLDING A FLANNEL.



SO WHEN SHE DIED (T WAS LIKE,

SURE, O NO, GRANNY DIED, BUT,

COOL, SHE'S NOT GOING TO TAKE
\I-I‘_E.R CLOTHES OFF ANY TIME SOON.

| MEAN, SUE'D BEEN A
GOOD LOOKING GIRL IN HER | TALKING,
YOUTH BUT TIME AIN'T
ALWAYS 50 KIND AND-




PSSSST! WILLIAM! TESSA, SHUHK! )

STOP FLUTTERING |
YOUR EYELASHES,







WHEW, GOOD THING YOU DIDN'T
ASK HER OUT. YOUR LOWER JAW
MIGHT HAVE FALLEN OFF FROM
THE TALKING. YOU ASS!

YOU WORK ON THAT

ONE FOR A WHILE,

BOOK BOY, I'LL SEE -
YOou SOON.




WELL, MAKE IT
QUICK, | WANT TO
BE HOME IN TIME

FOR DIAGNOSIS

MURDER.

| MADE UP A

RAP WHILE |

WAS WAITING
FOR YoOU.

HEY MR MAN IN YOUR
COR-PORATION, STOP
GRINDIN' ME DOWN WITH
YOUR WHITESPLOITATION.

RYAN, YOU
WORK IN A
sHop
EMPLOYING

SIX PEOPLE,

IF YOU DON'T
STICK IT TO THE
MAN, STAN, HE'LL
STICK IT TO You.

| LEFT MY
BACKPACK IN THE
LIBRARY, GIVE ME
Sl .




| LEFT MY BAG, WILLIAM. [
HOPE YOU'RE NOT GOING
THROUGH IT LOOKING FOR
THE SECRETS OF WOMEN...

IF BY SOME CHANCE YOU'RE
NOT DEAD, PUT YOUR
FINGERS IN YOUR EARS.

| | unwersy OFTACKLEFORD

'LIBRARY -




YOoUu FOUND THE
LAD IN THE
LIBRARY GASSED?

WAS WE DEAD? WASN'T

DANCING.

| BELIEVE ALL THE DEATH

AND DESTRUCTION WE
HAVE SEEN TODAY TO BE
QJE WORK OF KRAKKAGAR!

NO, BUT HE
SURE AS HELL

WHAT KIND OF GAS LEAK
PUTS PEOPLE IN HOSPITAL

THEN DISAPPEARS
WITHOUT A TRACE?







WE HAVE STUMBLED IT SAYS HERE THAT ONE
INTO THE BELLY OF THE OF THE CHEMISTRY

WHALE AND SOON WE SOCIETY SURVIVED. HE

WILL BE WHALE POO!

DIDN'T MAKE THE TRIP.

GIRLS AREN'T 19.




| BET HE'S NEVER
KISSED A GIRL. UE'S
PROBABLY ALL
TWISTED UP INSIDE.

EMAIL HIM,
WE'LL MEET
HIM AND GIVE
HIM A THRILL.

THE LAST FEW COLLEGE
NEWSPAPERS BEFORE IT STOPPED
ARE FULL OF INVESTIGATIONS
INTO WHAT HAPPENED TO THE

\\CRWMlsTRv SOCIETY.
]

"DEAR DR PROOPS. WE
ARE PERIODIC TABLE OF
THE ELEMENTS
ENTHUSIASTS WHO
WANT TO KNOW MUCH,
MUCH MORE."

ON A TRIP TO VISIT AN
IODINE FACTORY!




"PLOUGHED", | YEAU. KIND OF
LIKE TUAT, TUAT |[ "SKREEE SpLANG
REALLY Makes IT )| “spLosH eLUB

REAL FOR ME. GLUB URK".

DO YOU THINK LIBRARY
BOY BEING GASSED
WAS A WARNING TO

KEEP OUR NOSES ouT

DAMN. THEY MISSEDY THE FINAL ISSUE
ou-'F‘ ON ALL -rffﬁ-r PROMISES TUAT
LOVELY... IODINE. / THE NEXT copy
WILL HAVE TUE

FULL STORY.

IF SOMEONE TELLS TESSA DAVIES
TO KEEP UER NOSE OUT, SUE
STICKS IT RIGHT (N. EVEN IF THE
AREA SHE IS STICKING IT INTO
SMELLS PARTICULARLY BAD!




YOU MUST BE TESSA o

AND RACHEL. GIVE ME Wow, LOOK AT ALLY ! BET THIS

ECOND, | HAVE : THESE PINK FLOYD | GUY'S MAKING
5?»\561140136 ué‘ggu'r . ALBUMS. HE'S DRUGS! UE'S A
TO FINISH UP HERE. EVEN GOT \BAD SCIENTIST!

‘UMBLERGUMBLER',

i LET's GooD oY WICE. TUE TUREAT

- BAD COP UIM. |, OFVIOLENCE. WITH
VOTE TO BE BAD | NO AC

TUAL
\ COP THIS TIME. ! PHYSICAL STRENGTH |
B '\ TO BACK IT UP.




' QUIT MAKING THE
WOULD J08) DRUGS AND START
oF TEA? L WHISTLING, PIC—:-EOI:H/

YOU'RE...YOU'RE] YES, WE'RE
ONE OF THOSE\  UNRULY!
/]

Viclous GIRL )
ernNGs! /|| WE SKATEBOARD IN
PROHIBITED AREAS!

ﬂuv WOULDN'T THEY LET RACHEL, WE Y
You GO TO THE IODINE MUST sHOwW
FACTORY, STOOLIE? WORRIED UNDERSTANDING!

YOU'D TRY TO SMOKE IT REMABILITATE!

THROUGH YOUR EYE?

RED MIST!
RED MIST/

I'LL TALK!
I'LL TALK!




THERE WERE FIVE OF US IN CHEMISTRY SOCIETY WHO ALWAYS STAYED
TOGETHER. PEOPLE USED TO CALL US THE 'FIVE MUSKETEERS', AT LEAST WE
IMAGINED THEY DID BECAUSE THEY NEVER ACTUALLY SAID IT OUT LOUD.

LR 7
\"‘J' -yt J/‘“

BAD LARRY

ME, BARRY PROOPS

AND STEVIE SPRAKE. WE ALWAYS HAD / Al. YOU SPRAYED %

A BIT OF FUN WITH STEVIE. THERE'S | DE-IONIZED WATER ON MY

ALWAYS OMNE, ISN'T THERE? TROUSERS, GIVING THE

- IMPRESSION THAT | HAVE

HEY, STEVIE, IS TUAT WET MYSELF. HA. UA.
AN |SOTOPE OF

BUCKMINSTERFULLERENE?

HURRRR/

ALTHOUGH HE SOMETIMES
CRIED OPENLY, YOU COULD
TELL HE LOVED IT.




LUPUS ALWAYS PUSHED IT
TOO FAR THOUGH. ONE DAY HE
AND THE LADS THREW STEVIE
INTO THE FUME CABINET.

SOMEHOW SOME HIGHLY VOLATILE
COMPOUNDS WERE THROWN N
THERE WITH HIM. A TRAGIC, ONE
IV A MILLION CHANCE.

THE MIXTURE OF THE SPILLED

WE WROTE A NOTE FROM STEVIE sAYING
G A T e HE'D RUN AWAY TO SOIN A CULT WHO
VAPOURISED HIS SKINNY BODY WORSHIP BENZENE RINGS. BUT WITHIN A

WEEK THE REST OF THE SOCIETY HAD
BEFORE WE COULD GET HIM OUT. DIED IN THE BUS ACCIDENT.




/LET'S GO. SOMETUING

SMELLS (N HERE. MAYBE
IT'S THE SMELL OF

TREACHERY OR COWARDICE,

PAU! ‘>\ | DON'T KNOW

IT'S MY EGG
SANDWICH.
SORRY. | WAS
HUNGRY!

| WASN'T A ON THE TRIP. (
WAS IN HOSPITAL AFTER...
TRYING TO SMOKE AN
IODINE CIGARETTE.
THROUGH MY EAR.

LITTLE ONE, SHE COULD

WELL, DID | DO ALL RIGHT,

b STEVIE? | DIDN'T TELL
e, THEM ANYTHING. AND THE
lﬁ_} HAVE DONE ANYTHING, EH?




IT WAS KIND OF EXCITING

WHEN SHUE GRABBED ME.
SHE SMELLED REALLY
NICE. MAYBE I'LL GET
MYSELF A GIRLFRIEND. -

r | LOOK PRETTY GOOD STILL, N
RIGHT? TUAT'S A GOOD LOOKING
TAIL. MAYBE | COULD COMB IT OVER
THE TOP OF MY HEAD... WHAT ARE

YOU DOING, STEVIE? _/

WE'RE MU
couct COUGH \}‘p.C.K URGLE

... THING IS5, IN ALIEN ABDUCTIONS, NO
ONE EVER COMES BACK SAYING TUEY
HAD A GREAT TIME ON THE SPACESHIP.
EARTU NEEDS TO TEACH THE UNIVERSE
SOME STINKIN' HOSPITALITY!

YEAW!




YOU KNOW, THIS
SANDWICH DOES SMELL | TESSA, THERE'S A LARGE CLOUD
BAD. | DIDN'T NOTICE IT OF GAS FORMING BEHIND US. |
BEFORE BUT- THINK THE THING TO DO WOULD
BE TO RUN REALLY REALLY FAST.

| THINK THE GAS IS STEVIE SPRAKE!
THi DION'T VAPOURISE i, THEY
M DID! APOURI M, TUEY
TURNED HIM INTO A SORT OF, | THE RUNNING, LESS OF
DON'T KNOW... SENTIENT GAS! THE THINKING!

HE'S GAINING! MORE OF




WE'VE GOT TO GET
OUT ON THE STREET,
HE SURELY CAN'T COME
OUT WHERE IT'S WINDY.

OH YES, "I'M A SENTIENT GAS, |
FOLLOW S50 CLOSELY ALL THE LAWS
OF SCIENCE- ARGH CRAMP CRAMP
CRAMP CRAMP CRAMP CRAMP CRAMP
CRAMP CRAMP CRAMP CRAMP CRAMP-




STOP
WHIMPERING!

DISSIPATE... THIS
STEVIE GUY IS LIKE A
BIG CLOUD OF GAS,
HELD TOGETUER BY
FORCE OF WILL, RIGHT?

| AM MERELY CONCENTRATING MY
FEAR ON THE OUTSIDE OF MY BODY,
WHERE IT DISSIPATES HARMLESSLY

AS PATHUETIC BABYISH GURGLING.

WELL, IF WE cOULD
HIT HIM WITH A BIG [LONG ENOUGH TO
DENSE CLOUD OF ASSUME FALSE
ANOTHER GAS, WE IDENTITIES AND
COULD WEAKEN HIM... MOVE TO
SWANSEA!




| HAVE A BETTER IDEA. ON
THE COUNT OF THREE, KICK
OPEN THE DOOR. 1...2...

ON THREE, OR
AFTER THREE?

g .
“oa (&

WHEN IT
A FEELS GOOD,
JUST DO IT.

7 .






| COULD NOT BE
DISCOVERED! |

HAD TO STAY A
SECRET!

S0 WUY DID You
KILL ALL THOSE
PEOPLE, STEVIE?

AS A SOLID, BEAUTIFUL LADIES WERE
OUT OF MY REACH. BUT AS A GAS, |
COULD DRIFT INTO CHANGING ROOMS
AND LOOK AT THEM IN THE NUDEY.

i,

cril

PRETTY
BIZARRE, EH
OFFICER?

| COULD ALSO SEE
MOVIES FOR FREE.
AND EXPLORE
CHIMNEYS.

ACTUALLY, IT
HAPPENS A LOT
MORE THAN YOU'D
THINK, MISS.




WE'LL JUST CONDENSE STEVIE

IN THE

BRING THE FULL WEIGHT OF

TUE LA

POLICE LAB, THEN
W TO BEAR ON HIM.

| THINK WE'VE
LEARNED A
VALUABLE

LESSON TODAY.

YES. SADLY IT IS FAR
TOO NEBULOUS FOR THE
DUMB HUMAN BRAIN TO
ACTUALLY COMPREHEND.

WELL, RACHEL, YOU PUT A

COLLEGE PAPER OUT. WITH

A SENSATIONAL COVER

STORY. WELL DONE. A

DOES IT MAKE UP FOR THE
COURSEWORK | KIND OF
MANAGED NOT TO DO? WILL

| GET AN OKAY MARK?




, MISS DUKAKIS- FACT TUAT TUAT THE OTHER 14 PAGES
Mmpggs% 5%355 OF THE PAPER ARE AN INTERVIEW WITH

YOU ARE ASSURED A GOOD (50 GOOD, IN FACT, THAT I'LL IGNORE TUE
THIS PIECE IS VERY GOOD. CREEPY LITTLE LIFT OPERATOR RALPI«(_,/

v RALPY

N\
-

AN INTERVIEW T'S A VERY "\ / PROFESSOR LEN, Y| THINK HE SUST
ENTITLED "I CAN SEE INTOLERANT WHY 1S CECIL UAS A VERY

THOSE FILTHY ROCKING THAT || WEARING A LITTLE | sTRONG SOCIAL
DEVIANTS RALPH DOES. POLICEMAN'S CONSCIENCE.

EVERYWHERE".

OUTFIT?

(LAY




TESSA, WHEN WE WERE BEING
CHASED DOWN A CORRIDOR BY A
PSYCHOTIC GAS BEAST BOY, WAS

THERE EVER A POINT YOU THOUGHT
"WE'RE NOT GOING TO MAKE IT"?

DEAL. ANYWAY, WE !
SURVIVED, AND HERE HuRRAY

IS A LOLLIPOP TO
CELEBRATE.

| THINK WE sHouLD
AVOID CHAINS OF
EVENTS WHICH INVOLVE
DEATH AND FEAR IN
FUTURE.

NO, I'LL GET A
CAB HOME.
SEE You
TOMORROW.







LOOKS, BRAINS
BYER TRERNG

ONE



IIIIIIIS$5$55555HHH
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GOOD
MORNING MR
POSTMAN!




LADIES! DISWATER anos EIVGENTS! ALL OUT OF BEDROOM ZING
GETTING YOU DOWN? APPLY AT THE END OF THE WORKING

DR RYAN'S NERVE TONIC WEEK? SPLASH ON A LITTLE NERVE
FOR BABY SOFT PAWS! TONIC... BA-DA BING BOOM BAFF!

MR WOODEN SPOON SAYS
"WAKE UP RYAN" EVEN
THOUGH DREAMS CAN BE
FUNNY/

WHO WOULD HAVE TUOUGHT THAT
TOOTUPASTE, WATER AND GIN WOULD BE
SUCH A POWERFUL CURE-ALL... I'LL BE
RICH! RICH! HAHAHHAHAHALY




WAKING

SHELLEY, you up!
WHAT ARE YOU
DOING HERE?

NAKEDNESS
DOES NOT
OFFEND ME.

| WAS NAKED! you
COULD'VE BEEN

OFFENDED.

COULDN'T You
JUST HAVE
KNOCKED ON
THE DOOR?

YOU DON'T HAVE A DOOR. |
TRIED RATTLING THESE
STREAMERS BUT THEY

WEREN'T RATTLEY ENOUGH.

IF YOU WERE NAKED
AND DUMPING AROUND,
THAT WOULD HAVE
BEEN OFFENSIVE.







TABLE 12B, IT

SAYS HERE,
CAN YOU SEE q
Him?
( 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 ENDOVYED...

...the glow in
the dark duck.






IT dUsT TO GET THE FULL EFFECT
THE METLOD You USE LOOKS LIKE | You HAVE TO GO INTO THE

TO MAKE THE DUCK IT'S AN
GLOW IN THE DARK ALL-NATURAL AN 852'.2" ARY GLOV{’/[IE"JVWT%EB%?#“?UCK

ISN'T CRUEL, 15 T? PROCESS.

"IT JUST LOOKS
LIKE AN ORDINARY
DUCK", RYAN.

GIRLS NEVER
UNDERSTAND.




WHAT HAVE YOU INVENTED TUIS
YEAR, YOU LUOPELESS IDIOT? OH,
THE GLOW IN THE DARK DUCK. How
UTTERLY PATHETIC.

WHY, IF [T ISN'T THE
MAN WHO ELEVATED
MEDIOCRITY IN
INVENTION TO AN ART
FORM, TIM JONES.

T" | DON'T THINK IT'S PATHETIC,_‘D

SEAMUS FOGERTY.

WHY DON'T YOUu STOP BY MY

TABLE LATER AND HAVE YOUR

DREAMS SHATTERED? | HAVE
COMPLIMENTARY TOFFEES

NO PUNCHES TIm!
LAWSUITS ARE
EXPENSIVE!



S0 WHAT HAVE
YOou COME UP
WITH, FOGERTY?

MR BAKER! [T COOKS FRESH
BREAD AND MAKES COFFEE
FOR YOU BEFORE WAKING
YOU UP IN THE MORNING.

j—

THAT'S MY INVENTION FROM

LAST YEAR! YOU'VE dUST
USED MOULDED PLASTIC AND
FIXED TUE MINOR SCALDING
PROBLEM/!

‘VV

| STRONG WORDS TIM. IN
FACT I'D SAY SLANDER.

Yyou'LL BE HEARING FROM
MY LAWYER.

| OUGHT TO
THROTTLE
YOUR FACE
OFF!

FLOUR GOES
IN HERE

N \



HIS IDEA,
ARCHIE? TUE
AUDACITY OF

THE MAN.

MNEH. THE
AUDACITY.

FOGERTY STOLE MY FRESH
BREAD-AND-COFFEE ALARM
CLOCK IDEA FROM LAST
YEAR AND ENTERED IT AS
HIS OWN THIS YEAR!

TIM, ARE
You ALL
RIGUT?

| FORSAW A WHOLE NATION
BEING AWOKEN BY WARM
BREAD FLOPPING ONTO
THEIR FOREHEADS.

THAT'S...
OBSCENE.




WE'RE GOING HOME
NOW, TIM. DO You NO, | NEED SOME
WANT US TO HELP STEWING TIME TO
YOU CLEAR UP? 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

THERE'S A
NOTE HERE
FOR YOU.

NoW
THAT'S
UsST
UNKIND.

DOUBTLESS A MEWLING
CLIMBDOWN FROM THAT
WRETCH, FOGERTY.

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




RIGHT TIM, REMEMBER THE PLAN: WHERE ARE YOU, FOGERTY?
STOMACH PUNCH, KICK IN SHIN, COME AND GET TUE SPECIAL
TWEAK NIPPLE FOR MAXIMUM BATCH OF UURTS | HAVE
DISPENSATION OF JUSTICE. RESERVED FOR you!

YOU'RE A DEAD WEIGHT... AND WHAT'S
G o O W AR, i T THIS WARM STICKY STUFF ALL OVER

DEFEND YOURSELF LIKE A MAN/! 1S ALL I'M SAYING...




THERE, TUAT'S...
BETTER... AAAU/!

THINK, TIM, TUHINK... WHAT
WOULD PRESIDENT JIMMY
CARTER DO RIGHT NOW? HE'D
KNOW WUAT TO DO. HE'D
KNOW WHAT TO DO...




RUNNING FROM THE SCENE OF THE
CRIME 5 GOOD! IT GETS YOU AWAY
FROM IT AS FAST AS IS UUMANLY
POSSIBLE! YES! GENIUS!

TIM MAN, YOU'RE
COVERED [N 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!




I'M ABOUT TO GIVE
THE GIFT OF THE
GLOW-IN-THE-DARK
DUCK TO SOCIETY.

SIR, I'M PLACING YoUu
UNDER ARREST ON YOU CAN'T
SUSPICION OF TUE ARREST ME!
MURDER OF SEAMUS
FOGERTY.

THE
GLOW-IN-THE-
DARK DUCK?

| HATE DUCKS... GET IN
THE BACK OF THUE
VAN, YOU sLaG!

THAT WOULD GIVE NIGHT
WORKERS LIKE ME THE
CHANCE TO ENDOY THE

PLEASURES A DAY COPPER

TAKES FOR GRANTED.




| KNOW WHAT YOU DID AND | DON'T
THINK [T'S VERY NICE! IN FACT, | LISTEN, LITTLE GIRL, YOU

THINK (T'S THE MOST AWFUL THING TELL ANYONE WHAT YOU THINK

YOU CAN DO TO A PERSON! YoUu KNOW AND I'LL MAKE You
LOOK A LOT LESS PRETTY.




THERE'S NO NEED TO START TALKING STOLE THE... OH YES! Al, TUE

NASTY, PENCIL-NECK, JUST BECAUSE | DEVICE! OF COURSE. WELL, AH,
WORKED OUT IT WAS YOU WHO STOLE JUST YOU KEEP OUT OF MY
TIM'S BREAD MAKING ALARM CLOCK IDEA. WAY AND Al...YES...

STRICTLY nO

DuVETS




TS TRIAL 15 O

RIDAY. IT LOOKS LIKE

HE'S GOING DOWN FOR R
KILLING FOGERTY.

| MEAN, HE POKED THUAT GuUY'S
GLASS EYE OUT ONCE, BUT HE
NEVER RAN AROUND WITH A SHARP
STICK AFTER THAT S0...

TIM WOULD STRIKE A

MAN IN ANGER, BUT

ONLY TO GIVE HIM A
DEAD ARM.

| WANT YOU ALL TO STOP WORRYING. |
HAVE GONE OVER TUE EVIDENCE OF
THE DAY AND KNOW EXACTLY WHO
FRAMED TIM FOR THE MURDER.




| WILL TELL YOU EXACTLY WHO KILLED

SEAMUS FOGERTY AND FRAMED TIM -

AFTER | HAVE BEEN FOR A WEE-WEE,
BECAUSE THIS IS VERY EXCITING.




BODY, WHAT ARE YOUu
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! | cUSS




RACUEL, THERE HAVE BEEN .h?\?és"ﬁei#‘é“é&

TWO RELATED MURDERS STAY
THIS WEEK IN INDOORS. THE UNIVERSITY
TACKLEFORD. YOU KNOW BUY A GUN.
WHAT THIS MEANS?

NAH, WE'LL BUST THE CASE ANGELA
LANSBURY STYLE. DESPITE PURSUING
TOUGH KILLERS, SHE NEVER EVEN GOT

HER CARDIGAN DIRTY.

DO YOU THINK
ANGELA LANSBURY
EVER CUSSES?

ER, NO,
BECAUSE WE
WILL DIE.

JESUS YEAU. SUE
GETS DRUNK AND
TALKS ABOUT HOW
CUTE HER ASS IS.




WELL GIRLS, AS FAR AS
WE'RE CONCERNED THE ! HE WAS IN JAIL PLUS, HE'S PRETTY
WHEN TUE

FOGERTY AND WINTERS MUCH A GENIUS... HE

MURDERS ARE PRETTY MUCH 4 SECOND MURDER WOULDN'T JUST LET
SOLVED. [T WAS TIM JONES. HAPPENED. HIMSELF BE CAUGHT.

Twis 15 THe \ | BEG YOUR( I'D.. LOVE TO OWN Mvz

WUAT WORD DO YOU ,
ASSOCIATE WITH GENIUS? | pHeRLD'S MOST. | PARDON?  \ _OWN-- RACE COURSE.
EVIL. EVIL GENIUS. BISH FORCE. HELL, WHO

BOSH, CASE CLOSED. WOULDN'T? A

U —

e = . v

fppae—

Lo MV/as




THEY SAID [ KILLED A GUY. BUT IT
v e AINT TRUE. | COULD STILL FEEL HiS
BREATH ON MY BOOT WHEN | WAS
KICKIN WIS BRAINS IN.

AHH... AN INNOCENT MAN "T”&Im‘?ﬂ%’%” DO YOU WANT TO JONES, You

LIKE ME. 50... WHAT'S | TUPPIN’ SNOOPY, || HEAR SOME OF GoT
THAT YOU'RE WHITTLING? INNIT? THE POEMS I'VE VISITORS!




TESSA, RACHEL!
WHAT ARE YOu
DOING HERE?

ARE YOU ALL
RIGHT, TIM?

IT'S A PERFECT
FRAME-UP! FOGERTY
STEALS MY INVENTION,
THEN | KILL HIM/

I'M OKAY. I'M SHARING A WE'RE GOING
CELL WITH A GREAT TO GET You
LAD. | THINK HE HAS A OFF THIS

TLE . MURDER RAP.
GENTLE Sout JUST TELL US

WHAT YOUu CAN.

THAT'S A
LOT OF
DIDDLE.

| MADE A LIST. IT'S
DIVIDED INTO "SASSED
‘EM", "DIDDLED THEIR
DAUGHTERS" AND "MISC".




| RECKON WE START SEARCH FOR A WE'RE LOOKING FOR CLUES! LIKE
OUR SEARCH FOR KILLER? WE AN IDLY DISCARDED LACE

FOGERTY'S KILLER AT | AREN'T SEARCHING |\ HANDKERCHIEF! SEARCHING FOR

HIS OFFICES. FOR A KILLER! KILLERS 1S DANGEROUS!

ALL RIGHT.

PUT AWAY THE PIECE w
OF WOOD WITH A = | WAS JUST LOOKIN' AT IT.

BENT NAIL IN THE LOOKIN' ISN'T AGAINST THE LAW,
D O ) . AT LEAST IT WASN'T LAST TIME
END OF IT, RACHEL | CHECKED... LOOKIN'...

r 7




WOW, FOGERTY LABS. TIM WELLO, WE'RE TUE ONES

JUST HAS A SHED. [ INVESTIGATING THE |
ITH THE
WOKDER Y SOGERTMANAS V7 IT's sliiny ~\ SCIENCE FAIR MURDERS TS
: LIKE A BALD | FOR THE TACKLEFORD THE DEATW!
MAN'S HEAD! A UNIVERSITY CLARION.

WELL, | AM... WAS... SEAMUS FOGERTY'S m;’%éz’?&f ;&@,—%’?N%READM?% f&%w

BUSINESS PARTNER. 'M RATHER BUSY AT
THE MOMENT WITH ALL THESE MILLION w%g,ﬁé’é) F%"é,%é‘-,'—ﬁ”gexéve
POUND OFFERS FOR "MR BAKER". d

FRAMED, YOU 3AY?




JONES, YOU FISH-FACED
BEDWETTER, YOU'RE
LESS LIKELY TO WIN

THAN MY OLD MOTHER -
AND SUE'S RUBBISH/

NO, TIM! PUNCHING
WILL HURT YOUR
POOR FIST!

| REMEMBER FOGERTY AND
TIM FIRST WENT UP
AGAINST EACU OTUER

FOUR YEARS AGO.

YOUR FRIEND STRUCK UP A
FRIENDSHIP WITH FOGERTY'S
ASSISTANT, DRELLA. SUE WAS...
A SPECIAL WOMAN.

| TELL YOU WHAT, I'M JUST
GOING TO GO INTO MY LAB AND

GET THE LIST OF FOGERTY'S
ENEMIES | KEEP IN THERE. MNYEH.




RACHEL... THIS Gauy
MAKES A LOT OF MONEY
FROM FOGERTY BEING

DEAD, DOESN'T HE?

SEXY PILES
OF TUE
STUFF!

HELLO, TACKLEFORD PRISON? CAN |
SPEAK TO TIM JONES PLEASE? NO, UE'S
A PRISONER. YES | REALISE THEY DON'T

HAVE EXTENSION NUMBERS...

AND [T SOUNDS
LIKE TIM UPSET
HIS PLANS FOR
LOVE...

AND ALL THE

S0... KILLMASTER 3000... OR

THE SCRATCHIFIER? OMH,

HOW couLD | LEAVE You
ouT, BONEPULPER?

DOORS SUDDENLY
SLAMMED SHUT...



weLt ANT vou ANM 10Uk A Lok TiME
BECAUSE YOUR POP

THING, LIKE BO
» LIKS ) CULTURE REFERENCES
DEREK IN 'TEN' ARE WOEFUL.

HELLO? TIM/WETUHINKFOGERTY'S
BUSINESSPARTNERDIDTHE
MURDERSANDHELOCKED

USINAROOMANDUE'LLBE
BACKINASECONDAND-

ONE OF Us
dUST GOT VERY,
VERY LUCKY.




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?

AU, GOOD AFTERNOON MY MAN.
JUST DECIDED TO TAKE A STROLL
ROUND THE PRISON AS A
GENTLEMAN WILL. OFF HOME NOW.

OH, JUsT

SPLENDID.
How's TUE
GOOD LADY
WIFE?




| 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 TUIS BALLPOINT
PEN INTO HIS BRAIN.

GIRLS, THAT AIRVENT LEADS Th
THE ROOF! YOU'RE DOOMED! THE
DOOMVISOR™ PREDICTS A 3.7%
CHANCE OF YOUR SURVIVAL.




GO AWAY! WOMEN FIND

Bzzzee! HA Ha!

YOU UNATTRACTIVE WE HATE you!
DAY!
HAPPY DEATHU DAY AND SEXUALLY EVERYONE DOES! You
MORIBUND/! SUCK S0 BADLY!

SWEET TUPPING CHRIST!
How THE HELL CAN | GET
UP THERE AND STOP HIM?

| AM KILLING -

DESTRUCTIVE POWER OF \ 72430 PA°

ROCK AND FLIMSY
SCIENTIFIC PRINCIPLES
DON'T FAIL ME NOW!

GRR!
BALLPOINT/




DAMN... THAT'S ALL THE
REMINDER I'LL EVER NEED NOT
TO RUN WITH SCISSORS!




WELL, WE'VE SEEN ALL
ARE YOU Wl TUE GUTS WE WANT
TO SEE THIS WEEK...

| HAVE TO BREAK BACK INTO
JAIL NOW IN ORDER TO

RECEIVE MY OFFICIAL PARDON.

YOU NEVER SAW ME - RIGHT?

RACHEL, FASHIONABLY FLAPPY TROUSERS
ARE A LIABILITY IN A COMBAT SITUATION.
NOW, BETTER THAN EVER, | UNDERSTAND
THE ALL-ACTION CATSUIT. ME-OW.

RUN, YOU SWEET,
BEAUTIFUL, CRAZY
BASTARD!




1S YOUR
LEG coLD?

| EXPECT THAT'S
BECAUSE YOU'RE 50
INCREDIBLY SLOW
WITTED.

WELL GIRLS, IF | HADN'T SEEN THE EVIDENCE
WITH MY OWN EYES, | NEVER WOULD UAVE
BELIEVED TUAT ARCHIE STANWYCK MURDERED
SHELLEY WINTERS AND SEAMUS FOGERTY.

UM... | LOVE TO A
| BEG YOUR WEAR A HAT DOESN'T?

PARDON? THAT'S KNITTED? KEEPS YOUR
EARS WARM!




OCTOBER'S HERE. |
STILL MISS HER.

WHEN TAKING AN AVERAGE OF
PERSONALITY AND ASS,
NATIONALLY SHE MUST HAVE
BEEN IN THE TOP 1%

ME TOO, FRIEND.
SHE WAS A GOOD

HERE'S TO You,
SHELLEY
WINTERS.




T



RYAN, | TOLD YOU. I'M DRINKIN' LESS
AND THINKIN’ MORE. I'M PRETTY SURE
MY BRAIN CELLS ARE ACTUALLY

GROWING BACK. | CAN FEEL ‘EM! 4

TIM, WHERE'S YOUR
BOOZE? | NEED
SOME BOOZE!




ARE WE GOING TO THE puB
TIM? I'M ASKING OUT OF
BEING POLITE RATHER THAN
CARING WHAT YOUR REPLY [S.

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
15 ABOUT TO CHANGE!

, ALIEN LIFE FORM #564, IN
T ot " e
STUFF you, | INTERGALACTIC PEACE |
ALIEN BOY. AM UPLOADING A 1974
EPISODE OF "COLUMBO"
TO YOUR SERVER.




| CAN'T BELIEVE TIM, SITTING SHELLEY WOULD HAVE COME WITH
IN FRONT OF UIS STINKING ME. POOR LITTLE SHELLEY... TOO
COMPUTER INSTEAD OF GOOD FOR THIS WORLD. | HOPE
COMING TO THE PUB. SHE'S HAPPY IN TUE NEXT.

GOOD EVENING 02E, T HOW WONDERFULLY WORKING

RYAN! WHAT cAN e TG AOOD, CLASS! I'LL ARRANGE YOUR

| GET you? FIGHT IN THE PUB CARPARK
FOR 11.30, OKAY?




~w
YOU LOOK LIKE NAME'S RALPH.

You GOT
TROUBLES,
FRIEND.

LIFE'S LIKE A HORSE

51-%’ gé\_? A ngmu% A SUIT AND
MOKING A CIGAR:
LITTLE LADY. HARD TO EXPLAIN.

WHAT'S ¥ A ERIEND OF MINE, SHELLEY,
ON YOUR | DIED. T DOESN'T SEEM FAIR.
MIND? SHE TOOK BEING GOOD TO

EXTREMES.

WwAY THINGS ARE BETWEEN P'RAPS IF

A MAN AND A WOMAN,

THEY THE GIRL 15

CAN'T EVER REALLY BE BOG EYED.

dUST FRIENDS.

SURE, SURE.




S0 DID You WELL | DON'T

LOVE THIS

aRL e YES | LOVED A WOMAN

ONCE, WELL IF YOU
CAN CALL IT "LOVE".

THERE WERE EVENINGS OUT, AND
EVENINGS IN. WE SPOKE
FLEETINGLY OF MARRIAGE. THEN
ONE DAY SHE COMES HOME A NUN.

SUE WAS A LIBRARIAN, | WAS HEAVILY
INVOLVED N THE OCCULT SECTION.
OUR EYES MET OVER A DENNIS
WHEATLEY. WE SHARED A LOVE OF
LIGHT ENTERTAINMENT AND BRINE.

"MARRIED TO GOD NOW"

SHE SAYS. | WAS HAVING

NONE OF IT. THAT WAS
THE LAST TIME | SAW HER.




S0 ANYWAY HOW ABOUT YOU LEAVE ME

How asouT ALONE SO | CAN GET ON

- WITH BEING MISERABLE? [
DON'T NEED HELP!

DO YOU KNOW WHAT, LIKE, WP
ABOUT THE BLACK HOP? SURE, I'M
ARTS, S0N? DOWN WITH THAT.

HOW ABOUT | HELP YOU
SEE YOUR LITTLE
FRIEND SHELLEY AGAIN?

ISN'T THAT
DANGEROUS?

NO NO NO. IT'S A
RIGHT GOOD LAUGH!
HA HA HA! SEE?




ISN'T THERE
ALWAYS SOME
SORT OF PRICE

FOR MAGIC?

THINK OF IT LIKE
YOUR CREDIT CARD
BILL. YOU JUST PAY
IT! EASY!

HANG ON A SECOND-
HEY, YOUR COAT IS5 A
REVERSIBLE WARLOCK

EY, NOT BAD
IS IT, LAD.
NOW PIPE

SMock! NICE! DOWN.

DOOR NEIGHBOURS. UNTIL YOU GET TO
KNOW EM, YOU DON'T TRUST EM! THEN
YOU FIND OUT THEY'RE MOSTLY OKAY!

BLACK CANDLES, AND IF
YOU SEE ANYTHING HAIRY...
SORRY, FORGET THAT...




VIATA ASTA-| BUN PIERDUT
CAND N-O TRAIESTI CUM Al 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 -




H-GURGLE AGH!

OR YOU DO WHAT YOUR MOMMA
ALWAYS TAUGHT You, AND
MAKE THINGS RIGHT WITH
THAT SWEET LITTLE GAL.

RYAN, THE WAY | SEE THINGS IS THIS.
YOUu CAN RUN HOME AND UIDE UNDER
YOUR BEDCLOTUES, WHICH ANY FOOL

KNOWS THE DEVIL CANNOT PENETRATE.

MOMMA, DID THAT INCLUDE SWEET L'IL

DEAD GALS? NO, THIS IS
HYPER-TUETICAL. NO, DAMN, | AM NOT
BEING SMART WITH YOU, MOMMA...




DO YOU HAVE A YOUNG LADY WITH YOu, NOO0O... YOU MIGHT HAVE SEEN
MR BECKWITH? BECAUSE | BELIEVE | HAVE As“%?s‘%‘(‘Je°§~Té‘foéVéﬂ3°£'u~
MADE [T VERY PLAIN THAT [ WILL NOT AOSSISTING AN ELDERLY NUN

HAVE RELATIONS UNDER MY ROOF.

. I'M VERY TIRED, MRS
| DON'T WANT ANY YES, OF BIRCH, AND | HAVE
HANKY-PANKY. | HAVE GOOD COURSE. THUREE BOOKS OF OFF TO BED,

BOYS LIVE HERE, BOYS WHO GO
I MATTHEW | WANT TO YyOou GOoD,
TO OXFORD AND CAMBRIDGE. / STUDY TONIGHT... GOOD BOY.






WHAT HAVE | DONE? TUIS 15
JUST A SHADOW OF A HUMAN
BEING... I'VE DEFIED NATURE AND

COME ON, SHELLEY, SAY
SOMETHING! ANYTHING! IF YOU'RE
GOING TO EAT MY BRAINS, DO T/

CREATED AN ABOMINATION. | | KNOW A ZOMBIE UAS NEEDS.

L

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.




GONE OUuT. AND TRY NOT TO LOOK DEAD

RIGHT, COME ON, JESUS, YOU'RE FREEZING.
Mlazlé BIRCAI.? uAg) PUT ON THIS HAT AND COAT
WE'RE GOING TO SEE TIM.

TIM WILL KNOW WHAT TO DO. OR ("\YEE BG,EOE-.}:) gﬁﬁﬁgggg i
IF HE DOESN'T, HE'LL SHOUT AT SPECIAL OCCASION.

ME UNTIL | FEEL THAT I'VE IN \

SOME WAY PAID FOR MY SINS.

J

=




RYAN, I'M SURE YOU HAVE A | JUST FOUND HER WANDERING
PERFECTLY GOOD REASON WHY YOU'RE AROUND, MAN. | RECKON SOME
SITTING THERE WITH OUR DEAD FRIEND, LOCAL KIDS GOT UP TO SOME,

WHO APPEARS TO NOW BE A ZOMBIE. Y'KNOW, VOODOO HIDINKS.

I'D TAKEN A
DRINK. T
DIDN'T SEEM
S50 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.

YOU RAISED HER
FROM THE DEAD,
DIDN'T You?




I'M SORRY, TIM, BRINGING
HER BACK TO LIFE WAS

CRAZY MAD. IT WAS ALL
RALPU'S FAULT.

NUTTY OLD APPARENTLY HE'S INTO
RALPH FROM | NECROMANCY. | THOUGHT,
THE puB? WHAT'S TUE HARM, IT
PROBABLY WON'T WORK.

~_

WELL T DID, AND NOW WE UAVE THIS
POOR THING TO LOOK AFTER, IF SHE
DOESN'T DECIDE TO GNAW US TO DEATH.
CLOSE YOUR EYES OR THEY'LL STING.

DO YOU THINK
COMBIES CAN
SHOOT INK,
LIKE A SQUID?

SURE. AND YOU
CAN PLAY THEIR
TEETH LIKE A
XYLOPHONE.







THIS 1S 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.

DOESN'T SHE
LOOK GREAT?

SHELLEY COMING BACK AS ONE
OF THE UNDEAD MIGHT NOT BE
THE IDEAL SITUATION, BUT
WE'LL MAKE THE BEST OF IT.

Yyup, TUINGS IS
GONNA BE A-OK.



I'M PRETTY SURE THAT
THE GUY FAWKES NIGHT
PUB QUIZC WILL CHEER
SHEL UP. SHE'LL BE HER
OLD SELF IN NO TIME.

JUST REPEAT EVERYTHING THEY
SAY BACK TO THEM IN A
SARCASTIC VOICE. IT'S WHAT TOP
SPIES DO UNDER INTERROGATION.

WHAT IF
SOMEONE WHO
KNOWS SUELLEY
SEES UER?

THAT'S A LIE,
TIM. THAT TIM. TUAT

"THAT'S A LIE,

DOESN'T EVEN

SOUND TRUE. DOESA'T EVEN

SOUND TRUE."




QUESTION NINE. WHICH ALBUM
DID THE ROLLING STONES
RECORD [N FRANCE, AND FOR AN
EXTRA POINT, IN WHICH YEAR?

ONLY IF THE ANSWERS WERE

"BLOOD", "BONES", "ASH", "ALL
FLESH 15 GRASS" AND, FOR
AN EXTRA POINT, "1806".

IT'S EXILE ON MAIN

STREET! 1972/ 15 MISS

CONGENIALITY GETTING
ALL THESE DOWN?

IT AIN'T S0 MUCH THE
ALL-PERVADING AIR OF DOOM THUAT
BUGS ME, [T'S THE FACT THAT TUIS
UNIT ISN'T COMPETITIVE, MAN.

<AWAVME¢



QUESTION TEN: "YES, BASED ON AT
WAS MR POTATO REAL PERSON - Xv-? Do’.‘ﬁg X‘ %&I;'A 5&“.’?
HEAD BASED ON>A POSsIBLY THE STREETS AREN'T
REAL PERSON NAU, THAT'S HITLER." SAFE, SANDIV.
' NONSENSE.
PUT "NO".

THE UNDEAD ARE A CLEAR AND PRESENT
DANGER TO LIFE IN THIS TOWN, AND |
THINK THE £30 | SPENT GETTING OUR

EMBROIDERED JACKET-PATCHES MADE

SHOWS MY COMMITMENT TO THAT.

BIFF, | KNOW YOU'RE CHASING A
DREAM HERE, YEAH, BUT EVEN THE
WEST YORKSHIRE ANTI-COMBIE
UNIT IS HAS TO TAKE A BREAK!




WHAT'S TUAT
TWITCHING IN YOUR SWEET BETSY,
POCKET? 15 YOUR || MAN, THAT'S THE
PHONE RINGING? CHICKEN cLaw!

BIFF, ARE YOU SURE WE

SHOULD JUST GO AFTER

THE WALKING DEAD IN A
BUSY PUB? | MEAN...

IT'S RED HOT AND

PUT THAT THING
AWAY, YEAU, IT'S TWITCHING! TUERE
EMBARRASSING MUST BE A COMBIE

TO ME. REALLY CLOSE BY!

IMAGINE FOR A SECOND,

THAT WAN LITTLE WOMAN HANDS .Ezgp’

IS CHEWING THE TOP OF MY. D
YOUR DEAR OLD OLD. MOTLER.

MOTHER'S HEAD OFF.



WHAT'S TUAT? YOU UAVE
TO... MOVE WATER FROM
ONE AREA TO ANOTHER...
AH-HA! WELL BE QUICK.

BANDOS.
BOUZOUKIS.
BEARDS.

YEAH, IT'S THE PICTURE
ROUND NEXT. PICTURES

ARE PRETTY
INTERESTING, RIGHT?




NOW LISTEN HERE,
ZOMBIE, RIGHT,
YOUR REIGN OF

TERROR ENDS HERE.

7

IT'S A DIRTY
WE'RE GOING TO FILL YOUR MOUTU WITD COMBIE TRICK.

SALT, SEW UP YOUR LIPS, THEN RETURN
YOU TO THE GROUND WITH DIGNITY.
BECAUSE WE AREN'T ANIMALS, MISS.

GET THE AXE.







SHELLEY'S BEEN A SHE'S NOT GOING WHEN WAS THE LAST TIME YOU HEARD

LONG TIME IN THE TO BE KILLED ON OF SOMEONE DYING ON THE WAY TO

TOILET. MAKES ME THE WAY TO THE THE TOILET, BEING RE-ANIMATED,
NERVOUS. LADIES' TWICE. THEN DYING THERE AGAIN?

SUE KEEPS SPITTING THE YOU COULD MAKE A YEAH... A‘VALVE... DAMN
SALT OUT. HOW CAN | FILL HER { SORT OF VALVE. | DON'T | BIFF, SUE'S MAKING FUN

MOUTH WITH SALT IF SHE IS  KNOW WHAT Yyou couLd OF US. MY FEELINGS ARE

KEEPS SPITTING IT oUuT? MAKE IT FROM. GETTING HURT.




WHEN A MAN SEES TWO
GENTLEMEN TAKING A TUPPING
LIBERTY WITH A LADY FRIEND OF
HIS, HE SEEKS QUICK ANSWERS

THEN UE STARTS SWINGING!

WHAT IN HELL'S NAME
IS5 GOING ON HERE?

_—

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/!

"




COME ON, SHELLEY,

LET'S GO AND STARE

AT THE BONFIRE FOR
A WHILE.

THE WEST YORKSHIRE ANTI-ZOMBIE
UNIT NEEDS TO BECOME A MORE
CARING GROUP, REHABILITATING
OFFENDERS IN THE COMMUNITY.

I'M ASHAMED, I'M GOING TO TAKE A LONG
BIFF. HARD LOOK AT MYSELF WHILE
WEARING A SCRATCHY OLD
COAL SACK FOR CLOTHES.

JUST BECAUSE SOMEONE
DOESN'T HAVE A SOUL,
DOESN'T MEAN TUEY
DON'T HAVE A HEART.




ARE YOU ENDOYING 50 THAT'S STILL YOU IN THERE,
YOUR TOFFEE APPLE, SHELLEY? WHEN RALPH BROUGHT You
SHELLEY? BACK [T WASN'T JUST A DEMON
KICKING IT IN YOUR CORPSE?

NYAGUH aLAGHH HELP ME BUNG THE INFIDEL ON
BLUGGLE GLURR THE BONFIRE, RYAN. THERE'S A
AARGH CHECK DANGER SHE COULD UPSET A

OUuT MY HORNS. PRE-SCHOOLER.




EXCUSE ME.
RYAN

| BELIEVE YOU OWE ME YOUR
BECKWITH? S0UP. 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.




LISTEN, SATAN -- IF THAT'S
YOUR REAL NAME -- | DON'T OWE
YOou NO DAMN S0UL OR NOTHING.

DO YOU KNOW WHAT IT'S LIKE, TRYING TO
KEEP THE UNDERWORLD HEATED? (T'S
HELL! HA UA! | AM THE DARK PRINCE OF
YOUR "OBSERVATIONAL HUMOUR" ALSO!

| BROUGHT YOUR LITTLE PRINCESS

BACK FROM THE DEAD. THAT ISN'T

CHEAP! AND | NEED S0OULS AS AN
INEXPENSIVE WINTER FUEL.

DEAR GOD, PLEASE DON'T MAKE ME UAVE
TO SPEND ETERNITY WITH TUIS GUY. |
TOTALLY RENOUNCE THINKING ABOUT

GIRLS IN A LOW-DOWN WAY.




MR DEVIL, SIR, IN THE LAST FEW MONTUS | HAVE BEEN
STRANGLED TO DEATU, BURIED, RE-ANIMATED, KIDNAPPED, WAS
MADE TO WEAR A TIGHUT GOTU-GIRL CORSET BY MY SO CALLED

FRIENDS AND HAD TO EAT A LOAD OF SALT.

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

COME ON, DEV, LET'S GET
YOU HOME. IT'S A FOOLISH
CUSTOMER TANGLES WITH A
CROSSED LADY.

LOOK!
BLOOD!

MAYBE WE CAN
GO... SHOPPIN',
TOMORROW...

AN ANGRY WOMAN (S LIKE A RUNAWAY
STEAM TRAIN: A MAN IN THE WAY SURE
AIN'T GOING TO STOP HER.

THAT'S
S00THING,
RALPH.




TUHAT WAS A YES BECAUSE YOU KNOW MY
LUCKY ESCAPE, NO ONE WANTS TO TORTURED SOUL MIGHT HAVE
SHELLEY. WELL, BE FORCIBLY GOT SOME REST THEN AND

GOOD NIGHT. RETURNED TO THE THAT WOULD BE ALL AWFUL.

GRAVE, TIM.




TERER



DADDY!

DID YOU DECONCEPTUALISE YOUR
PRECONCEPTIONS ABOUT EXTERNAL
CREATIVITY AND THE INNER CHILD?

| DRANK A LOT OF
CUPS OF TEA!

HELLO POOTLE, HOW DID
YOU ENDOY YOUR FIRST
TERM AT ART ScHooL?

AMY, THIS IS

COSTING ME A LOT | AND | TOTALLY DREW A

OF MONEY...

LOAD OF NAKED PEOPLE.
THEY JUST SIT THERE/!




WHAT ABOUT YOUu? DID THERE'S SOMETHING VERY INSPIRING
YOU ENDOY YOUR FIRST ABOUT SHAPING YOUNG MINDS, KNOWING

TERM AS A LECTURER? THEY'LL BE USING WHAT YOU TEACH THEM
ALL THEIR LIVES.

* (—\Q‘

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.
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MY FLAWLESS SEE, | KNEW
LITTLE MUFFIN... You WOULD GO
ALL RUINED WITH NuTS.

TATTOO INK...

S0 | PAINTED YOU FIVE
PUIL COLLINS ALBUM
COVERS AS MY END OF
TERM PROJECT.

YOU SWEET LITTLE
OVERCOMPENSATER.

HAPPY
CHRISTMAS,
DADDY.



FOUR



NO, AND |
DON'T KNOw
WHERE ELSE |
CAN LOOK.

Dear Tim, Ryan and Amy,

You have all been very kind +o me since | came
back as a zombie.

But | have +o Find out where | £it into +he
world, now +ha+ | have no chance of making i+
with boys any more due +o my low body
temperature and My weird, staring eyes.

| hope you all have nice lives. | will +ry to have a
nice af+er-(ife.

Love and hugs,
Shelley
XOXOXOXOX

PS. Tim, i borrowed all +he money £rom your
walle+, will repay soon possibly.




INTERNAL MONOLOGUES ARE FUN
BECAUSE YOU CAN SAY WHAT You
WANT AND NO ONE CAN TELL How
DRAMATIC YOU'RE BEING.

AN RN

SUcCH AS "I HAVE MOVED
INTO THIS AWFUL PLACE
BECAUSE | AM SO POOR AND
HAVE NO 0B OH DEAR."

AND YOU CAN TRY STUFF TUAT
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 T, SHELLEY". AND
THEY'D BE RIGHT TO!




NOW, | LIKE THE REASSURING SMELL
OF DRY ROT AS MUCH AS THE NEXT
PERSON, BUT | HAVE MY PRIDE.

| HAVE TO FIND A J0B SO | CAN AFFORD
THE IMPORTANT THINGS IN LIFE, LIKE
SEXY BOOTS AND CHOCOLATE.

THIS WOULD BE EASIER IF | HADN'T
BEEN MURDERED, THEN BROUGHT
BACK TO LIFE TWO MONTHS LATER.

1 (il G
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SHELLEY, YOU ARE SAYING, YOU MAY BE

BE DEAD BUT BASICALLY YOU ARE ONE

SEXY-ASS SOMBIE, TO WHICH | REPLY
YES, BUT, [T IS NOT TUAT EASY!




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.

INTERVIEWS WITH RECRUITMENT
AGENCIES AREN'T MEANT TO
END WITH IMPROVISED
NO-STYLE KARATE GETAWAYS.

T

STROPPY.




BUT IF TUE LEGITIMATE ECONOMY
DOESN'T WANT ME, I'LL HAVE TO HAWK
MYSELF ON TUE BLACK MARKET. AS A
FREELANCE NO-GOODNIK.

THAT IS TUE
MOST SINISTER
CLASSIFIED AD

EVER.

LOCAL BUSINESSMAN
SEEKS DISCREET
ASSISTANT. £300

P/W CASH IN HAND.

DEAR SIR, AS INVENTOR OF TUE UIGHLY
SUCCESSFUL "WITNESS PROTECTION
PROGRAMME", | AM NOW LOOKING FOR

NEW, DISCREET CHALLENGES...

HEE UEE HEE.



DO YOU WANT TO SEE MY
NEW TRUCK? | PAID RYAN I
£25 AND HE POLISHED (T FOR

THREE SOLID DAYS.

SHUT UP MAN
BABY BABY CAN | WHOSE NAME | HAVE

PLEASE BE YOUR TT
COME ON FORGOTTEN.
GIRLFRIEND? AMY, LET
GO.

HANDS... LIKE
CLAWS...



S0 ANYWAY, WHEN | ARRIVE AT
THE PLACE, IT'S A BIG, DIRTY
OLD RED BRICK BUILDING. WHICH
IS REALLY DISAPPOINTING.

IT DOESN'T
SAY "CAREER
PROGRESSION"

"DEAR MISS WINTERS, YOU ARE
INVITED FOR INTERVIEW AT PERCY
IMPORT /EXPORT. SINCERELY,
HAMILTON PERCY." HAMILTON PERCY!

IT SAYS "DON'T LEAVE
ANYTHING VALUABLE IN YOUR
DESK, MAYBE THIS PLACE
GETS BURNED DOWN FOR
THE INSURANCE MONEY."




HAMILTON PERCY.

SHELLEY, | GOT A QUESTION.
DO YOU KNOW HOW TO KEEP
YOUR MOUTH SHUT?

AT

NowW | CAN SEE WE'RE GOING TO

GET ALONG. YOU'VE GOT
THE J0B. WELCOME TO
IMPORTS/EXPORTS.

DON'T
OPEN (T?

MR PERCY IS A FIRM BUT FAIR
MAN. IT S EASY TO SEE How
HE UAS BECOME A TOP
BUSINESSMAN WITH HIS OWN
IMPORT/EXPORT BUSINESS.

»

HERE'S YOUR FIRST WEEK'S
WAGES. GO SMARTEN
YOURSELF UP. | GOT AN
IMAGE TO UPHOLD.

HA! THIS (S ALL
LIES BASICALLY HE
SEEMS LIKE A
TOTAL IDIOT-FACE.




VERY NICE, SHELLEY! IT

SIMULTANEOUSLY SAYS

"BUSINESSLIKE" AND "OF
THE CRYPT".

OKAY, TRY THIS.
19405 VAMPIRE
SECRETARY.

"HELLO, PASSER-BY,
MEET MY CHESTS"

| CAN'T WEAR THIS TO
WORK! MY UNRULY
CHARGES ARE CLEARLY
VISIBLE TO PASSERS BY.

TIME TO
ACCESS-0-RISE!

SUDDENLY | FEEL
LIKE A VERY
DANGEROUS LADY.




NOW THIS IS YOUR OFFICE. | GOT YOU ONE

YOUR FIRST DAY ON A | /DON'T EVER, EVER
OF THOSE TOP OF THE RANGE COMMODORE

0B 15 SCARY ToucH TUAT
BECAUSE PLACES BRUSH, You 64 COMPUTERS, RIGHT. THAT'S WHAT THE
HAVE ALL KINDS OF UNDERSTAND? GOVERNMENT USES, RIGHT.
PECULIAR RULES.
\ ( uM...RIGUT..
[. -2
‘ ~
v
MR PERCY, | KNOW THIS
A AT 7 OMETIMES | DREAM I'M

IS AN IMPORT/EXPORT
COMPANY, BUT WHAT DO |/ EVERY ONE OF THESE D‘g&%‘? SAMMY DAVIS JR, AND
I'M STRANGLING FRANK,

WE IMPORT AND EXPORT?, CRATES (S A DREAM,
MISS WINTERS. WE'RE IN RIGHT. DOES THAT

THE DREAM BUSINESS. MEAN SOMETHING?




THE OTHER RESIDENTS AND |
WERE WONDERING WHY WE
NEVER SEE YOU AROUND. WE
THOUGHT YOUu MIGHT BE SHY.

WHEN | GET HOME |
TRY TO MAKE SURE
NO ONE SEES ME.

BECAUSE AS FAR AS I'M
CONCERNED, | REPRESENT
THE ACCEPTABLE FACE OF
"RECENTLY DEAD".

...I'M TRAINING A CROW TO DANCE, AND
WE'VE LIKE, GOT NO CHANCE AT THE
REGIONAL CHAMPIONSHIPS IF | DON'T
FINISH MAKING HIS TINY TAP SHOES.




"THURSDAY - FILM NIGHT - WHY CAN'T | HAVE AN EN
"STEEL MAGNOLIAS", GUESTS SUITE BATUROOM? WHY DO |
WELCOME.’ CAN'T THESE HAVE TO BE A STUPID
PEOPLE LEAVE ME ALONE? ZOMBIE GIRL Now? WHY?

IT'S FUNNY, KICKING EVERYTHING
IN THE ROOM TO PIECES DIDN'T
HELP LIKE | THOUGHT IT wouLD.




IS THAT YoUu, AMY?
DID YOU GET THE
ALUMINIUM TUBING?

YES. UEY, APPARENTLY THERE 5 AN EU
RULING AGAINST FEEBLE GIRLY-GIRLS BEING
MADE TO CARRY LOADS OF METAL. OU, AND A

LETTER ARRIVED FOR YOU TOO.

IT IS PROBABLY A

COURT SUMMONS

FOR CRUELTY TO
LADIES.

THERE'S NO COPPER EDGE 15
ADDRESS, BUT THE [ NICE. THEY ROB YOU,
POSTMARK SAYS | THEN SHOOT vyou 50
COPPER EDGE! YOU DON'T FEEL SAD.

NO... IT'S MONEY.
AND A LETTER,
FROM SHELLEY!




COME ON SHELLEY, CALM
DOWN, CALM DOWN, JUST
GO TO WORK, GET
THROUGH THE DAY.

FRESH TODAY,
DUCK. BEAUTIFUL.

OOOH! THOSE
LOOK NICE!

+ACKLEFoRD EMpIRE FER
MRANCHES+ER ACADEMy EFEP

NOTHING NICER THAN A
YOUNGSTER WITH AN

ENTUUSIASM FOR FRESH
VEGETABLES.

NYYGHGH CAULIFLOWER
CAULIFLOWER NYGH
BRAINS- | MEAN
CAULIFLOWER GRR...



WELL MR PERCY, |
GOOD MORNING DON'T THINK I'VE USED
MISS WINTERS. | A WHOLE MINUTE OF MY
HOW DO YoU FEEL \ ' |FE THINKING ABOUT
ABOUT GOLF? /N~ [T UP TO NOW.

I'M GOING TO SHOUT AT

MYSELF IF FRONT OF THE
MIRROR FOR FIFTEEN MINUTES.
SEE YOU IN THE CAR PARK?

| DON'T KNOW ANYTHING
ABOUT GOLF, EXCEPT
THAT YOU WIT A BALL

WITH A SORT OF STICK.

suielq un BUBood

EXCELLENT!




I'M PLAYING A CUHAP DOES HE HAVE
CALLED DAVE EYE. TUIS IS | A BAD WART?
IMPORTANT, NEVER LOOK WILL IT MAKE
DIRECTLY AT HIM, RIGHT? ME CRY?

WE couLD TRY
POKING A FEW MORE
HOMELESS PEOPLE.
THEY DON'T SEEM

TO MIND.

NO, I'M DOING MY
BIG PRESENTATION
TO THE GOLF CLUB

AT LUNCH-TIME.

WE'RE GOING TO
DRESS FANCY,
SMELL FANCY

AND TALK FANCY.

LET'S GO.
WE'RE NEVER
GOING TO FIND
SHELLEY, AMY.

FAILING
THAT: HYPNO
SPECS.




ARE WE
DRIVING IT
TO THE
GOLF cLuB?

| WISH.
UNFORTUNATELY IT'S
CLASSED AS "TOO
GOOD FOR ROADS".

HAH HAW/ HEE
HEE UEE! OW
MAN! UEE UEE!

CAN | DRIVE IT ONTO THUE
FLATBED OF THE TRUCK?
THAT WOULD BE S0 SUBLIME,
IT WOULD BE MAGIC.

HOW | HATE
YOou, HORRIBLE,
HORRIBLE TIM.




SUELLEY, CAN YOU
SMELL TUE GOLF
COURSE? CAN You
FEEL (T?

YES MR PERCY. IF JESUS
WERE HERE HE woULD
BASICALLY BE HITTING HIGH
FIVES WITH EVERYONE.

KEANE END LINKS
(oeking a snook sinee 414

MANAGEMENT IS ALL ABOUT APPEARING TO BE
AWAKE WHILE ACTUALLY ASLEEP, 50 JUST SPEAK
LOUD ENOUGH TO REGISTER SUBLIMINALLY. LIKE
THIS THING 1S REAL DANG GOOD NO
WAY YEAU SWEET MARY WOW!

I'M NERVOUS, TIM, I'M WORRIED.
I'M ONLY HELPING YOU OUT. |
COULD GO ALL CRAZY IN THE
MEETING AND BLOW THE DEAL.




b ANSWER: THEY ALL ANNOUNCED
%@&E&Tﬁfﬁe THEIR DEPARTURE FROM THE

IN COMMON? WORLD WITH ONE FINAL, VIOLENT

<\ VISIT TO THE TOILET!

|¥

[
k‘l" !

Stumps O'Flaherty

LIGHTNING COULD KILL EVERY MAN
Wé'ﬁETMl;"OE”EV“Ei‘E,” JACK OF YOU. IT'S NO GENTLEMAN. IT
GOLFER? LIGHTNING! MIGHT STRIKE YOU IN THE BACKSIDE
WHILE YOU REACH FOR A FRESH TEE.

DAMN IT

THAT'S A BIT
STRONG

TUPPING
MENACE

| SEEN
T
BEFORE




COME ON, COME ON, HOW ARE WE GOING TO SELL TO GOLF

SHADOWBOX WITH ME. WE'RE EQUIPMENT MANUFACTURERS? DON'T
GOING TO BUST THIS DEAL, WE HATE GOLF? GOLF COURSES
KOOL AND THE GANG STYLE. SHOULD BE BIG LOVELY PARKS!

OF COURSE GOLF [S WRONG. BUT WE
GOLF COURSES ARE WHERE CAN USE OUR MILLIONS TO BUY A
WHITEY MAKES HIS PLANS TO BLIMP AND FLY OVER GOLF COURSES

CRUSH US UNDER HIS PLAYING DIO AND BLACK SABBATH,
JACKBOOT! DAMN You, WHITEY!

WHITEY HATES
DIO 50 BAD/!






NO MISS WINTERS, | SAID,
NINE IRON, NOT ONE WOOD.
CAN'T GET THE HELP
THESE DAYS, EH DAVE?

WELL You
KNOW | DON'T
KNOW...

NINE IRON... NINE [RON... WHY
SHOULD YOU CARE? JUST BITE
THE TOP OFF WIS UEAD AND EAT

out His YUMMY BRAINS!

=]
&

NO SHELLEY! EATING BRAINS 1S
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! | THINK IT MIGHT BE
A SCORPION, OR A BIO-WEAPON!!!




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!

| SAW A dUST ANOTHER
SCORPION ON SECOND, ALMOST
TV ONCE, IT GOT IT...
FRIGHTENED ME!

AlIIEEE! AARGH!

]
AARGH! STOP BEING A BIG

BABY AND TAKE
YOUR SHOT.




THE WEATHER'S
STARTING TO TURN,
TIM, MAYBE WE SHoUuLD
GET BACK INDOORS.

MR JONES, YOUR
GOLF CART IS A
REVELATION. WHAT'S
IT CALLED?

"THE MOTHER
SUPERIOR".
REMEMBER THAT
NAME, FRIEND.

BRAINS

WAIT A SECOND, IS TUAT
SHELLEY? 15 SHE WAVING
AT US? HELLO SHELLEY! REMIND ME, DID SHE ALWAYS HAVE
THE FACE COVERED IN BLOOD AND
BITS OF SKULL, OR |5 THAT NEW?




MOSES AND
JACKIE O. IN A
BOAT, SHELLEY,
CALM DOWN/

Y BRAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAATIIITING

WATCH ouT
TIM, SHE'S
pissY!

> |

NOW I'M SURE THIS ANGER 15
JUST A... MANIFESTATION OF
THE FRUSTRATION YOU'RE
FEELING DURING YOUR
TRANSITION... TO THE UNDEAD.

AND WARM DROOL |5
FINE, IN TUE CONTEXT
OF A LOVING
RELATIONSHIP, BUT...




...LIVING AS A 2OMBIE
IS JUST A CASE OF
COMING TO TERMS

WITH TUE FACT TUAT

YOU'RE SPECIAL.

QUICK, GET UP! WE
CAN'T REASON WITH
HER, SHE'S GONE
COMPLETELY STUPID!

I'M NOT
SHE'S STEALING CHASING HER. |
THE GOLF CART! WANT TO KEEP
THIS (S5 BLOODY MY SKULL
AWFUL! SEXY.

/25}\
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BRAINS!
BRAINS BRAINS BRAINS
GRRR NYGGH BRAIIIIINS
BRAAAAIIINS!!1&()%




YOU NEVER

TESTED 77 TESTING (5 FOR WEAKLINGS!

| HAVE SUPREME CONFIDENCE
IN OLD MAN SCIENCE AND,
FURTUERMORE, MYSELF!

| THOUGHT TUAT THING
WAS MEANT TO BE ABLE

WELL, | NEVER
ACTUALLY

TO WITUSTAND A | resTep (T, AMY.

LIGHTNING STRIKE!

SHE LOOKS LIKE
SUE'S SLEEPING.

SHALL | HIT HER
WITH THE GOLF
CLUB AGAIN?

OH... SHELLEY,
POOR LITTLE
SHELLEY.







BY SOME INCREDIBLE
MILLION TO ONE CHANCE,
SHE ATE THE 90% OF
THE BRAIN THAT NONE
OF US EVER USES.

I'M NOT A DOCTOR, BUT I'D

SAY TUAT BEING UIT BY | e A%L%E,{” €
LIGHTNING REACTIVATED BRAINS SHELLEY ATE?
EVERY DEAD CELL IN HER
ZOMBIE BODY.

HE'S WEARING A UAT AND
TAKING EACH DAY AS IT
COMES. WOULD THAT WE
COULD DO THE SAME.

THAT DUDE'S JUST
PUTTING IT DOWN TO
EXPERIENCE, AMY. A

LESSON FOR ALL OF US.

A LESSON IN NOT
HAVING A TOP ON
YOUR HEAD AND BEING
A GROTESQUE FREAK?

THREE wEEKS
LATER



YES. THE DOCTORS WERE VERY
KIND THOUGH. ALL MY HAIR
DROPPED OUT BECAUSE OF THE
LIGHTNING STRIKE BUT THEY

NEVER LAUGHED ONCE.

| BET YOU'RE GLAD
TO BE LEAVING
HOSPITAL, SHELLEY.

TUEY MUST BE VERY NO 1 DINT NI/ T LeAsT 1 DON TN\ 1 2 HOOD BBy

RESTRAINED. YOU I
LOOKED LIKE A BIG IDIOT | peatd L T-:%Ecooﬂ)'}':?o@yw#ﬁk GET NE MORE
BABY, FROM THE MOON. NoT! ACONCDE WITH | MAGAZINES AD,

|
) cyme®



50 |'VE SEEN THAT APPARENTLY SHE JUST
SHELLEY GIRL AROUND HAD "ONE OF THOSE BAD

TOWN. APPARENTLY COMAS, THE SORT WHERE

SHE WASN'T DEAD. THEY BURY You".

"LOOK AT ME ALL DYING IN
MY TIGHT T-SHIRTS OH

SUE'S 50 ANNOYING
: ‘i | WAIT NO | AM NOT DEAD
ISN'T SUEP WITH UER BIG | B3 | am 50 CUUUTE!

KIDDIE BUG EYES AND
HER SILLY RED HAIR.







SELP-REAFRRREINTIAL
BANGING-08

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 | 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? | (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 | guarantee that nobody
has taken the opportunity to get it wrong
more often than |, 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 | 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 | am proud to say that even in
his seven foot presence, | 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!



Taz 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, | am not going to stop you screwing
up your eyes and imagining that).

So | attempt to ramp up the tension until
the last quarter of the story, then round out
everything in a neat time-frame. Since |
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 | 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”. | spell it the American way
because the first place | ever saw that
word was ‘The Invaders’, the 1960s

alien-fearing, communism-allegorising US
TV show.

| don’t write very good epilogues. It's not
that | couldn’t, simply that the pressure of
the moment leads me to drop whatever
the last, worst idea | 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. | can only question exactly how
much spray mount | had to inhale to
conclude that this was a fitting end to the
story.



50 TUIS IS TUE GUIDED
BY VOICES SHOW? WILL
THEY PLAY SOME
S0NGS? GOOD SONGS?

AND WILL THE
SUPPORT ACT BE
WICKED ACE?

SUPPORT ACTS
ARE MEANT TO
BE ENDURED,
NOT ENDJOYED.




WILL BOB POLLARD BE | THINK YES

DRUNK? WILL UE SWING THAT 15
HIS MICROPUONE PRETTY MUCH
ROUND WIS HEAD? CERTAIN.

WILL IT HIT ME ON TUE
HEAD AND KILL ME? NOT WHILE WE HAVE THE
RAPID REACTION
MICROPHONE GULL.




TIM, WHEN RYAN BROUGHT ME | BREATUED THROUGH MY MOUTH
ROUND HERE, AND | WAS ALL UNTIL WE GOT YOU INTO THE BATH.
UNDEAD AND SMELLY, YOoUu OLD ARMY TRICK. WORKS FOR NERVE

HANDLED IT VERY WELL. GAS, MUSTARD GAS, TRUMPS...

YOU'LL KNOW IN
FIVE SECONDS.

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



SPERNDING TIME WITR
TER MADE UP PRORLE

“John”, you ask (and you are right to ask
me because only | 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 | am over all that. | got the autobio-
graphical whining and self-flagellation out
of my work when the world was still young
and full of pep.

On occasion | have teased my readers
that the cast are people | 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 | 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.
| cannot guarantee that any of what | say
is strictly true, but there will be drawings to
look at if you have to turn away from the
misleading text in disgust.



T Jon .l@@

When | started Scary Go Round, Tim wasn’t going

to be in it. Not because | 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. | 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, | 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 | 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

E? r
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ol eng

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

| do not wish it to seem that for the last 10
years | 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 | have.



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 | don't mind saying that | am
pretty clever to think this up) she was a mermaid.
Shells. The sea. Crabs. Prawns. Oh, the hours |
spent patting myself on the back about that. With
the thick gravy of originality pounding through my
veins that day, | 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 | 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. | can only imagine it is the result of an
off-panel bump to the head. When she took on Zombie Shelley was a lot of fun to create. She

S

this kitten-loving, wide eyed persona, she (and retains a cute quality despite her yellow teeth
the comic) became very much more successful, and milky eyes. Her wardrobe is the opposite
and she is always a pleasure to write. of Shelley's casual post-student garb; | tried to

capture some kind of faded glamour. | did
Hence, nobody was very pleased when | killed her  debate whether her stockings and suspenders
off. The emails | received! The entreats, the tears, toward the end of the story weren't just a little
the recriminations, the threats. Readers seemed  too scratchy-nylon male fantasy, but then |
so genuinely upset that it was very hard for me to  thought, that is what 1940s secretaries wore.
resist telling them straight out that this was part
of a (kind of) masterplan. A masterplan even | They were simpler, sexier times.
was not wholly conscious of. In my imagination.
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Ryan was, at the time of writing, the newest
character | 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 | 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, | 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 | would do, every
time. Despite its obvious merits in the area of
raising the dead, | am sure | 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.
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I think | did my first comic with Amy in it in 1996.
This is long before | 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 | 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. | have a feeling that
Stella Chilton isn't actually dead at all, but in five
years | have never quite managed to pin the issue
down onto a comics page. | probably should
have, rather than doing two weeks of comics
about eggnog (December 2001; | 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, |
brought her back.

Amy's style has developed over the years, and |
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 | 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 | 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, |
plainly represented the frontline in the war on
weight perception. Maybe as a result, Amy's
weight has fluctuated ever since, though |
prefer to think it is a result of the truly excellent
on-set catering my organisation provides.



