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“GREETINGS, MORTALS.”

Ghastly McNasty, SCREAM!’s inhuman editor, regularly welcomed readers to
each issue with those words, so they're appropriate here to introduce this
special collection.

SCREAM! was a 32-page weekly comic from 1984 featuring ghoulish stories
and twisted tales. It fell into the graveyard of closed titles following an
industrial dispute at publishers IPC Magazines, but several of its best strips
were resurrected and lived on in EAGLE comic. One of those was Monster.

With a tense, unnerving first episode set in a creaking, creepy house containing
a shocking secret in its attic, Monster gripped SCREAM!’s readers instantly.
The opener was written by Alan Moore, though the genius scriptwriter’s
work commitments prevented him from contributing further instalments.
Subsequently, the writer credit went to ‘Rick Clark’ though this was a
pseudonym of IPC’s top writing team of Alan Grant and John Wagner.

The artist changed after the first episode too, Italian draughtsman Heinzl
giving way to renowned Spaniard Jesus Redondo, but the atmospheric
black and white stylings of both proved remarkably similar.

Regardless of those creator changes, the hold the story had over readers never
slackened. In part this was because lead character Kenny Corman was just
12-years-old - easy for the majority of SCREAM!’s audience to identify with.
At the core of the adventure, though, was the relationship Kenny attempted to
forge with his monster...

In the original 1931 Frankenstein film, there is a scene were the scientist’s

powerful, mistreated creation meets a young girl, Little Maria, beside a

lake. Untroubled by the monster’s appearance, Maria happily plays with

it, throwing flowers into the water. But the game turns deadly when the

clumsy, confused creature plucks up the girl and throws her into the lake.

In SCREAM!’s Monster, Kenny uncovers the attic’s secret, but survives his

first encounter with what is inside, posing the intriguing question at the

heart of the series. Unlike Little Maria, can Kenny ever hope to control and
tame his rampaging monster..?

_ The answer lies in this collected edition of every Monster episode — and
\‘ you don't have to lock yourself away in an attic room to read it!

lan Rimmer
Editor (when Ghastly wasn't looking), SCREAM!
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The Scream! issues

Art: Heinzl, Jesus Redondo
Letters: Paul Bensberg, Tim Skomski

Originally published in Scream! Issues 01-15



ONE METRE. WAS THAT ENOUGH? SHOULOD
IT BE DEEPER? KENNETH CORMA

» " i ALAN MOORE
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NEARD SOMETHING ?

8UT YoU ANOW THAT

CAN'T BE TRUE ! THERE'S NOTHING

IN THAT ROOM.

4\ THERE'S
, %\\\_\\\\\\\\ THERE ?

HEARING THINGS THAT AREN'T

N THERE (S A SIGN OF MADNESS,
" YOU THINK ABOUT THAT! YOUR
MOTHER WAS CRAZY. THEY SAY
BAD BLOOO WILL OUT. MAYBE
...BUT "PLEASE" NEVER DID ANY GOOD.

IT DIDN'T STOP THE TERROR,, ORTHE
LoOk IN HiS FATHER'S EYES OR THE
WHISTLE OF DESCENDING LEATHER..

YOU'RE CRALY, TOO.

| W=\ W)

THERE'S NOTHING IN THAT
ROOM. JUST SOME STUFF THAT
WAS PERSONAL TO YOUR
MOTHER, STUFF THAT'S NOME
OF YOUR BUSINESS. HAVE
YOU GOT THAT?

iy
L

]

{T DIDON'T STOP THE SHOUTING...
——

N

STOP CRNING AND

A

7z

WHAT HAVE WE TO LD
YOU ABOUT THAT ROOM
EVER SINCE YOU COULD
WALk ? WE'VE TOLO YOU
T'S OFF LIMITS ! 1S
i THAT TOO MUCH To ASk?
%

—

THE ARGUMENT FINISHED, AS ALL THEIR
ARGUMENTS D10, WITH THE STINGING IN
HIS ENES AND THE WELTS ON HIS LEGS.

I'M GOING TO HAVE TO
BELT SOME SENSE INTO
YOU,LAD. | DON'T LIkE
DOING IT, BUT IT'S FOR

YOUR OWN GOOD.

YOUR MOTHER.
WAS WEAK, SHE
moLcYeoodlE0
YOU.NOT ME
KENNY. NOT ME,
I LOVE YOU T0O
MUCH TO SEE
YOU SPOILED. ..

C/STEN, You LITTLE
FooL! ’

2 = v <
OF COURSE, ALL THAT WAS
GOING TONBE DIFFERENT
w,




HE TOOK HIS FATHER < .
TO THE GRAVE IN THE Y
GARDEN. . .

THE NIGHT BEFORE, HE HAD WOKEN AT 3 A M.

IN A COLD SWEAT. SOMEWHERE DOWNSTAIRS,
HIS FATHER WAS BELLOWINIG, .

-
M SiCk OF IT e .
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== P il JoAN. S/Ck OF ;
M \T. 'MW GOING TO \}),J J
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"TOARN " HI® MOTHER'S | .- >
NAME, BUT HIS MOTHER. |- .~ >4
. - . WAS DEAD. Ve -
-~ - < - e s DSS T popnregl -

T3 YOUR
FAULT, TOAN
YOoU OROVE

ME TO 1T !

HE'S GOT TO
, BE DEALT WITH])
'M SORRY,
JOAN.TM GOING
UPSTAIRS NOW...
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KENNETH CORMAN WAS N

A HUGE. PULSING LUMP OF
FEAR HAD CRAWLED INTO
HIS THROAT,AS HE'D HEARD
THE SOUND OF HEAVY BOOTS
MOUNTING THE STAIRS, ..

... ONUCY TO EVAPORATE INTO
RELIEF AND CONFUSION AS THE
FOOTSTEPS PASSED HIS DOOR,,
HEADING FOR THE STAIRCASE
THAT LED TO THE SECOND FLOOA..

THE SECOND FLOOR ? WHAT COULD HIS
FATHER HAVE WANTED UP THERE ?

]

.

\
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HE'D HEARD A K€Y TURNING IN A LOCK.. HE'D
HEARD A BOLT SLIDING BACK AND THE
SQUEAL OF HINGES. AND ANOTHER BOUND,

A SOUND THAT BLOTTED OUT EVERNTHING ELSE_

HE'D HEARD THE SCREAM
ONLY TWELVE , e ‘ TWIST ITSELF INTO A
/ FRANTIC SOBBING; THE
7 % SOUND OF A DOOR.
7 / 3 SLAMMING; OF BOLTS
W, AN GRATING \NTO PLACE . .. Z
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BEFORE.

HE'D NEVER HEARD AN
, ADULT SCREAMING

HE THOUGHT HE'D HEARD
HIS FATHER SAY

“JOAN "... A BARELY
AUDIBLE SIGH. BUT 8Y
THE TIME HE REACHED
THE SECOND FLOOR
LANOING. ..

s |

N




HE SHOULD HAVE PHONED SOMEBODNY...
THE POLICE , PERHAPS, OR. THE
HOSPITAL. SOMEBOON

v, N ‘:]I»"r 1z
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BUY HE DIDN'T,
HE WAS A
PRACTICAL BoV.
HE SAW TO
THINGS HIMSELF.

wey

I He'© HAVE TO i ¥ ) e e “THERE'S NOTHING (n THAT ROOM,
W ST UsES To TUST SOME STUFF THAT WAS
ORI \ PERSONAL TO YOUR MOTHER.."

< R \‘3 .
- A — T HO OF HIS FATHER'S WORDS HUNG IN THE
TJUST HIM, AND THE ...AND WHATEVER IT WAS THAT SILENT HALLWAY, SOMEWHERE, A CLOCK.
H GRAVE, AND THE WEED- BOUND, HAD LEFT DEEP CLAW MARKS TICKED. THE FEAR WAS BACK, CLIMBING FROM
= ISOLATED HOUSE ... IN HIS FATHER'S CHEST! HIS STOMACH TO HIS MOUTH .,

“I'M SORRN, JOAN,
I'M GOING UPSTAIRS
NOW. ..

\ WAS NO TURNING

NBACK, HE HEARD
HIS FATHER'S VOICE
AGAIN. ..

HIS HAN b

GRIPPEDTHE B ‘ :

BANISTER., "o ’ ammam \\ S 7! I
THE CLOCKk. AR/ L A7 e l
TICkED. : ey

y , : D,
// | T
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{'HE BECAN

‘- TO CLIMB.
SED -




LIFE - THIS ROOM HAD kEPT ITS
SINISTER SECRET. BUT NOW
AKENNY WAS ALONE . . .

H1S FATHER LAY BURIED W ILLED HEART, KENNY CORMAN
BY... WHATEVER IT WAS THAT MOUNTED THE STAIRS
(URKED IN THE ATTIC OF TOWARDS THAT LOCKED,
HiIS GRIM,OLD ROUSE. . . FORBIDDEN ROOM.

\ TWELVE NEARS - ALL KENNY'S

S ' < .
e\ 7 p NOW, FEAR CLAWING AT HTS
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KENNN CORMAN HAD HAD NIGHTMARES BEFORE.
HE'D WOKEN IN THE DEAD OF NIGHT WITH HIS

FLESH CREEPING AND WITH ICY FINGERS
SQUEEZ2ING HIS SPINE.

HED SEEN THE NAMELESS HORRORS THAT
HAUNT OREAMS - THE WARPED AND
TWISTED THINGS THAT WAIT IN THAT

BUT NOTHING IN
H18 DARKEST
DREAMS HAD
PREPARED HIM

IV,
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SUDDENIN - THE
NIGHTMARE
ATTACKED !
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L-LEMME GO
PLEASE!

IN BLIND PANIC, KENNY LASHED =

OUT WiTH THE SPADE THAT HAD
DUG HIS FATHER'S GRAVE ~
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N4 .‘lllm ,
LN - AND THE NIGHTMARE
SLUMPED TO THE FLOOR.,
AND LAN STILL.
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HE'S GROANING...

BESIDE IT,A DOG'S BOWL, A FE
SCRAPS OF MEAT IN IT.
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HE'S BEEN

Coags KEPT LIkE
A WILD

B AN/MAL..

13 THIS ROOM?
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SLowWLY, FEARFULLY, KENNNY'S
TREMBLING FINGERS TURNED
THE CREATURE'S HEAD TO
STEAL ANOTHER LOOK —

HIDEoUSLN
DISEIGURED. ..
BUT HE'S HUMAN/ 4"

MUM AND DAD MUST'VE
KEPY HIM HIODEN FROM
ME ALL MY LIFE, HOow
(ONG HAS HE BEEN

IMPRISONED HERE ?

THEN HE SAW THE ENVELOPE
SITTING ON THE DUSTY
MANTEL. AN ENVELOPE WITH
HIS NAME ON T,
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'Yes,l' call him themonster,
even though he /s m
own Flesh and blood.
His name I5 Terry...

~
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He is yoour UNCLE /! §
e S e PR

B Now YOU must
@ /cok after him!
i > ry n
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B Signature of parent of

WELL NOW, NOU
PITIABLE SPECIMENS -
YOU'VE SURVIVED THIS
FAR! SO YOU AREN'T
AS COWARDLY AS 1
THOUGHT! NOW YOu
FACE YOUR NBXT
CHALLENGE - AND LET'S
SEE JUST HOW BRAVE

YOU REALLY ARE! THERE“A

IS AN ORDER COUPON
FOR SCREAM. DARS YOU
COMPLETE 1T, AND
PLACE A REGULAR
ORDER FOR THE
SPOOKIEET COMIC ON
THE SHELVES? I'LL
LEAVE IT TO NOU TO
STEELYOUR,
NERVES, ..

o send/reserve me @
Ple:sf SCREAM every 'week
until furthet notice.

guardian.

Pl
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AENNY CORMAN'S FATHER. WAS DEAD- KILLED BY THE
GROTESQUE CREATURE IN THE ATTIC. NOW , IN THAT
FORBIODEN ROOM, A LETTER FROM KENNN'S
MOTHER REVEALED A GRIM SECRET —

THAT MONSTER
1S... MY UNCLE !
UNCLE TERRY !

Oear kenny.,
7he Fact that
« a
reacling £Als "’QZ:S e
Aat your father ang

are dleacd ano You
MUSE pow learn

*he Frudtsh abous

£
re

"TERRN 18 EIGHT YEARS
NOUNGER THAN ME. PooR. |
PATHETIC CREATURE, HE
WAS LikE THAT FROM
BIRTH... MN PARENTS ~
NOUR GRANOPARENTS,
KENNY - HATED TERRN,
THEY LOCKED HiM AWAYN
IN THIS ATTIC ROOM ...

i LR \\‘)!“\'

* . AND THAT'S WHERE o \’K
HE GREW UP, TOTALLY O A
NEeGLECTED JuST -4 P \ \
BECAUSE HE LOOKED L'g g \
DIFFERENT. THEN MY R
PARENTS' HEALTH

PARENTS DIED, THEN YOUR DAD AND
+

~ “ WITHIN OANS OF EACH OTHER, MY
. | MOVED INTD THEIR HOUSE. . .*
~\ 4

A HOUSE OF OUR
OwnN AT LAST! {\T'S
GOING TO BE

GREAT, JOAN!

UH, DARLING,
THERE'S

SOMETHING NoU




MY GoD, JOAN !
WHAT 13 IT?

\ X Z
- q‘\&~ P -/
AN NS NS
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HE'S MY OWN FLE3H AND BLOOD !
1 OWE IT TO HIM YO LOOK AFTER
HIM TO MAKE UP FOR THE WAN
MY PARENTS TREATED HIM ¢

=7

AN

] "SO 'VE LOOKED AFTER TERRN ALL
HESE NEARS, 'VE DONE MY BEST
O MAKE HIS SAD LIFE A LITTLE

ORE BEARABLE,

!

T

S

Z

V/ I///'-l‘"

/\"\ E RE, TERRN-
A FLO

WER,
|

FOR NOU...

d

~
W

; \

¥ vou're crAzZY, //
g JoAN: HE'LLBE K ///

FOR PITY'S SAKE,
RN HE CAN'T STAY
HERE' WELLHAVE
TO GEY R1D OF HIM~
INTO A HOME *

L

" 1F Nou WANT To sPEND i AU Lm
THE REST OF NOUR LIFE s

PANOERING TO A MONSTER, Y HEAR?KEBP

THAT'S YOUR PROSLEM ! ”‘M3°G'~’;$F L

BUT IF HE STAVS HERE ! :

NOTHING BUT A HE 8TAYS LOCKED UP!

11173

Ui Y

N-NYOU'VE

R —

AFTER MUM DIED, DAD MUST'VE
STARTED TREATING UNCLE TERRY
REALLY BADWLY AGAIN. HE NEVER
WANTED HIM HERE, ANNWAN.

Ny

,,,,,,

E A - 8UT YOUR FATHER WOULD NEVER LET ME
£G] SPEND ENOUGH TIME WITH MY BROTHER
- TO REALLY HELP HiMm" '




KENNY TURNED BACK TO HIS
MOTHER'S FINAL MESSAGE~

BUT UNCLE
TERRN WAS
TG0 STRONG
T WAS DAD
WHO DIED L

"NOW YOUR FATHER AND
ARE GONE, TERRN IS NOUR
RESPONSIBILITY, KENNY.

MY UNCLE*
BUT WHAT AM
1 GOING TO
DO WITH HIM?

WL TELLTHE

DOWNSTAIRS 5
WOUND - - IT WASKN'T HIS
FAULT, HE PROBABLY
THOUGHT | WAS DAD,
COME TO HITHIM
GAIN.

KENNY HAD KNOCKED HiS
MONSTROUS UNCLE OUT
WITH A SPADE ~

HE'S STARTING
\ To STiIR~ GOOO.

1 WAS AFRAID
A O HITHIM
TOO HAROD. "
i




INTHE kITCHEN HE HEAPED A PLATE WITH FOOD. COLD
MEAT, FRUIT, BREAD- WHATEVER HE COULD FIND.

T

e

=
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pr Ty

ADS UNCLE TERRY{'S ENES
OPENED, IT TOOK A
MOMENT FOR THEM TO

UNCLE TERRN,
DON'T HURT ME...
M YOUR
FRIEND '

THEN, ARPPREWHENSIVELNY, HE
WALKED BACK UP THOSE

CREAKN STAIRS —

vk%

I
i

)
|
|

Tn Seven Days:
Monster minder!




AENNY CORMAN'S FEARSOME UNCLE TERRY HAD
BEEN HIDDEN AWAY IN HIS FAMILN'S ATTIC ALL HiIS
UIFE. NOW, AFTER kILLING KENNY'S CRUEL

FATHER, THE GROTESQUE CREATURE TURNED ON B
KENNY —

I-1 DON'T WANT TO UPSET
UM YOUR FRIEND ! SCRIPT:
You N RIENOD RICK CLARK ‘
ART: i

\
LOOK ! I'VE \3
BROUGHT
Nou FooD'!
NICE FOQD !

r
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UNCLE TERRY ... OAD'S
DEAD. NOBODN'S GOING
TO HURT NYOU ANN
MORE. I'M GOING TO
LOOK AFTER NOU NOW.,
THAT'S WHAT MuM
WOULD'VE WANTED.

1 WANT TO BE
YOUR FRIENO. DO
NOU UNDERSTAND ?

NEXT SECOND, A VOICE ECHOED
THROUGH THE HOUSE . . .

FRENNN 2

WHAAAA FRIENDS ARE GOOD

FRENNN ? TO EACH OTHER. .
THEY HELP EACH

HOW CAN | EXPECT
HIM TO UNDERSTAND?
N HE'S BEEN LOCKED
IN THIS ROOM ALL
HIS LIFE,

KENNY RAN DOWN TO
SOMEBODNY'S THE GROUND FLOOR....

DOWNSTAIRS!
NOU WAIT HERE, WHERE'S THAT NO IT'S THAT SUIMY
Y} uncie. kEEP GOOD FATHER OF UOSJE:\?E‘Z?RDF:SM
QUIST, QAN ? HOURS, Bov? OWED HiM MONEY

s
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DAD'S...DAD'S NOT

HERE, MR THACKER.
HE'S... GONE AWAN
FOR A WHILE .

VOU'RE LYIN',

BRAT! HE'S HIOING,
ISN'T HE ? HE

ALWANS DOES WHEN
I COME ROUND.

> WAN, YOU
A LITTLE TNKE!

OUT OF MmN

WELL, | CAME FOR MY
MONEN AND I'M NOY

YOU WON'T FIND ANY
MONEY iN HERE !
ANNTHING DAD GETS HE
SPENDS. ..

AT %Y ———|
-\ }"4\’ _"A\I‘;‘\)\ A D O — 1

NEAH - YOU'RE RIGHT THERE ¢

BUT WHAT ABOUT YOU, ki1OD ?

{ BET YOU'VE GOT SOME CABH
SOMEWHERE !

A HESYYY!

PUT IT DOWN ¢
[NOU'VE NO RIGHT!
THAT'S MN MONEN ¢

WELL, WELL !
WHAT HAVE
WE HERE? A
PIGAN BANK!

[ ATTACK ME
WOouULD You?

q
YOU LITTLE WEED,
LU TEACH YOU !




NOow - TELLNOUR. DAD
HE'LL GET THE SAME,
UNLESS HE COMES UP
WITH THE REST OF

THE MONBNM ! ’ _
;"\ I
S
&L »
4 P A 2
W, =
N \

BUT THEN A CLAW-LIKKE HAND

///Z GRASPED THACKER'S SHOULDER .

AWAN FROM

UNCLE TERRY -
sToP! YOou'tL P
KILL HiImM !

HURRROD FRENNN.' Noww
TERREE HURRDOD YULUV /!

%,/

Text Issue.

Finother grave in the gardey




Nilling is
bad. Do you
mderstand ?

You must
sverdoit

AkBNNY CORMAN'S FEARSOME UNCLE TERRY HAD BEEN
LOCKED AWAN IN HIS FAMILY'S ATTIC FOR ALL HIS LIFE.
NOW RELEASED, THE CREATURE CAME TO KENNN'S AID
WHEN HE WAS ATTACKED B8Y A MAN WHO WAS OWED
MONEN BY KENNY'S LATE FATHER ..,

Uz

—_

/ N /:M\\\\X\N >3

THE HAPLESS VICTIM WAS JOE THACKER
AD TRIED YO BEAT UP kKENNY AND
STEAL FROM Him,

Lids //11/.

% // WHO H

YOUUU HURRRDO
FRENNN' Nowww
mnﬁze% ZgRRRoo

d UNCLE TERRN - B
) STOP ! YOU'LL
KILL HiMm ¢

IT'S NOT UNCLE TERRN'S FAULT. HE
WAS ONWY TRYING TO STOP THACKER
HITTING ME. AND IF | TELL THE POLICE,
THEY'LL LOCK: HIM AWAY ..

Q\

L S NIRRT

OH,NO! IT'S
TOO LATE...
HE'S DEAD!

UNCLE TERRY,
1 kNOW YouU

OIDN'T MEAN
TO kILL HIM...

S0 S7RO

HEEE BADODO!
HURRRDOOD
FRENNNN !

Wiy~ HE OOES UNDERSTAND |

WANTY TO BE HIS FRIENO.
BUT, OH HECK, WHAT AM
! GOING TO DO NOwW ?

BUT AT THE DOOR, THE STRANGE
MAN OREW BACK IN FEAR -~

NO.!
FRAIDDOD!
FRAIODD !

IT'S ALL RIGHT,

- \ 7 ~ou.

HE -HE CAN'T
EVER HAVE BEEN
QUTSIDE THE
HOUSE BEFORE.
1T MUST BE A
REAL SHOCK TO
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THEY WENT BACK INSIDE
FOR THACKER'S BODY -~

XA
N/
\

A=
pr
= Y,

THISSS GOOQD’' WEE
OIGGG MORE HOLE -
PUTT MORE PEOPPLE
IN! PLENTY PEOPPLE!

NO, UNCLE
TERRN ' WO/

\ E -

A“-}\§

THE GRAVE SOON BEGAN
TO TAKE SHAPE ., . .

ANO UNCLE TERRN'S [ &l
SECOND VICTIM WAS K9~
ABOUT TO BE LAID 8

TO REST —

Sxy
. aw
]
ING 1S 8A0. DO Y &‘
U UNDERSTAND?

NES,VERY AD!
AND YOU MUST

\
% i 4
L omE
NEVER EVER DO N &

‘T AGAIN L \ >
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'MW GOING THE MONSTER RUSHED
UPSTAIRS TO BEHIND A CHAIR _ .

CLEAN UP.YOU
\ — HE'S FRIGHTENED! UHHHH !
F S UHHHH !

BACK INDOORS. ..

STAN HERE...

LOOK - 'LL SWITCH
ON THE TEULLY .

JOU CAN WATCH 8=
CTH:,;{. c ] ﬁ}z':‘l \ N (
L , & :
N g IR

SEE? IT'S TUST =3 LT

. Vs
'S ALL RIGHT - 1T'S COME - PIOTURES ON

ONWN THE TELEVISION.  I'LL SHOW Z 4
IT WON'T HURT Nou N A SCREEN . =

T
= s .
~ Y
2 Z,
2V
o ’é/ _/‘ A
7 1 4
»! v,
' X ,
s, b M
NN AT -
T 3 5
~ = ‘
ALY NODOD
& HURRRODD? E'S OkAY NOW.
~ — it CAN GET ON
T WITH MY WORK.
R = ( o ‘
N 7
N\
N\
AND SO, IN LESS THAN 2% HOURS , iKENNY ALL KENNY COULD DO WAS CLOSE HIS MIND
CORMAN HAD BURIED TWO MEN - ONE TO THE TWO KILLINGS AND CONCENTRATE
OF THEM HIS OWN FATHER, ON THE TASK SET BY HIS LONG DEAD

MOTHER ...

HECK ! IT'S

{ mRS. PLAYER -
THE SOCIAL

WORKER

...TO LOOK [N
AFTER
UNCLE

TERRN !

2 P =k 5/4 /”
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¥
' HELLO, KENNETH,

WELL, ACTUALLY —

X
o e — T STOPPED T . UM... NO,
ﬂllllm I — JHESk EveryTHING 'S | MRS, BLAYER. ¥ VOU CAN'T! I'M..ER
ALLRIGHT 15 YouR  ff HE.. ME HED MR \WASHING THE HALL
: oR..

DAD IN?
TELLLEEE . ¢ UNCLE TERRN ~ i : A SURFLEET!
GO0000D’ ! W QUIET/ SOMEONE'S H i

COMING! 3

| SEE... 'LLCALL
BACK TOMORROW
THEN, PLEASE LET
NOUR FATHER
KNOW I'M COMING
AGAIN.

R

ML

W T
BUT WHAT HAPPENS oy

WHEN SHE COMES BACKk g
P AND FINDS THAT DAD'S
i, NOT HERE 2t WON'T BE
% \. ABLE TO KEEP HER OUT
<

()] OF THE HOUSE THEN!
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\‘ » R
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v ANNWAY, EVEN IF | CAN FOOL HER . To MAKE
}Q) 00 O TOMORROW, SOONER OR LATER SOME- égg.‘é?gu .OETT:EQ,}\ ... OR WE LEAVE
ONE'S GOING TO FIND OUT ABOUT TELL ALL- AND LET  THIS PLACE AND
UNCLE TERRM - AND THE BODIES IN THEM TAKE UNCLE GO ON THE RUN!
N THE GARDEN... TERRN AWAN. ..
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THE RAIN FELL IN RELENTLESS SHEETS, A i
TORRENTIAL DOWNPOUR THAT POUNDED
THE BARTH WITH SAVAGE FORCE, IT

—

a= B
7
>

RICK CLARK

7 <4 B AR ﬁﬁ?

FROM A WINDOW, KENNY CORMAN P
WATCHED SOLEMNLY AS THE RAIN
BATTERED DOWN ON THE YARD...
ON THE TWO FRESHUI-DUG GRAVES
THAT H!ID THE BODIES OF HIS
FATHER. AND JOE THACKER..

A MONSTER WHO WAS
KENNN'S UNCLE TERRY !

7l

g i@lf\ﬁ%r A
AW

- FAULT HE KILLED THEM
¥ HE'S BEEN LOCKED IN THE
ATTIC ALL HIS LIFE- HE
DIDN'T kkNOW ANN BETTER.!
HE DION'T MEAN TO DO 1T ¢

N A mows7Ter Hao
kKILLED THEM |

[P 74 H

BUT IF | TELLTHE POLICE,
THEV'LL LOCKk UNCLE TERRN
AWAN - AND THAT'S THE
CAST THING MUM
WOULD HAVE WANTED. IT'S

WHATEVER | DECIDE,
WE'RE NOT GOING
ANNWHERE TONIGHT,

I'LL SLEEP ONIT ! \Q

D

L
x)

N




KENNY LED THE FEARSOME
CREATURE UPSTAIRS —

e T R R
NOU CAN HAVE DAD'S
ROOM , UNCLE TERRN.

t-1 GUESS ME WON'T
BE NEBOING IT!

SLEEP DID NOT COME EASILY TO KKENNN,
HE HAD BURIED TWO MEN THAT DAY,
ONE OF THEM HIS OWN FATHER. IT WAS
DIFFICULT TO BANISH THEIR DEAD
FACESD FROM HI8 MIND. ..

Sy

il

POOR DEVIL ! HE WANTS
Y TO SLEEP IN HIS ATTIC. |
SUPPOSE THAT'S ALL HE
KNOWS - THAT'S ALL HE'S
EVER KNOWN,

WHILE OUTSIOE, THE THUNOER. ¥
CRACKED, THE LIGHTNING
FLASHED AND THE PELTING
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FLOODING WHOLE]! \\,',,, o AND, BENEATH kENNY'S [ THE FLOODING WATBR QUICKLN
AREAS. .. oy HOUSE, ONE ANCIENT, E3 DISLODGED THE NEWW-TURNED |
Ly i) von RUSTED UINK IN THE SOIL, WASHING AROUND THE TWO Y
’ 0 VICTORIAN PIPE CORPSES THAT LAY THERE ...
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— FLOATING THEM,
bl LIFTING THEM !




KENNN CORMAN'S TROUBLED
DREAMS ECHOED THE FURN
OF THE NIGHT —

TO HAUNT Him —

v

V

(]
~Lay A\
:

/
IN HIS NIGHTMARE, iT
SEEMED AS IF THE /
MONSTER'S VICTIMS [ |
WERE COMING BACK /
-

QR
3y

THEN BEGAN POUNDING
ON THE DOOR. —

THE TERRIFVING IMAGES FADED
| AS KENNY WOKE UP | | .
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WHAAATT WRONNGG ? { ';‘\\
FRENN SCREAM- TEERREE \
»

A

\
\\lj .

Nl # s

COMME HELLPPP !

i
“/ “\\ OH, UNCLE TERRN -

GOODNESS IT'S

e

) 'Sty

‘ "i“wl-‘:::?._'E}-n-nu-m n:,' :i
e Ay,
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oy
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BIG FRIENDLY LUMP! — s
THiINKS ME'S GOING TO & N
LOOK. AFTER ME . How /! - N
COULD | EVEN THINAK  §/ . \
OF TURNING HIM IN P 3
T /\

—

THERE'S ONUI ONE THING
FOR IT, UNCLE TERRN . WE'RE
GOING TO HAVE YO~ OH,NO !

= (-

NODO WORREEE.
TERREE LOOOK
AFTERR NOUUU!

T -1 WAS
HAVING A i
IGHTMARE !

i

MATTTERR,
FRENN ?

TH-THE DEAD -
agoxes t THEY'RE
(SING FRoMm
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THE STORM HAD RAGED FOR. HOURS, .

l| LASHING THE TOWN, FLOODING THE 2l TH-THE BODIES ! THEY'VE

j CORMAN GARDEN... WASHING AwAaY EBGU RISEN FROM THE GRAVES.

P THE SaiL FROM THE GRISCLY e f AS..AS IF THEY'VE COME
SECRETS BURIED THERE. A BACK YO AHAUNT ME!

S TN T NN RN Ny = g™ ;
I N v A\
FOR 12-YEAR-OLD AENNY < / 4 /
CORMAN, IT WAS A AN
& TRUE!

BACK IN THE HOUBE, kENNY
DRESSED AND GATHERED
TOGETHER THE MONEN JOE
THACKER HAD TRIED TO
STEALFROMHIM...

KENNY'S UWO(E TERRY, A FEARSOME -
LOOKING CREATURE, HAD BEEN kKEPT
LOCKED IN THE ATTIC FOR MANN

WHAATT
OO,
FRENNNT?T

UNCLE TERRN
KILLED THEM

IT- IT'6 HORRIBLE !
THEBEY'VE FLOATED YQ
THE SURFACE IN
UPRIGHT POSITIONS!

1/,‘;!455’4,-‘::"/]7(‘ ~

AN .
— N -

. AN 4 ) WE CAN'T RE-BURN THE
w T / . Y BODIES. W6 HAVE TO GO
=/ By ON THE RUN.

-

¥
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THIS WAS DAD'S OILSKIN - -
IT MIGHT BE A BIT SMALL ‘TS A‘;“: RIGHT,

FOR NOU, BUT YOU'D UNCLE TERRN.THE

BETTER PUT IT ON STORMWONT HURT

- NOU. CMON-WE'VE

l AND SO, FOR THE LAST TIME, KENNY CORMA

LEFT THAT BLEAK, UNHAPPY HOUSE . . .

——
NNNO! TERREE
NODD GO ME
FRAAIDO !/




... TRNING HARD NOT TO LOOK AT THE
CORPSES, PUSHED UP IN THE MuUD

BN THE RANN ...
Vi
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e AN
/ A fropins
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Lkl

WE MIGHT BE
STOPPED BN

N wricH wav?
A THE POLICE.

gl .. TRNiNG HARD NoTTo oo
AT THE OEAD, ACCUSING EYES’ i

i i
THE STORM RAGED ON AROUND THE TWO
FUGITIVES, IT WAS A FULL HOUR LATER.
WHEN THENY WERE CAUGHT IN THE GLARE

OF HEADLIGHTS... < —~
S R v
\ g~ "
‘ 4 LORRN COMING !
<
S S

STAN BACK 1IN

UNCLE TERRN,

H M HEADING THAT WAN
MNSELF. FLLGIVE YOU A
LIFT AS FAR AS LITTLE

RANCING. HOP IN THE
BACK.

B

S BETTER NOTGO 1444
B wWHICH wAN. 2 THROUGH TOWN.

THE SHADOWS,

S e—.
LATER, AT LITTLE RANCING...
.. / S/ !]
DILBURN'S JUST A
COUPLE OF MILES FROM /
HERE. SORRN L CAN'T
TAKE YOU ANY
FARTHER,

AN A_J\}’M
| —

THIS WAY, UNCLE TERRN, ¥

Bl T'LLKEEP US OFF THE

MAIN ROADS.

P

W M

W i g
e, ”

, e .

e

WHAT THE HECKk ARE
NOU TWO DOING OUT
ON A NIGHT LIkE
THIS 2

ME AND MY...BR ..
UNCLE WERE GOING
TO DILBURN, BUT,
J €R...OUR CAR
. BROKE DOWN. WE
DECIDED TO WALk
S o T

Rt

WE'RE FAR ENOUBH AwAN
NOW, UNCLE TERRN. | RECKON
WE'D BETTER FIND SOME
SHELTER AND REST UP
TILL MORNING,

WE'LL TRY

UNDER THAT .
BRIOGE. VA GOOOD.TERREE W

HAAVE SUSYYY §
OAANN. WANTT

Spal

Y




GUTAS THEY APPROACHED... §

,/rj’.f”““

N

WHO ELSE LIVES
IN THE HOUSE.,
MRS, P 7?2

MRS. CORMAN'S DEAD - N
THERE'S ONWN NOUNG
KENNETH. BUT #E
COULDN'T HAVE DONE
THIS TERRIBLE THING !
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GOSH! T
OTHERS
HERE...

H ARE
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IN THE GARDEN~DEAD

SHE HADN'T EXPECTED TO SIEG Him '
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INSRECTOR !
THE ATTIC-YOU'D
BETTER COME
SEE !

I'M TOO TIRED
TO GO LOOKING
FOR ANYWHERE

ELSE. CMON,
UNCLE TERRN -~
WE'LL SBETTLE

COWN HERE.

HE POLICE WERE

N

| S00N oN THE 3CENE...
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IT'S OLD MAN CORMAN,
e, = AND JOE THACKER FROM
- BURFLEET, 81R. NO DOUBT
Y ABOUT IT- THEY'VE BEEN

N MURDERED !

1 FOUND THIS
LOOKS LIkE LETTER IN THE
SOMEONE - OR BON'S ROOM, SIR.
salxlaegl-égﬁs- IT MIGHT
NS \EXPLAIN THINGS.
HERE. g
i, \
. lijl==
>
-
1
[ I\/ s
N
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THG DETAILED LETTER FROM KENNN'S

MOTHER TOLD THEM EVERNTHING . A\ ' s‘?;f,'i‘«? ‘.”\,CX'SVT?«'ESV?Q&@'
eggur UNCLE TERRY . THE REST THEN . | GAROCEN DUG UP. THERE
LO WORIK OUT. {4

MIGHT BE MORE BOOIES
BURIED THERSE !

ANO PUT QUT A MESSAGE
ABOUT THIS TERRN CHARACTER -
| WANT THAT BCAST CAUBHT !

VNVAS AT
2e W /éé‘
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;
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80 THE BON'S DISAPPEARED
AND THERE 'S NO BIGN OF THIS
FREAK TERRN. MANBE HE'S
OONG Awk‘g WITH THE &\0

w

S———
TN

—

w7

A

FOR ENNY, EVEN SLEEP HAD BEEN NO
REFUGE FROM THE HORRORS HE HAD
ENDURED, HIS NIGHTMARE HAD NN %Y,
RETURNED. TWO HIDEQOUS FIGURES THEN SUDDENLNY, IT WAS NO LONGER A NKGHTMARB—J §§ = /A

WERE CLOSING tN ~ IT WAS REAL! [ SHUT YOUR FACE, BOV,
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IT HAD BEEN A LONG, HARD
NY 0O,

LEFT BEHIND. AT LAST
HE'D FOUND SHELTER,
BENEATH A BRIOGE.,.

UNCLE TERRN - NO./

DON'T kItl HIM ! YOU

MUSTN'T ! IT'S
WRONG !

M-MONSTER s
MONSTER !

M

Sl
),

YOUU HURRT
KENNYYY!
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S7TOR, UNCUE TERRN ¢
. > L8T THEM GO ! WE'RE
v i IN ENCUGH TROUSBLE
% /4 A AS ITI1S:

OH HECk ! THAT Y5
ONE'S ALMOST
X DEAD! e

\ 48

NNFAY

NN
AN 705,

AADD ~
ROGBY U !

COME ON' WE'VE
GOT TO GET AWAN
FROM HERE AS
FASTASWE CANE

TR0
) @
M“ k
N & 7
o TR

3 \ W 1
Ay

v/‘ B
da-
S

NEAH - BUT NOU
DION'T HAVE TO
B8E SO ROUGH
WITH HIM !

7

MEANWHILE, IN THE
GARDEN OF THE \re
CORMAN HOUSE, A
FULL SCALE SEARCH >
WAS GOING ON —

OLD MAN CORMAN

PRELIMINARNY

OIED AS A
FORENSIC REPORTS RESULT OF
ON THE TWO BODIES EXTENSIVE
WE FOUND HAVE INTURIES

TO HIS CHEST,
JOE THACKER'S
ShkULL wWaAS
CRUSHED ./

THIS TERRN
CHARACTER.
MUST HAVE
THE STRENGTH
OF A GORILLA
TO DO THAT TO




FOUNO ANX SIGN OF ' A g
e R SR ' X R /5 V€ FOUND A BADIN INTURED MAN, (]
INSPECTOR, HALLEN ¢ [P SIR - A TRAMP. HE CLAIMS HB WAS
CONSTABLE WHEELER. 3 ATTACKED BY SOME KiniD OF MONSTER.
NO - THANK THE / OVER AT UITTLE VA D T MIGHT BE THAT MURDER SUSPECT  {]
STARS ! NOR. ANN RANCING, FORNOU ! ~ Y NOU ASKED US TO LOOK OUT FOR.,
OTHER. BODIES. p il
THE BON
COULD STIWL BE
ALIVE.
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KENNN DIDN'T kcNOW HOW FAR THEN'D
GONE . IT SEEMED LIKE HUNDREDS
OF MILES - AYOIDING TOWNS, TRNING
TO KEEP OFF THE ROADS, HIDING IF
ANNONE PASSED. ..

N
N
N
)

HENY - THAT OLO HUT
LOOKS DESERTED. WE
CAN REST-UP THERE.
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wow! THERE'S
TEA AND
j ®Biscyrrs-
N AN ATIN OF
CORNED
8EEF! 4

| kNOW IT'S
STEALING, BUT
WE HAVEN'T
AMUCH CHOICE.

M
STARVING /

YOU'VE JUST
GOY TO S70~
HURTING
PEOPLE  IT'S
WRONG - 8A0.

NOU RE UlkE A

BIG HA
CHILD !

PPy
WHAT

AM | GOING TO
00 WiTH Nou,
UNCLE TERRY?

NES! VERY BAD!
{F Nou QON'T

AT LITTLE RANCING, INSPECTOR
HALLEY HEARD THE TRAMPS
STORY —

\
#ani =y

A BIG, UGLY MONSTER A
HE WAS, GUV. ALL UG\

Lo "o taal

. YOU SANT

SEEMSD YOUNG CORMAN'S STILL

REASON HE'S FALLEN /A/ WITH
THIS TERRY CREATURE!

ALIVE - AND FOR BOMBE UNKNOWN

[ WELL,THEN CANT
HAVE GONME FAR.,
WE'LL FIND THEM |

AND THERE
WAS A 8oY
WITH HIM,

Wwe'cL S6/MOIN
THE TRACAER
211 4




THE COUNTRNSIDE NEAR
LITTLE RANCING. A FULL- THE DOGS HAVE GOOD ' WE'VE GOT TO
SCALE POLICE RUNT WAS GOT THEIR CATCH THAT FREAK
UNDER WAN FOR THE SCENT NOw, TERPN'- AND QUICK!
FUGITIVES AENNY INSPECTOR ! HE'S ALREADN
AMAN AND HIS KILLED TWO MEN!

€O
FEARSOME UNCLE
YORR*? -

A SHORT DISTANCE AWAY, IN A
RANWAY LINESMAN'S HUT =

HEM ! THIS NEWSPAPER
REPORT COULD BE THE
ANSWER.TO OUR. PROBLEMS !
A DOCTOR. IN SCOTLANDS
FOUND A NEW WAN OF
HELPING V/OLENT PEOPLE
OVERCOME THEIR TEMPER.
RAGES. ..

MANBE ME COULD HELP UNCLE TERRY !
THE POLICE WILL NEVER UNDERSTAND IF | COULD GET
THAT HE DION'T MEAN TO kILL DAD
AND JOG THACKER L pe Al eyl ol
- LAND,
BUT MANBE THIS DogTOR ' A
. TREATMENT... THEN
WE'D 8€ CURED,
AND THE POLICE




THE POLICE
ARE AFTER
us/’

WHAAAT
HAPPENNN,
KENNNN?

UNCLE TERRN,
WAKE UP,
wE'VE GOT TO

souee nave 18
j PoLIC Y ”
GoT poGS  KESH

I\ Aeter us ,'
= i N 3
R g S

) p:

il

KENNN'S UNCLE TERRN HAD SPENT HIS
WHOLE LIFE LOCKED AWAN IN AN ATTIC
THE CORMAN FAMILN'S GRIM SECRET.
THE OUTSIOE WORLD WAS A STRANGE
PLACE TO HIM. .,

AL .
vt e

T,

KENNY AND UNCLE TERRN CROSSED THE
RAWLWAN LINE, BUT BEFORE THE POLICE
COULD FOLLOW. .. |

i
LS ) | i
—f THE TRAIN'S
iy HIDDEN THEM
FROM US !

T (‘V‘\‘Vﬁ i

THAT LORRY STOPPING .
AT THE LEVEL ’ .
CROSSING ! IF WE CAN PP RIS @\
i SN

e

JUST GET TOIT!

. \ e o S
2 UNCLE ”Py )
TERRN ! GENN —l

AS THE TRAIN PASSED
THE POLICE . . .
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THE DRIVER BN il
=== == HASN'T SEEN 23 ] !
Us® Qquick- g |
TJUMP UP! \ \z’




LORRNY
FUNNNN !
TELRREE

LORRNN

OkAN, DRIVER,
NOU CAN CROSS
NOW !

w2 HEN, YOU -
N CROSSING
kKECPER

BUT MO
UNLESS —

HOW THE DICKENS WOULD X RN SN
V KNOW 2 | DION'T PAY T ’ INGS 8¢
ANN HEED. {T WAS HEADING ) '

TOWARDS THE
MOTORWAN !
Y T'S THE MOTORWAN,
UNCLE TERRN. AND
THEY'RE CARS/

WERE THERE ANN
VEHICLES STOPPED
AT THIS
CROSSING ?

WHERRE SEARCH ME. WHEREVER
WEE GO, : THE LORRN'S GOING, |

FRENNN7? 5 SUPPOSE. AWAN FROMTHE
% POLICE, ANNWAN - AND
THAT'S GOOD ENOUGH




IT WAS AN HOUR BEFORE
THE VERICLE PULLED \NTO A
MOTORWAN SERVICE AREA-

o -
— R~

.| he |
THE DRIVER'S GOING IN FOR,
A SNACK. . YOU WAI\T HERE,
FLL GO GET US SOMETHING
TO €AT, T00...

—
L4

S, —
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(S RLLL!
_ " \/// -—
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T, N,

NODD
‘Eﬁé’&’&"\'}?" DON'T BE StLAN.
TERRRNN I WON'T BE LONG-
FRAIDD ! HONESLE JUST

rs

5 Ny
N

\! =

MEN! THE LORRN -
DARIVER - HE'S
GONE /

GOOD JOB | MANAGED

TO KEEP SOME OF NN

MONEN, I'VE GOT TO GO

CAREFUL, THOUGH - |

HAVEN'T ALL THAT
CHY

THAT'LL BE E2. 3%,
YOUNG MAN . THANK
Nou,

Ik

) —
XE issue:
- Rave you seen My monster
R e —— — Se.g




KENNY CORMAN'S FEARSOME UNCLE TERRY |

] WHAT THE HECK AM | GOING
\ 10 DO NOW ? UNCLE TERRY
e P WiILL NEVER BE ABLE 1O FEND 1
\ FOR HIMEELF. HE'S JUST LIKE 8
AT i PR CORET 18
CAT ! o
N oy,

g
\ {9/0/

A= S ANARGH!

TN SN

b

NN\

A

a| G-GET OUT OF HERE,
YOU MONSTER !




THE INCREDIBLY POWERFUL TERRY [~ >/ 4
HURLED THE FRUIT MACHINE INTO /'

THE RESTAURANT.... Seeemcpre7 /2
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RS T 3 SOMEONE TELL !
G5 e
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N

24
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DO ANYTHING LIKE
6 NS TERREE LONNELLYYY, COME
THIS AGAN A LOOK FORR KENNYY,

A\ 7 4
* A v = Z J
: ' ] _
YOU PROMISED! YOU SORRYYY . 1
PROMISED YOU WOULDN'T . WA \ /. \(
W
7 2 /
A -
;



THAT LORRY—IT’S

e =
| WANT 10 GO / S
Pl - y l
7’6 STARTING /
UP-RUN FORIT/
SN

| plele
| . !,%,_%‘___

I‘I]Y 111117 La

N 6ET UNDER THE
! TARPNJU’N WHERE

W&WONTBES{EN.
IT)fABWOF LUCK

LP YOU
7

\

B

i NORRMAALL?
WHAAT NORMAALL ?

IN LITTLE RANCING, GOME TRAMPS, WHO SNV 72
T()Lz%l.l(!q 3\", L )

ARTIST. N A
i@i 4~ \*"
AREAL MONSTER . ==

17 HAD ONE UGLY, —— iR
STARIN' €YE ... .

\
t \\>\

THERE ! GET [T OUT
ON THE WIRE TO EVERY
VISION IN THE
COUNTRY/

) PE
WEVE JUST

HAD
ANOTHER SIGHTING !



BARNGATE SERVICES YA ~
~ON THE M-1 ! THE )
MOTORWAY POLICE

ARE ON THE LINE...

EVERYONE AND MADE A RIGHT
MESS OF THE PLALE!

i | DON'T KNOW WHAT
2 4 THE BLAZES HAS GOT INTO
MY NECK! 1T / THAT LAD-BUT HE'S PLAYING
16 50 SORE ! I/ A DANGERDUS GAME !
A\ > -~
o Lof .
//1/4‘* 75 i >
g N, , Pe
iy oy \
’ o
A\
Ny ‘A P
4 J i

2]
g
7, ==
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OKAY, KEEP SEARCHING
LET ME KNOW THE MINUTE
YOU TURN ANYTHING UP

| S& sme

il
4O
i

HOW MANY MORE WiLL

BE INJURED OR DEAD
y BEFORE WE CAGE
THIS BEAST 2

Granite city mo

nsier!




GOOD EVENING. HERE IS THE NINE

0'CLOCKk NEWS. A NATIONWIDE POLICE TODAN ISSUED TH1IS

SEARCH 1S TONIGHT UNDER WAY ARTIST'S IMPRESSION OF THE

CREATURE . WHO 1S ON THE

RUN WITH A TWELVE -NBAR-

OLD BON, KENNETH CORMAN,
BELIEVED TO BE THE
MONSTER'S NEPHEW !

7
A
AL/ »;;\\\ b’
Y=
NN Z= -
\ -
Y ~— /

THE ANNOUNCEMENT HAD BEEN BROADCAST

7 ON EVERN NEWS BULLETIN SINCE MID-DAN, .
SO FAR, OVER THIRTY SIGHTINGS HAD BEEN &
REPORTED TO INSPECTOR HALLEY |, . .

/ LADY ON THE LINE FROM THE (SLE
OF MAN, SIR, CLAIMS SHE CHASED
THE MONSTER. AWAN FROM HER, -
BIRO TABLE . HE WAS BATING
THE SEED!

W\

)

s

\F SEEN, MEMBERS OF
THE PUBLIC ARE WARNED
NOT TO APPROACH THE
BEAST. REPORT

ON BURFLEET %4144,
OR YOUR. LOCAL
POLICE STATION.

THIS IS PROVING
A B1O WASTE OF
TIME, SIR,,
ACCORDING TO
OUR CALLERS,
HE'S BEEN SEEN
ALL OVER THE
COUNTRN,

3

g 7 =
= s S =

= WHAT CHOICE DO WE HAVE ?
> W6 HAVE TO FOLLOW UP eVERY

N LEAD. WE CAN'T JUST WAIT

FOR HIM TO COMMIT ANOTHER

MUROER.,

=

ANOTHER, CRANK
CALL, I'LL BET. BUT
HAVE THE LOCAL

BONS CHECK IT
\ OUT, ANNWAN, J=
A&
= // =) o

MEANWHILE , IN SCOTLAND'S GRANITE
CITY - ABEBROCEN - A LORRN WAS
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RICK CLARK

ART:

TR REDONDO

B LEYIERING:
({PBENSBERG

HELLO, THERE,
ARCHIE ! NOU'RE
B8ACK EARLN !

WASN'T MUCH
TRAFFIC ON THE
ROAD, TTMMN L



THE RAMPAGE
., DOWN SOUTH!

NOU, THERE !
WHAT ARg You §

ABOUT 1T ON THE
RADIO, A
TERRIBLE

BEASTIE BY

ALL ACCOUNTS,

[/ crires: RUN FOR
f we've seen 1T, uncle

SPOTTSE! TERRN'

HECK: ! THE GATES, )
(‘mew' RE Lookco.');:;:!

WILL NOU LOOK AT NOU DAFT 1DIOT,

THE BIG FELLA'S ARCHIE ! YOU MUST

FACE - IT'S THAT HAVE BROUGHT IT
MON 4 UP WITH You!

PLEASE - kEEP BACK!

WE DON'T WANT ANN
TROUBLE, JUST-

JUST LETUS GO !

SASSENACH
STUFF HERE !

“”Rll“',
“Q 25

n‘é v

WE'LL SHOW
NOU HOW wt
OEAL WITH
MONSTERS
NORTH OF
THE BOROER!

' 2\

ANE, SON-YOU
CAN GO. 8UT NOT

Pl HE'S GOT TO BE.
: OBALT WITH.




AND THEN , THE — =

MONSTER. ~ NOU GREAT HUNK Y[ 84AD MANN!

FOUGHT BACK ! L =meir ey OF eviL! '\~ || HURRDD
N X \ AARRCH7 RENNNY. ..

BUT IT WASN'T UNCLE
TERRM'S FAULT. HE WAS
ONIN PROTECTING HIMSELF.
THEY WOULD HAVE
KILLED Nim !

NOUU ANNGRYY / NO, NOT ANGRY ... JUST A W

||;-‘i ] i THH TERREE, [P LITTLE SiCk. WE'VE GOT TO

i ””"Wf'" FRENN 2
|| B iBLT N
i i —

’ Yy ol N g AR HE LIVES IN A
, " [ i PLACE CALLED
CROMARTY~ WE'VE
GOT TO FIND QUT
WHERE T 18!

LT ] [ 1N} ‘||'
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byt WiSH WE COULD DRIVE.
i sTiLL, GUESS THERE'S
AT NOTHING ELSE FORIT-
A\ ‘\\ WELL HAVE TO
RNARN START WALKING.
. 3 WHATT THAATT
NES. HERE IT B | sLuue sTuEFrF,
18 - NOT 10O § N
FAR NORTH e :
OF HERSG.

T'S WATER.-THE
MORAN FIRTH. WE'LL
HAVE TO GO ROUND

1T- THROUGH

INVERNESS. THAT

MEANS WE'VE GOT

ABOUT A HUNDRED

MILES TOGO...

ol TH P

WEE GONNE HUNNODREDD

HUNNDREDD

— §

7
7 v FEEET, BUUT
B2/ M ...SORRN. REALWN y .
¥ | AM. BUT | WARNED §{ L TERREE ONNLY
[l YOU - YOU SHOULON'T
Bl HAVE TRIED TO HURT g

UNCLE TERRN ! 5
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YARD - THE GATES 5
ARE WIDE OPEN! g

Next week:

Double-tarnoiied troubie :




M THEN FOUND SHELTER IN ... TILLOAWN ~ AND A
AN OLD SHEPHERD'S LODGE, SUDDEN AWAKENING! [

- X/,
e al®s 4
7 N

ON THE RUN, HUNTED AND HATED... THEY
HAD TRAMPED THROUGH THE CHILL
SCOTTISH NIGHT UNTIL THEIR WEARN

AND FOR YOUNG kENNY
LEGS COULD WAL NO MORE,

CORMAN THE SWEET
BLACKNESS OF SLEEP

S0, IT'S YOU TWO -~ THE LADOIE PLEASE, MISTER -DON'T

WITH THE MONSTER ! THIS'LL HAND US OVER TO THE

POLICE ! THEY'LL LOCIe
UNCLE TERRY AWAN
FOR EVER. !

THE POACHBR ROUGHWN

PUSHED KENNN ASIOE... “‘.
CMON, UGLN!? T—

ON YER FEET?

oon'T
1STER:

BEST THING FOR HIM,
TOO! HE'S kILLED FOUR,
MEN ! OUT OF THE WAN,
LADDIE !

HURAROD TERRANN?
TERRR HURDO YOUU/

ANO, UNCLE
TERRN | DON'T~




THE POACHER LOST HIS

HIS FOOTING, BUT THE

TARRING FALL NOCKED

::l‘ TRIGGER FINGER,,
D...

KENMY SLUMPED BACKWARDS...

CENNNYY 2
WHA -WROONG,

THE POACHER'S FINGER
ACCIDENTALLY TIGHTENED
ON THE TRIGGER AGAIN...

H-HE'S SNAPPED MY
GUN ! T-TURNING T
TOWARDS ME !

PRETTY SORE -
BUT | GUESS t CAN
WALK,  WE'VE GOT

TO GET AWAN
FROM HERE.




oUTSIDE ...

THAT MUST BE
THE POACHER'S
BIkE, JUST WHAT
WE NEED.

- Al \\‘\\\{\\\\\\\\\,\\\\R\E:\i\\lﬂ1’1{!{\‘!“]
LA b BV iy
\} &\Q\m\\\\\\\x\\\:\\\}\\s\\l\\ \}3\\ 3 a\ :‘\\‘\\\\\

\
RERRARNY
AN \ \ AV
R \1\\\
<o g
W \Q\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\ )

\\\\\ ‘ \\\Wn R &
\\\i&:\&\\k}(\\%\%\i%& ! ﬂ

! ;.')5“
' |4

HERRE GO,

KENNNY 2
(SN

WE'VE GOT TO PRESS
ON TO CROMARTY...
GET YOU TO THAT
OOCTOR WHO MIGHT
BE ABLE TO CONTROUL
THAT TEMPER OF
URS !

THE ENGINE'S ¥
STARTYEOD
FIRST TIME

é

3 f‘\,‘“{ﬂ‘\% “l‘) \K N
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i N\ 35 o,
\ \\?,/“L“/ :

I CAN RIDE A MOTOR BIKE - 20
| LEARNED AT BILL GRANT'S py
DAD'S FARM LAST SUMMER! ONTJS&;%K‘:{

IT’LL HELP
DisGuise You!

WE'VE CHECKED
THE LORRY
ODRIVER'S LOG
8OOk - HE WAS
AY THE
BARNGATE
SERVICE AREA
NESTEROAN

OFFICER IN THE REGION OUT

CANCEL ALL LEAVE ! SET

UP ROAD BLOCKS ON EvERN

MATOR ROAD ! | WANT EVERN
LOOKING FOR THEM !

FOR.THE MONSTER,, HAD FLOWN INTO ABERDEEN THAT

INSPECTOR MALLEY, THE MAN IN CHARGE OF THE HUNT T—T
MORNING. NOW, IN THE C/TY MORGUE —

LOOKS LikE
THESE TWO WERE THE MONSTER'S
FOUND DEAD LAST WORJ ALL
NIGHT 1IN A GOODS RIGHT,
NARD, ¥

RPN &= \\ L

\
N

KENNN DION'T kkNOW HOW LONG HE'D BEEN
DRIVING. EXHAUSTED , WEAK FROM HIS

WOUNDS, HE'D LONG AGO LOST ALL 8ENSE
OF DIRECTION ~

AFTERMOON !

CAN'T KEEP ON MUCH
LONGER , UNCLE TBRAN!
‘M HURTING LikS
ANNTHING ! GOT TO TAKE
A BREAK BEFORE |
KEEL OVER !




WiTH A LAST EFFORT, THE TIRED,
INTURED BOY PULLED OFF THE ROAD~

e
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- . HAD kENNN BEEN CONSCIOUS, HE WOULD
e g UNCLE TERRN CARRIED THE

HAVE SEEN THE WARNING. BUT UNCLE wm@
UNCONSCIOUS BON TOWARDS TERRN COULDN'T READ.. . " &
THE (RON GATES. .. v )

; N EVEN IF HE COULD, |
- 3 2 :e WOULDN'T ‘:_uwe -
| KNOWN WHA
l 1?5&;'?': i R “BEwARE OF THE
‘ HELLPP ! & " N S DOGS” MEANT.

i At Ay B
0 ol i y
FRENN SiCicicict Wi . | 7 | T
NEEDO HEUPP, i
WHADD DGOC? ol R -
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y: Dog-fight! i




WITH kENNY

NOUNG kKENNY CORMAN AND HIS
MONSTROUS UNCLE TERRY WERE
ON THE RUN FROM THE POLICE. Now,

INJUREO AND

EXYHAUSTED, TERRY SOUGHT HELP
AT A REMOTE SCOTTISH HOUSE ... K
AND WALKCED INTO TWO VICIOUS,
SNARLING GUARD-0OGS !

7 WHAAAD
NOUy
 WARAANT

\‘u',
‘1,!

wH"

h

BAAD THINGG !
TERR HUURRO
YOUU !

THE SECOND DOBERMAN CAUGHT
UNCLE TERRN OFF BALANCE ..

2

THEN BOTH

BEASTS WERE
N Him !

STOP! STOP.!
THEN' LL
RIP HIMTO
PIECES !

RICK CLARK
ART:
REPONDO

RORN ! l
ANGUS !

CEASE !

SNARLING, THE 0063
BACKED ore

UNCLE TERRY.

NOW 86 UIGT
LET M€ S
THE TAU:IBB!

BAAD THINNGGS,
KENNEE ! WAHAAD
HENY ?

yyyyy



YOU THERE !
WHAT'S YOUR,
BUSINESS

Nk
ﬁ‘vry

MM UNCLE TERRN AND | ARE

N W ON ouR WAN TO CROMARTY,

WE WERE WONDERING \F

WE COULD GET A BITE TO

€AY, WE CAN PAY - 'VE GOT
NEN,

OOH, YOU'RE JUST A BON ! COME

MONEN ., 'LLGET YOU SOMETHING
TJO EAT!

AWAN 1N - AND DON'T WORRN ABOUT

Y DON'T EVEN TH/Nk T,
UNCLE ! NOW KEEP QUIET,
SHE'S 8¢/NO -~ SHE CAN'T
SEE, SHE DOESN'T
KNOW ABOUT YOU !

INsioe ~ NOUR, UNCLE

DOESN'T HAVE

MUCH TO SAY

FOR HIMSELF,
WENNETH,

- pese

€ER... HE'S NOT
WELL, MRS, McCRONE,
THAT'S WHY WE'RE
GOING TO CROMARTN -
THERE'S A DOCTOR,
THERE WHO MIGHT
BE ABLE TO MAKE
HIM BETTER.

FOO GOOOO.

JuUST HELP
NOURSELF,
MR CORMAN!

TOO, KENNETH !
u

THROUGH TO THE &ITCHEN AND GET YOU

iT DOESN'T SOUND LikcE THE ILLNESS HAS
AFFECTED HiS APPETITE ! 'LL JUST NIP
SOME MORE SCONES. YOU TUCK IN,

,~_
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COR! WEVE

REALLY FALLEN i . WE ARRE

ON OUR FEET § ) WE ! THARD
HERE, UNCLE ; WHO!
TERRN ' SHE

DOESN'T kNOW
WHO WE ARE

o
A

MEAN , WHOO
WE AREE ?

g

-

ALL RUIGHT, UNICLE -
BUYTMOU'D BETTER.
KEEP QUIET, OR

—, )\

£

NOU'LL SPOIL
EVERNTHING!

HERE - 'LLTAKE
THESE ODIRTN

OISHES OUT TO
MRS. MCCRONE !




Y ANE - RIGHT THEN...
RECKONS SHE'S GOT BUT \ RECKON IT'S
THE MONSTER AT JUST ANOTHER,

HER PLACE, CRANK CALL !
LACHIE!

.- ONS' €.
H 1 HEARD ABOUT THEM ON THE
RADIO - THE BOY AND THE E
i MONSTER . NO DOUBT ABOUT IT !
‘|\ NOU'O BETTER SEND A CAR
ROUND HERE RIGHT AWAN !

WE'D BETTER
CHECK IT OUT,
1 SUPPOSE ...

NOU CALLED
1 HAD NO CHOLICE,
&%3@&.‘55’ ;:b?‘?e J LADDIE . THAT UNCLE
OF NOURS 1S

DONE THAT, MRS, OANGEROUS. HE'S
MCCRONE KILLED PEOPLE,

— J
NO ., UNCLE TERRY !
NO ! | TOLD You-AMD
MORE kILLING !

: 7
T4\

CMON , UNCLE TERRY | NOUU TELLL
WE'VE GOT TO GO - MRS. PO-LICCE ? BAAA

MCCRONE'S TOLD THE LAARADYY /!
POLICE ABOUT US ! —




DON'T AUN AWAN, LADOIE.
TURN HiIM QVER TO THE
POLICE. HE NEEDS HELP,

p/

THAT'S WHY I'M

TAKING HIM TOTHE
DOCTOR. IN CROMARTIN-
HE CAN MAKE UNCLE

NO! NO! YOU'RE Y I M NOT GOING TO LET
WRONG ! THE DOCTOR  THE POLICE TAKE MY
CAN HELP - | KNOW  UNCLE AWAN AND LOCK
HE CAN! HIM UP LikE AN
ANTMAL.

NOU'RE WRONG,
LADDIE,. THERE'S NOT
A DOCTOR. ALIVE WHO
CAN MAKE THAT ONE
BETTER~ NOT IN THE
WAN NOU MEAN ¢

OUTSIDE, ENNY
HAULED HIS TIRED
BOON 8ACK ON TO
THEIR STOLEN
MOTORBIE —

1 FEBLALLIN=-8UT

I'VE GOYT TO EEP GOING,
THE POLICE ARE

PROBABLY RIGHT
BEHIND US !

WE RE LEAVING , MRS,
MCCRONE . REEP YOUR
QOGS BACK ~OR 'LL NOT

BE RESPONSIRLE FOR
WHAT UNCLE TER RN
DOES TO THEM

VERN WELL, Wi
Rory ! ANGUS! E
oownN/

Y LOOK:, LACHIE - THAT MOTORBIKE -
LEAVING MCCRONE'S! IT'S THEM.. o7
LT

OR IN FRONT OF THEM ! [
Y ’4"'! THE LADDIE AND THE MONSTER ! T b
=S e
-8 m‘_’ ‘ / > = - & R
| 1 .- i
M — b ~Aay
/ R
-
i — & ks
a1 e b
oy
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- o3 Next week: Cops and tonstens!
» o33 . .4




NOUNG LENNY CORMAN AND HIS MONSTROUS
UMOLE TERRY WERE ON THE RUN FROM THE
POLICE . NOW, ON A REMOTE SCOTTISH ROAD...

LOOK, LACHIE~
ON THE MOTORBIKE !
8 /7S THE MONSTER! )

AFTER
THEM !
4 STRATHA ROAD! REQUEST J 4
BA P!

TOO TIGHT ON
THE BEND...WE'RE
3k/DOING.

THE POLICE ! THEY' RE
TRNING TO CUT US
OFF !

)

4 \‘)\‘\ :\\“\a
Z SN
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- i
THEN'RE Y
GAINING ON
US' GOT YO [ =
SPEED UP - Z

o
et

RICK L

ARK J)
L




WENNEE
HUURDO
AGAHN !

I
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/ 17 H-HE'S LIkE )
g ‘ ﬂ‘_— A MADMAN!
A

B 7 =
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oy <5
i

HE /S A
MADMAN ! WATCH
HIM, LACHIE

AN
PPN/
- w:\ }

P2
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N
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YOU BAADD -
8AAAD.’ HUURRD
KENN- HUURAD

TERRR '




BAAADD! 8444407
84RAA0D0 /

3 A
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PP ey SWEET MERCN!
p \\\' THE STRENGTH
OF HiIM !

w\\,m\mmﬂ\ e
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UNCLE TERRN !
WHAT HAVE Nou
CONE NOW >

A

A ﬁ@»ﬁ@ J ez ponDo 3.

Tz
UNCLE TERRN ! WHAT'S \/
THE POINT IN GOING BUTT THENY
ON WITH OUR B8AAD, ENN. NEEOD
TJOURNEN WHEN NOU A khLL-kiLLLLY
KEEP DOMG THINGS
LikE THAT?

8UT | TOLOD
NOU - NO MORE
kILLINGS !




THE BikE'S BUST.

WE'LL HAVE TO
GO ON FOOT
FROM HERE.

C MON - WE'LL
STANY OFF THE
ROAD, CUT
ACROSS THE
MOOR.,

S —
N ’//(\/?«\%\}??N)I)\({{"I

§ \\
\

> {

THIS I3 FOXTROT TWO
HAVE OVERTURNED
HALEWAN DOWN THE
. STRATHA ROAD.
REQUEST MEDICAL
ASSISTANGE ¢

THE BOY AND THE
MONSTER HAVE
ESCAPED ! LAST
SEEN HEADING

' LOOOK, KENN ! g /
81{GGG . THERE'S P&\él\,\,pésg
BOY AND THE MONSTER HE WATERR ! DOWN THERE. 'V W ¥
HAD VOWED TO PROTECT © Y \ N\ N / G?J:Ai%'ésw Aeocuoes(\‘léspr— 7
RMoosA?.E.'P THE EocE OF THE ' DL " HIRE A BOAT/ WE
CAN SAIL ALL THE WAN
TO CROMARTN ¢

FALLING BN THE TIME THE




5 o e Sl
NOUNG AENNY CORMAN AND HIS MONSTROUS UA/CLE TERRY WERE ON [P70# i A
THE RUN FROM THE LAW. NOW, ON A LONELY SCOTTISH ROAD —~ "/") RECKON THEY MUST HAVE
P T TR T 3 o FROM THE
P S S VO YIVY w, ] e, . STOLEN T
P ’ o - AT LLe
SEEMS THE 8OY AND  \... v [ /}’ 7% POACHER THEY KkILLED
THE MONSTER WERE 2
TRAVELUING ON THAT

THAT MAKES £V
KILLINGS , DAMN
THEM ! HOW MANN
MORE BEFORE
WE STOP THIS

SRy THEN CAN'T HAVE GOT ALL THAT
B FAR ON FOOT. TELEGRAPH THE
MONSTERS IDENTI- keiT PHOTO
TO ALLSTATIONS - ALERT ALL
MOBILE UNITS -

Y 1 WANT THAT
MONSTER
Fo

ME ANWH ILE ,ON THE / . ; W Ve STILLGOT SOME
/ A/ THAT'S wHERE weLe \ B
OUTSKIRTS OE THE /[OOSR A MONEN LEFT. MANBE
VILLAGE OF STRATHA / / WE CAN HIRE A
CAN MAKE YOU o BoAT A SAr
BETTER UNCLE i RIGHT ACROSS
ACCOROING TERRN oS

TO MY MAPR, 7 - ; 5 S ‘.’
CROMARTN'S ; 3 v/
JUST ACROSS i 7 1/ g | &

THE FIRTH

GOODEE! TERR,
L€ BEE
BEDDERR!




3
SSEERN
S50 T Ny
55 3

<

OF THAT
FELLA !

’

4w
251
£°>
ohd
eom
7o
m“e
gy
$z

OINNA BE DAFT,

~DON'T STARTY

MISTER -

1S THERE ANNWHERE
WANT 1S A BOAT !

ANN TROUBLE ! ALLWE

WE CAN HIRE A
BoOAT?
4 cLcase

EV.CUSE ME,




V Yyouu HITT

BUT UNCLE TERRY'S STRENGTH »
TERR! HITT- |’

WAS TOO MUCH FOR THE NET...
/1 DiNNA BELIEVE Y

IT! HE'S RIPPIN'
THROUGH THE

NOODD STOPP!
8AADD MENN!
TERR MAATE!S

THE FORCE OF THE BLOW SENT THE
MAN FLYING INTO THE WATER....

| 5‘2\ gﬂ ¥
D * I~y g

3 TERRA N
q AseLt’ £

NS

s




BUT, AS UNCLE TERRN
PREPARED FOR THE
DEATH BLow. ..

;.,,,,’;:7
7/4,,, I
&

TERRN! WE'VE GOT
NQO CHOICE NOw ¢

%)

%
-

S B

WHAAD? NODD BE
FPRENN 2 NO~NODD
SAAANN ¢

(4 AYYS
BEE FRENN'TERR'S
ONLYY FRENN !
TERR NEEEOD
FRAENN!

SORREEE, KENNNY.
TERR NODD BE BAAAD
AGAINN ! PROMISE ! &

IE THEY WON'T
RENT US A BOAT, §
WE'LL JUST Have JAd

TO TAKE ONE!

OH,UNCLE
TERR ! YOU
ALWANS SAN
THAT!

Ret, - SWHIM ? Whas Swmm?

Monday
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"EMONSTER 7/ESTORY SOFAR...

SOMETHING HIDEOUS
THAT SOMETHING, LOC.,

M?)D KILLED YOUNG AENNY CORMAN'S BRUTAL FATHER .

AlD AWAY IN A DINGY ATTIC ROOM, WAS THE FAMILY'S

AENAN NOW HAD THE CHANCE

GR/M 66CRET. QUT WITH HIS FATHER DEAD,
TO LOOK INSIOE THE FORBIDDEN Room. HE FOUND A (ETTER WRITTEN TO HIM

8Y HIS LONG-DEAD
MOTHER .. ANO ¢
NE ALSO FOUND—

Dear kenny.
7he Fact Fhat you are

A MONSTER 7
5 . reading £his means

R FAat yolr Father anol
I are deact anal you
PUSE oW learn
the bruth about
Ae monster
7Aat lryes in
*ArS room.
Yes, I

2
sz

BUT THAT WAS NEVER GOING
7O BE EASY, BECAUSE KENNY
(EARNT SOMETHING ABOUT
HIS NEW UNCLE

WHEN A STRANGER
THREATENED THE
YOUNGSTER . . .

\" N\-_ll‘:
INTO THE

, ;
7l “ .

ACENNY AND UNCLE TERRY HAD
8/ MAOE IT TO SCOTLAND, '
"), | searcrinG For A DocToR "
¥ g | )EnNY HAD READ ABOUT WHO
4 SPECIALISED IN HELPING
fi PECOLE WITH VIOLENT
A | TEMPERS. BUT,IN A RAGING
STORM,THEIR PURSUERS
WERE CLOSING IN . « -

N
8UT A TOUGH, NO~NONSENSE POLICEMAN,
INSPECTOR HALLEY, WAS ON THEIR TRA/ ...

THE BEAST IS
A KILLER! HE'S
To 8

MANY MORE WilL
DIE AT HIS

HANDS BEFORE
} GET HIM7?

NOW READOX ...




THE PAIR WERE IN LUCK. ONCE AG AIN, i
THEY HAD NARROWLY AVOIDED

‘ : [ THEV LL NEVER
BEING CAUGHT BY THE POLICE . . . Fr CATCH US MOW !

[
i
[

¢

SEH

ONTHE TETTY, THE POLICE s

TENDEOD TO AN INJURED MAN - WE'RE

A VICTIM OF UNCLE TERRN'S NEED AN AMBULANCE ! NO

VIOLENT TEMPER.. DEATHS, BUT SOME OF THEM
ARE BADWY HURT!

TAKS \T
EASN. YOU'LL
8 ALL

RIGHT

R ]

G|




ME TOO! THERE'S b
NOTHING ELSE FOR,
1T, UNCLE TERRN -
WE'LL HAVE TO
TURN BACK!

V' we CANNAE
LEAVE THEM
A TAE DROWN - NC'

JTURNED ! THE LADDIE WE'LL TAKE

i ANYWAY A MN SMACK !

ONE OF THEM'S
MANAGED TO REACH
THE BOAT - |
CANNAE 8ES THE
OTHER, THOUGH !

s




= p—
IT'S THE 8OV ! r
——f TAkE US 1N
i) RS CLOSE AS
114 {‘ \IOCAN.
1

TS ALL RIGHT, Y

i AND MANBE (T'S
LADDIE. 'VE GOT i THE BEST THING
you !

WE'LL NEVER,
FIND HIMIN
THIS, SON.
f CURRENT'S GOT
HiM-

KENNY WAS TAKEN HE'S VERN WEAK, HE ALSO HAS SHOTGUN
B8Y AMBULANCE TO INSPECTOR HALLENY -

A NEARBY SUFFERING FROM

HOBPITAL —

PELLETS EMBEDDED IN HiS

SHOULDER, THEY'LL HAVE
EXPOBURE AND TO

TOTAL
\_ S*®HHAUSTION.

WHAT THE OBVIL
PO88SESSED NOU,
KENNY, TO GO ON
THE RUN wiTH
THAT... THAT

MONSEBTER ™
2l

% 2 i

|1 !

w' / : i 7z _RZ -




REPARED TO GIVE RIM ANN !

\ ]

s ‘—‘ [ B
i

-

¢ %
2N

/

HE'S NOT A MONSTER - HE'S
MY UNCLE ! HE NEEDED HELP~ S
AND | WAS THE ONUY ONE
P! /\

4 i
M a1

BEST HELP YOU COULD
HAVE GIVEN HIM,BON,
WOQULD HAVE BEEN TO
TURN HIM OVER TO THE
AUTHORITIES.

TOWARDS EVENING, THE WEATHER
LET UP, THE RAIN STOPPED AND THE
RAGING SEA CALMED ONCB MORE ...

o - - b
7

u-‘...,q“”__l\’ \ . A‘ “
N T

I'LL COME BACK LATER,,
WHEN YOU'RE FEBLING
BETTER. WELLHAVE A
LONG TALK, YOU COULD
BE IN TROUBLE NOUNG
MAN ~OEER TROUBLE !

ON THE NORTH SHORE OF THE
MORAY FIRTH, A WATER~
LOGGED SHAPRE DRIFTED IN
WITH THEe TI0E ...

THEN THE TIDE RECEDED,
LEAVING IT STRANDEO —
A LIFBLESS MASS ON THE
SHINGLE BEACH . . .

LANO THEN... THE
“LIFELESS MASS
GROANED ¢




ON THE NORTH SHORES OF THE MORAY o ——
FIRTH, A WATERLOGGED SHAPE HAULED
ITSELF PAINFULLY UP THE STONN BEACH - [ B8AAAD SicCkic!

e

THE ORDEAL ME HAD BEEN THROUGH

WOULD HAVE k/LLED AN ORDINARY
MAN, BUT TERRENCTE CORMAN
WAS NO ORDINARY MAN ..

HE WAS_ .. THE MONSTER !

THE RUGGED SCOTTIEH COASTLINE
ECHOED HIS DESPERATE CALL
FOR HIS NEPHEW - THE ONW
FRIGND HE HAD EVER NOWN .,

Y~ P A e

] BUT THERE WAS NO REPLY. )\\

N N ¥

WELL.NOU SETTLE
DOWN ANDO GET A
GOOD NIGHT'S REST
INSPECTOR HALLENY

MEANWHILE, IN A COTTAGE
HOSPITAL ACROSS THE

FIRTH , YOUNG kENNY WILL BE HERE TO
CORMAN WAS RECOVERING TAKE A FULL
FROM HIS OWN ORDEAL ~ STATEMENT IN

THE MORNING !

FEEL NOWw,

LADOIE P I
A BIT BETTER, THANKS. Y 4 % T '
NOW THAT THE DOCTOR'S . X o HAS THERE ...
TAKkEBEN THOSE g = HAB THERE
SHOTGUN PELLETS ou\".) BEBN ANN

NEWS OF MY
uNCcLE 7




THE MONSTER WANDERED AIMLEISIN FORTWO HOURS
BEFORE HE SAW THE TWINKLING LIGHT OF A CROFTER'S §
COTTAGE . HE WAS TIRED, COLD AND HUNGRN. HE NEEDED B
HELP, g o 1 : & -

MAYBE HE'S RIGHT, MAYBE
IT 19 BETTER THIS WAN. (F
HE WAS STILL ALIVS, THEY'D
JUST LOCK: HIM AWAN IN A
CELL FOREVER - ANO UNCLE
TERRN'S SPENT ENOUGH
TIME COOPED UP LIKE
& AN ANIMAL ¢

MAANBEE
WENNEEE IN
THERRE.

NOUR. UNICLE ? OH —
THE MONSTER ! NO,
NO NEWS - AND
THERE"LL BE NONE!
HE'S DROWNED FOR.

~

o)

N\ N
N 3
e

" \

KN \
~\§\ W
e

BUT,CLOSER.TO THE §
HOUSE, TERRN
HALTED, AFRAID
AGAIN —

INSIDE THE COTTAGE —

JUST GIVE ANGUS
TWO TABLETS TONIGHT
AND REPEAT THE
OOSE AFTER EVERN
MEAL FOR THE
NEXT FIVE DANS,




/1 DON'T leNOW, IT'S ALWANS
ANGUS, DOCTOR . IF IT'S NO*
ONB THING ,1T'S ANOTHER. ' [l
JINGS ! HE'S TUBT GOT OVER.

THE coulc!

» 1
o,

/

l\/\\\ r" [

LU RS

Zass

»
GOOD NIGHT
THEN,
COoCTOR !

BN i
5 =8
: ¢
3 R /
/v- o
. N
R /)
OH - OH,MN GOOD

GRIEF! IT'8 THE
MONSTER.!

TERR NOOD S6€

CENN. MAANBEE

ENN HIDENY -
HIDEY’

TERR AND IkcENN

FRENNOO.

B <enn sasy Doccrorr. RRA
HELLPO TERR- MAKE
8CDOERAR!

' TERR GOOOD
TERR FINND
K\ DOCCTORR.!

FRENNOD. 6NN
NODD HIDE FROM,

3




- | - .
4  HelLwo, ENN SAAN-YOU - =S
A\ DOCCTORR.! b HELLPP TERR MAAKE WHAAAD ke NOUU DOCCTORR. !

n TERR NORRMAAL, AAN, 9 NYoUuu HELLPR TETR.
THENN TERR FINND |, DOCCTORR? %] MAAKE NORRMAL
KENN, K1 KENN SAAY ! KENN
AMNY

W-WELL, JTUST MAKE
AN APPOINTMENT WITH
MY BECRETARY - COME
AND S6E ME
DURING SURGERN ” / ; . nk
HOURS TOMORROW ... -~ : N N ' NOO ! NOOD GO
NOW IF YOU'LL % \ e . ;‘Vgaf‘gpwguu
B ExcusE ME. \ P . * L ERR
b NOWWW.F

/ ORR TERR DO BAAD
{ 8AAD THINNGSG TO
NOouu't




SEPARATED FROM HIS ONLY FRIEND — ,
IS NERHEW KENNY ~THE MONSTROUS Il
TERRY CORMAN WAS AT LARGE ON
SCOTLAND'S BLACK ISLE ! NOW, ON A
REMOTE ROAD, HE SOUGHT HELP IN
THE ONLY WAY HE ENEW How —

HE'S DEMENTED! HE
THINKS THAT SOMEHOW
§ CAN MAKE HIM
NORMAL AGAIN

HELP YOU-NES,

JUST GET IN THE
3 CAR,, AND TI'LL
LL HAVE TO PLAY R TAKE YOU TO WY
ALONG - WAIT FOR A ’ SURGERY,
CHANCE TO ESCAPE ! 1 "

AL T eaN e

Ry JOUU DOCCTORR ! YOUU
B\ HELLPP TERREE NOWW-—
OR TERR DO BAAD 8AA0 J
THINGG TO YOUU !

OKAAY. WE GO THERRE. BUT ¥
Yogu NOOO {t_;cel‘:l ;R‘I)C‘kck "
TERR ~ O o
' TERR GLADD YOUU
SADO SLiNee! HELLPP. TERR VERR

ALL SAAME, WHENN YOUU MAAIKE
TERREE SMAART, TERR FINO kcENN
AGAINN, MAKE TERREE HAPPEE!
FRENNOS BE TOGETHERR, WAAY
SHOULD BE !

S
THAAT FUNNEGE,
KENNGE kkNOWW
youu!



TEN MINUTES LATER ~ NOW, YOU SIT DOWN RIGHT
- ndhE. HERE. I'tL HAVE YOU, ER.... M
R e L SMART AGAIN IN JUST

A JIFFV.

COULD YOU ROLL UP
YOUR ?(LEEV?. PLEASE?

LikcE THIS
URRH...OAAY.
TERR OO
EASEE - SEE?
=
/ ¥
w

i ),

HENYN ! WHAAD

FLL GIVE HIM THAAT THINGG ?

ENOUGH OF
THIS SEDATIVE

WHEN HE'S OUT

CoLD, 1'LL CALL
THE PoLICE!
N J

NOTHING TO WORRY

ABOUT. 'M JUST
GOING TO GIVE YOou
A LITTLE A
INJECTION. ..
A

”

\Y

TECIHUNN P

| S [*)
JECSHUNN?

7

Y, i E
> ‘/ DON'T WORR:
X IT WON'T
) P L) HuRT A BT
by et 7’ W
= k)

i _J




rr—

YOUU LIE ! YOLU
HURRD TERR!

"M A FINE
OOCTOR, I'LL

ol
NI
- HEADD
ROUNNDD! YOUU
00 THISS! MAKE
TERR BAAD~

Sickic! TERR,, ..
Areel.,.. Yoous

N | @ur 7€ pocroa mao
IN ANOTHER TEN SECONDS \| | RECkoNED wirHoUT
YOU'LL BE UNCONSCIOUS ! THE IMMENSE
AND WHEN YOU WAKE UP, = STRENGTH OF THE
= NOU'LL 8E BEHIND BARS~ J___ N | PATHETIC HULA —
WHERE YOU BELONG | o

/
i
.
j
/
/
i

i
N

-\ W

==\
e TN

(. W




YOouu BAAD MANN !
YOUU HURRDOD TERR~
GIVE BAAD JECSHUNN!

— o
3 f 2\ .
/ 7N WH-WHAT ARE
/ Ml “ou ooing?
‘4 XK
A\
Y Z
4
7

- kcEEP AWAN

\

(A
Vi

THE MONSTER RAISED \:
HIS FIST TO STRIKE
AGAIN, ANO AGAIN

ANO AGAIN Y/

THEN THE DRUG COURSING |t

THROUGH THE MONSTER'S
Igs/%\IS FINALLY HELO

TNV SR A RO TN T L8R T

4 savace PUNCH LANDED
WITH KILLER FORCE . . .

8

ANO THE MONSTER
COLLARSED OVER THE

1007 Of'-‘ HIS LATEST

vicrim




YOUNG KENNY CORMAN AND HIS MONSTROUS
UNCLE TERRY HAD BEEN SEPARATED. NOW,
BELIEVING HIS UNCLE DEAD, KENNY WAS
RECOVERING IN A SMALL SCOTTISH HOSPITAL ...

OKAY. LET'S HAVE THE FULL
STORY— RIGHT FROM THE
BEGINNING.

- { GUESS [T BEGAN
THE MORNING | FOUND
MY DAD DEAD. | DION'Y
EVEN KNOW | HAD AN UNCLE
TERRY THL THEN ...

MUCH BETTER,THANKS,
INSPECTOR HALLEY.

I

i

BUT IT WASN'T
UNCLE TERRY'S
FAULT! DAD WAS
BEATING HIM |

AND WHAT ABOUT
THE SECOND VICTIM
—JOSEPH THACKER?
WAS HE BEATING

TERRY, T00?

... AND AFTER
YoU DISCOVERED
WHO HE WAS, WHY
DIDN'T YOU CALL THE
POLICE 2 HE'D KILLED
YOUR FATHER. DIDN'T
iTOCCUR TO YOU HE

WAS DANGEROUS? \

e f/ NO-— IT WAS ME /
JOE WAS HURTING |

HE TRIED To STEAL MY RI
l MONEY. UNCLE TERRY
ONLY WANTED TO
HELP ME ! 0

HAS {T NOT GOT THROUGH TO YOU

THAT WHAT YOU DID WAS WRONG,

YOU'RE IMPLICATED IN MULTIPLE

MURDER— THAT'S A SERIOUS
CHARGE !

AND ‘M SORRY.

YOU CAN
SAY THAT
AGAIN,

BUT, YOU SEE,
I WAS CONFUSED.

WELL, ONE GOOD
THING — AT LEAST
HE WON'T BE AROUN
TO KILLANYONE ELSE

LET THEM LOCK UNCLE TERRY
AWAY! HE WASN'T BAD AT HEART.
HE JUST .. . DIDN'T UNDERSTAND.

9 AM. INA DOCTOR'S SURGERY
ON THE NORTH SHORE OF THE

MORAY FIRTH, TERRY CORMAN
WAS RECOVERING FROM A
MASSIVE SEPATIVE . . .




BAAD
OCCTORR
GIVE TERR

TERR SHOWW

~
SOMEONE

WHOO
THERRE ?

EXCUSE ME,
DS M e

RE GOING TO

YOU'RE
START SURGERY.

il! | SEE YOU'VE
GOT A PATIENT...

o

=== OH MICHTY ME!
POCTOR !

DOCCTORR
SLEEEPELO,NGG

e Tl
[P R




JINGS ! IT-IT'S

YON MONSTER ! HE'S KILLED

HE'S KILED, MAGNUS— RUN AND
| 7HE DOCTOR!

FETCH GEORGE THE
B808BY! HURRY!

A
i I Bk g

o)

-
AN {
i/~ ALL RIGHT.
\ LADDIE— NOONE[ A
\ GONNA HURTYE!.. (&l P
BB [ THAT'S GOOD. NOW, KEEP CALM. WE'RE ALL GOING POLICCE BAAD! HURRD TERR ! T
¥\ TO WAIT HERE TILL THE POLICEMAN COMES, \  {iiI\ TERR GO NP%VLVIE’,‘C’E,O'DD SEE
P \ b Y . f

7 )

NOW, JUST HOLD
YOUR HORSES! IF YE TRY
AND LEAVE, WE'LL HAVE
o 10 STOP YE!

1~ 1 DIDNAE WANT T0 !
Iéf/g%d?ﬂl(?’ YOU HIT YE MADE ME !
e TERREE ...




1IN
il

LETS GET 00T
OF HERE! RUN {

PUT ME DOWN !
YOU'RE ONCY MAKING
THINGS WORSE!

LACHLAN-
GOGET YOUR ¥
SHOTGUN ! AND SEE
2 % 1F YOU CAN KNOCK UP §
g N N\ TAM FARMER AND ¥ g’
NN N ! & HIS LADDIES ! () THIS GHOULIE
PN y 70 KINGDOM

7 4
- |

5/_._“.... Saba o




SEPARATED FROM HIS ONLY FRIEND —

HIS NEPHEW KENNY— THE MONSTROUS
TERRY CORMAN WAS AT LARGE ON SCOTIAND'S i
BLACK ISLE. NOW, TERRY HAD KILLED A DOCTOR

IN A SMALL VILLAGE . . . /
G

7 2

T ol

ALWAYSS HURD- - < ’%/
HURRD ! /- _

=

1

i\ W R * »}‘g{%
\ \ \\' i v‘a PREN g’ / v
R BV o QT =

' ,\/ R

F OGS \\
BN =
NS

WHAT THE -
[P R K 23
GEORGE ? S 2 n ?

iy

TS THE |\
W AMONSTER!
KEEP BACK,
ALLOF YOU !

' 3
=|Z|=
NOW JUST r
STAND THERE. ¥ -\ A | =
PUT YOUR HANDS K . .
OUT IN_FRONT i
OF Yo

|~
TERR NODD DO!\

YOUU STAAY 'WAAY!
TERR HURRD Youu /

AP ARREST You !

g

g MA-MA TRUNCHEON'S
SPLINTERED— AND 4]
HE'S STl =~
STANDING !




AWAY FROM
HERE!

1 CANNAE FIRE FOR
THE FOLK! 1Ll PUT A

///, SHOT IN THE AIR /AW
i

BAAD MENN
WANT KILLL
TERR /

E'S RUNNING ! !“! “1“

u i \“‘FE ‘

H
. iy -
4 i l\ N 'I 3 ; i\ il |2
4@ w \ come on! | 2
q 1‘5 ‘ i a N “ !I

WE Lt FINISH -

o —




MEANWHILE, IN A SMALL
gl%;’/m ON THE OTHER

ey ... SO AFTER
e ATTACKING THE

¥l FISHERMEN AT

STRATHA, YoU
STOLE A

WE DIDN'T STEAL IT— WE ONLY '\
BORROWED IT{ AND WE DION'T
ATTACK THE FISHERMEN-- THEY
WENT FOR UNCLE TERRY ! YOU'RE
TWISTING EVERYTHING | SAY,

MAKING UNCLE TERRY LOOK
‘ WORSE THAN HE IS !

= ROW d
i1 > -
it
e
- | ) l ...........
N > ’ - .
(1 5 ” PV A p \

7 X

’ ord : AN ;
HiNee /%ﬁ\\\ f— 4
BN i (o

2

3 UNCLE TERRY—
INSPECTOR  ~ ALIVE?
HALLEY! WE'VE
JUSTHAD A CALL
FROM BALMARKIE !
THE MONSTER'S
BEEN SIGHTED /
HE'S KILLED A °,
DOCTOR THERE ! 4

THERE'S A CAR WAITING
OUTSIDE FOR YOU !

HIS BODY WAS
NEVER FOUND, SIR—
%4 AND IT'S NOT THE SORT
OF THING THEY'D
JOKE ABOUT! y

IN THE

VILLAGE...

7
‘%'L
,g‘

/

(=3




— WHAT D'YE MEAN- B>
}”— ’ 1 ”:- WHIT MONSTER ? 'J
G-

M
SN NO. WE HAVEN'T
SEEN HIM.,

S P
HE'S ’8’.;‘7‘5,'.? T“E TERRIBLE
*T‘ %ll

< ]

Iy

WE'LL TRY DOON

SALTER'S CLOSE.
HE'S MAYBE

FOR THE SEA! /.

\ ( IMAGINE, IAN ! _____.——-———"
THE MONSTER
ERE /

DON'T BE DAFT!
INTO THE CAR WITH
You! LET'S BE ON
OUR WAY !

BuT INSIDE THE
CARAVAN ...

/

Mimmm 3 3

S T ‘m\}\

5 \;;m \‘\\\;m ﬁw&

’/’5 Q@ '{ |

‘ \\'




SIS e s— ]
M A.M. THE VILLAGE OF i fHhs
BAALMARK/E, ON SCOTLAND N THE WHOLE VILLAGE,
BLACK ISLE . . . S,

s PN SIR! THERE'S NOT A

[\ SIGN OF THE BEAST! &

AN

R
e

D
L
Y

/

R

INSPECTOR HALLEY WAS IN CHARGE OF THE
HUNT FOR THE MONSTROUS TERRY CORMAN,

THERE'S A DOG UNIT . h THE MONSTER JUST WENT
ON TS WAY FROM = 3 BERSERK, INSPECTOR - NOT
INVERNESS, IF HE'S g NOW ' «. A PRETTY SIGHT/
HERE, THEY'LL FIND ~ )
HIM. MEANTIME, ¥4
EXTEND THE

N
&

[ /2
[ 15
i,

S,
a1

o .

NONE OF
RIS VICTIMS
EVER ARE!

5
5

Z

WE $HOULD BE
S IN BLACKPOOL
B BLFORE DARK,
SHONA !

AN HOUR LATER, THE MEPHEE
FAMILY OF BALMARKIE WERE
SPEEDING SOUTH ON HOLIDAY...

TO THINK, IAN —THAT MONSTER'S
LOOSE BACK IN BALMARKIE. .
WHAT tF HE GETS IN OUR
HOUSE 2




p———
=

BLACKPOOL'S AS CLOSE TO THAT BUT UNKNOWN TO THE mepuees. [ {1 i
FREAK AS | WANT Y0 GET/ 5(%9/5 ﬁgﬂVAN HARBOURED A
i AWAY . ..

i

7 ’ ":‘ (\S
// v/ 4 (( (Y /( \\\ > ‘
- | A .
f('%gx\\ &2’/ WA 71
it fW'Z 7 J N\ 2 =, | ‘

{

HE HAD 0PENED THE IR ,
DooR T0 LEAP OUT, B Lu- UK ! .
suT = tAAST- FAAST/

} -7 | TERR'FRAIDD! NODD
CAN JUMMPP!

FROM WIS NEPHEW KENNY, HIS ONLY ERIEN
IN THE WORLD. g \

iy L

TERRY CORMAN HAD WATCHED AS THE CARAVAN
BORE HIM AWAY FROM THE BIACK ISLE— Angty

/i

A
1

N~
NODD WANT
GO ! WANT

STAAAY! FIND
KENNEEEE!

7 Z

£

WHEN HIS HUNGER HAD OVERCOME HiS DESPAIR,
THE PATHETIC CREATURE ROOTED AMONG THE Ve ,V/

A

MePHEES" — z
£5 Pkov/su:# £ W/{ 2

' =

"

AT LAST, SATISFIED,
HE FELL INTO A DEEP
SLUMBER ., .

/




7 IT'S WASHING AWAY THE
MONSTER'S SCENT, SIR. DOGS
CAN'T PICK UP A WHIFF ¢

N 3

HOLIDAY TOWN THAT WoULD SOON BECOME THE SCENE

NOW THE MCPHEES SPED ON TOWARDS THE HAPPY Back 1N BALMARK;E . ;’:: lHEAVV P,
OF TERRIFYING CARNAGE ! P 750

BLACKPOOL

128 miles

HALLEY'S MEN SEARCHED THROUGHOUT THE DAY,
THEIR NUMBERS SWELLED BY WILLING LOCALS.
B8Y LATE AFTERNOON, THEY HAD SCOLURED THE
COUNTRYSIDE WITHIN A TWO MILE RADIUS OF
THE VILLAGE. BUT — g q
NO SIGN OF Him,

oy INSPECTOR! DYOU
P\ THINK HE'S GIVEN

=T

-

I

Sy

B ; ‘ i
i ie: A [Fi
Ve

4
e

V”"’ﬁ "

=

HE'S GOT TO BE HERE ! IN THE HOSPITAL WHERE KENNY / ... AND HERE |S THE NEWS.
AND WHAT
£ ‘ W, . THE SEARCH FOR TERRY
KEEP SEARCHING ! CORMAN WAS RECOVERING. . . o ABOUT UNCLE T s et e cTER
YOUR ARM'S HEALING Y MONSTER "~ CONTINUES
NICELY, YOUNG MAN. A . AROUND THE VIILAGE OF BAL-
YOU SHOULD BE FIT TO s Y/ ; 4 MARKIE . INSPECTOR HALLEY,
y LEAVE IN THE X Ny WNTQ | LEADING THE HUNT, HAS NOW
’ g MORNING. L Y 2 > - CALLED IN POLICE )
, Py s ;

MARKSMEN !

\ =
" I WHAT'EL
e "K ‘r HAPPEN TO
- N | Y/ ME THEN.,
s "\ /}// = CONSTABLE?
AN WA %- |
N
G .
A -
g
L1 —_
You'LL BE y

BEST YOU FORGET
ABOUT HIM, SON. You
MAY HAVE A FUTURE-
HE HASN'T!

Gome Tt S0k

Ll You

CASE CAN BE ==
\& N DEALT WITH




[T'S NOT FAIR ! MILES AWAY .
THEY’RE GOING ) I— \
)\ 70 SHOO : *
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SEPARATED FROM HIS ONLY FRIEND — HIS NEPHEW

| KENNY— THE MONSTROUS TERRY CORMAN HAD
1 STOWED AWAY IN A HOLIDAY CARAVAN.
NOW, IN A BLACKPOOL CARAVAN PARK . ..

2, "

N8 A
i %’ o , ‘°- . - > = | ((
) L= , ¥ i\ AURee [
OMIGOSH! 7 \\ , % ,
\i;f&“"\ Z ARICRUN . 0 Kl‘w
¢

N\
i)

il (%
| //W'\] i b 74 " \

) il %]
W

N\

WYY HELP! SOMEBODY
HELP! THE MONSTER'S F=———"

TLE WOMAN'S HUSBAND PP
SPRANG TO THE RESCUE...

A N
o5 S,
\

\

AN
i

82

WHOO THERRE ?

WHYY Youu 7
HIDE 7 \ —~ /!—(&X 4
N

—zzn\ ‘ A\
o p WHYY Youu

KEEEP TERREE IN?
OPENN DOOR !

- IT'S THE
iy MONSTER! MY DAD'S
CAPTURED HIM IN
OUR CARAVAN !

S\
N




‘...;/,\‘l% e
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/,1 A MONSTER ! J
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kY "‘;‘:)\'l A

Ladh WY
\’l

e > %

\ | AL \.A»(:_ K
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Look out! )
THE M -
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BAAAD DOGG!
BITE TERR!

Iz
P

S 7P

iy

il )

Che g "I\\ i ‘\“‘;, o
\\\ ,W\\\\‘\\ 7\‘|H¢'\VI '\lk\\gw\m\’u\n \“"}

n
[

\Iu u\\llv» A

N\
Tl \‘\\\LN“”\W/A\UM oMy
Y | PR \\ o
> e NN .\\‘i\:

= \ll\\\h\\

T‘\.n‘\\\\\h\

A =)
&= \\l“,’c o,
OHH-OHH! TERR

! X \ y -“‘ :‘\ :
2 \"" ’
\‘ N DO BAAD THINGGS ' /.
‘\'\’\\”é”\\\l » .
(‘ N \\% \\\”\\ // A N : -

7 POLICE? THIS N\
/1S ED YATES AT THE \
TOWER SANDS
CARAVAN SITE.
THE MONSTER—
THE MoNg TER'S




R =
N ﬁ" =

[=7
ey /A

@l

\

\\ ——

Buiackroor aFTer pDaRK.
POLICE SIRENS SCREECHED
ABOVE THE HAPPY DIN OF
THE HOLIDAYMAKERS . . .

“ T \

1MONSEEl

AND, IN THE CARAVAN PARK | GET AN AMBULANCE HERE- Y IT'S ON ITs WaY RN 1 =
TN WHERE THE MONSTROUS QUICK ! MY HUSBAND'S LAD —
- TERRY HAD CAUSED SO HURT BAD ! — =
MUCH HAVOC . . . ﬂ
v g 7 N =3 —
= -. = 2\
3
o ‘/
WHERE IS >~ |
] A5 » ,
£ MO X
” ARKS —
2
p ARTIST
HE RAN OFF! HURT, BEWILOERED, FRIGHTENED AND SEPARATED FROM HIS ONLY FRIEND ~ H15 REOONDO S

THAT WAY- TOWARDS

NEPHEW KENNY-THE MONSTER NOW LUMBERED THROUGH THE NIGHTMARE THRONG. . .

THE GOLDEN
MILE

e 9 e D TRARON
el Wa&% S \\\\\\\\\ (A

\‘\ j (r\ &) // //} m
e 4 R Ny
== 4 \\»s\
TOWeER =
SANODS
RIAN y Y
PARK -+, ANy 3 BRICESTER
= ¥4 & MONSTER !
o \ =
A
ey = =
By
Y
N % eu W/Z
~WIZF
< Nos: s ausT
i
- A MASK ! A

[ —

=NWINZZ

HEY, JOUN /
TAKE EFF THE




V5200 mann voco TP G = = 7
A PULLL FACE ! ¥ ) j Wan. X % { EYVERYBODPY GO WAAAY !
N N \ 5 ; BAAD PEOPPLE! LEAVE TERR

7
Vi
F

OVER THERE. DAVE !
SOME KIND 0 =
DISTURBANCE .
- s = <
# =
O

7P

.. (7'S HIM,ALL RIGHT! W8
HE'S HEADING INTO THE B
{RGROLND [ g

[
! el i

THIS IS SIERRA ONE!
AM PURSUING BRICESTER
MONSTER VICINITY SEAFRONT
FAIRGROUND ! REQUEST
IMMEDIATE ASSISTANCE !

HE WENT INTO THE FAIR!
B WILSON AND DOBBS HAVE
GONE IN AFTER HIM!




THE GLITTERING LIGHTS, THE NOISE - -
AND WHIRL OF THE FAIRGROUND, ¢ 3
WERE TOTALLY CONFUSING TO
THE PATHETIC HULK . . .

" N s
d&\ Y ONTO THE

NARERIN, DODGEMS !




MORE POLICCE
COME! CATCHH
TERR!

NO:! NoDD
CATCHH !

HE‘S PULLING

HIMSELF UP THERE
LIKE AN APE!

P HE'S CLIMBING Y
RIGHT UP TO
THE TOP!

A,
1A A
HE'S DONE FOR !
HE'LL NEVER HANG
ON AT THAT SPEED !




L
B
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-
FROM HIS
FRIEND — HIS NEPHEW
KENNY — THE MONSTROUS

TERRY CORMAN WAS (00SE Bl

IN BLACKPOOL’S GOLDEN

] MILE. NOW, HE HAD CLAM-

§ BERED ABOARD A SPEEDING
ROLLER COASTER —

¢

ARTIST
RECONDO )

7

AN
/i

!“ Y,
VOV ST

Y/
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THE TENT ROOF HAD BROKEN TERRY'S
ngRSoME FAUW, CAUSING 1T To RIP )

TR
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\ AT LA YA
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Yoy
ih EARTH-74
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WHYY TALK NOoWwWw —
Youu NODD OR TERR GET
TALK TERR? MA
TERR TALK
YOUU ! WHICHH




HUKH?

MANN BREAK

BITTS!NODD
REAL

MANN! y

Y "l o
| / » ‘Juiﬁ,h/’;
S Y

o BURLY SHOWGROUND WORKERS
Bl WERE ALSO INSIDE THE TENT ..
; G
;

FLIPPIN' 'ECK !
T'S THE M'ON3|TEK,

WHADD MEAN—

2
BEDTIME ! BEDDTIME?




) FLIPPIN'
[ '€CK @ HE NEAR
A\ KILLED ME!

THE
HALL OF
HORRORS !

HE WRECKED
THE PLACE — NEARLY
DiD FOR CURLY HERE!
THEN HE RAN OoUT z
THE BACK WAY! &

S "_s;“ \

\%

s~ # \,\ //>‘\§~
..;.i«x?»«\ﬁ\\aﬂ,.’z’f{ ,,,# K : ; y A

PUT_HIM IN THE BOX!WE
GOTTA GET HIAA OUT OF

HERE BEFORE THE COPS
GET BACK !

THE MONSTER
1S BONNA MAKE
US A PACKET
OF MONEY! 2




2,
P

BTG
s1a1@
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N

SR,

& THE MONSTER WAS LAST SEEN ~ e 0
IN WINKLER'S HALL OF HORRORS “~easF INSPECTOR HALLEY, IN CHARGE 0F MY
BRICESTER MONSTER, WHO RAN AMOK ON THE WHERE HE DESTROYED SEVERAL THE HUNT, 15 ON His WAY T0 BACkPooL
N T 0 A e \ EXHIBITS BEFORE DISAPPEARING! FROM BAIMARKIE IN SCOTLAND—THE LAST
R AND SERIOUSLY INJURING SEVERAL OTHERS! & SPOT T0 FEEL THE MOKSTER'S WRATH !

LA

I e scorrisn | i - INSPECTOR
HOSPITAL WHERE S HALLEY WHAT'S
KENNY CORMAN, ’ R HAPPENING? UNCLE
THE MONSTER'S | |8 < TERRY- IS HE..-
NEPHEW, WAS \ ¥ DEAD?

NO_SUCH LUCK ! DON'T LOOK SO
HE'S ESCAPED US! / PLEASED, SON. HE'S
SEEMS HE SMUGGLED ALREADY KILLED ONE MAN-
g HIMSELF ON BOARD A ] INJURED | DON'T KNOW
WA CARAVAN. HE'S LOOSE JA HOW MANY OTHERS ! Now
N O ¥ 7V N BLACKPOOL NOW! > L), HE’S DISAPPEARED!

THE DOCTOR SAYS YOU'RE FIT TO
TRAVEL . YOU'RE COMING TO
\ BLACKPOOL WITH ME.
-
o
gy

il

%{c«,ﬁ;;

ﬁ/il'/['/‘// O e

1 “‘“/-’ 4 4§;/?//l4 PR

lll!\.".(/.// ey, ! //',/I/, p 2> 11
el 2 K] [ KA




THROUGH WAS [amay/

BiACKPOOL WAS A FRIGHTENED

IN A BASEMENT FIAT NOT FAR
CITY. SOMEWHERE, THE MONSTER & FROM THE CITY CENTRE .,
)\ P

NONE KNEW WHO WoULD BE NEXT To DIE ! l

HELP ME GET HIM
OUT OF THE BOX !

SEE THAT 2 THE
GLOBE’S OFFERING FIVE

7( =
|

wHE

7\
N E
:’lﬁf—(h\(:\'lf l‘ﬂ

- \‘\‘\‘lz‘\ -
el

T

GRAND REWARD FOR
INFORMATION LEADING
TO HIS CAPTURE !

GRAND T0 FIND HIM, HOW
MUCH DO YOU RECKON

THEY'D FORK OUT FOR AN
EXCLUSIVE INTERVIEW ?

IS CRALY, BERT!
N HALF THE COPS IN
1 BRITAIN ARE LOOKING
FOR HIM! WHAT DO WE
WANT WITH HIM, ANYWAY ?

L

IF THEY'RE
WILLING TO PAY FIVE

TEN THOUSAND ?
TWENTY ?



CURLY- IT'S YOU K2
N THAT'S STUPID !
]

I'LL TRY

SHOTGUN !

! 3 )
- VHEY HE'S
£ \ WAKING UP/

AIN'T ME g = i BEDAD: WHAT )
THAT'S SMART, Tl e BEDAD: W SET
BREAKS THEM
ROPES? HE'LL 4
KNLUS ALL !

TO SWEET-
TALK HIM—
BUTJUST IN CASE,
GO GET YOUR

Youu ! Youu ONE

HITT TERR !

\\\\\\\\\ \ |
‘\\\\\l““ ’\“ﬂ"’ ‘ TAKE IT EASY, PAL.

-
K “ YOU'LL BE AtL RIGHT.
“\\\\ { B JuST A LITTLE KNOCK. ..

OWWN GOgOD?
WHADD MEAN ?

YEAH— SORRY
ABOUT THAT, PAL.
HAD T0 DO 1T, SEE
— FOR YOUR OWN

EHTFF~TT
=

SEE ? WE WANT
HELP YOU.

it you Hiar A )
WHAT WE GOT
To SAY.

SEE, PAL—WE DON'T
WANT TO FIGHT YOU.
WE'RE YOUR FR




HURRD FRENN?
TERR NEVVVER
HURRD FRENN !

G Ve

)

L/ NOW LOOK,
PAL—IT'S TOO

LATE AT NIGHT,

THE POLICE ARE OUT

THERE LOOKING FOR },

YOU. BEST PLAN IS

00,
O UE (oW TILL &
MORNING. 823

FOR THE FIRST TIME IN MANY DAYS,
THE PATHETIC CREATURE FELT HAPPY. H/IS
TERRIBLE LIFE MOMENTARILY FORGOTTEN,
HE RELAXED IN THE COMPANY OF 'FRIENDS. . .

Y TERR NODD GOT MANYY

FRENN. KENNEE WAS FRENN. S
DR N\ KENNEE LOSST NOWW! -4

YOUU FRENN. YOUU
HELLP TERR FIND

OKAAY. TERR
WAIT. FIND KENN
MORNINNGG.

oo o LITTLE REALISING
THAT HIS NEW- FOUND
FRIENDS WERE AT
THAT MOMENT
BETRAYING HIM !

GOOD ON YER, PAL .
WHY DON'T YOU SIT BACK,
PUT THE OLD FEET UP?2
I'lL STICK A CARTOON

ON THE VID. FOR YOU.
s ]

-

~—




IAM. JOHN MASON, EDITOR OF THE GOT A GUY ON THE OTHER LINE
“DAILY GLOBE “, RECEIVED A PHONE SAYS HE HAS HIM. HE'S OFFERING

AN EXCLUSIVE INTERVIEW— FOR
CALL FROM HIS NIGHT EDITOR.. .. TWENTY-FIVE THOUSAND POUNDS !

\

/
J
M\
W 4
\ QKAY.
WE TAKE THE
DEAL.

U, \/0(CE. [T'S HIM, A

ALLRIGHT. \««({("

f ON THE BRICESTER
MONSTER !

IN A FLAT NEAR BLACKPOOL S

CITY CENTRE ... j}
g TEN 07 CLOCK
| TOMORROW —~ —
} CASH IN
m HAND !
i 7
- LS 4
/ () e
g
N \ g A b
) Pt
= J / & = K] === :
e /// y WA=
7\, B S
) | - - 76 > 2
A
{0 (/ AR o
- i Z/
% /
LS Y
2 7 —]
T = / = 7/
HE MONSTROUS TERRY =0\ W = /A LOOK AT Him 1) >
C $ ENVOYI PRRNN =
o T N\ e TP
74 o ;
| i/ \
2 Z J
\\ ’ 7 3 7 /\A\ §
\ VA TV ]
/ s
/ . YEAH- BUT HE'S
GONNA BE A
— Ry VALUABLE MUTT TO

us, CurLy 8oy’




YOU'RE THE QNLY ONE Y
WHO CAN CONTROL THE ...
ER, TERRY. ARE YOU
WILLING TO HELP IS
CATCH HIM ?

(D(JN'T KEEP
CALLING HIM
THAT! HIS

NAME'S
TERRY !

2AM. INSPECTOR HALLEY, IN CHARGE
OF THE HUNT, ARRIVED AT BLACKPOOL
POLICE H.Q. ...

IS THIS
THE BOY,
SPECTOR ?

ANE |
YES — (f
KENNY CORMAN YV / /7
THE MONSTER'S %
NEPHEW ! /

v“/'\ IN
N

RS

R

YOU HOLD YOUR TONGUE,
BOY! YOU'VE GOT ENOUGH T0
ANSWER FOR AS ITIS !

OKAY, SON.
{T'S A DEAL.

WE'RE HERE. KEEP THE

WHEN YOU CATCH HIM, YOU'VE GOT BLINDFOLDS ON TILL YOU

YOU WON'T_SHOOT HIM ! AND \)

TO TREAT HIM RIGHT. HE'S A NOW ALL
PERSON, SEE, JUST LIKE YOU AND WE HAVE To GET IN THE HOUSE !
ME— AND YOU'VE GOT TO TREAT DO IS FIND

HIM LIKE A HUMAN BEING ! Him!

DID THEY BRING THE
CASH, BERT?
THERE HE §
IS, GENTS —
TERRENCE

CORMAN. J
ESQUIRE !

IT'S HIM, ALL
RIGHT! GETA
PICTURE FROM

S,
RS O
THAT. CURYY ! J /T




\ |

5

&

_ PHOTOGRAPHS . 4

@\ e N\
\\\&(v /‘lll'ﬂl"li/ ~ ;\

MR . CORMAN.
WHY HAVE

FEW QUESTIONS—
TAKE A FEW

YEAH—THAT'S
RIGHT. BUT FIRST
YOU'VE GOTTA
Auterione. - A
2 PO

2\

YOU KILLED
SO MANY
PEOPLE 2

THEY BAAD
PEOPPLE . HURRD
TERR! THROWW
STONES — HITT

STICKK ! MAAKE
TERR ANGRYY !

—
&~

YOUR FIRST VICTIM WAS

AND AFTER YOU'D
KILLED- DID YOU MORSE ?
FEEL ANY

REMORSE ?

YESS. SOMETIME TERRR

SORREE. KENN SAAY "NODD

DO BAAD THINGG." TERR SAAY
“OKAAY., NODD DO !

)
BUT THENN TERR
GET MAAD. Do BAAD
THINGGS AGAIN!

NODD NEYVER
MIND KENNEE ! NEVVER

YOUR BROTHER-IN-LAW,
YOUR NEPHEW'S FATHER .
CAN YOL DESCRIBE THIS
KILLING TO ME ?

N\

I\ NEVER MIND KENNY.
JUST ANSWER ME, PLEASE.

X7 WHADD
ALL THISS

QUESSTIONN 7
HOW QUESSTIONN A]

HELLP FIND ]
KENN? 4

S

YOUU NODD
WANT FIND
KENNEE !
Youu Fi18/

MIND Youls !




TERR
NODD LIKE
FiB !

\ FiB BAAD- pr

WHADD DA
WHYY FLAASHH-
FLAASHH ALL

TIME?

HECK— HE’S GOIN' FOR
THE PHOTOGRAPHER
NOW! SHOOT HIM [

FOOL~- You HIT THE Y GUNN! gaAD! ¥

PHOTOGRAPHER ! A28 YOUU NODD
FRENNS -~ TRYY




BUACKPOOL. THE MONSTROUS TERRY ; 2

CORMAN HAD BEEN BEFRIENDED BY [, g ., o YOUU TRYY ,
THREE SHADY CHARACTERS, WHO HAD / 5 : SHOOOT TERR !
SOLD AN EXCLUSIVE INTERVIEN TO NOWW YouU
THE "DAILY GLOBE” 4 DIE!

... BUT THE MEETING /
BACKFIRED— AND THE TWO - NP i
MEN FROM THE GLOBE AN g ‘ v ! ; 78 g { TAKE IT EASY, TERRY,
o e e Rl A SN T A
7 TIMS ! : ; ) . N RS — .
y ) : WE'RE YOUR FRIENDS !
oy 7 v

FLIPPIN' ECK, BERT! Y DON'T PANIC, CURLY/
OHH. YoUuU THAT'S OKAY, TERR. N'T RECKON "/

TELL YOU WHAT— You Wi WE GOT OUR CASH.NOB?I{Y

ARE .
SIT DOWN AND HAVE GETTIN' KILLEDY

WHAT DO WE

SEE—-MICK WAS
AIMING FOR THE
PHOTOGRAPHER. WE/
ER... WE THOUGHT HE
WAS GOING TO HURT
YOU— AND WE DIDN'T
WANT THAT!

N

HE'LL HAVE TO DIE,TOO !




IPM.— ATALOCAL TV
STUDIO KENNY CORMAN,
THE MONSTER'S NEPHEW,
PREPARED TO MAKE A
BROADCAST . . .

ESPECIALLY DURING THE
CARTOONS !

P D
THERE'S A CARTOON PROGRAMME

SCHEDULED AFTER THE NEWS, WE'LL
PUT YOU OUT BEFORE AND AFTER !

HE BEEN
GIVING YOU
ANY

UNCLE TERRY—IT'S KENNY.
IF YOU'RE OUT THERE
WATCHING . PLEASE
LISTEN !

OKAY— GET THE BODIES
INTO THE BOX! WE‘LL
SHIFT 'EM OUT AS SOON
AS IT'S DARK— WE'LL

USE THE

UL N

SIDESHOW

VAN TO MOVE ‘EM
TO SOMEPLACE

[T
l‘\_5\\\\&.1\--\\'&\‘-u-l-

1 7‘5&

UNCLE TERRY=IT'S
KENNY. IF YOU'RE
OUT THERE WATCHING,
PLEASE LISTEN!

BYVE! (&
SEEE ‘GAIN [}
SO0ON ! A

= 2 UNCLE TERRY,
YOU'VE 60T 10 GIVE
YOURSELF UP TO THE
POLICE / THEY'VE
PROMISED ME THEY g
WON'T HURT YOU. &8

S WE INTERRUPT OUR NORMAL

P PROGRAMMES WITH A SPECIAL APPEAL

FROM KENNETH CORMAN, NEPHEW OF

TERRENCE CORMAN, THE SO- CALLED
‘\BRICESTER MONSTER! . ..

Q PLEASE- PLEASE!

P GIVE YOURSELF UP!
THE POLICE WiiL
BRING YOU TO ME—~
WE'LL BE TOGETHER

AGAIN!

/ END,
UNCLE TERRY.

I WOULDN'T TELL
YOU T0 DO ANY -
THING THAT wouLp

™ HURT YOU.




B e EOENS B, Uk 7 nooD N ) T VWHAT | MEAN, PAL,
k| B - B KENN? WHAAD .. i - IS I1'S A POLICE TRICK!
MEAN 3 o ‘ 1 KENNY WOLLDN'T NEVER

KENNEE!
KENNEE SAAY-
GO POLICCE !
TERR MUSST
60!

A TELL YOU TO GO TO THE
COPS, WOULD HE ?

WAIT JUST

A MINUTE, PAL!

THINK ABOUT

THIS! ER... N

WHAT IF THAT | THERE YOU ARE,THEN !

Sl THAT WASN'T KENNY ON THE

TELLY~ IT WAS JUST A COPPER IN

A MASK! HE WAS PRETENDING
HE WAS KENNY! A

KENNY— AS SOON
AS IT'S DARK!

WE'RE CHECKING '}
ALl VEHICLES, SIR.
MIND OPENING THE /%

THAT NIGHT, BERT
WINKLER'S YAN DROVE &
OUT OF THE CITY - - -




NOTHING TO WORRY ABOUT,
OFFICER. JUST SOME OF MY WAX
EXHIBITS. THEY GOT SMASHED £

UP BY THE MONSTER ! ’

{ WE'RE IN THE CLEAR,

A N\ ] ’ N =

GET RID OF THESE

LT
N5

/,
///(

BODIES BEFORE WE CAN SEE KEN,

7 START DIGGIN' RIGHT THERE, TERRY, PAL. N
NICE AN' DEEP, WE GOTTA




< ,,y;"’ 7

TERRY CORMAN

HAD BEEN TRICKED

BY THREE BLACKPOOL

THUGS— AND, AS A

RESULT, TWO NEWS-

PAPERMEN HAD DVED.
\ NOW, DEEP IN A

LONELY WO0D . . .
WA -
il

. g - S N .
ﬁﬁ -~ .
KEEP DIGGIN! TERRY — i
NICE AND DEEP/ WE GOTTA
GET RID OF THESE BODIES
BEFORE WE CAN TAKE YOU
TO SEE YOUR NEPHEW ;
KEN!

oKkaY, TERR
THAT/LL DO !

™=

TERR COME
, OUUT Noww ?

GET THEM
BODIES OVER

HERE, LADS !

THIS'D MAKE
A GREAT STORY FOR
THE “"DAILY GLOBE "~
‘CEPT THESE TWO
WON'T BE AROUND
TO REPORT IT!

v
JUST STAND THERE,
TERRY BOY— GIVE US
A BIG SMILE AND A

FAREWELL WAVE !

HEYY! WHAAD DO ?
WHYY POIINT GUNN?

WELL, YOU SEE, TERR~
YOU'RE JUST TOO HOT FOR
US 7O RANDLE. 4

NO! You FRENND ! g
FRENND NODD SHOOT TERR !




TALK SENSE

K coruy- THE 8iG
ELLA'S /N THE
HOLE !

S

-
)
S

iy

3

PITY HE HAD

TO GO. HE COULD
HAVE MADE LIS A
LOT MORE MONEY.

f

THAT'S THE WAY
THE COOKIE
CRUMBLES,




AH, NEVER MIND —
FLLDO IT MYSELF !

THE DEAD’S AIN'T THAT RIGHT,
DEAD, SEE ! BiG FELLA? YOU CAN'T
gl AIN'T NOTHIN' HURT ME NOW, EH ?

m:‘*

-~

'\

/
Yoo N




IN A LONELY WOOD, THREE BLACKPOOL
THUGS HAD BLASTED TERRY CORMAN
THE BRICESTER MONSTER—WITHA
SHOTGUN. BUT NOW, AS THEY FILLED
IN HIS GRAVE . ..

94’1‘

o N
3 REDORNTRA Y

YOU HUURD TERR !
TERR HUURD
You'/

ARTIST [W
REDONDO p=

.
S~ o




THE BLOW FROM THE SHOVEL STRUCK B

- (%7«‘ . {
Y
g ) HHES 60T A
—~ A ME! CURLY... >
SH- SHooT! /2




7 BAAD MENN ... NODD FRENND. HUURD SORE— >
TERR... BAAD MENN! BAAD NS e WHAAD DO
DO NOWW ?
\
Y L
.-

HIS CHILD LIKE MIND THROWN INTO TURMOIL BY THE
PAIN THAT SEARED THROUGH HIM  HE COULD ONLY
STAGGER BLINDLY AWAY FROM THE SCENE OF CARNAGE. . .

1T WAS SOME TWENTY & 7 e
MINUTES BEFORE : Ay Gﬁ/f,&; ;67,/’
HEADLIGHTS PIERCED : sToP !
THE NIGHT . . . 4 : g i -

ONLY TERRY CORMAN'S INCREDIBLE
STRENGTH COULD HAVE SAVED HIM
FROM THAT SHOTGUN BLAST, BUT EVEN
THE MONSTER WAS MORTAL .

MY GOSH ! Do You
SEE WHO IT IS 2 11%

B\ THE MONSTER 7




WE DON'Y THINK YOUR
UNCLE'S RESPONSIBLE

YOUNG KENNY CORMAN HAD BEEN BROUGHT To
BLACKPOOL TO ASSIST IN THE HUNT FOR HIS
MONSTROUS LINCLE TERRY. NOW: IN THE SEA-

ABOUT TEN MILES
OUTSIDE TOWN...

FOR THEM ALL, HE'S BEEN

SHOT HIMSELF.

FRONT HOTEL THE POLICE HAD BOOKED HIM INTO ...
N W Sour uncte's

~
HE'LL LNE\

COME ON--1 WANT

HOSPITAL

EN HE COMES
OUND. &

AT THE HOSPITAL, WHERE
THE MONSTER WAS NOW BEING
HELD UNDER POLICE GUARD ...

HE’S JUST STARTING TO
COME ROUND, INSPECTOR HALLEY.

SHOTGUN PELLETS
OUT OF HIS SHOULDER.

ARTIST

REOONDO po™]




KENNEEE ! \-)/KENN/VEEEE.’

-

i

Iy

]

/. < mky

7,
ofi

\

3

KENNEE - POLICE !
POLIICE !

YOUU COME FORR TERR !
TERR FRENND ‘GAIN— TERR
ONLYY FRENND!

GOODEEEE/

UNlCTL,SE Rekky iy e
T\ ASL] s y
0‘.& s S NOT GOING TO HURT YOU.

IT’S ALL OVER NOW. UNCLE. NO MORE

RUNNING AWAY— NO MORE KILLING !

THE POLICE WiLL LOOK AFTER YOU NOW.
IT'S FOR THE BEST, BELIEVE ME.

TERR.. ! FRAIDD.
Wi KENN STAAY
5 WITH TERR ?

N

THEY PROMISED ME.
COULD 1, INSPECTOR ? | THINK THAT CAN
BE ARRANGED. o~

TS HIGHEY Y
IRREGULAR, }
INSPECTOR)

THE BOY’'S THE ONLY ONE WHO
CAN CONTROL HIM . HIS PRESENCE
CoULD SAVE US ALL A LOT OF

TROUBLE !

TERR GEDD MAAAD !

QVER THE NEXT FEW DAYS, KENNY HELPED TERRY
KitLL! KLy

STUMBLE OUT HIS TRAGIC STORY TO THE POLICE. . . /

(THENN BAAD MANN BANG- BANG

TERR! MAAKE TERR GO SLEEEP/

WAAKE UPP IN HOLE ... DIRTTON
FAACE! NODD LIKE !

YOU MEA
THEY TRIED TO
BURY You ifs
ALIVE ? 4

YOU REALISE THAT N
KILLING IS WRONE, D

208 £R.. MR. CORMAN 7 \“//,4/4




THATT WHAAD
KENNEE SAAY. BUTT
THEN TERR GEDD

PRONOUNCED WELL ENOUGH T0 BE

A WEEK LATER, THE MONSTER WAS /
MOVED.. ..
R

AFTER KIiLLL,
TERR
SORREEE!

HE'S GOT
T0 GO TO
PRISON ?

[\~

SORRY, KENNY,
BUT HE CAN'T STAY g
HERE. PRISON'S THE ONLY
PLACE WHERE HE WON'T
BE A MENACE TO QTHERS
— AND TO HIMSELF,

SPEAK TO HIM, KENNY. {T'S ONLY TiLlL YOUR COURT HEARING,
THINGS WILL BE A LOT UNCLE TERRY. PLEASE DON'T CAUSE
EASIER IF HE CO- ANY TROUBLE.
OPERATES, L
DO MY BEST,

INSPECTOR.




NE HATED IT

s BB
/T REMINDED 4 OLTSIDE WORLD. 1y S
HIM SO PAINFULLY OF HE HAD TASTED 3 7 é
THOSE LONG YEARS HED 2 FREEDOM . . . > %
¥ SPENT HIDING IN HIS =~ "M AND T HAD BEEN

GRIM, LONELY ATT/C.

SNATCHED
AWAY .

BUT MOST OF
ALL, HE HATED
[T BECAUSE IT
SEPARATED HIM },

ARTIST
——t\ REOONDO S22 o

BUT KENNY HAD
ASKED HIM T0 8f
GOOD. AND TERRY
WAS DOING HIS
BEST.

LOOK AT HIM ! HE . xu[ggycfgs‘g»;s:x 3
EATS LIKE AN ANIMAL ! DOZEN MEN ¢

VERY WELL
THEN -
“poG

THREE WELK'S THE MONSTER SPENT COOPED UP IN
THAT PRISON CELL, THE TEDIUM BROKEN ONLY BY
Zﬁ)&;{g;ﬁDM THE PRISON

TODAY
WE'RE GOING TO TRY A
WORD ASSOCIATION
TEST, TERRY, I'LL SAY
SELE e THE FIRST
F
WORD THAT COMES s
INTO YOUR
HEAD.




KILLL DOGG! NOW- [ WANT You
TERR NODD UIKE : : TO LOOK AT THIS INK-
KilLL AZL DOGG! 7,5° BLOT AND TELL ME

MORE

BLOODD /
8/GG PoOL
BLOODD!

&
\ A
A

WE'VE MANAGED TO TRACE YOUR g
ALINT IN AUSTRALIA. I'VE ALREADY oS A MARVELLOUS
SPOKEN TO HER, EXPLAINING THAT KENNETH— TO PUT YOUR'
YOU'VE BEEN ORPHANED. SHE TERRIBLE TROUBLES
SAYS SHE’LL BE DELIGHTED TO BEHIND YOU. START
TAKE YOU IN. A NEW LIFE IN A
NEW HOME.

[‘/OU LET
THE COURTS

WHAT ABOUT




TERRY'S HEARING : MR. CORMAN DOES NOT DENY ANY OF THE OFFENCES.

TOOK PLACE THE j B8UT iT IS OUR CONTENTION THAT HE WAS IN NO FIT STATE
NEXT WEEK . .. | TO APPRECIATE THE CONSEQUENCES OF HIiS ACTIONS.

TERRENCE CORMAN, { FIND YOU UNFIT TQ PLEAD
TO THE CHARGES AGAINST YOU, | ORDER THATY
YOU BE TAKEN FROM THIS PLACE TO A MAXIMUM
SECURITY HOSPITAL, WHERE YOU WILL
RECEIVE THE CARE AND ATTENTION
THAT YOU NEED.

[~

STANDING OF HIS ACTIONS AS, SAY, A JUDGMENT,
THREE-YEAR-OLD CHILD. R, THAT
HE IS UNFIT
TO STAND
TRIAL?

I'VE EXAMINED MR.CORMAN AT LENGTH, IT'S YOUR
YOUR HONOUR. HE HAS AS MUCH UNDER- CONSIDERED

HER MAJESTY’S PLEASURE?
WHAT DOES THAT MEAN,
INSPECTOR HALLEY ?

IN TERRY'S CASE,
SON— FOR THE REST
OF HIS LIFE!




TERRY CORMAN~ THE S0- CALLED
BRICESTER MONSTER — HAD BEEN
SENTENCED T0 SPEND THE REST OF
HIS LIFE IN AN INSTITUTION, NOW,

AS
HOSPITAL, UNCLE TERRY
—A PLACE WHERE THEY'LL

> .

AUSTRALIA,
TOO !

ITS AN ISLAND
FAR AWAY, ACROSS
THE SEA. BUT YOU'RE
NOT 70 WORRY—~ I'LL
WRITE 7O YOU EVERY
WEEK. MAYBE ONE
DAY... IFYOU GET
BETTER ... You
CAN COME TO

NO. I'M SORRY -
| C_‘l’\N'T. !_;VE GOt

0 GO TO
AUSTRALIA.

=2

N
-
foraN
*STRALIAA ?
WHAAD
‘STRALIAA? \
S VN
7 /\W-\
\ } P 4
4 \ A
A
N 7['S ~
7t \,
\ N .' v
7 «V/ i
’ LY/ ),
N -
%
BN 3
)
)

UNCLE TERRY— ]
WHERE THEY'RE

FORYOU. PLEASE~
TRY TO BE 600D/

SEE YOUU IN
' STRALIAA,
FRENDD !

1L SEND You
A CHRISTMAS
PRESENT— HONEST!




NEXT MORNING , THE MATRON
OF KENNY'S COUNCIL HOME

Wﬁ/zz&’rlﬂl HIM TO HEATHROW ’
Al e

00D 8
AND GOOD LUCK WIT
YOUR NEW LIFE.

IT WAS CHRISTMAS WEEK
BEFORE A TRANSFER COULD
BE ARRANGED FOR TERRY . . .

OuT You
COME, CORMAN. N A FRIENDLY, FESTIVE MOOD

[ DON'T WANT TROUBLE FROM
You. : .

Ty

(!?lGHT, BIG FELLA~ | HOPE YOU'RE

=
A
/

A

%
¥

BUT AS THE VAN TooK
A TIGHT BEND . . .

THE HOSPITAL WAS LOCATED ON

THE SOUTH COAST, AN EIGHT-

HOUR DRIVE AWAY . ..

. a ————r
=< —33

THERE'S THE
ENGLISH CHANNEL !
WE'LL BE THERE IN

HALFE AN HOUR !




WE - WE'RE
GOING OVER!

WHAAD HAPPPENN ?
FALL— ROLLL, ROLLL !
HIT HEADD !

i’

(XN b




THE VAN CARRYING TERRY CORMAN~—
THE $0-CALLED BRICESTER MONSTER—
HAD CRASHED IN FLAMES, WITH TERRY
HANDCUFFED T0 AN UNCONSCIOUS
PRISON WARDER . . .

N0 GoooD! X
HE SLEEEP!

2

SUDDENLY, THE VAN'S
PETROL TANK EXPLODED !

VELONOO. £y,

" TERR




IN THE MISSHAPEN. MAN'S
TORTURED BRAIN; THERE
SEEMED T0 BE ONLY ONE J TERR MUSST |
P ALLDIE ! . ARG R AP, Fi0ST BREAK...
NOWW WHAAD T - o O THEESE!
TERR DO? ; O sgmsas

HE BEGAN TD TUMBLING 1N THE <[ e

RUN, SHAMBLING SR NG DR P \\ // . | Gueororme sone oy B
ACROSS THE SNOW- o @ o STRANGE WHITE RAIN oy
DRAPED LANDSCAPE, HE HAD NEVER SEEN 5
THROUGH THE BEFOR

BITTER WINDS OF

LATE DECEMBER ...

T W AN 2 _ AN R
NN o 5
o, S~ o AT S
(4] e s L7, 2 N )“r}'&.}.

MEANWHILE

W Pcorie IN A

B PASSING CAR

L d HAD Seen THE B
FLAMES ... ¥

MA PRESSING ON PESPITE HIS

B FROZEN LIMBS, KNOWING THAT
ALL TOO SOON THEY WoulLD
BE AFTER HIM.

GOT10... GE
WORDT0...




For TWo MORE HOURS,
TERRY STUMBLED ON

MASSIVE STRENGTH
COULD CARRY HIM
NO FURTHER . . ,

e

'

kew AND THE . :
B WELCOMING P g .
N LIGHTS OF e -
A COUNTRY g . B . | HE KNEW HE DARED NOT REVEAL HIMSELE: B
COTTAGE , 4 | /T WouLD ONLY BRING TROUBLE—THE POLICE.
BECKONED—- ) COLD AND HUNGRY, HE COULD ONLY WATCH.

[ il 2

S g
T
S
WS R

—gisz

h “N
AN

. . hatlll

AND HE WAS ALONE, AND COLD, AND
HUNGRY. AND TONIGHT— OF AlL NIGHTS—
HIS ONLY FRIEND, HIS NEPHEW KENNY,
WAS FAR AWAY ACROSS THE SEA.

TERRY CORMAN DID NOT KNOW WHAT &
CHRISTMAS MEANT. BUT THE PEOPLE
INSIDE THAT HOUSE WERE HAPPY ...

R

HE TOOK SHELTER iN
THE ONLY PLACE HE
COULD FIND—-AND SLEPT.

o R

| THE SPIRIT OF CHRISTMAS DID
NOT EXTEND To MONSTERS !




ARTIST
REOONDO o

e
P7
V

/

A MASSIVE POLICE HUNT IS 358 HOUSEHOLDERS IN THE — Rptrs “

pucrugsan e & it G

WHo . e

ESCAPED EARLIER WHILE BEING $ LOCK ALL DOORS AND WINDOWS. el
TAKEN T0 A MAXIMUM €8 D0 NOT GO OUT ALONE ! gl

SECURITY HOSPITAL ... Y=\ad

HE MONSTER ! 3
IMAGINE — HE COULD
BE LURKING OUT THERE

RIGHT NOW !
OH, WILFRED !

YOU SHOULDN'T
MAKE JOKES
A LIKE THAT/

RN | Toooy coeman woke wows AFree | | IT was THE FirsT Foop
: THE LIGHTS I8 THE COTTAGE HAD HE HAD EATEN SINCE 7a.M.
DIED. HE WAS STIFF, COLD, WET. .. THE PREVIOUS MORNING ...

i

SRpd

AN >




THE FOOD REVIVED HIM A LITILE— BUTIT §
DD NOT KEEP OUT THE COLD. HE KNEW HE
MUST FIND WARMTH- SHELTER- AND SOON /!

'

2
73

T

"
11,

. \:“k‘\\\\“ \‘ \\ R

YET EVEN NOW, THE POLICE
WOULD BE HUNTING HIM. ..

M HAMPSHIRE LANDSCAPE. AND WITH
By /7 CAME THE BARKING OF DOGS .

A S

QVERHEAD,
THE DEEP
THRUM OF THE
SEARCHING
HELICOPTERS...

THE MONSTER WAS ENTERING
THE [AST STAGES OF EXHAUSTION
Pglllglv HE CAME UPON THE ROAD-

FEARFULLY,
HE SKIRTED
ROUND IT...




AW/ W W
D RETURNED TO THE ROAD, f~—

SOUTHAMPTON DOCKS, GOT AN

URGENT LOAD OF FRIDGES FOR

AUSTRALIA. [T'S SUMMER
OVER THERE, YOU KNOW. .

TRAVELLING

r

AND WHERE N
ARE YOU OFF 10
ON A MORNING

K

AT
UV

, AND SUDDENLY,
} IVE CoT 0 80 TERRY CORMAN KNEW
UNCLE TERRY. WHAT HE HAD IO po . . .
MAYBE ONE DAY. ..
IF YOU GET BETTER
---YOU CAN COME

TO AUSTRALIA ¢

TOO !/

THE MIS-
SHAPEN MAN'S
MIND FLASHED

ISTRALIAA |
HIM SAAY
'STRALIAA L

OKAY— g
YOU'RE CLEAR !
DRIVE ON |

.. AUSTRALIA! [

HE HAD To
GETTO ...




9 A.M. SOUTHAMPTON DOCKS . . .

Y~ MAID OF
WOOMERA?
SHE'S BERTHED

ON PIER FOUR!

BN
NANAY

ARTIST
REOONDO b
mcmm

L T A
LET'S GET FROM THE POLICE, GAZED IN WONDER
iT LOADED AT THE MAID OF WOOMERA.
- ~ ABoUT DOUBLE QUICK
; o TME, | | 79Some cood [
= e
[ ~ o0 OLD AUSSIE N Zaly
— ? SUNSHKINE / =) Y o
> / »
/:_—\/ -
A \ —~
)\ IR l
LN
HERES oAb Aa— ) D YESS —
CQiPpER L — ‘ Bontr) a
! N = RQATT S
' ; OF COURSE, HIS STRALIAA
) S ‘I NEPHEW KENNY BOAT!
- HAD SAID AUSTRALIA
N 3 M
\ -
=] ’
. < e
==\ Bl e s
iR MOST WA
7~ 70 BE, BACK WITH KIS ONLY FRIEND.
N 3
=
=
0
- =)

KENNEE DO ?




THE DOCK WORKERS NEVER SAW
TERRY LORMAN'S MIS- SHAPEN :
figg§£ CLIMB DOWN FROM THE

TERRY HAD BECOME ADEPT AT BEING A
FUGITIVE. HE WAITED, WATCHED UNTIL HE
WAS SURE HE WAS UNOBSERVED —

UP- UPP ON
‘STRALIAA
BOATT !

THE STRENGTH OF

HIS MONSTROUS HANDS

HELD HIS GRIP ON THE
1CY ROPE !

TERR MUSST
FIfND HIDEY-
PLAACE ! QuICK-
QUICKK !

K
NOBODDYY
LOOOK !
ACOODELE !




HE FOUND HiS
REFUGE IN ONE
OF THE SHIP'S
LIFEBOATS ...

LOADED,
SKIPPER {

THERE, MERCIFULLY, HE FOUND
BIANKETS AND FOOD . . .

24 HOURS PASSED BEFORE THE MONSTER
WAKENED. BY THEN. THE MAID OF WOOMERA
WAS STEAMING SOUTH IN OPEN SEA .. .

LOOK QUUT, ‘STRALIAA—
HEERE COME TERRR !

A




e

T MAID OF WOOMERA
STEAMED PAST THE ROCK OF
GIBRALTAR, EN ROUTE FOR
SYDNEY, AUSTRALIA . . ...

... BBC WORLD SERVICE— AND HERE IS
THE NEWS ABOUT BRITAIN. TERRY CORMAN —
THE S0- CALLED BRICESTER MONSTER—
IS STILL BELIEVED T0 BE AT LARGE IN
THE SOUTHAMPTON AREA ¢

THE MONSTER ~ CREDITED
WITH MORE THAN A DOZEN DEATHS
— IS CLASSIFIED AS HIGHLY
DANGEROUS !

STONE ME, SKIP!
BLOOMIN’ GLAD WE'RE GOIN'
BACK TO OZ, WITH THAT
THING ON THE LOOSE *

WiTu HIS HUGE APPETITE, THE LIFEBOAT'S
EMERGENCY SUPPLIES WERE ALREADY
ALMOST GONE. BUT THE MONSTER KNEW
HE DARED NOT LEAVE HIS SHELTER . . .

P NODD WAANT
TROUBBLE. TERR
MUSTT MAAKE
FOOOD LASTT!

v - g
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BUT UNKNOWN TO THE BB
CREW, THE BRICESTER
MONSTER WAS GOING

T0 AUSTRALIA WITH
THEM !

BOATT SAAIL
LONGG TIME NOWW-
BUT NO ' STRALIAA
COME! WHEN WE GEDD o e
YSTRALIAA? TERR WiSHH {J
KENN HEERE— HE
KNOWW !

THE MAID OF WOOMERA SAILED THROUGH THE

TERRY CORMAN STAYED IN HIS LIFEBOAT WHILE
MEDITERRANEAN, PAST SICILY AND CRETE ...

I DOWN THE SUEZ CANAL, THROUGH THE GULF OF ADEN...




AND ON INTO THE DEEP BLUE WATERS [HiT : : 2
: ST S THE MONSTER'S FOOD HAD RUN OUT HALFWAY
OF THE INDIAN OCEAN ... g 3§ DOWN THE SUEZ CANAL. FOR THREE DAYS HE it
W " R HAD TRIED T0 IGNORE THE HUNGER THAT y
! ” . ) B GNAWED AT HIM .« «
TERR BELLYY

SORE! TERR
STAARVE!

W

BUT ON THE THIRD
NIGHT, HE CoULD
WAIT NO LONGER ... .

v




HE SAW IT ON THE TABLE —
SANDWICHES, BISCUITS, COCOA. .

N

P

TERR NOTT
STEALL- TERR

JUSST
HUNGRYY ...

... AND CoULD RESTRAIN
HIMSELF NO LONGER !

3 »
=
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A A 7. -
A o
AT T Ny

Pﬂ‘ s

WHAT IN THE NAME
OF THE BLUE
KANGARCO—?

IT'S THE M-MONSTER !
]

/; . !
\ \o
\
N RS -
\\// S




CAPTAIN ! IN
THE GALLEY—- THE
M-MONSTER !

Ry

=

TERRY CORMAN— THE SO-CALLED BRICESTER MONSTER— =)

HAD STOWED AWAY ABOARD THE MAID OF WOOMERA, ] /Y2 N TERR NODD
BOUND FOR AUSTRALIA, WHERE HIS ONLY FRIEND, KENNY, s B} y FIGHHT! NODD

HAD GONE. BUT NOW HE HAD BEEN DISCOVERED . . . v 7 4 . Ny WAANT HUURD Youu !

N
%

Ay

1'17 (1)
AN

R\
N v

)

"&\W// AN

v,

NODD HUURD N
YOUU!” WHYY Youu JREEES
B\ HUURD TERR ? 44




FUNNY THAT—
HE DIDN'T EVEN
TRY TO FIGHT 4

BACK !

A
N
X7

v

o
. i-i—l -

»

HE DR
K. WE'LL HOLD
M THERE.

P DIDN'T GIVE
HIM MUCH CHANCE,

DID WE, MITCH 2

IN ENGLAND, WHERE
THE SEARCH FOR TERRY
WAS CENTRED ON
SOUTHAMPTON . . .

INSPECTOR
HALLEY! WE'VE
JUST HEARD —THE

MONSTER'S BEEN
FOUND !

YOU’RE NOT GOING
TO BELIEVE THIS, SIR—
HE'S ON BOARD THE MAID
OF WOOMERA, HALFWAY
ACROSS THE INDIAN
OCEAN !

I'E SORE ! WHYY
I YOUU HITT

ON TV'S THROUGHOUT THE COUNTRY ...

THE NATION CAN INSPECTOR HALLEY

BREATHE A SIGH orLLLSAND A TEAM OF DETEC-

RELIEF- THE BRICESTER & TIVES WILL BE FLYING

MONSTER HAS BEEN rqg 0 ﬂggﬁ%ﬁug&%&a
- ' .-

RE-CAPTURED! WHEN SHE DOCKS!

itk

TERR?

SORRY ABOUT THAT, MATE .
GUESS THE LADS JUST GOT EXCITED.,
| MEAN, YOU'RE A DANGEROUS FELLA !
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NODD FAJIR! KENN SAAY "BE GOOODY K
\JER? BE GOOOD. BUT HITT- KITT ALL Wil

-
§ cd

FAIIR!
N

A

S

OKAYY! Youu @
LOOKK LIKE ONLY
[ TELLYou toTS ,
BAAAD STORRIES . .. pagssepeentd
1

AH, NEVER MIND,
MATE. HERE'S SOME
GRUB TO CHEER
YOu up,

|

... SO THENN TERR
SA

== TES®S

THAT MITCH
WITH AN OCTOPUS

SOUNDS LIKE HE FLAMIN'
WELL DESERVED [T, T0O! | RECKON
YOUR LIFES BEEN A REAL MESS,

MATE— AND ALL CAUSED BY SO-
CALLED NORMAL PEOPLE !

WOULD MAKE FRIENDS |
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TERRY CORMAN—THE SO-CALLED ’ - _
~ | BRICESTER MoNSTER—HaD BEEN, = - S

D 5 e~ THERE’S THE
Y AUSTRALIAN COAST-
~ LINE, TERRY MATE! K

FAR AS | KNOW, THE COPS'LL BE
WAITING AT SYDNEY FOR YOU -
i, THEY'LL TAKE YOU RIGHT BACK

Ny, O POMMIE LAND.
A\ it

»‘--

i

gﬁ;rcu, A YOUNG
BEFRIENDED THE
MONSTER _. .

i L
¥ (e
Al (=28,
| W3

z S

/_.9,\_\
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15 WP X

WHAAD THEYY
D0 0 TERR IN
% 'STRALIAA, MAATE?

|
'y
,‘i'jr
o d
q l' \"i"
‘\'X. /‘

Wil

W e ~—

YOU KNOW, MATE—
ENGLAND— WHERE
JoU cAME From, AR

il OB TS TERRY CORMAN WAS HEARTBROKEN.

: T : HE HAD COME SO FAR, AND NOW THEY

WOULD SEND HiM BACK AGAIN— BACK

To BEING LOCKED AWAY FOR THE REST
HIS o

LFET
11 4
3 %
i
o
AR
/
© £
-~ D
DON'T TAKE 4;
{T SO HARD, MATE ,
BEST THING FOR
b\ YOU. REALLY.




AUSTRALIA—~ AND HIS NEPHEW KENNY-
WERE SO CLOSE. WHY, HE COULD
PRACTICALLY SWIM THERE .
HE'D SWUM BEFORE . ..

LOCKED AWAY .

KENNY HAD ASKED HIM T0 BE GOOD—
AND THE MONSTER HAD TRIED. BUT WHAT
HAD IT GOT HiM— ANOTHER BEATING

DON'T BE
BONKERS!
WE ARE
GOING TO
AUSTRALIA

Y STARY 'WARY, N

COME ON NOW,
TERRY MATE !

SKIPPER !

//‘/ THE MONSTER -

HE'S LOOSE !

3 &

MATE! TERR NODD
WAANT HUURD.
TERR JUSTT WAANT
GO ‘STRALIAA !




STOP HiM—
AAGHH!

JR2PONOO _gd
Tt T T e T A,
: 72NN

il NOWW TERR Y
| w'{w HUUR

. 1/ : i i , £
; o a A B i A
A \ \ I e ).
[T R 4 3

AT

" THEM'S SHARK-
N INFESTED WATERS !
HE'S A DEAD-

rrid




= HeeSoaro!

Tary CORMAN —THE SO- CALLED
BRICESTER MONSTER WHO WAS

TRYING T0 GET I0 AUSTRALIA—
WAD ESCAPED FROM IMPRISONMENT
ABOARD THE MAID OF WOOMERA .
Now.. .
o
b a2
. A
o 4
o
- e
L]
HERE, TERRY
MATE ! GRAB HOLD
ik OF THIS ! IT'LL HELP
KEEP YOU
AFLOAT !
P §
P =

MITCH THREW HIM A
LIFEBUOY, CAPTAIN! EE'E?I’CES !

THE SHARK
CIRCLED, SITING
UPITS VICTIM ... .




'S DRAGGING HIM NOTHING WE CAN

THROUGH THE WATER / ]

NiEs DONE FOR. DO FOR HIM NOW!
CAPTAIN !

MAYBE IT'S THE BEST ENGINES
THING FOR THE POOR DEVIL ! FULL AHEAD ! A

FOR ONCE, LUCK WAS WITH THE MONSTER,
AS THE SHARK'S ATTACK WAS HALTED BY
THE LIFEBELT . . . g

THE SHARK
DRAGGED THE
MISSHAPEN
MAN FOR A
QUARTER- MILE
BEFORE [T
MANAGED T
SHAKE HIM
FREE . ..

< e =
— > L ‘%l/ “, » "

7
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HAAAR! TERR TOO
TOUUGH! FISHHY
RUUN ‘WAAAY!

AND AT LAST WAS
WASHED UP ON AN
ISOLATED BEACH ...

CARRIED BY THE
TIDE, HE DRIFTED
SLOWLY TOWARD

NOW WHAAD
TERR DO ?

‘STRALIAA !
TERR REACH
‘STRALIAA !




CHANNEL 9 NEWS, AUSTRALIA .. .

5 NEWS HAS JUST REACHED LIS THAT
THE SO-CALLED BRICESTER MONSTER

HAS BEEN WASHED OVERBOARD WHILE
OFF THE AUSTRALIAN QOAST !

BUT THE CITIES OF AUSTRAUS
NEED NOT FEAR— EYEWITNESSES
ABOARD THE SHIP REPORT THE
MONSTER WAS ATTACKED AND

NOW, AS HE MADE HIS
WAY INLAND . . .,

BUT TERRY CORMAN HAD ESCAPED THE SHARK
AND BEEN WASHED UP ON THE NEW SOUTH WALES
COAST. NOW HE WANTED TO FIND HIS ONLY FRIEND,
HIS NEPHEW KENNY WHO HAD RECENTLY EMIGRATED
70 AUSTRALI,

MAYYBE TERR
NEVVER FIND
KENN !

e 28 W
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SEE IF YOU CAN
SHIFT THIS LOG.
ME LEG G

ot
TRAPPED WHEN )
| WAS PUTTING A
1T DOWN !

STONE ME !
YOU‘RE A STRONG
'UN AND NO
MISTAKE !

CAN'T WALK, COBBER.

.

1 "y
d —
"\35\ g
b\ BLAST!
ME ANKLE'S
; CROOKED {
] Q\ ‘
£
/“\ —
~N—

YOU'RE GONNA HAVE TO A

WHERE DID You
SPRING FROM,
ANYWAY 2

[ KEN, EH? WHERE'S

HE LIVE, THEN ?

ENGGLAAN.
COME 'STRALIAA
FIND KENN.
HE TERR‘S
FRENN.

¢ STRALIAA !
TERR TELL YOUY -
' STRALIAA !

AUSTRALIA'S
A BIG PLACE,
TERR.




YESS. TERR KNOWW.

Y NAME'S DIGGER, | LIVE HERE
ALL ON MY OWN. BIT OF A HERMIT, | GUESS,
BUT THAT'S THE WAY | LIKE {1,

TERR LIVE 'LONE /:
LONGG TIIME, T000 ! ._h

DUNNO WHAT I'M GOIN' TO DO NOW ME ANKLE'S CROOK .
GONNA BE A COUPLE OF WEEKS AFORE { CAN WALK ONIT.
PLACE’LL GO TO RACK AND RUIN WITHOUT SOMEBODY

T0 LOOK AFTER IT/

DON'T SUPPOSE

You FANCY A J0B

FOR A COUPLE
OF WEEKS,
Do YOU,

\ P .
__.-\\\Wmm i

‘ .u\\\\“\w,

\
> s
At

IN RETURN, I'LL GIVE

YOU A ROOF OVER YOUR

HEAD AND ALL THE

GRUB YOU CAN
EAT,

YOU GIVE GRUBB?

YOU NODD TRICCK RN %ng”aﬂ,;m
TERR — PUT TERR < 1R00S | WHY
IN CAAGE ? WOULD |
WANT 70 DO
A THING
LIKE THAT

OKAAY, TERR STAY WITH
DIGGER [ ITA DEEAL!

SO
)
LIRN
N
L1

GOOD ON YER,COBBER!
SORRY, | MEAN TERR !
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: ’2 : t i,
THE NEWS OF THE DEATH R - N ) ” o f’//’ i
OF TERRY CORMAN— THE 3 D ’ /
=y S0-CALLED BRICESTER

2 ; « RN E L/ s LAY y’ /fm*v
N , 5
/

T

TER— RE,
ol SMALL TOWN OF BILLAWONG!
M /N NEW SOUTH WALES,

HE WAS ON HIS

WAY TO AUSTRALIA,
LOOKING FOR ME. THEY
TOLD HIM THEY WERE
GOING TO SEND HIM
BACK. HE- HE JUMPED

|

| [ oraunes mwas
; FOR THE BEST, KENNY.
HIT=] Now ou can puT THAT
| WHOLE TERRIBLE
LT\ episope BEHIND
(I IN_ Yous

BUT TERRY CORMAN WAS
NOT DEAD. FARTO THE
NORTH, NEAR THE NEW
SOUTH WALES COAST . . .

WASNT RIEAL

K "\-r P i%

YES, AUNT
MADGE . I...SUPPOSE
S0. POOR TERRY—HE
.|

=

EPH




11 sToNE ME, TErR !
I NEVER SEEN A

MAN ENJOY HIS e

WORK AS MUCH jill

AS YOU ! i3

RIGHT, TERR — | CLEARED 2 ,
TRIS PATCH LAST WEEK. D66 T vess !
OVER FOR ME ?

YEAH ?
GRAVEDIGGER,,
DIGG MANY Hi WAS YOU 2

PUUT DEAD

PEOPLLE INN !

TERRY HAD BEEN
BEFRIENDED BY

[7 AH. TERR, YOU :

GOT A RARE SENSE

OF HUMOLIR! | LIKE

A FELLA THAT TEULS
GOOD JOKE—

EVEN If HE IS A
POMMIE /

BUTT WHAAD A
BARBIE ?
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P SUPPOSE 1T'S TOO ' o AND AFTER THE
COLD AND WET IN ¢ . BARBECUE,
POMMIELAND TO i - : MUSIC. ..

KNOW ABOUT BARBIES
\ TERR- BUT IT'S ONE

YOU TUCK RIGHT
IN, TERR. YOU'VE DONE
ME A RIGHT FAVOUR
SINCE YOU PULLED THAT
TREE TRUNK OFF
MY LEG ! s

ONCE A JOLLY SWAG,
CAMPED BY A BILLABDp -
UNDER THE SHADE o=/
COOLIBAH TRes . 4
SRIBN

" WALTZINY MATILDA / N
WALTZIN' MATILDA !
\

'MON, TERR !
YOU AIN'T
SINGIN'Y

WOLLLZIN® (TILDAA! 8
WOLLIZIN' ‘'TILDAA !

P LTLIN' TLDAA!
WLOLLI—UN'T”-DA .
TUDAA ME /

FOR THE FIRST TIME SINCE HE HAD BEEN SEPARATED FROM HIS
NEPHEW KENNY, TERRY CORMAN WAS TRULY HAPPY IN THIS NEW
LAND. HE HAD FOUND ANOTHER FRIEND. . .

-

i
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N\ g g : e e

- - g AN K = :
T TSN 2 ) BUT IT WOULD BE A_BRIEF RESPITE iN HIS SAD,

SN - ) : 3 TORMENTED LIFE. IT WOULD BE OVER ALl 700 SOON




AUSTRALIAN OUTBACK,
AND HE WOULD
PASS THE TEST
oF MaNHooD. K&
YT

:i.l N /;".;

WHEN THE SUN
ROSE TOMORROW,
HE WOULD STiLL BE

BE BEHIND HIM. R

JUST ONE MORE NIGHT,
ONE MORE NIGHT IN THE

NOT FAR AWAY, ANOTHER WHO ASPIRED
70 MANHOOD. TERRY CORMAN, TH.
BRICESTER MONSTER, HAD FOUND

A HAVEN FROM HIS TROUBLES . . .

R TH 7

\
\N°‘»‘{h

d o
%AA!

£ golliN
WILDAA !

2

HE'D HAVE SURVIVED, ALONE
AND UNAIDED, FOR THREE LONG
MONTHS IN ONE OF THE
HARSHEST ENVIRONMENTS ON
THE FACE OF THE EARTH.

R.CLARK
ARTIST
REDONDO =
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= z W
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S Ar ZAWN
= HE BECAME
== ; A mav:
NODD STOP, LATER, TERR. SUN'S
DIGGGER ! SING ALMOST DOWN. YOU'D
MORE TILDAA! BETTER GET UP THE
TERR LIKE ! S HILL AND BRING THE
e B GOATS IN FOR THE
“ N NIGHT.
) b} 1
%
— ::’:’\\\l(»fi
- N AP
_~ {
) R sy,
® ) Zn
) Y =
N




TERR NODD
LIKE GO DAARK! ¥
GEDD 'FRARID ! i

WHEN HIS BELLY WAS FULL,
HE PAINTED THE MAGIC SIGNS
ON HIS BODY. THEY WoULD
PROTECT HiM AGAINST THE
DEMONS OF THE DARK . . .

ON THIS CROOK FOOT ?
YOU'RE FLAMIN' JOKIN',
[ee] ",

WHERRE
BEE, GOADS ?

YOw.” COME TERR

NOWW—0R TERR
GEDD MAAAD ' &
Yoww. A

HIlDE, GOADS Y

\\}\ WHERRE YOUU.
C\| COME TERRR!

YOU REMEMBER 'Y
OUR BARGAIN. YOU
TAY—- BUT
0RK
FOR YOUR KEEP.

ﬁxvﬁ\}\x\\& P AN
' A

TSNS

NIGHT. S0 THE MAGIC
FAR, NOT ONE OF HIS SIGNS
DEMON HAD WAS INDEED

ATTACKED HIM... POWERFUL !

TERRR .
SHOWW YoUy! Wb

NN vz



e b i
EMO. ' & .
SOUL- CHILLING § : ot d ‘ %5%“51
S ; : YRS D:SERT Hit
Now ?
HIS MAGIC HAD : .
PROTECTED HIM
THIS FAR ...

,‘ . \;. jln !; ‘ §
'f @4 "4?117‘\\)\\ 9\
B \«\é

HEY.! WHERE % ’

Y YOU BEEN, TERRY ?
GOATS CAME BACK B8
ON THEIR OWN  J 3
AGES AGO! A\

JUST ONE
MORE NIGHT,
AND HE WOULD §
HAVE BEEN

eis
22

\ Wlly//“,‘

OH, WEIL—
2 THERE WAS
ALY ALWAYS NEXT
- \\Y YEAR .

y NOW WHAT
ON EARTH'S GOT
INTO HIM?




(i

NIGHT. NEW SOUTH WALES, AUSTRALIA . . .
! : L i ol

THIS /.
JOEYVILLE POLICE!
AM IN PURSUIT OF STOLEN

T0 BE THE TWO COMNVICTS WHO
ESCAPED FROM WOOMEROO
MAXIMUM SECURITY PRISON

EARLIER TONIGHT 7

STONE THE YRR
R ceows: were .,,;./f\

GONNA
32D

DOLLAR 10 A DINGO W&

THOSE COPS GOT OFF A
MESSAGE, BLUE

THERE'LL BE ROAD-
BLOCKS UP AHEAD /

0a o
PULL OFF YH* -4
INTO THE
BUSH!
-

: fk ,w«;\\\\'\:@;\ S
= \ s, BERAEN

) /.4;.'

WE'LL HEAD INTO
THE BLSH ON FOOT.
YOU COULD LOSE AN
ARMY IN THAT 4
ScRuUB !




MORNING BREAKS OVER THE MEAN
VEL OF DIGGER

oy

\

Z AP IN
R

Y
&

,,.,
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L 20
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YOU GO BACK TO
THE SHACK. KEEP AN
EYE ON THINGS FOR
ME . YoU'LL BE ALL
RIGHT, WON'TYOU ?

K
JOEYVILLE CLINIC~GET 'EMTO
PATCH IT UP THERE.

NOTHING ELSE FOR (T, TERR—
YOU'LL HAVE TO CARRY ME TO
THE MAIN ROAD, I'LL HITCH
ME A LIFT FROM THERE !

... THEN WALKED SLOWLY
BACK TO THE SHACK . ..

s i
g 2R
- - PSR

AR, YOU BIG SOFT LUMP.
AIN'T NOTHIN' OUT THERE -

CAN HURT You. YOU'iL
MANAGE. / -y

B
IFF YOU

SAAY SO,
PAAAL I

‘—E—>-m-



THERE, HE BUSIED N/MSE[F

Y,
TR e BUIER Pt GRADUALLY, THE APPREHENSION HE'D FELT AT

BEING ALONE MELTED AWAY. DIGGER MULDOON

D
HERE— SAFE FROM THE t‘ﬁ{/ﬁ PERSECUTION 0F
THE OUTSIDE WORLD .

FOR ONCE, THE TORMENTED,
MISSHAPEN MAN WAS
CONTENT . . .

MR e A h ;’
%\\\\\\\ \ \\{\ S
I\\\N“‘ C " ‘ / ‘
@

YT RECKON WE COVERED
| ENOUGH GROUND, BLUEY

NAW— IT'S
SOMEBODY
SINGIN'S

t” Y 2 - RSRKI \ \
‘ X % [I ,‘,' \
s e (A ﬁ. 4/" R

h I'

THAT CABIN'S JUST
WHAT WE'RE LOOKIN'
FOR, JIM~— AND IF THE
HALFWIT WANTS TO
ARGUE— J'LL WALTZ
HIS FLAMIN'
‘TiLDA f

-
.

SOME KINDA HALF-
WIT! LOOKS LIKE HES B
[ ON HIS OWN, ToO/

T rrponDo Bg




&/ JIM TOREY AND BLUEY RAWKE— WHO ESCAPED
P LAST NIGHT FROM THE MAXIMUM SECURITY JAIL
A\ AT WOOMEROO — ARE STILL AT LARGE !
iy POLICE ARE CONTINUING TO WARN ALL
HOUSEHOLDERS IN NEW SOUTH WALES —
EN ARMED AND DANGEROUS !
DO NOT APPROACH THEM UNDER ANY
CIRCUMSTANCES !

HOUUSE.
BUUD DIGGGE
NODD HERE.

CROOOK! GO
JOEYVILLE !
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NOww Youu
GO ‘WAAY, TOO !
LEAVE TERR

“LONE.
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‘FRAID ME AND
JIM HERE ARE
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THAT'S RIGHT, COBBER— AND YOU

AIN'T TOO STUPID TO KNOW IT'LL BLOW
YOUR HEAD OFF IF YOU EVEN THINK
ABOUT ARGUING !

NOW GET
INSIDE AND FIX
Us Up SOME
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BUUT TERRR BE
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STONE THE FLAMIN' R0OS! j GAAAH! You EATIT g TERRR THINNK- BE CLEWER
WHAT'S THIS MESS ? YOURSELF, You GREAT d ‘ BUDD NODD CAW BE!

DUMB DRONGO ! ‘ g i BE CLEVVER MAAKE

FOOOD ! EEAT! ) HEAD HUURD!

FOOD GOOOD! : »

YOUU LIKE!
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TREAT TERRR BAAD.
AKE TERR MAAD.

FOR US !
SHOOT HIM , MBS
BLUE!




' BAAD GUUN! TERR NODD LIIKE!
TERR HUURD Youu!
i ? HECK! THE

K STRENGTH

WO OF US, JE
BLUEY! WE CAN IR
TAKE HIM! /AN

NOWW TERR DO
BAAD THINGG

BITE ON
THAT. BIG
FELLA!

H-HE AIN'T
EVEN DAZED-
AUWWKKK !

LET HIM 6O, you
MANIAC ! YOU'RE

KILLING HIM !




NEW SOUTH WALES, AUSTRALIA— ) ?

WHERE TERRY CORMAN, THE SO CALLED IO : # ( HUURD
BRICESTER MONSTER = HAD FOUND ~ fiy TERR
REFUGE WITH HERMIT, DIGGER A BAAAD!
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BAAAD MENN!
MAAKE TERR
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NODD BE DEAAD!
TERR SORREEEE !
PLEE

B THEN AS THE RED
HEAT OF ANGER

PASSED, TERRY WAS
SUDDENLY AFRAID ... |”

OH-OHH !
THERRE TERR GO
CGAIN—KIILL- KILLL! €

[T WAS NEXT MORNING WHEN DIGGER MULDOON
GOT OFF THE BUS FROM JOEYVILLE, WHERE HED
BEEN TREATED FOR AN INJURED ANKLE. ..

HIM NODD
DEAAD !

WONDER HOW
THE BIG FELLA'S
BEEN GETTING
ON WITHOUT
ME?
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HECK [
SOLNDS LIKE
TROUBLE !
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DO RIGHT ?

YOU SURE DID,
MATE — PROBABLY
A FAT REWARD ON
THESE TWO !

TERR NODD KNOW
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TELL YOU WHAT— YOU AND
ME'LL TAKE 'EM BACK INTO
JOEYVILLE RIGHT NOW AND
HAND THEM OVER TO
THE COP:

THE POLICE, TERR. THEY'LL WANT TO
KNOW ALL ABOUT HOW YOU CAUGHT THEM !

BUDD iF TERR GO PO-LIICE,
PO-LI1CE SAAY~-"WE KNOWW

YoulU WORSE- BAAD !
I\ GEDD LOCKK up /"

0
THE RIGHT THING, \
MATE . YOU KNOW
WHO YOU GOT HERE? Y
THAT'S BLUEY HAWKE
AN' JIM TOREY— ¥ N
TWO ESCAPED i N

LOCKK TERR
‘WAAY IN CAAGE
LONGG . LONGG
THME!



EW SOUTH WALES, AUSTRALIA, WHERE TEIZRY CORMAN:

N
THE $0-CALLED BRICESTER MONSTER, HAD F(
REFUGE WITH HERMIT, DIGGER MULDOON . NOW TERRY

HAD CAUGHT TWO ESCAPED CONVICTS .. .

IF TERRR GO PO-LHC|
PO-LICE SAAY~“WE K
YOUU . TERRR. YOUU BAAD !
YOUU WORSE-BAAD !*
GEDD LOCKK UP!

LOCKK TERR
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TERRY WATCHED AS HIS FRIEND HITCHED A LIFT.,, l

WHATCHA GOT THERE, MATE ?

COUPLE OF
ESCAPED CONS
FROM WOOMERD,
GIFTUS A LIFTINTO
JOEYVILLE,
WilLYoU?
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ON THAT
MAGAZINE -
TS HIM S

CRIKEY! TERRY—
THE BRICESTER
MONSTER 7 -

5y THEN HE WAS
TELLING ME THE NQ
TRUTH! CROOK ME !

1T WAS SUNDOWN BEFORE
DIGGER ARRIVED BACK AT

HIS SHACK . . .




| FOUND THIS

80 TERRY CORMAN, THE
BRICESTER MONSTER,
AT LAST FOUND PEALE . ..

'

A =,
/‘Kr/,)‘//“ .
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OVER IT. .
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YOUU KNOW
‘BOUT TERRR.
B8UTT Youu
NODD TELL -
PO- LIICE?

WAY { FIGURE IT, MATE, TELL YOU WHAT—LET'S

YOu'VE HAD A REAL ROUGH LONG AS HAVE A CELEBRATION
DEAL. BUT YOU'VE ALWAYS YOU WANT 10 BARBIE / YOU GET THE
BEEN SQUARE WITH ME— STAY, YOU GOT A FIRE GOING /

HOME HERE

AND I'LL DO THE SAME.
E WITH ME.
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‘“The Monster” glared at his Australian
{viend, swinging the axe menacingly. It
was never a good idea to upset Terry
Corman. He was dangerous!
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Terry Corman had been kept

locked in his family’s attic for
most of his thirty-two years of ,
miserable life. As a result, he grew up
totally neglected, because his parents
were afraid to let people see the
grotesque creature they had rejected.

When his mother and father died
within days of each other, Terry’s
suffering continued, with his brother-in-
law cruelly mistreating him and
eventually trying to kill him.

But, aided by the vast strength of his
mis-shapen body, it was Terry who did
the killing to rid himself of his tormentor.

Freed from his confined existence,
Terry found the outside world an
unpitying place and was regarded as a
monster to be ridiculed and persecuted. %

More killings followed, due to his
inability to control his temper and
powerful limbs. Terry found himself
hunted by the authorities.

He escaped by stowing away on a ship
to Australia, where he was befriended by
a bushman named Digger Muldoon.

BECAUSE of his horrific looks, / g

At Digger’s shack in the outback,
Terry found peace and a haven from the ..
hostile world. {

But it wasn’t to last!

“We need more wood for the stove, or
you’ll have to eat cold tucker tonight,
Terry!” called Digger from the doorway
of his crude dwelling.

The huge, twisted body paused in its
pathetic attempt to dig a vegetable
garden, then jerked round towards the
direction of the voice.

A hideous grin spread over Terry’s
face.

“Terr get plenty woood for Diiggerr . .
Terr like chopping . . . you watch!”

grunted the figure. »

2
Enormous, gnarled hands, only -
barely human, gripped the shaft of the . -
felling axe. The blade glinted in the
sunlight as it whistled towards a tree.

One mighty blow severed a thick
trunk, and the tree crashed to the ground,
narrowly missing Digger’s shack.




“You clumsy, great drongo! You
nearly clobbered me hut!” exclaimed
Digger. “I've told you before . . . live
wood’s no good — I meant you to chop
up the dead stuff on the pile over there!”

The grin was replaced by a frown.
Terry glared angrily as he shuffled up to
Digger, the axe swinging menacingly.

“Diigger not shout at Terr . . . or Terr
chop him!™ he bellowed.

“Okay, okay,” stuttered Digger,
hastily backing away. ““Chop what wood
you flamin® well like. It’ll just be a bit
smokey in the hut tonight!”

That evening Digger sat watching in
fascinated horror at Terry crouched on
the hut floor, ripping apart a haunch of
roasted kangaroo and stuffing it into his
slobbering mouth with the voracity of a
wild animal.

“You poor creep,” the bushman
thought. “You’ve had a real crook deal
out of life . . .it’s the least I can do to try
and look after you, I suppose.”

>

The following morning, the owner of
the sheep farm that bordered Digger’s
ramshackle smallholding, summoned
his chief drover.

“What the blue blazes is goin’ on,
Jed?” he rasped angrily. “I sent three
hands out yesterday afternoon to repair
that fence up by Muldoon’s patch, and
the lazy drongos haven’t come back!”

“Er, I dunno, Mister McKenzie . . .
it’s only an hour’s ride out there,”
apologised the foreman nervously.
“Perhaps it took longer than they
expected to patch up the ‘roo damage
and they camped out overnight.”

Vince McKenzie’s eyes glittered
nastily as he got to his feet and took a
stock whip from a hook on the wall.

“Or maybe they rode into Joeyville
for a night on the town more like!” he
snarled. “Well, I don’t employ those
layabouts to enjoy themselves on my
time! Come with me—UI’ll teach the lazy
toads a lesson they won’t forget in a
hurry!”

He strode to a jeep parked outside the
ranch-house, with Jed following. An
elderly aborigine was cleaning the
windscreen.

“Is she all filled up, Jim-Jim?”’ barked
McKenzie.

“Sure thing, boss! Jeep good feller
now. Jim-Jim check tyres, oil,
ev’rythin’,” replied the old man. “Oh,
boss . .. ’bout pay for me and my family,
we ain’t had none this month yet . . .”

“Later! I've got things to see to!”
McKenzie said curtly, jumping into the
driving seat.

,
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The tattered figure watched the
vehicle roar off in a cloud of dust, which
blew back into his sweating face. He
wiped his tired eyes and a frown creased
his weatherbeaten brow.

“Boss plenty mean feller . . . one day
he pay for bad things he do . . . and Jim-
Jim want to be there to see it'” he
muttered, spitting out the dust on to the
ground.

At top speed, Vince powered the
bouncing jeep along one of the tracks
which crossed the hundred thousand
acres he farmed. Sheep rearing was a
profitable business, especially if the
wage bill wasn’t too high...and he was
one of the lowest-paying bosses in the
territory! But would-be workers
outnumbered the jobs available, so he
was never short of hands. Besides, if
the villains he employed wanted to do
abit of rustling on the side, then he had
no objections, so long as he got a slice
of the profits!

“If those dossers are still out here,
then we’ll meet em comin’ back!” said
McKenzie grimly. “If not—we’ll head
for Joeyville!”

After an hour’s drive they reached
the section of fence that had been
marked down to be repaired. The high,
wire barricades were essential to keep
out the packs of roaming dingoes that
attacked the sheep. But another of
Australia’s native creatures, the
kangaroo, didn’t take kindly to being
fenced in, and the large powerful
creatures continually damaged the
structures.

Vince McKenzie glared angrily at a
flattened section of fence.

“Why, the idle skunks haven't even
begun to patch up the wire!” he
exclaimed, almost choking with rage.
“Where are they? I'll—""

He broke off as Jed pointed to three
figures lying in a small clearing in the
scrub bordering the tence.

“Looks like they’re having a bit of
shut-eye, boss!” he said nervously, glad
that it wasn’t him who was going to be on
the receiving end of McKenzie’s anger.

“So the drongos did go to Joeyville
for the night, and now they’re sleeping it
offt” hissed Vince. “Well it’s about time
those beauties were woken up!”

He uncoiled the stockwhip and
expertly sent the long, leather thong
snaking out. It cracked round the leg of
the nearest figure, sending it spinning
over.

Jed started forward, then halted with a
gasp.

“Strewth,” he began, and then his jaw
gaped open, unable to utter a sound.

The man was dead. All three men
were dead! The way they had died was
horrible. Something powerful had
attacked them — and then ate its fill!




McKenzie pushed over the other two
figures with his boot. Both were barely
recognisable as men.

I think I'm going to be sick!”’ croaked
Jed in a strangled voice as he ran
towards a clump of bushes.

Suddenly, he let out a scream.

EH]

Vince ran to the spot where his
trembling foreman stood pointing with a
shaking hand. All he could see were
pieces of scattered carcasses lying
around.

“That—that’s the boys’ horses, or
what’s left of the poor critturs,” Jed
groaned, slumping to the ground.

McKenzie helped him back to the
jeep and they both sat there, drawing in
deep breaths until their heads cleared.

“W-what did it?” Jed finally
whispered. “Dingoes, d’you think,
boss?”’

“I ain’t ever heard of wild dogs
ripping a horse’s head clean off!”” replied
Vince, trying to put what he’d seen out of
his mind.

“Then,
puzzled.

what —?” asked Jed,

“There’s only one thing around
here strong enough, and crazy enough,
to do that sort of butchery — the
monster that Digger Muldoon’s got
holed-up in his shack!” answered
McKenzie grimly.

“Of course — Terry Corman!”
exclaimed Jed. “I’ve heard that he was
suspected of several murders in
England, before he came down under.”

“The boys probably upset him in
some way, and he went berserk!”” went
on Vince.

“We’'d better get the police, and
quick!” said Jed, starting the jeep’s
engine.

“No!” snapped McKenzie. “I've
been looking for a chance to get that
meat-head. We’ll take care of this
ourselves. Let’s go round-up the rest of
the boys — and pay Mister Corman a

192

ON THE RUN

HE strains of music reached the

I ears of McKenzie and his men
as they arrived at Digger
Muldoon’s shack. Inside, the bush-
man sat on a rickety chair playing his
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S Suddenly the fugitive was spotted! It
'+ looked as if the men who wanted Terry

Lo NI

3l dead would have their wish come true.

ancient accordian. In the centre of the
hut, Terry Corman shuffled and
hopped around performing a bizarre
dance.

“Wollzin Tilda! Wollzin Tildaa . . .
come wollzin meeeee . . .”” he crooned
tunelessly.

He jerked to a halt as the music
suddenly ended.

“No stop . . . Digger play more . . .
Terr like,” he pleaded.

“Sssh!”  whispered Muldoon. “I
heard the sound of a truck. It might be
the bush rangers. Just keep out of sight
and be quiet!”

“Noooo ... not policcee. . . come take
Terr way, whimpered the huge figure,
trying to get under the table.

Digger went to the door. Outside,
McKenzie lounged nonchalantly, with
one foot on the running board of a
powerful truck; the stock whip in his
hand.

“Oh, g’day, Mister McKenzie,”
greeted Digger, apprehensively eyeing
the six heavily-armed men in the
truck. “What kin I do for you?”

Vince lazily twitched the whip at 4 tuft
of scorched grass.

“We’ve come to see your Terry, old
timer,” he said evenly, “I'm afraid he’s
been a bad boy—killed three of my men
and their horses. Can’t have that sort of
thing goin’ on in our nice, peaceful
country, now can we?”

“B-but he can’t have! Terry’s been
with me all the time,” replied Digger,
fear starting to gnaw at his inside.
“Besides, he wouldn’t hurt a fly.”

“That’s not what I’ve heard, Digger
— your monster’s a killer, wanted by the
law in England,” McKenzie countered,
starting to sound irritable. “Now go and
get the great lump!”

N
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Could Terry escape?

()

“Er, he-he’s not here! He’s gone into
Joeyville,” stuttered Digger, backing
into the doorway.

“Sorry, Digger, but we heard your pet
ape singing as we arrived—so we know
he’s in there!” McKenzie said, shaking
his head. “Clem!” he barked, motioning.
one of his men forward.

A ritle butt slammed into the side of
Digger’s head and he collapsed in a
heap.

“I’ll give you three to come out,
Terry!” called Vince. “One . .. two...
three!”” There was silence.

“QOkay, if that’s the way you want it!”
McKenzie yelled. “Set fire to the hut,
boys!”

“The way to get rid of a rat, is to
smoke it out eh, boss!”’ grinned one of the
men, shielding his face from the intensity
of the fire they had just started.

Suddenly, there was an ear—splitﬁng
bellow, and a massive figure crashed
through the blazing door.

“Eaaaaaaaargggh! Urrgh! Killlllit”
bellowed the creature as it hurtled
towards McKenzie,

Clem raised a rifle to his shoulder and
took aim.

“No! Don’t shoot!” shouted Vince,
standing his ground. “A bullet would be
too quick — I want to see him suffer!”

He swung the whip expertly and the
end wrapped itself several times
around Terry Corman’s neck. Half
choking, the hulking figure fell to his
knees, trying to wrest the thong from his
throat. Three of McKenzie’s men ran
gp and clubbed at Terry with their rifle

utts.

“Get the fencing wire — quick!”
yelled Vince to the others.

Semi-conscious, Terry was trussed
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up with coils of wire and tethered
between two trees.

“Now let’s see if we can loosen your
tongue!” said McKenzie, pulling a
blazing timber from the collapsing hut.

“Why...you...doocooo ... thiiis?
Terr not hurrrrt yoooou . . . gasped the
confused colossus.

“Oh, no? Well, we’re gonna hurt
you!” Vince sneered, thrusting the
fvyhlte-hot piece of wood towards Terry’s
ace.

An unearthly scream of fear and rage
erupted from the trussed-up figure. His
muscles buiged with power, stretching
the fencing wire taut.

“Look out — he’s breaking free!”
yelled one of the ranch-hands.

But his warning came too late as the
wire snapped with a high-pitched
‘twang’.

The loose end whistled through the air
in an arc and caught the man full in the
throat! He fell full-length, making a
horrible gurgling noise. At the same
time, with a speed belying his bulk,
Terry rushed to the felling axe stuckin a
chopping block nearby.

Flailing the fearsome blade in wild
swings, he rushed at McKenzie and his
men, scattering them like ninepins.

“Shoot him, you useless drongos!”
bellowed McKenzie, trying to dis-
entangle himself from someone on top
of him. But his men were just standing
there, gazing open-mouthed in horror.

As Terry crashed away into the
undergrowth, Vince got to his feet and
looked down. It was Clem who had
fallen on him. Now the man lay
motionless, his eyes staring at the sky.

“He’s dead,” announced McKenzie
unemotionally.

“So’s Kev,” said Lew in a trembling
voice. “That snapping wire darn near
took his head off!”

“Into the truck, the rest of you!”
ordered Vince. “We’ve got ourselves a
man-hunt!”

“But he’s still got that axe,” began
one of the others.

“Yeah, and we’ve got five high-
powered rifles!” McKenzie snarled.

*“So it’s no contest. I want that monster
dead!”

o »

None of the four surviving men spoke
as McKenzie sent the truck hurtling
along the track leading from the
smouldering remains of Digger’s shack.
He drove like man possessed; the vehicle
raising great clouds of dust as it sped
across the undulating landscape.

Suddenly, the silence was broken by a
loud, triumphant shout from Lew, who
had been scanning the scrub on either
side of the track.

“There he goes . . . he’s making for
Yellow Rock!” he yelled above the roar
of the truck’s engine, pointing to the left
where a high, buff-coloured rock outcrop
rose from the outback landscape.

McKenzie slewed the vehicle to a halt
and grabbed his rifle. Squinting through
the powerful telescopic sight, he picked
out the lurching figure.

There was a sharp report as the
weapon spat its deadly message.

“Did you get him, boss?”’ Bruce
Wells asked eagerly.

“Well, he went down, so I guess so!”
replied Vince. “Come on, let’s get over
there.”

Half a mile away, Terry Corman
staggered to his feet, grimacing with
pain as he stared at the blood starting
to soak through his tattered trouser
leg.

“Terr huuurt . ..” he muttered, not
fully comprehending what had
happened. “Must...get...’way...”

Slowly and painfully, he dragged
himself up the steep rock outcrop.

A few minutes later, McKenzie and
his men arrived.

“Look! There’s blood on the ground
— you did hit him, boss!” exclaimed
Lew.

“Yeah, but where is the great goon?”
retorted Vince, scanning the area around
them.

His question was answered by a
rumbling noise above them. Vince
looked up and gasped in horror at what
he saw.

“QOut of the truck and take cover!” he
screamed, throwing himself from the
driving cab.

Seconds later, an avalanche of
massive boulders crashed down around
them. Vince pressed himself against the
rockface, as the thunderous onslaught
seemed to go on for ever.

When the dust started to settle, he
turned to where the truck had been. It
was completely buried by a mountain of
rubble.

“Lew...Bruce...Baz...Jed...
are you okay?” called McKenzie.

Three dishevelled figures appeared
from the dust cloud.

“We — We're here, boss . . . but
we can’t find Jed!”” Lew gasped.

McKenzie went over to the pile of
boulders, where the tailboard of the
crushed truck was just visible. A limp
arm hung over the side.

“Guess he didn’t get out in time,”
muttered Vince.

b

FINAL
RECKONING §

UDDENLY, there was a loud
bellowing from the top of the
cliff above them.

They looked up to see the grotesque,
blood-stained figure of Terry Corman
jumping about in maniacal glee.

“Yeeceeaaaaah! Terr teach yooou
lesson . . . get revenge!” he ranted.

Vince raised his rifle, but the figure
had vanished.

“Quick! Round the other side of the
rock!” he snarled. “We’ll get him when
he comes down!”

The three men stood looking
uncertain.

“But we lost our rifles in the
avalanche — ” began Bruce.

“Well, I've still got mine — and I’ll
use it on any man who disobeys my
orders!” McKenzie said threateningly.
“Now move!”

It took longer than they anticipated to
skirt the towering column of rock, and
when they reached the far side, their
quarry was nowhere to be seen.

“More blood on the ground here,
boss!” exclaimed Lew triumphantly.

“And over here!” called Bruce
Wells from the edge of a large stretch of
scrub. “He’s gone into the bush, but it
should be a cinch to follow his trail!”

Vince checked his rifle and smiled
evilly. ]

“Corman won’t get far with the.
amount of blood he’s losing — then he’ll
pay for what he’s done to our blokes!” he
vowed.

The undergrowth became denser as
they spread out and advanced
cautiously.

“There’s a piece of cloth from
Corman’s shirt on this thorn bush!”
yelled Baz Robinson. “I reckon we’re
getting close!”

“Quiet!” hissed Lew, listening.
“What’s that noise? Sounds like . . .
chopping!”

“‘Be careful, in case the drongo tries to
bring down a tree on us,” warned
McKenzie. .

Then he stiffened. Thirty metres
ahead there was a rustling in a large
thicket. Vince motioned to the others to
be silent, then stealthily crept forward.

The rustling became louder, as if
something large was threshing about.

Raising the rifle to his shoulder,
McKenzie unleashed a volley of shots
into the thicket, There was a grunt and
the sound of a heavy body falling.

“Got the creep!” yelled Vince in
triumph, as he and his companions
rushed forward, smashing their way
through the undergrowth.




you murderin’
drongo!” snarled McKenzie as »
he aimed the rifle at the fallen =
colossus.

Then his jaw dropped open as he
gaped at the lifeless object on the ground.

“It-it’s a dirty great kangaroo!”
exclaimed Lew. “It — urrgh!”

Lew’s face became transfixed with a
look of frozen horror, as a thick tree
trunk hurtled out of the undergrowth,
smashing him in the face. The man fell
heavily to the ground and didn’t move
again.

“Oh, cripes — he’s got another one of
us!” gasped Bruce.

McKenzie went berserk, firing wildly
into the bush around them.

“You lousy swine! I’ll blow your ugly
head off!” he screamed.

“Yooou have tooo . . .catch meee
first, 'Kenziiie!” came an answering
shout.

“He . .. he’s mocking us!” stuttered
Baz Robinson. “I ain’t going on to be
killed as well!”

““Me neither!” said Bruce.

“Oh yes, you willl” McKenzie
retorted, snapping another magazine
into his rifle. “Or the next two bullets
will have your names on ’em! Now get
moving!”

The three men forced their way out of
the undergrowth and came to a flat,
green area, on the far side of which was a
smaller area of bush and trees. Then
thev got a shock! The mis-shapen figure
of Terry Corman was swinging on one of
the tree branches, less than a hundred
metres away!

“Heeeere am I . . . come get meeee!”
he called.

McKenzie cursed and unslung the
rifle, but the badly-aimed bullet went
harmlessly into the treetops as the figure
vanished.

“We've got the creep now!” said
Vince grimly. “Go ahead of me, you
two, so I can keep an eye on you!”

“But why did Corman risk revealing
himself, boss?” puzzled Bruce as he
sprinted across the green sward. “It
don’t make sense!”

Then he gave a frightened cry.

“ Ere, what the-? I-I can’t move my
feet-!”

“Get back, Baz!” yelled McKenzie,
the truth suddenly dawning on him. “It’s
a swamp!”

They watched helplessly, as Bruce
sank deeper and deeper into the mire. He
stretched out a hand imploringly.

““H-help me,” he pleaded.

Five seconds later, only a few bubbles
remained on the gently heaving surface.

Baz Robinson let out a terrified
scream.

“Corman lured Bruce into that!
He’s smarter than all of us!’’ he yeiled,
turning to run, “I don’t care if you do
shoot me, McKenzie — I ain’t going
on with this crazy hunt!” He sprinted
back the way they’d come.

Vince raised the rifle and centred the
sights on the fleeing man’s back.

“Don’t worry, creep . . . I won’t
disappoint you!” he muttered, squeezing
the trigger.

A searing pain erupted in Robinson’s
right shoulder, knocking him to the
ground. Desperately, he scrabbled away
into the undergrowth, waiting for the
shot that would finish him. But none
came.

Cautiously, he staggered to his feet,
using a piece of his ripped up shirt to try
and staunch the flow of blood from the
bullet wound. He was alone. McKenzie
must have left him for dead, he thought,
stumbling in the direction of Yellow
Rock.

As Baz reached the track at the foot of
the towering landmark, a jeep roared up.
Through the haze of pain, he could make
out three bush rangers and a figure witha
bandaged head whom he recognised as
Digger Muldoon.

The policemen jumped out of the
vehicle and one of them just caught Baz
as he collapsed.

“Where’s
demanded.

“Amile...or...soover...there...”
gasped the injured man, pointing in the
direction he’d come. “He’soutto. . . get
Terry Corman... for killing three of our
...men, Butnow...everyone’s...dead
...ourrrgh L

McKenzie?’ he

. (3 *% e
“He’s had it, too,” said the ranger,
gently laying down Baz Robinson’s
lifeless body.

“We've got to stop that maniac
McKenzie . . . now that we know Terry
didn’t kill his men who were repairing
the fence!” urged Digger as they got
back in the jeep.

“Let’s hope we’re in time!” replied
the driver grimly, sending the vehicle
bouncing over the rough ground.

Meanwhile, Terry Corman’s progress &,

was becoming slower and slower, as he

grew weaker from the loss of blood. He

fell to his knees, unable to drag his
wounded body any farther.

Suddenly, there was a low, rumbling
growl from the undergrowth just ahead
of him, He parted the bushes and let out
a terrified scream.

“Nooooooooo! Keep . . . 'waaay!” he
cried.

Thirty metres away, the stalking
Vince McKenzie heard the yell and
smashed his way through the scrub
towards it.

“Got you at last, you murderin’
drongo!” he snarled as he spied the fallen @
colossus.

“No00000 . . . danger . . .”” gasped
Terry, trying to scrabble away on all
fours.

“Too darn right there’s danger,
sport,” sneered Vince, raising his rifle.
“Danger that I’ll kill you too quickly!”

“Drop it, Vincel” came an
authoritative voice from behind the
ranch owner. “Corman wasn’t

4

responsible for the deaths of your
2,

men!”
Still keeping the rifle aimed,
McKenzie looked out of the corner of 4

his eye as the rangers and Digger *

Muldoon emerged into the open.
“QOh, yeah . . . then who was?” he

rasped, tightening his finger on the ¥

trigger.

As if in answer to his question, a
massive, tawny shape leapt from the
undergrowth. Snarling and spitting, it
knocked McKenzie to the ground, huge ¢
jaws ripping at his throat and razor-
sharp claws raking his body.

A shot rang out and the great beast
rolled over and lay still.

Holding his still smoking rifle, one of ’
the rangers knelt by Vince’s side, as the

injured man clutched at his lacerated ¢
throat, his mouth opening and closing
but no sound coming. )
“There’s your murderer, &)
McKenzie!” said the policeman,

indicating the creature he’d just shot. “A
lion that escaped from a circus that was §
performing in Joeyville!”

But Vince never heard the end of the
sentence, as he slumped lifeless in the
ranger’s arms.

Digger went over to the injured Terry

and began to bandage his wound. )

“No-one hurt Terr any more, please,
Digger . . .” whimpered the colossus.

“Don’t worry, old son, Digger’ll see
to it that you’re left in peace,”
reassured the old bushman.

“Come on, let’s go home.” )
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SHANMED of their son’s horrific
looks, the parents of Terry Cor-
man had Kept him locked up in

their attic for most of his life. Uncedu-
cated and uncared for, the unfortunate
boy grew up totally  neglected and
unseen by anyone.

After his mother and father died,
Terry was put into the care of his brutal
brother-in-taw, who cruelly mistreated
him and tried to kil him.

But Terry turned the tables on his
aggressor and did the killing himself?

Freed from his confined existence,
Terry found the outside world a cruel
place and was regarded as a monster to
be made fun of and persecuted.

Unable to control his temper and
powerful limbs, Terry accidentally
committed more Killings and  was
hunted by the authorities.

He escaped by stowing away on a ship
to Australia. where he was befriended
by a bushiman named Digger Muldoon.

Atlastit seemed asif Terry had found
refuge from the hostile world in Dig-
ger’s shack in a remote part of the
outha
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One morning, Terry awoke to find
smoke billowing through the shack.

“Fire . . . firrrreeee! Save meeee,
Diiggger!” he cried, cowering in an
untidy heap on his mattress at the rear
of the one-roomed hut.

“It’s okay, Terry . . . there ain’t no
fire, cobber,” came a voice from the
swirling smoke. “It’s just this pesky

stove playin’ up again!”

B Digger fanned the black fumes out of
the open door with his bush hat.

“Guess we’ll have to get a new ‘un
from Joeyville. Fancy a trip into town,
Terry?” he enquired.

The pile of bedclothes ceased
quivering and a huge, twisted body
emerged. The mis-shapen face contor-
ted into a semblance of a pleading
smile.

“Terr come, if Digger buy him
present,” he whined.

Digger sighed. The shack was lit-
tered with broken toys that had been
fragmented by the massive, clumsy
hands of the shambling colossus that
stood before him like a fawning child.

“Yeah, all right . . . I'll get you
something,” he agreed. “But first,
you’ll have to take the old stove out and
put it in the truck. We might get a few
dollars for the scrap metal in Joey-
ville.”

Later, after the ancient heating
device had cooled, Digger watched in
amazement as Terry’s giant arms
wrapped themselves around the heavy
stove and effortlessly lifted it as if it had
been a tin can.

He lumbered to Digger’s battered
pick-up truck and dropped his burden
into the open back with a resounding
“clang”.

“Hey, watch old Matilda there, you
clumsy drongo!” yelled Digger as the
springs of the vehicle creaked alarm-
ingly.

I A massive hand snaked out and

grabbed the old bushman by the shirt
front, pulling him to within centimetres
of Terry’s ghastly face.

“Diiiggger not call Terr a drongo . ..
or he get thumped!” yelled the colossus
angrily.

“ERRRRGH! Allright, all right . . .
s-sorry, cobber . . . l-leggo, you're
choking me!” stuttered Digger, fully
understanding how, not knowing his

own strength, Terry had actually killed
men.

They climbed into the cab of the old
truck and with a grating of gears, the
bushman sent it lurching down the
rutted track leading from the shack.
Three miles farther on, they turned on
to the main road to Joeyville. Half a
dozen kangaroos sped across the open

* scrub parallel to their course.

“Diiggger go faster . . . chase 'roos!”
urged Terry, excitedly bouncing up and
down in the passenger seat.

“No chance, mate,” said Digger
wryly. “Those critters can go twice as
fast as this old jalopy!”

After an hour’s slow and juddering
progress, they reached Joeyville — a
straggling collection of ill-kept build-
ings that had been constructed to serve
and house the sheep station workers of
the area. They jerked to a halt in front
of McKenzie’s General Stores, which
sold everything from cooking pots to
shotguns.

“G’day, Digger . . and what can I do
for you?” greeted Mack McKenzie as
they entered the door.

“Need a new stove, Mack, the old
one’s gone real crook,” answered the
bushman.

“Got just the job,” the store owner
said, indicating a shining, new stove in
front of the counter. “Real cast
iron . . .it’lllast for fifty years or more.
But it’ll cost you though . . . three
hundred dollars.”
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“‘Sheeesh,’’ began Digger, then he
looked round as a melodic tinkling
sound reached his ears. Terry was
sitting on the floor towards the back of
the store, with a small, wooden musical
box clasped in his giant hands. Two
plastic swans were gliding round a glass
mirrored panel on the open box to the
tune of Swan Lake.

‘‘Lookee, Diigggerr!”” yelled the
colossus like an excited child. ‘‘Magic
box . . magic box! Terr want,
pleeeease!”’

With a sigh, Digger turned to the
store owner. “It’ll last five minutes
before his great mitts crush it to pieces,
but I suppose I'd better get it for the
poor drongo . . . I did promise him a
present. Can you put it on the slate with
the stove, Mack, and I'll pay off fifty
dollars a month?”

“Yeah, sure thing, Digger,” replied
McKenzie. “I know you won’t run out
on me. Not many people you can trust
these days, though!”

As they went out to the truck, a few
children had gathered round it. “Ooo0 .
. . look! It’s a monster,” they called
when they glimpsed Terry’s shambling
hulk. But he was oblivious to their
taunts and cat-calls as he lovingly
cradled the music box in his hands.

“Go on, clear off, or I'll clip yer
ears!” shouted Digger as they re-
treated. “Come on, Terry . . . givemea
hand with the new stove, then we’ll go
down to the scrapyard and see what we
can get for the old one.”

Reluctantly, Terry placed his play-
thing on the bonnet and picked up the
stove, No sooner had he put it in the
open back of the truck, than there was a
tremendous commotion from a nearby
side-road.

“You swindling dingo! Your wonder
show is nuthin’ but a fraud! The
bearded lady had false whiskers!”

“Yeah, an’ the two-headed dog was
made of plastic!”

““An’ the fattest man in the world was
an ordinary bloke in an inflatable suit!”
A running figure in a bright yellow

and brown check suit came hurtling
round the corner. “Quick, cobber . . .
give us a lift, or I'm gonna be lynched!”
panted the man to Digger, who was just
starting up the truck’s engine.

“Sure thing, mate, hop aboard!” the
bushman replied. “You get in the back
fast, Terry — we gotta take off!”

SHOWMAN!

HE colossus barely had time to pull

himself over the tailboard, as the
vehicle accelerated away with a squeal
of tyres, just as a yelling mob of sheep
workers came into view.

“He’s gettin’ away!” yelled one.

“No, he ain’t . . . get the cars, boys;
we’'re gonna teach that cheat a lesson!”
retorted another.

As Digger’s truck slewed out of the
main street back towards the highway,
the fugitive turned to the bushman.

“Thanks a bundle, sport . . . you
saved my hide back there! Jake Kelly’s
the name — entrepreneur extra-
ordinary!”

“Oh, pleased to meet yer,” replied
Digger, looking puzzled. “What’s an
enter-whatever yer said?”

“A showman to you, cobber. 1
collect the ’er, more unusual things in
life and exhibit them,” replied Jake,
looking evasive. “But those stupid
sheepmen didn’t appreciate my show!”

Suddenly, Terry’s mis-shapen face
appeared at the small window in the
back of the driving cab. “Men chase us
in cars!” he yelled.

“Starve the lizards! What the blue

" blazes is that?” exclaimed Jake, look-

ing round at Terry in alarm.

“Oh, Terry . . . he’s just some poor
bloke whose folks neglected him ’cos
he looked a bit crook. I look after him
now, bit like a son, I suppose,”
explained Digger, glancing in his wing
mirror to see three cars in hot pursuit.
“But .we got problems. Those
sheepmen are after us . . and this old
crate couldn’t out-run a duck-billed
platypus!” Digger shouted round to

Terry, “Try your 'roo call, mate —loud
as you can!”

Crouched in the open back of the
lurching truck, Terry cupped his gnar-
led hands to his mouth and let out a
weird, ear-splitting animal noise. After
a couple of minutes, a herd of kan-
garoos burst from the bush bordering
the highway. They bounded into the
road behind the truck as the giant
figure in the back kept up his strange
call. The drivers of the leading two
pursuing cars suddenly found their way
blocked by a mass of grey bodies.

‘““Watch those crazy ’roos!”’ yelled a
car passenger as the driver beside him
desperately wrenched the steering
wheel over. He managed to avoid the
animals, only to crash into the car
alongside him! Locked together, both
vehicles careered off the road and
turned over in a ditch.

His foot hard down on the accelera-
tor, Digger looked in the mirror again.

“That’s got rid of two of em, but the
third one’s coming like the blazes . . .
looks like he’s gonna ram us!”

Hardly were the words out of Dig-
ger’s mouth, than there was a shudder-
ing impact to the rear of the truck,
causing it to lurch alarmingly.

The driver of the big-bumpered
Holden saloon yelled in triumph as he
prepared for another charge. “Wahoo!
That’s got ’em rattled! We’ll make
those creeps pay for what they just did
to Larry and Pete. I'm gonna drive
them right off . . .”” His words suddenly
died away as he saw the awesome shape
of Terry Corman towering in the back
of the truck, with the old stove from
Digger’s shack held high above his
head.

“Oh, no, nooooo!” the driver
screamed as the massive chunk of iron
hurtled down like a depth charge! It
smashed through the bonnet as if it was
made of paper, completely wrecking
the engine, rupturing electrical cables
and fuel lines. The passengers threw
themselves out in the nick of time as a



spark ignited spilled fuel and the whole

vehicle erupted in a welter of flame. .
“Looks l?ke they wanted a burn-up, Terry cupped hIS

and got it!” laughed the relieved Jake gnarled hands to

Kelly, looking back at the inferno. :
“Yeah, well I hope those sheepmen his mouth and let

will be movin’ on real soon, ’cosTdon’t  OUt an ear-splitting

fancy bumpin’ into them again after animal noise. It

what’s happened an’ all,” said Digger .
apprehensively. had startling

“Real sorry to get you involved, results!
sport,” replied Jake with false concern
in his voice. “But if I could lie low ;
somewheres ’till mornin’, then I'd be 3
on my way.” e V2 \ .

The bushman knew what Kelly was (1" <’ % v
hinting at and he didn’t feel altogether
happy at inviting the man to stay the
night, but then he’d always been a soft
touch!

“You can kip down at my place if you
like,” Digger said reluctantly. “Won’t
be very comfortable . . . I mean it’s
hardly the Sydney Hilton!”

“Good on yer, sport!” replied Jake
eagerly.

Soon, they were bumping their way
up the rough track to the little clearing pm
in the bush where Digger had his
smallholding. .

“Nice place you’ve got here . . . right {4
in the middle of nowhere!” remarked Y*
Kelly, surveying the scene.

“Suits us,” replied Digger. “Give us
a hand to get the new stove into the
shack, Terry.”

The massive figure jumped from the
rear of the truck. “In minute, Diiggger.
Terr got to get magic box first.”

Terry went to the bonnet of the truck
and looked around in vain. ‘“Where’s
magic box gone? Terr put it here when
in Joeyville!” he exclaimed.

Jake let out an incredulous laugh.
“Ha, haaa! You stupid drongo . . . you
don’t expect it to be still on the bonnet,
do you, after all we’ve been through?”

The shambling colossus jerked
round. “You not laugh at Terr! You
took magic box. You bad man. Terr
feel it!” he ranted, advancing menac-
ingly on Kelly.

“Hold it, Terry old son,” interrupted
Digger, hastily jumping between the
pair of them. ‘It must have fallen off in
the chase. Don’t worry, I'll get you
another one when we take Jake back to
town in the morning.”

“Terr want it mow . . . or do no
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work,” muttered the giant hulk, stom- { ! » I,I g
ping off to the shack. . ’ N\ p

“Looks like you an’ me to carry the X V >
stove in,” Digger said to Jake shrug- AN\ N : Wy YR “\\ %
ging his shoulders. '/ RN

Later that evening over a frugal
meal, Jake watched Terry sulking on
his mattress at the back of the shack.

“He sure is ugly-lookin’,” he
remarked thoughtlessly. ‘“‘Ever
thought of hiring him out to a horror
film company? Reckon you could make
quite a load of dough doin’ that.”

“No way!” retorted Digger angrily.
“Terry’s had enough of people ridicul-
ing him in his rotten life. I would never ‘ ‘
let him be more exploited like that.”
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The conversation became rather
strained after that, and eventually,
having washed up the plates, Digger
spread a blanket on the floor.

“There y’are, you can doss down
there,” he said dully, turning to go to
his own bed. He felt uneasy and lay
awake for some time listening to the
loud grunts and snores from Terry.

Jake was also awake, his mind
hatching a sinister plan. There was a
chance here of starting up afresh . . .
and he was going to take 1t!

MAGIC BOX

T seemed that hardly had Digger
closed his eyes, than he was being
shaken violently by the shoulder.

“Wassat?’> he mumbled, turning to
see Kelly crouching beside him.

*Sssh!”> whispered Jake. ““I heard a
noise outside!”’

“It’s only a wallaby or a ’roo,”
yawned Digger. ‘‘Go back to sleep.”

-“‘No, I heard voices!”’ insisted Kelly.
“It could be those sheepmen have
tracked us down. They’d recognise your
truck easy. Perhaps they’re gonna burn
the shack down!”’

Digger pulled on his tattered
trousers and picked up the poker he
used for the stove. “Okay, let’s go take
a look then,” he said irritably.

Dawn was just breaking and a Koo-
kaburra in a nearby tree broke into its
weird song as Digger prowled stealthily
around the perimeter of the clearing,
peering into the thick bush.

“I don’t see nothin’ and I don’t hear
nothin’. Reckon you were mistaken,
Kelly. Must have been the ’burra
singing. Kelly? Where are you?”

“Right here behind you, cobber!”
came the reply.

Digger turned to see the showman
with a heavy length of wood in his
raised hands!

“Now you can go back to sleep!” he
sneered evilly as he brought the make-
shift club down on the bushman’s head.

Quickly, Jake bound and gagged his
senseless victim. Then he dragged the
body deep into the undergrowth.

A hour later, Terry awoke. Jake was
frying an egg on the stove.

“Where Digger?” the colossus
asked.

“Oh, he’s had to go to give the
farmer on the next spread a hand with
some fencing,” lied Kelly. “He’ll be
back around midday. He said to take
you into town to get you a new magic
box.”

“You get Terr 'nother box? That
gooood . . . ver’ goood!” cried the
shambling hulk dancing a bizarre jig,
his limited brain-power not being able
to assimilate the fact that Digger never
left him on his own.

The old bushman recovered con-
sciousness in time to hear the truck
start up, but he fought in vain with his
bonds and his gagged yells were drow-
ned by the roar of the engine.

“Right, the first thing we gotta do is
get you a new magic box, eh, Terry?”

reiterated Kelly as they chugged along
the road to Joeyville.

“Yessss, yesss . . . new box!”’ chanted
Terry excitedly. ‘““Yooou nice man . . .
Terr like yoou much as Diiggerr!”

“That’s my boy . . . Jake is your very
best friend!” replied the showman, his
eyes glittering evilly.

Half an hour later, Kelly emerged
from the general store with the re-
placement musical box. Terry reached
for it eagerly.

“Hold on, don’t snatch, old son,”
said Jake, putting the package in his
pocket. “I want you to see something
first, then you can have your magic
box!”

“Plecase . .
implored Terry.

Jake drove the truck through the
main street, then cautiously turned a
corner Jeading to a clearing on the far
side of the tiny town. He breathed a
sigh of relief. Yes, it was still there. He
pulled up beside an ancient articulated
lorry, on the tarpaulined trailer of
which was lettered KELLY’S WON-
DER SHOW. He opened a padlocked
door at the rear of the trailer and
motioned to the still-pleading Terry.

“Come here, boy, I'm going to give
you your magic box now!”

The colossus shuffled forward as
Kelly slid the box through the open
door.

“Thereitis...go and getit!” urged
Jake.

Eagerly, Terry loped after his pre-
cious toy, as the metal door slammed
shut behind him. Kelly ran round to the
front of the trailer and opened the
tarpaulin a metre or so to survey his
handiwork. The heavy cloth screen
concealed a large cage, with iron bars
thick enough to withstand a rampaging
elephant. Jake knew this for a fact,
since he’d once kept one in there, until
it had died from starvation. Now, it was
Terry who stood in the middle of the
cage looking puzzled. “What this —?”
he said suspiciously.

“That, my boy, is your new home!
You’re gonna make me a lot of money.
Yes, sir . . . a whole lot of money!”
chuckled Kelly, gleefully rubbing his
hands together.

If Terry thought his predicament
strange, he soon forgot about it as he
played with his beloved magic box on
the floor of the cage.

Whistling tunelessly, Jake drove the
articulated lorry in the direction of
Sundown Springs, a town two hundred
miles from Joeyville. A new town . . .
new people . . . and new mugs willing to
pay plenty of dollars to look at a
Monster!

After an hour’s drive, Jake pulled
into a deserted lay-by and opened the
tarpaulin round the cage.

“Right, Terry, old son . . . you're
gonna learn lesson number one!” he
said addressing the bewildered figure
peering through the bars. “Now the
folks who are gonna come to see your
good self, don’t want to look at some

. pleeease give me,”

imbecile playing with a music box,
right? So you’ve got to give the box to
me an’ look real mad like, to sort of
scare ’em. Make 'em bring their friends
to see you, too!”

“Terr don’t want to give away magic
box . .. Terr don’t want to be mad . . .
just want to go home,” whimpered the
colossus, hugging the precious object
to his mis-shapen body.

“I was afraid you’d say that,
cobber,” sighed the showman. “So I’'m
gonna have to take it off you!”

He took a long rod with wires
attached from beneath the trailer and
poked it through the bars.

“Hurrr, you not hurt Terr with
stiick,” said the captive. “Terr break it
into little pieces!”

But as Terry grabbed the end of the
rod, a crackling, blue flash flung him
backwards and the musical box
clattered to the floor.

“Now you know what a cattle-prod
feels like, sport!” Kelly said gleefully,
using the pole to manoeuvre the fallen
box to the front of the cage where he
scooped it up.

Terry rushed to the bars screaming in
anger, using all his might to try and
prise them apart . . . but they were
more than a match for even his great
strength.

“That’s great!” enthused Kelly,
pushing the music box back in the cage.
“Now let’s try it a few more times to get
the idea in your great, thick skull!”

It was late afternoon, when the
trailered lorry reached Sundown
Springs. Jake parked by the sheep pens
in the centre of town and staked out the
tarpaulin to form a makeshift tent
around the cage. Then he produced a
portable megaphone.

“Rollup, roll up, folks . . . come and
see the real Frankenstein Monster . . .
only three dollars a head!” he called,
the amplified sound echoing round the
streets.

Soon, a curious crowd had gathered.
Quickly he collected the money, then
went inside with the cattle-prod. A few
minutes later he ushered the people
inside the tarpaulin-tent. Antagonised
by the loss of his musical box and the
electric shock treatment, Terry was
rampaging around the cage.

“Qooer! It’s real horrible!” gasped a
spectator.

“What a ghastly face!” exclaimed
another. “T’ll have nightmares after
this!”

After a short while, Jake led the
people out. “That’s all, folks . . . tell
your friends there’ll be another show at
eight o’clock this evening.” Then he
went back inside and gave the music

‘box back to Terry. “Attaboy, you were

brilliant!” he congratulated. “There’s
hundreds of towns like this . . . I'm
gonna make a fortune!”

Terry was oblivious to his words, as
freed from pain, he squatted in a corner
with his precious toy.

There was an even bigger crowd
queuing up for the evening ‘perform-
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ance’ due to the fact that sheepworkers
were returning from their shifts in the
surrounding farms. Having ‘prepared’
his captive, Jake was just about to let in
the spectators, when there was a
sudden interruption.

“Hey, look — there’s that cheating
drongo who took our money for that
crook show in Joeyville!”

Jake turned to see half-a-dozen
;l}eepmen angrily advancing towards

im.

“Now hold it, cobbers . . . itwas alla
misunderstandin’,” he said quickly.
“Here’s your money back and I’ll even
let you see my new show for free. You
won’t be disappointed, I promise.”

The men took the money that Jake
proffered and marched into the tent.
“We’d better not be disappointed,
Kelly — or you’ll be for it!” one
warned.

““Cor, stone the crows, will yer look
at that!”” said another, staring in awe at
the huge figure glaring down at them.
A heavily-built, bearded sheepman
was more sceptical. “How do we know
it’s not just a bloke dressed up with a

mask on like before?” he scoffed and
put his arm into the cage. “Here, you
big gorilla, give us an arm wrestle!”

“No, don’t do that!” shouted Kelly.

Butitwas toolate. Terry grabbed the
intruding arm and jerked it back
against the bars with all his fearsome
strength. There was a loud ‘crack’ and
the big sheepman yelled in pain.
“Aaaargh! He’s bust my flamin’ arm!
Get that swine Kelly, men!”

Jake was ahead of them! He burst
out of the tent and ran for dear life
round to the back of the trailer,
fumbling in his pocket for his keys.
Swiftly, he unlocked the metal door
and jumped inside, slamming it in his
pursuers’ faces. Terry shuffled towards
him, his eyes red and angry.

“It’s all right, Terry old son,” said
Kelly soothingly. “I've brought your
magic box . . .” his voice tailed away as
his hand felt his pocket — it was empty!
He looked down at the ground beside
the cage. There lay the box where it had
fallen when he dashed out. A huge
shadow fell over him and his voice rose
to a shrill scream . . .

The giant was being provoked
with the cruel cattle-prod. It was
the showman’s way of making
his exhibit a star attraction!

The bush ranger unlocked the door
of the police station cell and ushered in
Digger Muldoon, wearing a head band-
age.

Terry’s friend was worried.

“There’s Terry, all safe and sound,
Digger . . . the doc’s given him a shot to
calm him down,” he said indicating a
snoring figure on the bunk. “You sure
were lucky we called on you when we
did, otherwise you might have been a
gonner!”

“Where’s Kelly?” Digger inquired,
anxiously.

The ranger indicated the next cell,
where a white-coated man was at work,
just finishing bandaging a motionless
body.

“The doc’s just stopped patching him
up now — he’ll look a lot uglier when
those bandages come off, I can tell you.
Kelly spent years putting the misfits of
life into cages - now he’ll spend the next
few years behind bars himself! As for
your friend Terry — you’d better take
him home now, before the big fella gets
into more trouble.”




For over thirty years, Terry Corman
had been kept locked in an attic,
because his parents were ashamed of
their  son's  horrific  appearance.
Unloved and totally neglected, Terry
grew to adulthood unseen by anyone in
the outside world.

When his mother and father died, the
unfortunate creature was entrusted to
the care of his brother-in-law, who
cruelly mistreated him and eventually
tried to kill him. But aided by his
superhuman strength, Terry retaliated
by putting an end to his aggressor!

Released from his confined existence,
Terry did not find the world a friendly
place and was regarded as a monster to
be made fun of and persecuted.

His inability to control his temper
and powerful limbs, led Terry to
commit more accidental killings and he
R was hunted by the police. He escaped
from his pursuers by stowing away on a
ship bound for Australia, where he was
\ befriended by an old bushman named
Digger Muldoon.

In Digger’s shack, situated in the
remote outback, Terry at last found
peace from the hostile world.
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May morning.

Things weren’t going to be peaceful

for very much longer at Digger
Muldoon’s shack!

“Where you goin’ with that tucker,
Terry?” enquired Digger as the
shambling hulk at the table before him
stood up, clutching a plate of half-
finished food and lumbered towards
the door.

“Goingg to giive doggee his
FA dinnerr,” mutted Terry.
@ “Starve the lizards!” exclaimed

Digger angrily. “You ain’t still got that
mangy dingo, ‘ave yer!” He followed
the colossus outside to where an
extremely tatty-looking spgcimen of
Australia’s native wild dog was tied up
to an old tree stump. “I told you to get
rid of it,” said the bushman crossly.
“We ain’t got enough tucker for
ourselves, let alone to feed that moth-
eaten brute!”

Digger picked up a stick. “Go on,
get out of it!” he yelled at the animal,
which took no notice of him as it
voraciously devoured the food on
Terry’s plate. Digger raised the stick,
but then his arm was caught in a grip of
iron!

“Diggerr not hurrt doggee — or Terr
hurt him!” said Terry menacingly, his
bulging eye glaring at the bushman.

Such was the pressure of the gnarled
hand which gripped him, that Digger
was in no doubt how Terry had
accidentally killed people with his
mighty, uncontrollable strength!

“Ow! Leggo! Yer bustin’ it!” he
yelled, wrenching his bruised arm free.
Then, with renewed courage, Digger
added: “If you won't get rid of the
dingo, then you’ll have to go, too!”

Terry stood swaying uncertainly for
a moment. Then, untieing the
creature’s leash, he suddenly made up
his clouded mind. “If that waay
Diigger want it, then Terr cleear off!”

As the colossus charged off into the
bush, Digger velled after him. “No,
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don’t go, cobber ...l didn’t mean
it!”

But it was too late. Terry had gone.

“Huh, the stupid drongo will soon
be back . . . he's got no more idea of
how to look after himself than a six-
month old baby!™ muttered Digger,
picking up an axe and starting to chop
more wood for the stove.

Not having developed any powers of
reasoning or peaccful arguing, Terry
into  uncontrollable  rages
whenever there was any friction
between him and Digger. Now the
giant smashed his way through the
bush, ranting and raving. “Terr show
Diigerr how he can look after himself
and doggee!” he bellowed.

After an hour, he came to a high

- fence stretching as far as the eye could

see. It didn’t please him!

“Nothing stop Téerr!” he ranted and
charged full-pelt at the obstruction. It
was no contest as a concrete post
snapped like a sapling under twenty
stone of solid muscle! The notice
reading ‘PRIVATE - KEEP OUT’
meant nothing to Terry as he trampled
it underfoot. Terry couldn’t read!

The ground sloped  steeply
downwards, then levelled out.
Suddenly, Terry found himself out in
the open, staring up at an amazing
sight!

A vast, white wall of concrete
towered a hundred metres above him,
spanning a wide valley.

“Lookee, doggee ... dam!" the
colossus announced proudly. He knew
what it was, because Digger had been
complaining  bitterly  about  the
construction. “Why are they spoilin’
the countryside with those flamin’
monstrosities?” the bushman had
asked. “We don’t need no new-fangled
electric power out here in the bush.
It’s just an excuse for that crook Jed
Carver to make even more money!”

Terry stared in awe for a moment,

then started to climb an inspection
gantry at the side of the dam.

“Toweer . . . Terr go have lookee,”
he said happily, his rage now gone as
fast as it had arrived. As he climbed
higher, he could see the vast lake that
had built up behind the dam after the
Spring rainy season. A lake ready to
be released in a controlled stream into
the river on the other side of the dam,
to produce hydro-electric power for
the area.

At that moment, in a control
blockhouse on top of the dam,
construction boss Jed Carver sprawled
in a chair, surrounded by three of his
foremen. A two-way radio was in his
hand. He pressed a button on the
instrument.

“Everything ready down there,
Clem?” he enquired.
“Yeah, boss . . . all set for the first

phase!” came the crackling reply.
Carver’s thin, moustached-lipped
mouth broke into a cunning smile.
“Go for it then!” he ordered.
A series of sharp explosions made
Terry jump. He stared at the dam,

where six puffs of smoke appeared at
regular intervals along the concrete
wall. A worried frown crossed his face.

Suddenly, there was a different,
sharper-sounding noise and a bullet
pinged off the steel rail of the

mspection tower.

He gave a yell and began descending
the tower as fast as his twisted body
would take him, as more bullets
whistled past.

“What the heck is all that shootin’
about down there?” Carver yelled into
his walkie-talkie.

The crackle came back. “There’s
some bloke got through the security
fence . . . he’s seen everything. But
he’s run off down the track!”

“Get the four-by-four ready. ..
we're comin’ down!™ rapped Carver.
“Whoever it is, he’s gotta be silenced!”

INJURED!

EN minutes later, Jed and his three

henchmen were aboard a powerful
truck, lurching along the rutted track
leading from the dam site. Sunlight
glinted on the barrels of the high-
powered hunting rifles they held in
readiness.

“Which way did he go, Clem?”
Carver called to the driver.

“South . . . towards Woolagong
Springs!” came the answer. “He was a
really big bloke, boss!”

“Well, y'’know what they say, Clem
— the bigger they are, the harder they
fall . . . specially with a bullet or two




in 'em!” sneered the construction boss.
“We gotta stop him before he reaches
the town, so keep your eyes peeled.
men!”

Meanwhile, a mile ahead, Terry was
loping along the track as fast as his big
limbs could go. He knew something
was - wrong and from previous
experiences, he also knew that bullets
could hurt!

“Must . .. tell ... people .. .in
town . . . abooout danggger,
doggee.” he panted to his pet dingo
running beside him.

“There he is...I kin see the
drongo!” yelled one of the foremen,
raising his rifle. He unleashed a volley
of shots at the distant figure. But they
only splintered trees at the side of the
track. Jed pushed the man aside.




“You couldn’t hit a barn door from /
two metres, McKenzie! Hold the truck
steady, Clem!” he commanded,
squinting through his telescopic sight.
Softly he pulled the hair-trigger. There
was a single report. Up ahead, the i
fleeing figure crashed to the ground.

“That's how to shoot! You useless
drongos!” said Carver proudly,
unshouldering his rifle. “Come on,
let’s go pick him up and feed him to
the crocs in the river.”

Terry lay where he had fallen, blood
oozing from the side of his head. As
the dingo licked his face, the colossus’s
eyes flickered open. His head
throbbed as he heard the approaching
truck. Slowly, he reached out a
massive hand and closed it over a rock
at the side of the track.

When the truck was ten metres from
him, Terry suddenly got to his knees.

“Hey, you must have only creased
him, Jed - AAAARGH!” The driver’s
words cut off in a scream as the heavy
rock smashed through the windscreen.
Driverless, the truck slewed off the
track, throwing the four men off the
open back. Carver rolled over, then
leapt to his feet in a fury.

“Why that lousy, no-good creep!”
he ranted. “Get up, you dozy bunch,
and go after him!”

“B-but, boss . .. did you see the
guy? He looked like some kinda
monster!” stuttered one of the
foremen, picking himself up.

“And so will you, if you don’t obey
my orders!™ screamed Jed. “Now
spread out and we'll encircle him!”

They advanced in a semi-circle into
the scrubland bordering the track. Up
ahead. Terry was running scared!

“Terr hurrt ... Terr hurrt,” he

muttered, holdmé, the side of his head
where the bullet had caught him a
glancing blow. Next moment, he
suffered more pain, which came in the
form of a vivid, blue flash. throwing
him to the ground and causing him to
involuntarily scream out!

“What the heck was that?” gasped
one of Carver’s men nervously.
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The construction boss smiled evilly.
“Guess he’s just found Greg Nolan’s
new electric. 'roo fence he’s had put
round his spread! We’ve got him now,
fellers!”

Terry struggled to his knees and
stared at the fence which hummed
quietly under the power of the electric
current. He whispered fearfully to his
pet dingo.

“Terr in baad troublle, dogggee . . .
need help . . . or get verry dead!”

Almost as if in answer, the animal
raised its head and let out an awful
howl! Howl followed howl, echoing
eerily around the trees.

Jed’s men checked.

“W-what's that?” exclaimed one.

“Ain’t yer ever heard a dingo
before?” retorted Jed. “It’s howling
‘cause it can scent death!”

There was a rustling in the bushes.

“It’s over there!™ said Carver,
raising his rifle. “I'll soon put a stop to
the critter’s yowling!”

More bushes moved. Then,
suddenly. twenty snarling, grey shapes
launched themselves from cover.

“Eeeeeergh!™ screamed one of the
men, as razor-sharp teeth closed round
his arm. “The flamin’ thing’s called up
a whole pack of its mates!”

“Quick, get back to the truck,
boys!™ yelled Carver firing wildly at
the massing horde of dingoes snapping
around them.



Nursing bitten arms and legs, the
men reached their vehicle. "No time to
rest,” urged Carver, ignoring the
protests of the others. “That creep's
gotta  follow the fence towards
Woolagong Springs . . . and the only
way into town Is across the bridge over
the river — and that's where we'll get
the drongo! Now push the truck back
on the road and let’s get goin’!™

Having discovered that His wound
was no more than a large scratch,
Terry was in much better spirits.
“Doggee saave Terr from nasty men.”
he chanted in his child-like tone. “Terr
give yoou lots foood when we get to
towwn! Must follow fence!” Then, as if
remembering, he added: “Got to
warrn peeeople!™ And he set off at an
ambling pace.

Jed, having taken over from the
injured Clem, drove the truck like a
madman. “I'm gonna get that drongo
if it's the last thing I do!™ he muttered
from between clenched teeth.

“Steady, boss . .. wc'll be at the
bridge before him. without smashing
the truck up any more!™ warned one of
the men:

Jed stewed the  truck round a
bend . . . to meet a state police car
coming  straight  towards  them!
Slamming on the brakes, Carver
stopped just in time. Two state
troopers got out of the police vehicle.

“G'day, Mister Carver — in a hurry
are you?" asked onc.

“Oh, yeah . . . er, gotta get some
medical attention for the boys in
Woolagong Springs,” replied Carver
thinking fast. “Got attacked by a pack
of dingoes.™

“Looks like your truck’s taken a bit
of a battering, too, sir!™ said the other
trooper. “l should get that windscreen
fixed as soon as possible. You sure
everything's all right?”

“Yeah, fine . . . we ain’t broke the
law or anythin’, have we?™ answered
Carver.

“No, but cut your speed down on
this track . . . it’s a bit narrow and you
never know who you might meet,”
said the trooper, getting back into his
car.

“Curse it!" exclaimed Carver as they
got going again. “We really gotta
move it now to stop that creep gettin’
to town!™

He drove at break-neck speed for
two miles, until the bridge came in
sight.

“No sign of that monster guy!”
called one of the men.

“Good!" answered Carver. “We'll
cross the bridge and block the end, so
there’s no way he can get past! Then
we'll have us some target practice!™

But being stopped by the troopers
had cost Jed precious time! And at that
moment beneath the far side of the
bridge, Terry was waiting! He
wrapped his massive arms around one
of the thick, supporting beams and
tugged with all his mighty strength.

There was an ominous ‘crack’ as the
beam came away from the joint holding
up the main cross-spars of the

structure. The weight of Carver's
truck was enough to finish the job!
“Look out! The bridge is going ~ jump
for it!” yelled one of the men.

Jed hurled himselt from the cab and
he and his men just managed to
scramble back the way they'd come,
before the whole framework of the
bridge collapsed. pitching the truck
into the swirling waters below.

On the far bank, Terry jumped up
and down with maniacal glee. “Hurrr,
hurr! Nasty men no catch Terr noow!™
he cackled. “Come, doggee . . . got
to warrn pecople!™

SHOWDOWN!

FTER half an hour’s shambling
jog, he came to the small group of
homesteads that made up the town of
Woolagong Springs, so called because
it. was built around a number of small
pools. Some children were playing in a
paddock by a wooden-built bungalow.
“Must gooo . . . danggger!”™ Terry
yelled at them. They took one look at
the  shambling  figure  and  ran
screaming towards the house. A man
came to the door holding a shotgun.

“What the heek?” he exclaimed on
sceing the colossus and his pet dingo
running through the paddock. “Clear
off, you crazy drongo! Pl teach you to
frighten my kids!™

A shotgun blast narrowly missed
Terry and the pellets ricocheted off the
iron framework of a tall, water tower.

“Noooo, nooo . . . don't shoot -
much dangger,™ yelled Terry, backing
off.

The man followed him threateningly.
“Ill give you one last chance to get
going, cobber — or it'll be curtatns for
you!”

Terry picked up a stone and threw it
at the man.

“Right. you've asked for it,”
shouted the homesteader and raised
the gun again. Terry ducked behind a
large storage tank, just as the weapon
was fired.

Suddenly, a tremendous blast blew
the colossus off his fect and burning
liquid gushed cverywhere, setting light )

to the ground and bushes.

“Oh, cripes - I've hit the fuel
storage tank!™ exclaimed the man.
“Quick, kids —into the truck! We gotta
get out of here!™

As confusion reigned, Terry picked
up his pet dingo and ran to a small
pool near the water tower and plunged
m.,

Flames seemed to be everywhere,
with trees, bushes and grass all ablaze!
By just keeping his head above the
water. Terry was safe from the roaring
inferno. He watched the homesteader
gather up his family and drive off at
high speed.

Soon, there was nothing left to burn
around him and he stepped from the
pool on to scorched earth. He climbed
the water tower and from his lofty
perch, he could sce the fire raging
around the remaining houses. A
gaggle of cars and trucks were hastily
vacating the area and driving to high
ground, clear of the now out-of-
control bush fire.

Terry laughed out
result was exactly what he had
intended to happen! “Pceople all
saaved!™ he said proudly.

“Yeah, but no-one’s gonna save
You, creep!™ came a rasping voice.

The colossus looked down . . . and
what he saw filled him with horror! At
the foot of the tower stood Jed Carver
and his men!

“You've got some payin’ to do,
drongo!™ snarled Carver viciously.
“One bullet will be too good for you!
I'm gonna chip you down from there
piece by piece!™

He raised his rifle, but even as he
took aim, a snarling grey shape
cannoned into him, knocking him off
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his feet and sending the bullet
harmlessly into the air.

“It’s that flamin’ dingo . .
boys!” screamed Carver.

But his men stood transfixed, as an
ominous rumbling noise filled the air.
Then one of them pointed in horror.

“L-look . . . the dam’s gone too
soon!” he yclled, as a wall of water
forty metres high raced down the
valley! It was the last thing Carver and
his men ever saw as the boiling torrent
smashed into Woolagong Springs and
engulfed them.

Houses and barns were swept away
like matchwood under the seething
tide. From his perch atop the water
tower, Terry was the only witness to
the terrible scene of devastation. It
was as if the whole world had flooded!

But now, the racing waters rose
higher and battered at the towe,r,

. get it,

which rocked alarmingly. Slowly, it
started to tip sideways as the
foundations were weakened.

Suddenly, Terry became aware of a
tremendous wind beating down on him
and as if by magic, a rope with a sling
attached dangled in front of him. He
looked up to see a police helicopter
hovering some thirty metres above.
Digger Muldoon was leaning out of the
craft’s side-door.

“Get in the sling - quickly!” the
bushman yelled.

The colossus didn’t understand what
he meant, but his huge, gnarled hands
grasped the rope, just as the tower

_ disappeared beneath the raging water.

“Hang on, cobber!” shouted Digger,
as the winchman threw the machinery
into gear to bring the ropc up. Seconds
later, Terry was bundled into the
‘chopper.

“Wow!” exclaimed Digger, wiping
his brow. “We couldn’t have cut that
any finer, pal! One of the
homesteaders radioed to say you had
started a fire in the town so I grabbed a
lift in the coppers” whirlybird!™

“Terr not . . . staart firree . . . only
wanted . . . to waarn aboout damm!”
the colossus gasped. “But. ..
where . . . is doggee?” he enquired
worriedly.

Digger looked down at the flooded
landscape and shook his head. “I'm
sorry, cobber, but there’s no way your
pet could’'ve survived that,” he said
quietly.

When they got back to police
headquarters, Terry was interrogated.

“Fire raising is a serious crime,
Mister Corman,” said the inspector
sternly. “It was lucky for you that the
dam burst and put the blaze out!™

“Nooo . .. Terr knew daam
damaged . . . Carver blew it upp!
Only wanted to waarn pceople!”
replied the colossus desperately.

“Now why would Carver want to
blow up his own dam?” went on the
inspector. “He'll never be able to tell
us, even if he did . . . which I doubt
very much. I -" He broke off as
another policeman burst into the

room.

“Sorry to interrupt, sir.” said the
man, “but we've just picked up one of
Carver’s men . . . found him clinging
to the inspection tower at the side of
the dam site. He's confessed
everything! Seems Carver had found
traces of a huge oil deposit under
Woolagong Springs. So he built the
dam, intending to flood the valley and
obliterate the town. so he could then
move in and buy up the land cheaply
and drill for the oil!”

The inspector put down his pen.
“Sorry, Mister Muldoon, but it seems
your pal here deserves a medal, rather
than a prison sentence for fire-raising!”

“You can keep yer medal, cobber!”
said Digger curtly. “We just want to go
home and be left alone.”

As they went outside, another
helicopter was landing. A familiar
shape dashed from the 'chopper and
leapt into Terry's arms!

“Doggee come back!™ gasped the
astonished colossus.

“Found him on a bit of wood
floating in the flood,” explained the
pilot. *Couldn’t leave the poor critter
to drown!”

“Digger not tell Terr to get rid of
doggee again?” asked Terry anxiously.

“No way, mate . . . he’s yours for
keeps,” smiled the bushman. “Just so
long as you stay, too!”
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FAMILY CAN BE
FRIGHTENING!

Twelve-year old Kenneth Corman buried his

abusive father outside his creaky old family

home. The thing that had killed him was inside,
lurking in the darkness of a locked room.

For all of his young life, Kenneth had been

plagued by a feeling that there was something

horrific dwelling in his house of secrets. But

he had to know what was up there. He had to

know what had killed his dad. Now it was time
to face the horror behind the door. ..

Co-created by Alan Moore (Watchmen) and

Heinzl (Doomlord), with additional story by John

Wagner (Judge Dredd), Alan Grant (Batman)

and Jesus Redondo (Return to Armageddon),

this fear-inducing tale from the pages of

Scream! is collected here in its entirety for the
first time!



	Cover

	Copyright

	Introduction

	Monster (The Scream! Issues) - Part 1

	Monster (The Scream! Issues) - Part 2

	Monster (The Eagle  Issues) - Part 1 
	Monster (The Eagle  Issues) - Part 2
	Monster - Text Stories 
	Bios


