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INTRODUCTION TO THE eBOOK EDITION
I made eight Scary Go Round collections, and the odd-numbered ones seem 
solid, while the even numbered ones seem restless and transitional.  Welcome 
to a restless, transitional book!  Looking back over these stories, I really don’t 
know what to say about them. They’re insane. 

The Election story is one of my favourites;The Witch and Battle Of The Bands 
feature my best Adobe Illustrator art, before I gave up working that way, while 
Oldbourne (more on which later in the book) and Schoolin’ were the start of 
my trying to draw the way I still do today. They’re not slick, but they’re the start 
of my trying to inject human energy back into the comic, which I felt at the 
time had been lost. Rendering comics in Illustrator was a tough business, and 
after 5 years working that way, I’d had enough. 

Initialy I used Illustrator as a way to save time. The characters had templated 
heads and bodies which I’d reuse, amended as I needed to to make panels work. 
This gave the comic a stylised, stiff look. It made making pages under pressure 
of my day job easier, but it wasn’t a great way to build your art chops. Mine had 
atrophied. Worst of all, it was an easy style to copy and there were three or four 
other comics which, if not directly ripping off my style, had alchemised the 
same influences I had and looked a lot like the way I drew.

As time went on I tried to use the templates less and less and make the drawing 
more organic but it was becoming very dull, uncreative work making five com-
ics a week that way.  So I ruled out panels on a piece of paper and drew the way 
I had in the past.

The results were not particularly popular. It took a few attempts for the change 
to stick. A lot of readers were disappointed. And to be fair, they were getting 
some pretty rough and ready penmanship on a daily basis. I hadn’t drawn in 
earnest since 2000, and I wasn’t exactly architectural in my precision back then.

Going back to drawing traditionally re-awakened the joy of drawing in me and 
gave me a job that brings me a great deal of satisfaction every time I pick up a 
pencil. But it was two or three years before I felt that way. 



Every day I had to face the horror of a blank sheet of paper. No longer could I 
nudge an errant eye two pixels to the right, or shrink a figure to my liking. Some-
times I would have to draw a head five times, because every time I would draw it 5% 
too big. With the help and instruction of more talented friends, and because tens of 
thousands of people were watching, I had to persist. It was probably the best thing 
I ever did.

John Allison
September 2012
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Hello reader and welcome to my 
“commentary”! I hope you enjoy my 
asides, telling you what went on behind 
the scenes. For example, many of the 
tales in this book omit incidences of 
my shutting my fingers in a door or 
stubbing my toe. Things like that are 
strictly for the connosieur, not the 
casual passer-by.

“Bulgaria” is the story of my visit to 
Bulgaria, on holiday, with my great 
friend Amy Chilton. Amy is the ideal 
person to go on holiday with as she has 
no scruples and only basic manners, 
so fun things start happening almost 
immediately. 

As a house-mate Amy is deeply unde-
sirable, untidy and foul-mouthed. Her 
visitors are the kind of people you wish 
would leave immediately, or who leave 
very quickly because they saw your 
purse on the mantlepiece and have had 
it away with £15 and change.

Because of my kind and deeply chari-
table nature, I have taken Amy under 
my wing and tried to teach her the 
right way of living so that she can be a 
productive member of the human race. 

Our trip to Bulgaria takes place toward 
the end of this experiment. Bulgaria 
was a good place for us to go because at 
the time Amy was a poor student. 
Bulgaria is a treasure trove of cheap 
items, you should visit! Communism 
is still fresh enough in the mind there 
that they wish to share plentiful food 
and drink for the price of a postage 
stamp. Well done communism!

Some pretty scary things happen in 
this tale so if you are a nervous sort, 
keep a stiff drink at hand!

BULGARIA
Shelley on



WIN WIN
WIN

WIN
amy, you 

mustn’t be too 
sad about your 

boy leaving 
you.

i know, b-but my 
body is wracked by 

conflicting, spastic 
emotions.

stop amy! don’t 
irresponsibly give 
yourself to jesus!

let me do 
my good 

works, shel!

i know 
bible!

let me show 
the lepers a 
good time!

you’re too 
saucy for the 

nunnery!

well you just 
have to wait for 
things to calm 

down and-

love is 
dead!

i’m 
becoming a 

nun!

he was just a 
nude man who liked 

livin’ rent free 
and doin’ it.

he said it 
w-wasn’t me, 

it was 
h-h-him...



If you can’t be good, be careful
The Abbey
48 Jollity lane

Coward Cross

Tackleford 

TA 16 7ZS

susan

they 
wouldn’t let 
me become a 

nun.

you 
may find this 
establishment 
more suitable

things are 
pretty black and 
white in the world 

of nunning.

either help the 
unfortunate or 

prance around on a 
heath at midnight.

it’s no picnic for 
the satanic nun. 
all gasmasks and 
bondage habits.

devil 
pregnancies!

ill-attended 
church bring 

and buy sales!

what? but we 
did you up 

super-demure!

as demure as a 
lady whose body 

is 100% sin-weapon 
can be!

what 
happened?

the mother superior stared 
hard at me for twenty seconds, 

then handed me a pamphlet. St Timothy’s
Little Sisters of Belial 



Difficult
Distractistan
£81

we should take a 
trip far away from 
your romantical 
misadventures.

a holiday 
fixes up your 

brains. 

it’s like being 
swallowed by a wolf 
then punching his 
guts from the 

inside.

punch the wolf 
amy! pick a holiday 

destination!

which of 
these do you 

prefer:

abandon the “difficult 
tours” brochure. there’s a 
fine line between economy 

and insanity.

“land of the 
midnight mortar 

attack”

or 
“hostage’s 
paradise”?.

i don’t like 
hearing you talk 
this way, ames.

why 
am i a such 
a failure at 

life?

i‘m 
lower than 
a drug mule 
or a mime.



so 
where are 
we going?

i don’t know 
anything about 

bulgaria. 

bulgaria is a 
country that escaped 
from the jackboot of 
communism that you 

love so well!

i’m so tired that my 
eyes won’t focus. people 

on tv look like drunk 
ghosts.

paralytic 
phantasms!

have you 
almost finished 
your project? 

can i see?

it’s a 
box.

no, it’s a 
bridesmaid’s dress 

for insecure 
brides.

two holes for 
arms, and a top 

hole to catch the 
bouquet.

bridesmaids should 
arrange themselves into 
a grid formation when 
preparing to jump.

rats.

bulgaria!



Spring is 
sprung/ the 
grass is RIZ

i’m prodding 
shelley in 
the RIBS

Your half rhyme 
doesn’t qualify you 

for brutality, 
terrarist! 

her name 
is mbaatu. 

she grazes 
on the upper 
planes of the 
troposphere

one of her pats 
formed atlantis. 

another decimated the 
pygmy nation.

i’m dancing on the 
travelator! you have 
to get “up” to get 

“down”!

people are 
staring, 
shelley.

their holidays have 
been ruined by a 

stick-woman who thinks 
bogling is clever.

Airport yogurt 
costs  4, I have 
wounds enough.

what kind of 
yogurt could it be for  
4? milked from the udder 

of the mighty sky 
cow?



when did the 
vogue for giving 
things exciting 

names end?

well, new york 
was “the big 

apple”, it was so 
full of promise.

and 
the “great 

war”, and the 
“roaring ‘20s”.

yet here we are being 
fired through the sky in a 
space-tube  at hundreds 

of miles an hour.

it is a miracle 
of sciences and we 

call it “cattle 
class.

well, all right 
shel. flying is 
pretty special.

henceforth we’ll 
refer to flying as 

“punching the sky in 
the big banana”.

amy, do you 
actually 
like me?

yes! you’re nothing 
if not a conveniently 
narrow travelling 

companion. 

or sky 
parsnip. how 
about the 
“mighty sky 
parsnip”?

what... are 
you talking 

about?

thrills.



19

what was 
that?

what’s the 
porter’s 
problem?

i did a bad thing. 
i didn’t have any 

money in my pocket to 
tip him so i just gave 

him what i had.

two playing 
cards and a 

condom.

we haven’t 
crash-landed in the 

andes! this is a 
civilised country!

i thought 
they might act 
as... barter...

go and give 
that poor man 
some money!

he done put a 
curse on me.

a hex you so 
richly deserve.

amy that is 
scandalous!



SofiaSofiaSofiaSofiaSofia

SofiaSofiaSofiaSofiaSofia

Hexxe

OO

cheer up chicken! 
i’m sure the porter 

didn’t put a bad 
curse on you.

enjoy the 
sights and 
smells of 

sofia!

i’ll try. until 
a piano falls on 
me and squashes 

me flat.

let me get a book 
about bad juju. i’ll read 

it and put your mind 
at rest later.

in the meantime, we can 
go out tonight in our 

finery and chase down the 
demond booze.

booze!

tonight, you’ll 
feel so good, you 
won’t care about 

curses!

tomorrow, you’ll 
feel so bad, you 
won’t care about 

curses!

maybe the the 
impact of the 

steinway will be a 
blissful release.



ah, hristo, yes. 
was flattened by 
the communism

feel the 
ambience of 
underground 

sofia!

these 
guys are hard as 

nails! the night starts 
with ambience and ends 

with ambulance.

look at that 
guy! he’s just 
a big square! 

ey, hristo! 
english girls! wish 
to drink with you!

hristo stoops 
to pick flower, is

hit by wave of 
radiation.

from 
chernobyl?

no!

yes. squashed 
molecule thick. 

national tragedy.

gets worse. hang 
for three years as 

decoration in office of 
mikhael gorbachev.

amy! now 
see what 

you’ve done!

oh good 
gracious.



hristo was a 
good egg!

he didn’t try 
any funny 

business either

but bein’ one 
molecule thick, he 
risked bein’ torn to 

shreds in our 
indignation.

such rages! 
so, have you 

forgotten about 
your curse?

well i had. 
now i’ve 

remembered.

what’s the 
worst that can 

happen?

a couple of 
witch doctors 

gettin’ all up in 
your grill?

i think english 
curses have been 

government regulated 
since the 1970s.

bulgaria still 
has old school 
harsh curses.

so if i wake up 
tomorrow with 
scales or a 

tail-

i will still be 
your friend! your 
revolted friend!

a mild case of 
pox? we have 
antibiotics!



the demond drink 
has dried me out! i 

am arid!

why are you 
shrieking?

problems!

how 
bad are the 
problems?

bad!

bad enough that i 
am ill-equipped to find 
words in my vocabulary 

to describe them!

bad enough 
that... UM...

bad enough that if 
you don’t save me, i 

may stop breathing and 
require burial!

plink

aiiieieeee!!



is it a spider? 
catch it under a 
bin or a bucket!

all right, 
let’s-

what in fuck’s 
name is that?

hold down the 
bucket! i’m going to 
wrap it up in a sheet 

like a bad cat.

i think it’s a 
vampire! stab it 
with a stake!

we can’t 
do murders 

on it!

it might just 
be a tiny, 

deformed and 
unruly peasant.

perhaps he was 
trying to steal 

soap for his 
hideous family!

vrrrr

it’s sim’lar 
to a spider!



DY

DYLA DYLA

LA

what do we 
do with a 

small 
vampire?

he’s got a 
lot of 

wrigglin’ 
energy!

maybe we could 
use him to power 
an eco-friendly 

lightbulb.

he’d just bite 
through the wires with 
his pointy mouth. he 
wouldn’t pass safety 

examinations.

if we want to use 
supernatural 

creatures for power, we 
should use pixies...

shelley!

this isn’t 
the issue 
at hand!

that 
vicious little 

thing is my curse! 
he wants to drink 

my blood!

i don’t think 
he’s your 

curse, amy.

don’t 
talk 

rubbish.

i don’t 
think it gets 
much worse 
than this.



LA
LA

DYLA

DYLA

there’s a fat 
vampire trying to 

chew his way in through 
the window! what do 

we do?

i don’t 
know!

what do 
people do in 
horror films?

maybe he 
wants his 
baby back!

it’s 
not an animal, 
shelley, it’s a 

fanged abomination!

let’s make a run 
for it, the worst it can 
do is bite our shoes in 

our absence.

the only 
thing to fear is 

fear itself.
maybe even 
try to love 

them.

but 
the hotel may 

be overrun with 
these things!

i don’t watch 
horror films! 
i’m strictly 
arthouse!

so i have to 
respect the 

trap-like death 
jaws?



LA
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i can’t see any 
vampires, it must have 

been a localised 
incur-sion.

excuse me, 
there’s an 

intruder in our 
room.

k-
k-

k-
shelley!

he’s very 
pointy. i think 
he’s high on 
the drugs.

ames, i know 
you’re a lover not 

a fighter, but you’re 
going to have to 

pretend.

if they get 
me, you know 
what to do.

sacrifice as 
many lives as 
necessary to 

ensure my 
safety.

that 
may include 
your own.

they’re 
pouncers. don’t 

let them 
pounce.



stab ‘em 
through the 

heart with your 
pencil!

i‘ve been 
afflicted with 

a virus!

the symptoms 
are cowardice and 

running away!

we need to find 
another way out! 
quick, through 

here!

i smell 
sweet freedom 

this way!

this is the 
bed linen store. 
we’re trapped.

i have failed 
you, amy. accept 

my scrawny body as 
a human shield.

what if i 
get bitten?

try to manifest 
r-r-righteous 
indign-n-nation.

LA dydyLA

dy



LA

LA dy

ames, we have 
to turn a loss 

into a win.

and if we can save 
all the people in the 
hotel, we can reverse 

your bad karma.

the nun is the 
natural enemy of 

the vampire.

amy, you have 
to give up your 

nun dreams.

so are we going 
to charm the vampires 

into a live of holy 
observances?

i‘m hoping they 
regard nuns as we 

see a piece of chicken 
that’s been in the 
fridge for a week.

tempting 
but toxic.

or just 
distract them
with sanctified 
strum-alongs?

i‘m 
keeping this 
dream alive, 

sister.
kum-by-yah!

i’m... 
having... 
an idea!



?

Sneakin’ 
sneakin’

Someone’s 
smokin’, lord, 
kum-by-yah...

should we go back 
and help? they looked 
like boys who’d been 
over-excited by a 

dvd box set.

shel, 
i know a drilled 

professional when 
i see one.

aiiiiieeee!

urrrghh!

agggghh!

and 
i’m going to 
die if i don’t 
get some 
breakfast.

they don’t seem 
interested in us! 

your plan is 
working!

<do not fear, 
sisters!>

<the vampyr 
slayers are 

here!>



well, this holiday 
certainly became a lot 
more pleasant once we 

escaped death.

getting 
cursed wasn’t 

so bad. 

there was some 
mild inconvenience, 

but bad juju isn’t all 
is cracked up to be.

amy, dozens of people 
were hurt or eaten by 

vampires because of your 
thoughtlessness!

why is it that 
other people suffer 

every time you decide to 
be a jerk-ass-jerk?

maybe i’m the 
antichrist. mayhem 

is my deal.

that would 
explain it, but you 
don’t have a tail.

does the 
antichrist 
have a tail?

1. has a tail.
2. shifty eyes.

3. when they wee, it 
comes out black.

i said 
sorry!



Airline Flt Time From

Arrivals

so shel, are 
we friends again? 

like we were?

i’ll try, 
mother.

stalwart 
individuals! 

young clergy! 
men of hoy!

do you want 
to go straight 

home?

can we stop at 
the office? i want 
to check on the 
mayoral campaign.

do you really 
think the mayor 
can win again?

maybe! just so 
long as we don’t 
get any nasty 

surprises!

yes, i think 
so. the nude 
man fiasco is 

forgiven.

just promise 
to choose men 
more carefully 

in future.



In 2005, Britain went to the polls. 
This was not just a case of us copying 
America, we vote all the time here! 

Democracy is our lifeblood, just so 
long as it isn’t raining or we forgot to 
go to the polling station or we used our 
polling card to scrape bird poo off the 
car. Sometimes democracy is not so 
easy - just ask the Cubans!

Working as I was in the mayor’s office, 
it was deeply troubling to be chal-
lenged by local inventor Tim Jones for 
control of the city. Tim and I go way 
back, and now it was incumbent upon 
me to dash his dreams. As mayor’s as-
sistant, I did my very best. Some might 
say I got carried away in the process, 
but politics is a passionate thing.

I would like to take a moment to say 
a few words about Tackleford’s major, 
Mr James Mayor. No one has ever 
cared quite so much about coming to 
work and sitting in an office as that 
man. I was proud to work for his office. 

Unfortunately prior to this campaign, 
we had weather a few small problems 
(documented in Scary Go Round 
books 2 &3).

Yes, arguably inviting killer robots to 
visit our city was maverick policy-mak-
ing. You can’t always get things right. 

Yes, perhaps presiding over city-wide 
riots concerning a small bald child did 
not cover us in glory. 

I would however point to my redesign 
of the Tackleford Metropolitan Bor-
ough Council logo to include a cheeky 
cat. I think touches like that make 
everyone’s life a little better!

ADDENDUM: The exciting conclu-
sion of this story features my friend 
Natalie Durand, who was blown up by 
an itinerant orang-utan. I don’t know 
if you get to vote in the afterlife, where 
God is in charge.  

APOLOGIA: Deepest apologies to 
Jeremy Vines, who no longer presents 
“The Politics Show” after I accidentally 
hit him in the ear with my elbow.

THE ELECTION
Shelley on



JONESmurder is on the 
up, fear is on the up! 

the city is sick!

when a patient is 
sick, it needs science! 
and that is what i can 

provide!

jonesy’s on 
fire! he’ll have the 

mayor licked!

i‘m not worried about 
the mayor, the boy. it’s 
shelley winters who 
makes me nervous.

“you’ve 
never had it 

so good! 

it’s just that the 
enormous quantities of 
“good” are buried under 
tons of surface debris.”

that’s it! 
spin spin spin! 
we can win!

i hear she’s a 
shrewd political 

operator. 

she could win the 
battle of hearts and 
minds with her tight 
suits and squeaky 

sex-appeal.



on time
all the time

“itʼs magnetic”
“itʼs futuristic”

VOTE MAYOR
2005

this is 
hopeless.

mr mayor, we’re 
operating from a 

position of strength! 
we’re in office!

so you think we 
should take up arms 
and make them come 

in and get us?

no, you loony 
literalist! but we can 

dress up the truth like 
it was the truth’s 

birthday.

get 
a bit 

cheeky! 

dress a 
dachsund up 
as a major 
general!

tickle the 
old monkey!

are you 
suggesting 

we lie?

i‘m suggesting we 
make the future both 

beautiful and 
unaffordable.



MAYOR 05

are you going to 
san francisco? be sure 
to wear some flowers 

in your hair.

i don’t think we need to 
concern ourselves further 

with the feminine flip-flappery of 
the progressive party.

the mayor is a 
spent force, and 

tim jones will fold 
like wet paper in 

due course.

we should not 
underestimate him. he 
resonates with the 
young and the hairy.

pie-in-the-sky 
idealism will crumble 
before old school 

political skullduggery.

mr quorn, this 
puppy-petrol hybrid 
car may not be so 
politically astute.

 
and pay 

more tax! it’s 
your duty.

i, wanda prune, 
pledge to include at 
least one dolphin on 

the city council.



+5

today on the show 
we have campaign advisors 
for the leading parties, 

shelley winters and 
elaine wu.

elaine, how do 
you see things 
going so far?

i think it was an 
excellent, civilised campaign 

until mayor mayor unveiled his 
ridiculous “monorail”.

well, i hope that 
the people at home can 
hear that bentley quorn 

hates their dreams.

and i hope local 
people will enjoy looking 
down on streets full of 

rubbish and closed schools 
from your monorail! 

how do you 
respond to that, 

shelley?

with a 
withering 
glare.

that’s 
easy.



W
H
ITE

cuss

cuss
swears

cuss cuss

tim, polls have you 
down in third place 

behind mayor mayor and 
bentley quorn

quorn appeals to 
people’s worst instincts 

and the mayor’s got shelley 
going for broke with 
vote-winning lies.

maybe it 
just isn’t 
my year.

power, corruption 
and lies are like paper- 

rock-scissors. but 
what beats what?

this is like a japanese 
cartoon. when they reach a 
certain level of frenzy, the 

over-fiend will burst through 
the earth’s crust.

he’ll probably 
want to be 
mayor too. with wide 

ranging, 
tentacle-oriented 

policies.

come quick! 
shelley and elaine wu 
are tearing each other 

apart on tv!

wow. they’re 
like two cats 

in a sack.

we need to 
pick up the 

pace.



WINTERS vs WU
WONKETTE WAR
Mayoral aide goes beserk on national TV

Sketch: When the  fur flew

Mayor’s assistant Shelley Win-
ters physically attacked her 
opposite number Elaine Wu 
during a live TV broadcast on 
Sunday.
    The debate between the campaign 
advisors for the Literal Democrats 
and the Evil Party quickly descended 
into name-calling over Mayor 
Mayor’s 

Winters then seized Ms Wu, 31, by the 
hair and shouted “try being a bit less 
evil! Go on! I dare you!”

RUCK
At this point programme host Jeremy 
Vines attempted to separate the two 
women, receiving a black eye and a 
foot to the breadbasket.
     Ms Wu attempted a death grip but 
acc

by P. Crimminy Kite

Not since the days of Bernard Ingham
has such righteous violemce been dispensed in the 
mna

elections are 
won in the 

hearts and minds 
of the public.

not in your 
clenched fist, 

holding a clump of 
your opponent’s 

hair.

so what’s 
your favourite 

colour, 
shelley?

yellow, i 
think!

more 
coffee?

yes 
prease!

i think the 
green room 

coffee made me 
psychotic.

i can’t help 
that i’m 

competitive.

it’s funny 
though, 

because really 
things were 
very cordial 
back there.



tim, now the
campaign has descended 

into mudslinging and girl 
fights, you need to 
reach out to the 

common man. the 
average joe! 
simple sam! 

science was 
my first love, 

and it will be my 
last!

what about 
science?

the common 
man couldn’t give 
a monkeys about 

science.

but i’m sure a 
candidate as 

fired up as you 
can-

if you want me 
i’ll be wearing my 

pyjamas and sitting 
in an empty 

paddling pool.

he just 
wants to 

shout and make 
a mess.

i’ve worked out a 
list of things the 

common man likes, doesn’t 
like, and doesn’t care 

about.

the common 
man! i know him! i 
see him on the 

street every day!



Whelk thief 
gets prison

ryan, this 
election is causing 
extreme rage within 

my body.

i grow tired 
of the lame ducks 

and fat cats 
before me

you 
should run, hugo! 

you’re a successful 
businessman with a lot 
of good ideas about 

things.

hugo 
sees the world 
as it is, he has 
the eagle’s eye. 

but a 
man cannot seize 
the reins of power 
when he is not on 

the cart.

i‘ll run your 
campaign, hugo, if 

you’ll unstick my face 
from the table.

he 
has a 

new fire!

and 
a red welt on 
his face the 

shape of 
norway.

now our friend has 
abandoned hope, we have to 
choose between snake oil 

salesmen and the 
incompetents.



what do 
you think?

hugo truly 
is the candidate 
for the common 

man.
why... why 

am i 
crying?

mr rodriguez, 
what do you want to 

tell the viewers about 
your surprise 

candidacy?

i am like a 
supernova in 
the night.

i appear in a 
blinding flash and 

change your 
universe forever.

also i promise a 
free bird table for 

every lonely 
spinster.



OPETH OPETH

OPETH

i’ll take spencer 
street, you do coppy 
close and quack lane.

hello 
there, 

the boy.

erin! i haven’t seen 
you in a while. have you 
been helping your sister 

with the election?

no way. i don’t want 
anything to do with shelley’s 

mission to repeatedly 
humiliate my family.

i’m just off 
down to the river 
to think some dark 

thoughts.

recently. i’m 
not addicted. i just 
find it really hard 

not to... do it.

i can see what 
you’re thinking. 
don’t judge me, 

the boy. 

the “cry for help” 
technique is 

unhealthy, tedious, and 
time consuming.

that’s um... 
you know...

when did 
you start 
smoking?



EVIL

this is 
unacceptable, 

elaine!

our policies are 
meant to cut to 
the black, venal 
heart of man!

he appeals 
to voters aged 

18-102.

i don’t care 
if he’s milked 

the moon like a 
cow!

i’m bentley 
quorn! i own 

every chimney in 
halifax!

i’ve turned every 
river in the calder 

valley black and for 
what, if I can’t be in 

charge?

mr quorn, 
maybe you 

should calm 
down...

if you won’t do 
it, find me a lone nut! 
preferably one who’s 
off his medication!

i want this 
“hugo” rubbed 

out!

and he’s 
mobilised voters 
in tackleford’s 
ecuador town.

but 
hugo rodriguez 
now leads the 

polls.



do you have 
the money?

five 
thousand, 
as agreed. you 

understand 
that there’s no 

going back?

here he is! 
because you 

love your city, 
because you love 

freedom, your 
next mayor

that 
should have 
been you up 
there, tim.

i couldn’t 
do what he 
does, riley.

hugo pledges 
more frequent buses 

to unfashionable 
villages!

good evening 
everybody! it is 
okay to be you!

this i 
swear!

hugo 
rodriguez!

the 
evil party does 

not make mistakes, 
“mr smith”.



that pie filling is 
the hottest naturally 
occurring substance 
available without a 

license. 

yo, much 
gratitude for 
your efforts, 
library lady.

what was 
that?

someone shot 
the contents of a 

mcdonalds hot apple 
pie in his face!

i heard it’s 
only one molecule 

different from 
magma.hugo! 

stay with 
us!

enjoy your 
deserved 

complimentary 
punch and 

vol-au-vents.

please forgive 
me, but i do not 

recognise you, my 
fine fellow.

SPLORRT
aiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeee

hugo, 
hugo! let me 
shake your 

hand!



TACKLEFORD CRISIS
Hot apple sauce spells near death for can

TACKLEFORD CRISIS
Suspect described as “brutish, hulking”

TACKLEFORD CRISIS
Rodriguez is a right mess now

Tim Jones
Author, inventor and spokes-man

on time
all the time

“itʼs magnetic”
“itʼs futuristic”

VOTE MAYOR
2005

tackleford 
mayoral race favourite 

hugo rodriguez is 
clinging to life in 
hospital tonight.

police have issued 
this picture of the 
suspected attacker.

and this just in. 
mr rodriguez’ 

spokesman is making 
a statement.

“i cannot run for 
mayor in a world where 

i was almost killed just 
trying to eat a 
vol-au-vent”

my insides 
are extremely 

sad. 
no one 
wants 
that.

i don’t want to win 
the election because 
hugo got a face full 

of molten pie.

“that is the 
ultimate insult 
to my existence”



ARK!

ARK!

ARK!
VRRRRRRRR!VRRRRRRRR!

ARK!
VRRRRRRRR!

people mustn’t  
be disillusioned. 
cast your vote!

he seems to 
think you’re guilty 
of something, mr 

quorn

i’m only guilty 
of wanting a better 

deal for hard-working 
families.

does anyone 
want to hear my 

saxophone?

rodriguez was 
your man, tim jones, 

how are you 
responding?

a candidate attacked 
and out of the race, is 
the election in crisis? 

bentley quorn?

i‘m working on this 
forensic robot to find 

the attacker. it’s called 
the guiltomatic.

what a delightful 
little fellow! reminds 

me of my childhood 
dog, pippin.

“feliz navidad”, 
as they say in 

ecuador.



friends of democracy! 
i am sure you can see with 
your eyes that i am in no 

fit state to govern.

you have to 
understand, it is 

crazy like an abbatoir 
behind this mask.

but i gots to 
give thanks to my 
main campaign man, 

tim jones.

he is a 
righteous 

character who 
loves this damn 

town.

it’s a shame tim 
withdrew from the race, 

hugo’s endorsement would 
probably win it for him.

tim never withdrew, he 
just sat in his paddling pool 

with a bowl of cornflakes 
balanced on his stomach.

he tried to call the 
electoral commission 

but the phone fell out 
of his hand.

that was 
followed by 
some low 
moaning.

a single 
tear nestling 
in his whiskers.

so i 
will return in 

2009! older, fatter, 
stronger!



i can’t believe 
you think i’m a 

lunatic.

i just think some 
of your decisions 
lately have been... 

unusual.

it’s not easy in 
the adult world, erin! 
nobody really knows 
what they’re doing!

it’s a 
conspiracy where 
we all wing it and 
no one lets on.

i get so worried 
about failing that i do 
everything a hundred 

times too hard.

you missed 
a bit.

i’m not steady like 
you! my brain has a lot 
of spare electricity!

if the mayor 
doesn’t win, i won’t 
have a job, and i’ve 
been freakin’ out.



VOTE MAYOR

OR DIE

POSSIBLY

we noticed.



inflate! 
inflate!

i can’t let mayor 
mayor steal a march 

on me with his 
zeppelin.

it’s so... 
beautiful.

you really 
should have 

consulted me 
about this.

shouldn’t this 
balloon be tied 

down?
you realise 

that this is a 
disaster, don’t 

you?

let it 
fly!

when i’m mayor, 
maybe people will 
worship it, like a 
big, gaseous god.

we must be 
proactively 
counter-
reactive.

mr quorn, i don’t 
see how this is 

necessary. we’re ahead in 
all the polls.



what’s its 
heading? 11 degrees 

north, tim. can i 
get down now?

that puts it on 
a collision course 
with gimmer’s crag 
animal sanctuary!

we can stick it to 
something with static! 

or rope it... or divert it, 
or shoot it down.

riley! fetch me the 
unwieldy and dangerous 
looking apparatus from 

the cellar.

what is this 
thing? can it 

fly?

that’s all man’s 
dreams in one 

volatile and highly 
explosive package.

there he 
goes, that 
man of mine.

waving his 
“come and get 
me sign” at the 

grim reaper.

surely this 
is a matter for 
the military?

no 
time!

what can we do? 
wounded badgers 
can’t run fast 

enough to escape.



BUNNIES SAFE
- BROWS NOW 
UNFURROWED
Tim Jones averts disaster

On the eve of the general election, local candidate Tim 
Jones has prevented an animal sanctuary being destroyed 
by a balloon effigy of a rival politician.
   Evil Party mayoral candidate Bentley Quorn’s unrestrained inflat-
able was released on the morning of May 4th and was borne by 
strong southerly winds towards the soft bodies of quivering beasts 
and 

by P. Crimminy Kite

mayor mayor is 
my boss... tim 
helps bunnies

think, 
shelley, 
think!

Polling
Station



SCI. DEMS WIN TACKLEFORD BORO
Only minority parties represented in Yo 

Election
2005

here are the 
results of the 

mayoral election for 
tackleford city and 

borough

tim 
jones, 

scientific 
democrats, 

59,194

wanda prune, 
progressive, 

3,109

bentley 
quorn, evil 
party, 511 
votes.

james mayor, 
literal 

democrats, 
45,341

my legs seem to 
have become irretrievably 
bendy. like a couple of 

bad boomerangs.

everybody, i 
promise to run this 

city with a clear head 
and a steady hand. 

and 
to quote 
howard 
dean:

victory howl or 
transformation into 

ravenous manbeast? who 
cares? back to you in the 

studio, david.

nyeeeaaaaaaaarrrgghhhhh

go on, go 
up and say 
something!



oh stapler, all 
the papers you 

perforated. what 
merry times we had.

and trusty, 
trusty 

hole-punch.

i’ve come to 
say goodbye, mr 

mayor, and to wish 
you good luck.

shelley, 
i-

come with 
me! let’s run 
away! away to 
the forest!

making a life 
under the big sky, 
free to be what we 

want to be!

i prefer 
roofs! it is a 

personal 
thing!

we’ll swim in ice 
cold streams and 
feast on nuts and 

berries!

mr mayor, 
no! you have a 
wife and child!

but...
and you’re 

really 
weird!

i’m in love 
with you, you 

beautiful little 
creature!

yes?



MS Winters'
GRAND FLEAORAMA

hello, 
shelley, how 
can i help?

i was.. just 
wondering.. if you have 
any jobs going in the 

mayor’s office.

i was involved 
in policies there, 
and i’m a great 
communicator!

talkin’ to the 
press, writin’ 

memos, just sayin’ 
hello et cetera.

shelley, i’ve 
known you a long 
time. you’re a tiny 

megalomaniac.

you need to work 
somewhere where you 
don’t have access to 

millions in public 
money.

yes, 
i know.

it’s for the 
best. i was drunk 
with power all the 

time, tim.

stomping 
around in clattery 

boots and pointing at 
people when i knew it 
was rude to point.

i need to 
get back to 
kinder ways.

is it 
easy to get a 
flea circus up 
and running?

i know that 
sometimes there 
are problems, 

but...



jobs in the 
local paper are 
always horrible.

invitations to 
work in a call 

centre until you 
get ear rot. 

or to pipe icing 
at a cake factory. 

straight into the fat 
owner’s mouth.

“would you 
like a career in 

sales”?

yes please! if 
you promise to shoot 

me immediately on 
taking the position.

dumb-face, it 
says here the 

newspaper wants 
a reporter.

ooh! local 
reporter means 

judging jams! this 
could be a big win.

eating jam out 
of the jar with a 

spoon is very 
decadent.

is it 
misuse of 

jam?

the pious thing 
to do would be to 

thrash youself with birch 
twigs after a tastng.

i think you 
know how to  

do that.



I WANT TO
BELIEVE

ICKE

crinkle
crinkle

BAKING FOIL

clunk

BAKING FOIL

hm hm hm hm 
hm hm hmmmm

sitting in the 
back of a car

tim, 
don’t freak 
about the 
mayor job.

the 
first day of 

any job is hard 
and horrible.

if it 
wasn’t... yes, 

yes, you should 
suspect foul 

play!

oh, i 
don’t know, they’d 

ship you off to some 
island and electrocute 

you. ha ha!

all 
you have to do 
is show up and 

they’ll help you 
out, yes. 

you 
don’t have to 
panic. just be 

rational.

music’s so loud, you 
can’t tell a thing

dring a ding ding



Help Wanted

Go ahead
individual

Good with 
agricultural 
machinery

Call Dave
0897432 573673994

natalie, what 
are you going 

to do with 
yourself?

an eternity 
without 

activity is 
hell. 

minus of 
course ze 

flaying, ze magma, 
ze demonds.

yeah, reapers 
are back in 

business, miss 
dur-and.

we had 200 years 
of wishy washy 

fuzzy thinking by the 
powers that be.

all that “souls 
naturally drift 

upward” tunnel of 
light nonsense.

and now look! 
you got a world 

full of malevolent 
spooks!

nine times out 
of ten, when joe 
schmoe is moving 

his bowels...

...a spectre’s 
doing the 

crossword over 
his shoulder?

missy, you have a 
strong grasp of the 

issues facing the 
modern post-life 
co-ordinatifier.

welcome 
to the 
team.

oh 
dear.



The Tooth Fairy 
Knows Bad Teeth*

*and isn’t afraid to pull them out

The Tooth Fairy 
Knows Bad Teeth*

*and isn’t afraid to pull them out

Stop 
wigglin’ 
natalie.

big ups to ze 
women of islam but is 
zere strictly a need 

for zis shroud?

you have to 
look the 
business.

it wouldn’t be a 
bleak harvest if you 

turned up in 
knickerbockers and a 

cowboy hat.

how much 
credibility do you think 

the tooth fairy has? too 
many damn pom poms! 

and the bells!

i notice 
you bought 
her poster.

plus she 
prances around 
and sings that 
damn song...

whaddaya say? two 
guys fall off some 
scaffold tryin’ to 

impress a gal? 

three 
o’clock? sure 
i’ll be there!

i’ll bring the 
new girl, show 
her the ropes.

give little black 
riding hood something 

to do besides shakin’ her 
gams around tryin’ to 

get my attention.

give me ze 
scissors. i 

promise none of 
les poms-pom.



Fkkllsklfgs
dlgs

dlfs
ldfhf

gfgfd

Fkkllsklfgsdlgsdlfsldfhfgf
gfd

ay up love! 
what’s your 

number?

come on, 
give us a 

smile!

Sweetheart! 
All those 

curves, and me 
with no brakes!

what a 
powerful 
display of 
machismo. 

they should Do 
the thing where 
they make their 

pectorals dance!

ze pectoral 
dance never 
resulted in a 
disconnected 

head.

ze only danger 
was a freakishly 
overdeveloped 
man-breast.

keep 
watching.



SWISH

CHOK
CHOK

CHOK

CHOK

come on 
gentlemen, it is 
time to step 
behind ze veil.

k-keep away 
from us!

lemuel ‘ere 
knows tae bo and 
he’s not afraid to 

hit things!

these hands 
are deadly 
k-k-killing 
weapons!

ey! do not run, 
you big babies! zese 
shoes are new and i 

will blister!

zey are meant 
to go blissfully 

into the grave, not 
‘ave it away on 

their toes!

so zat is 
what ze scythe 

is for, yes?

be careful. 
lemuel knows a 
dozen ways to 

incapacitate you 
with a stump.

watch and 
learn, nat.

chop



wow, zis is quite 
something. you were 

reaching for a sandwich, 
but you picked up a 
cobra and bit it?

could you 
not ‘ear ze 
’iss of br’er 

cobra?

he was 
asleep. they 

don’t hiss when 
they’re asleep.

do they ‘iss 
when they’re 

bitten in ze head 
by an idiot?

i was 
wearing 
gloves. could you 

not see a 
snake?

i was 
reading the 

paper.

why were 
you sitting 
amid snakes? friends do 

not bite 
friends. zat is 

universal.

la cox never 
gnawed on l’aniston. 
no matter how much i 

wished it.
ze snake is 

ze well-known 
jerk.

they’re not 
“jerks”. they’re 

my friends

could you 
not feel ze 

scales?

yes.



tim, should you 
be defrosting your 
freezer with a piece 

of driftwood?

i don’t 
know! i never 
did it before!

it’s an empty 
journey to triumph if 
you don’t plant the 

seeds of catastrophe 
along the way.

this is fantastic. 
there are peas in here 

dating from the clinton 
administration.

frozen in 
time still 
thinking 

about monica 
lewinsky.

do you think bill 
clinton still thinks 

about monica 
lewinsky?

the love lingers 
at the back of his 
mind, sweetheart.

i‘m sure 
sometimes he sighs 
and says her name 

without really 
thinking.

when, 
exactly?

man, i don’t know 
his ways. maybe as he 

stares with unrequited 
passion through the window 

of a burger king.



pick
pick

are you 
all right, 
man of the 

house?

the ice was so 
thick that all i could 
fit in the freezer was 
single kraft cheese 

slices.

according to my 
calculations, even if 
i stab distractedly at 

the ice with my driftwood 
every ten minutes, 

defrosting will take 
three days.

entertain me 
riley, entertain me 
with your girlish 
and fancy way.

philosophically 
speaking?

or in the more 
concrete, bovine 

interfering, cavity 
probing sense?

i believe 
that i’m a 
multiple 
abductee.

and 
that aliens 
should keep 

their probes to 
themselves.

well, god 
knows where 
they’ve been.

ding dang. 
bombshell.

um... 
do you believe 

in aliens?

i‘m 
spent. 

a man
s ass is his c-
ass-tle



tim, i was 
abducted by 

aliens!

you 
don’t believe 

me! you’re trying 
not to laugh!

well, most of the 
symptoms of alien abduction 
can be put down to drinking 

eight pints of heavy.

but i never 
drink the booze! my 

daddy’s king of 
the tramps!

you’re a 
sensible girl. 

sensible 
thoughts.

dad has been 
very insistent over 

the years. he used to 
sing me a song:

“newspaper 
pants are the true 
way, old shoes never 

let you down” “get up in the 
morning when the birds 
say, smile through the 
dirt when your frown is 

brown.”

drink might 
weaken my resolve 
never to accede to 

the throne.

or 
rough 

scrumpy 
(regional)

ponk
ponk

parp
parp



TIKTIKTIK
TIKTIKTIKTIKTIKTIK

well, riley, 
we’re parked in 
the middle of 

nowhere at night. i imagine that 
imminently you’ll 
put the “moves” 

on me.

this is a 
ufo hotspot. aliens favour 

top mareswich 
for fly-bys and 

extra terrestrial 
shennanigans.

so what was it 
like being 

kidnapped by 
aliens?

they wiggle 
wheir long grey 

fingers and gibber 
unintelligibly

it’s 
like visiting an 
incompetent 

foreign doctor.

you’re naked, 
he’s prodding you, 
there are certain 

tools out you hope 
he won’t use.

any 
slimy alien takes a 
tupping liberty with 
my lady, i’ll chin him.

after 
i’ve finished with that 

probe-loving freak, even 
his own mother will consider 

him an unidentifiable 
flying object.



pretty 
lights! so 
shiny! the 

visitors come!
hee 
hee!

shh!

hello! 
greetings from 
the people of 

earth!

we welcome 
our brothers in 

the cosmic 
fraternity!

i extend the olive 
branch of peace in the 

name of tackleford 
metropolitan borough!

respect earth’s 
gravity prease, it is 
there for a reason! 

oh dear!

SQUEAK
SQUEAK



TO BE CONTINUED



Summer is the time when everyone 
wants to be outside and running 
around, it is not a time for sitting in-
side and reading computer comics. 

Perhaps this is why this story features 
ridiculous scraps and fights and run-
ning around in scanty outfits when it 
ought to have been a complex treatise 
on Fair Trade. It is all about keeping 
“bums” on “seats”.

To understand this dumb old summer 
blockbuster, you need to know three 
things from the other Scary Go Round 
stories:

1. I once got turned into a zombie and 
had a really awful time. I dressed like a 
goth and ate a bit of brain.

2. Fallon Young is a super secret agent 
and runs around on super secret
missions which (so I hear) she makes a 
terrible mess of.

3. Dr Daniel Petrescu is a rascal who 
loves monkeys.

Armed with those facts, I hope you 
enjoy this long and preposterous yarn! 

ABDUCTIONS
Shelley on



deth flakez

BRANS
econo-

ICE CREAM

well this 
isn’t like 
shelley.

some cereals are 
fun, but other cereals 
are digestively useful.

no 
cereal is fun 

and digestively 
useful.

fossilised 
banana bits 
aren’t fun.

tasteless bits 
of coconut are the 

opposite of fun.

hey, red menace! 
get up! we’re meant 
to be going to craft 

silo!

this is “the 
sale that cannot 

be stopped”, 
remember?

where is 
she? 

wherever she 
is, she’s blind 
as a bat and 
penniless.

hmmmm. the unmade 
bed is strongly at 
odds with her sicko 
“hospital corners” 

policy.

maybe i should 
check for fluids. 
but fluids are 

awful.

thrum
thrum

thrum



where could 
shelley have 
gone, fallon?

there are so 
many possibilities, i 
just don’t know...

she has a natural 
affinity for goblins, 

fairies, brownies, 
were-men...

...gnomes, 
feyn-lights...
bogey-men...

i can punch a 
man so hard that 

he farts teeth, but 
i’m no expert on 
the wee folk.

we need to 
commission an 
investigator.

the 
best!

well, since i’m 
unemployable and 

you’re a drain on the 
state, maybe not 

“the best”.

the 
worst!

exactly. we should 
consider the ability to 

point both eyes in the same 
direction a major plus.

i apologise for 
that ill advised 
turn of phrase.

farts 
teeth?



Did you ever 
think of 

recruiting me 
as a spy?

 
...your name 
came up a 
number of 

times. 

 
...eating 

chocolate eclairs, 
smoking doobies and 
watching Quincy...

 
a letter came 

for you from school. 
it says “shut your 

face”.

 
so what are you 
going to do for 

money now?

 
well, so far 

i’ve been staring 
at the white, white 

walls in utter 
despair.

 
the returns 

are low, but so 
are the 

overheads.

Well Amy, when me and 
all the other spies were 

sitting around in the 
spies’ common room...

when does 
our paranormal 
investigator 
get here?

so you’re out 
of the spy life, 

fallon?

yes. i resigned. 
the biggest 

flounce-out of 
all time. 

twenty 
minutes. i’ll get 

us a drink.



and did you ever 
stop to consider that 
“great balls of fire” 
might be an extremely 

dirty song?

save “ruining the great 
american songbook” for your 
target audience of drunks 

and stumblebums.

glumph!

hey!

sorry gels... 
minor motor 

disfunction. on 
medication, y’see.

doctor says 
it’s the only thing 
keeps the tapeworm 

drowsy.

listen mister, we 
don’t have any change, 
so take the ringworm 

expo elsewhere.

now gels, you 
wouldn’t know a 

“farron youngs” would 
ye? i’m meant to be 
meetin’ the feller.

you don’t 
have to say 

anything. today 
can end without a 

dose of lice.

nah nah gels, 
that’s just a bit 
of jam i was savin’ 

for later.

where’s our 
supernatural 
man? he’s two 
hours late.

stop it, 
amy! 



So ye’re 
lookin’ for the 
wee folk? well, i 

can find ‘em.

our friend’s 
vanished, and she’s always 
getting into trouble with 
goblins and such, and...

do ye 
want to see a 

fairy now? right 
now, eh?

when the sun’s high 
over the yeard arm, at 

the root of every gorse 
bush, they gather.

see, the man’s 
a kind of savant 

figure!

behold!

dance, 
my 

pretties, 
dance!

where 
are 

they?

maybe it’s like 
one of those magic 

eye things. try 
squinting.

and 
having brain 

damage.

no!
shut up 
amy! yes!

no one finds 
fairies at the bottom 
of the garden like des 

finnegan does.



when i was a 
little girl, i 

thought i had a 
whale in my 

tummy.

i would blame 
the whale 

whenever i did 
something bad.

really?

yes. and it’s 
started talking 

to me again.

its peppy epithets 
are strongly at odds 
with what i actually 

like doing.

lying on your 
back with your legs 
in the air for any 

number of reasons?

work 
hard and the 

results will be 
self-evident.

don’t 
sweat the 

small 
stuff!

every-
thing in 

moderation

sigh
grrr.

bah!

ah 
ha-ha-ha.



PAT
PAT

So you’ve 
finished art school, 
ames, what are you 
going to do next?

i reckon i’ve 
crossed every 

I, dotted 
every t... 

...cussed every 
mother funster 
this town has to 

offer.

what 
about 

shelley?

shelley would 
want me to broaden my 
horizons, so long as i 

didn’t make a mess while i 
was doing it.

but... amy, 
you’ll be leaving 
all your friends 

behind.

i know what you 
all think. that i’m a 
spoilt, lazy brat.

then you’re 
not very 

observant.

i‘ll tell you 
what i’m not 

doing, sticking 
around here.

we 
don’t think 

that!



it feels weird 
to be packing 

shelley’s stuff 
up.

well, it’s 
either that or 
leave it for the 

landlord.

are you going to do a 
runner in the night and 
leave the deposit as the 

last month’s rent?

yeah. helps, you know, 
diffuse any arguments 
about stains, burns and 

breakages.

is it wrong to take 
any of shelley’s clothes 
that i already stretched 

out beyond repair?

what? 
what?

what?

call a 
technician, ryan. 

we’re going to have to 
recalibrate the 

awful-ometer again.

in 
low terms, that 
was like slug 

limbo.

by making 
them essentially 

one-sided.



FINAL DEMAND

SKOG

I thought when the 
magic of new love died, it’d 
be replaced by a deeper and 

more profound 
understanding.

Mornin’, 
hot 

stuff.

But it’s 
actually been 

replaced by a man in 
his socks and 

underpants who 
hasn’t shaved in 

four days.

I’m growin’ a 
handsome beard. It’s 

sparse now but you’ll love 
it when it’s glossy.

Really.

You won’t be 
able to keep 

your hands off 
me!

I might 
impress you 

with my 
restraint.

I‘m willin’ to 
bet my animal 

magnetisms are 
already makin’ it 
hard for you to 
concentrate.

Sometimes it’s 
good to live savage 
for a bit, it opens up 

possibilities.

No, no, they 
seem to be 

focussing my 
mind.



We had a fight. 
she was going to 

take some mercenary 
work, i said that 

didn’t match with my 
desire for a world 

of peace. 

fallon gave you 
your cards? your 
marching orders? 

the elbow?

all my family 
heirlooms, man. she 

chucked me.

come and 
sit down in my 

chambers.

Then some 
upsetting things 
were said on both 

sides.

She said she could 
love a hippy, but not a 
hippy who didn’t give her 

any respect. 

Right right. 
You’re a man of 

principles.

 And I said I 
could only love a 

killing machine who was 
doin’ it out of a sense 

of misplaced 
patriotism. 

i wrote a 
song about it.

but it’s too 
sad to be 

detected by the 
human ear



well, this is what 
you get for weeks of 

acting like a jerk-face 
jerk, shelley.

wind power actually 
runs on baby skulls.

you have a... 
pleasing form, 
earth creature.

but which 
is best, which 

is best?

if only space 
vampires weren’t 

so keen on 
bitin’.

hello i love you 
wont you tell me 

your name

the only 
question is, 
what kind?

kidnapped into 
space by space 

aliens.

space... is the 
place... you can have 
a tentacle instead 

of a face.

grey aliens with their probing ways?
reptillians, with their 

pan-galactic controlling plan?

space vampires of planet sapphus x?



we meet again, 
miss winters!

i regognise 
that effeminate 

lisp... you! you’re the 
man who killed me!

i was just 
trying to have a 

nice time in my life 
while accusing you of 

crimes...

you 
think you had 

problems? look 
at me! look at 

me!

look at 
the face! well, okay, 

you’re probably 
not going to get 
a lot of dates.

but if you did 
you’d probably just 
talk about bandwidth 

and garotting 
techniques.

and you 
strangled me 

up bad!

then i 
suffered a series of 

problems, like becomin’ a 
zombie and other 
unpleasantness.

archie 
stanwyck!



how are you 
still alive, you 
repulsive little 

freak?

tim said you 
were chopped up by 
scissors of your 

own design.

how 
astonishingly 
convenient.

i remembered 
every time i was 

hung from a coathook 
by my underpants 

as a boy.

yes, shelley, yes! i 

did fall to a s
harp 

demise at the 

hands of tim jones.

TIK TIKTIK TIK TIK

WOM

despite losing 90% 
of my blood, my 

brain clung to life!

but my robot hands were programmed to take me home in an emergency.

and existed 
as a being of 
pure rage.

don’t mock 
me! i’m a cyborg 

superman!
and...

 i know 
java.
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what do you 
want with me, 

archie? 

you murdered 
me once, i think 

we’re even.

i‘ve been 
watching 

you...

listen, many boys 
have been in love with 
me, they all fell short 

of expectations!

you’ll find the 
right person, 
possibly after 
reincarnation.

reincarnation! 
there’s the rub! i 
want to be whole 

again!

you want to 
find out how i came 
back alive? well i 

don’t know!

i think it was a 
mixture of voodoo 

and natural pep, but 
um...

science will 
find a way, 
shelley.

good science 
or b-b-bad 
science?

oh crumbs.

mneh mneh. i 
think we’ll be 
concentrating 
mostly on bad.

a man of flesh 
and bone, not 
spare parts.



CLIK

VRRRRRRRRRRRRRR

TK TK TK

CLIK

CLIK

SPWIP

let go of me! let go! 
i won’t stand for this 

nonsense!

give that back! 
that’s my most 

flattering hoodie!

shelley, for me to 
understand how you 
came back to life, i 
must do my work.

sometimes work 
can be an 

uncomfortable 
business.

isn’t this the 
sort of work you 
could do after 

drugging me? a lot?

turn around, 
you coward, i’m 
giving you the 

skunk eye.



you only 
wanted some 
of my blood, 

archie?

couldn’t you 
just have tricked 

me with a fake blood 
donor van?

after all, 
that’s a sterile, 

monkey-free 
environment.

i can assure you, 
the monkeys here on 

armageddon island are 
scrupulously shampooed 

and combed.

well, i suppose 
it’s about time you 
bundled me into an 
unmarked grave. wouldn’t want 

to keep you from 
pre-prandial 
cocktails.

mneh meh. i have 
no intention of killing 

you. our quarrel 
ended years ago.

home? but 
it’s a rocky 
volcano of 

terrar!

and i can 
barely see it 
without my 
glasses!

fortunately for 
you, dr dan petrescu 

is a qualified 
optmetrist.

i have 
killed some 
men, yes.

but i’ve also 
helped them see 

bunnies at play in 
perfect clarity.

this is 
your home 

now.



can you read 
the second 
bottom line 

please?

and the 
bottom 
one?

d-i-e-b-a-d-l-y

i‘m guessing you 
made this chart 

yourself?

you guess... 
correctly. it cheers 
me up on the dark, 
faceless nights. would you 

like to pick 
out some 
frames?

who 
else lives on 
this island, dr 

petrescu?

just a group of 
likeminded thinkers who 
call themselves the 
league of enemies.

we’re all 
enemies of your 

friend tim 
jones.

why would you 
form a league 

with your 
enemies?

no no, we 
get along like 
an orphanage 

on fire!

you haven’t 
lived until 

you’ve been to 
evil salsa 

dancing night.

he makes me so 
mad that sometimes 
i can’t get to sleep 

until 2.30AM.

then i’m 
cranky 
all day.

j-o-n-e-s-w-i-l-l



Ding

malcolm gladwell 
says that the bigger his 

hair gets, the more he gets 
to be in glossy magazine 

supplements.

i have 
your spectacles, 

shelley. how do you 
like your quarters?

they’re 
-oh!- 

palatial!

yes, we 
bought the 
island dirt 

cheap.

but with  evil 
being so popular, 
we’ve made crazy 

money if we 
ever sell.

would you 
like to join 

the league of 
enemies for 

dinner?

no, i think i’ll 
be mostly trying 
to escape this 

evening.

shelley, if you 
try to escape, 

our security will 
kill you.

if you make it 
past security to 

the ocean, you will 
die of exposure.

if you are shot to 
death or die of sunstroke, 
you will be unable to join 

our su doku ladder.

we 
offer zesty 
competition

man, he’s 
always 
thinkin’.

KNOCK

KNOCK



MODEL POSE 6784-a:
DEEP, deep thought

hey! y’all 
aren’t trying to 
escape, are you?

aw man, are 
you going to 

cattle prod me?

make it quick 
and try to put the 

mark somewhere 
inobtrusive.

i was just 
going to say, 

these waters are 
shark infested.

sorry. sometimes my 
manners fail me when i’m 

kidnapped and made to live 
on a luxury island.

i‘m 
shelley.

i know. and i’m 
gibbous moon, 

but please call 
me moon.

i have a tendency 
to get extremely 

furious if people call 
me “gibbous”.

i’m pretty 
evil. i’m an 
evil intern.

are you 
doing a degree 

in evil or is this 
just a side 

module? is there 
course 

credit for 
cacklin’?

are you a 
prisoner here 
too? or are 
you evil?



good evening 
shelley. isn’t 
the sea air 
bracing?

Rufus

DOT
DOT

DOT
DOT

DOT

Rufus

don’t look so 
worried, ms 
winters!

i’ll mince you 
with the mother 

funkin’ fan! i know 
my rights!

the election is 
over. i’m one of 
your biggest... 

heh... fans.

it’s nice to be 
liked, but um i’m just 
an ol‘ gal doin’ her 

best um...

why you look so 
sad, shel? i think we 

pretty much agreed that 
you always get to be 

the top hat.

but from what 
you tell us, all your 

“friends” did was insult 
you and cause you 

trouble.

they were 
cussing cussers. 
but they were my 
cussing cussers.

i miss my 
friends.

that voice! i 
know that voice! 
bentley quorn!

pps Freckles seem to have stabilised.

ps Still no sign of armageddon.

Day 28 on Armageddon 

island. Things generally 

pleasant despite 

captivity. Monopoly night 

tonight!



of course! 
the saddest 
wookie goes 

america!

a screwball 
comedy featuring 
intense sadness 

and...

no, 
lightbulb, 

no!

i‘m 
gettin’ 

jiggy with my 
muse here!

if i wait until 
morning the genius 
thoughts may be 
gone forever.

but if i go looking 
for a lightbulb, i might 

be chopped up by a 
patrol-o-knife-o-droid.

i’m not 
snooping. i‘m just 

opening every 
door and having a 
good old look.

we can’t finish 
up sweaty and spent 

without your 
participation!

...will 
ferrell.

act one 
scene 1. a 

farmer’s market. 
profound sense 
of dismay and-

POINK SQUEESQUEE SQUEESQUEE

SCRIBBLE
SCRIBBLE



hello! 
what are you 

doing?

we’re making a 
hellbeast, many heads, 

mneh. generally bad. you 
wouldn’t like it.

we can’t let you 
see until it’s finished. 

petrescu here’s a 
perfectionist.

oh. where are the 
spare lightbulbs, 

prease?

man, i could take 
seein’ a hellbeast. 

i’ve seen some 
wretched sights.

a hobo doin’ his 
business against a 
wall, his spotty old 
bare shanks quiverin’ 

in the cold...

madre de 
dios.

i... am!
i want to 
see! i can 
take the 

fear!

there are 
worse things 

than teeth and 
oozing goo.



do not move, 
or make a 
sound.

i represent the 
argentinian government. 

i am here to liberate 
armageddon island

are you here to 
save me? i’m a 

distressed damsel!

no. i am here to 
save the stolen 

monkeys of buenos 
aires zoo.

how can you do 
that on your own? 

monkeys can’t really 
swim, i don’t think. you’d have to put an 

enormous banana on tthe 
shore, and try to lure them 

towards it, maybe.

there will be no 
swimming of monkeys. my 

orders are to assassinate 
the league of enemies.

is that 
something i can 

help with?

i‘m 
excellent at 
schemes and 
scheming.

i‘ve 
won regional 
prizes for 

skullduggery.

do exactly as 
i say if you wish 

to live.

HYPOTHETICAL MONKEYCAM



you are a 
tigress.

i will hide you, 
senor dominguez, 

but bear in mind that 
i am a classy girl.

but we are 
young, life is 

short, we could 
die tomorrow, 

or today!

tonight we can 
strike an important 
blow for the moment, 

the second, by 
seizing it!

my heart is 
beating too fast... to 
concentrate... good... 

on words.

what about 
the monkeys?

the monkeys 
will understand.

by doin’ it 
like crazy, 
you mean?

well, yes, i 
suppose so...

my head cannot 
be turned by your 

latin charms.

yes, i 
recognise that 
you are a lady 

of virtue



Rufus

snif

Rufus

POOT

<ah, shelley. 
HOW SWEET tO BE 

AN IDIOT.

four stars 
plus a small 
smiling face.>

<now to 
eliminate the league 

of enemies with 
extreme precision.>

mercenary work is 
easy! dominguez had 
no chance. first time 

ever i didn’t...

lovely rafael! 
nooooo!

...screw 
it up.



us

m

Rufus

R

he was an 
argentinian 

agent! 

shelley?

fallon?

he was here 
to save me and 
the monkeys!

i don’t think 
he was, but...

that 
doesn’t matter, 
shelley! we have 
to get out of 

here!

he’s 
still alive in a 
way! i’m staying 

with him!

we have a 
minute to get to 
the helicopter! 

please!

TWEEEEEEEEET

WHONK

yeah, i drag 
him to the shore 

for you.

do you 
promise not 
to sting him?

that is the 
exact opposite of 
what i promise.

how long 
have you been a 

murderess?

pretty much 
the whole time 

you’ve known me....

well, piss 
off before 

they capture 
you too.

TWEET
TWEET



yes. rafael 
dominguez isn’t 

going to get much 
deader.

tristian? sir? 
you were the space 

goat tong?
a necessary 

deception following 
your resignation, 

agent young.

but you’re 
a loose 
cannon.

a loose cannon 
out in the field. her 

majesty’s government 
can’t have that.

we chose a low 
ranking foreign 

agent. argentina’s 
monkey man.

you 
surprised 

us.
we really 

can’t.

you 
planned 
this?

if you’d just 
written a 600 page spy 

novel for middle aged men 
on holiday, we wouldn’t 

have a problem.

we trust that the 
job is completed to 

the space goat tong’s 
satisfaction?

not without 
some serious 

effort.

hm mm-hm



what a 
shame.

damnable 
shame. lovely girl. 

great to have 
about the place.

bloody 
awful at 
her job 
though.

yes. 
bloody 
awful.

P-TANG



Portugal

my god, it is ‘ot 
today. ’otter than 
a whore’s mattress 

on payday. 

please tell me 
zat people are 

too warm to pass 
over today.

we got a full 
board, babycakes. 

get yer gams 
over here.

oh my, zis “fallon 
young”, she is ze lady 
zat replaced me in my 

beau’s affection.

take it across the 
corridor to old man. old 
man’s retired but he likes 

to keep his hand in.

whut’s this? 
some kinda advoit 

f’r seltzer 
water?

then does 
i gets me 
a seltzer 
water?

yes 
yes.

it don’t 
gotta have a 
lotta fizz!

just go rattle 
your scythe at 
some worthless 

‘ussy.

i do not 
fancy zat 
meeting at 

all.



LOADING

v
v

bipbip

what’s in 
there?

according to 
the docket, 

unreturned books 
from tackleford 

library.

people could 
be readin’ those 

books and having a 
nice time!

lost in the 
world of facts 
slash escapism.

they’re a syndicate 
dedicated to bad deeds, 
shelley. they borrow 

indiscriminately.

for library books, 
they sure seem to be 

doing a lot of scratchin’ 
and scufflin’.

the main asset 
in an evil intern
is not asking 
questions. 

the answers are 
usually written on 

the bottom of a tank 
full of sharks.

bah! poor 
form, moon!

graffle

graffle

graffle



scuffle

scuffle

WHONK

GM SW

when i say go, 
push the crate 
down the chute.

when you find 
yourself under a 
shadow that keeps 

getting darker, instinct 
oughta kick in.

you’re sure it 
won’t land on 

anyone? go!



SKREEE
EE

yr coming with 
me. less of the 

tardiness, more of 
the marchin’!

Look lively, 
Fallon Young! 

the next 
world awaits, or 

something of 
that ilk.

so i gotta 
carry ya?

back in the day 
people got up on 

their feet and walked! 
that was the way 

roosevelt wanted it!

what a cheek.
the bullet didn’t 

even have my 
name on it.

guess who’s 
going to sew 

herself up like 
john rambo?

vietnam 
style.

well, the grim 

reaper’s here. you’ve 

really done it
 this 

time, fallon.

fantastic. now my 
bum’s wet and death 

is incompetent.



Ol’
DRINKY

yo, i am delighted 
to take up a place in 

the jones 
administration.

hugo is a man 
you can trust 

never to engage in 
intern-related 
indiscretions.

well, we don’t 
have interns in 
Britain, do we?

people 
generally refuse 
to work for free 

in civilised 
countries.

consider this 
technicality a 

dogg’s universal 
panacea.

riley, you 
have a man’s 
touch with 
mesquite.

ryan, we three 
are a dream ticket. a 
golden age is coming 

to tackleford.

brad, did you 
hear something?

it’s just the 
wind, janet.

my careers 
teacher suggested we 

“gain work experience by 
eavesdropping.”



Click

Voodoo zombie

Likes chewing 
heads

Small local Haitian
population 

Where is my 
grave yo

Problems I invariably got to fixitsnumber4.ppt [Microsoft Po...]

Firm jawed psychopath

Hard men by nature
“hard”

Hard man diet 
traditionally lager, 
pies, not brains,
blood 

Sharon do you
got my dinner

Problems I invariably got to fixitsnumber4.ppt [Microsoft Po...]

Our friend who Ryan once
turned into a zombie

Precedent set

Unspeakably awful 
in every way 

My cute ass is 
undead now sure

Problems I invariably got to fixitsnumber4.ppt [Microsoft Po...]

on time
all the time

“itʼs futuristic”

VOTE MAYOR
2005

don’t worry, 
bossman. 

the sort of 
killer who chews the 

tops off peoples’ heads 
is bound to get tired 

of it eventually.

it’s hard 
on the 
teeth.

check it, i‘m 
delivering the 
wisdom of the 

ancients, today.

no one wants 
a smile like a 
set of rusty 

railings.

hugo’s 
power-pointin’ 
some possible 

scenarios.



my predecessor 
had a lot of 

problems with this 
office, i hope we 
can set those 

behind us.

don’t worry, chief 
constable. this is an 

office founded on logic 
and common sense.

so let us 
tell you how 
we think the 
copper edge 

head-chewer is 
a zombie.

poooooot

we figure to be on 
the lookout for a small, 
attractive redhead who 

has been recently 
reanimated.

consider warning 
the public to be on the 
alert for a pungent, 

crypt-like odor.

i had my office 
prepare some 

flashcards for 
situations such 

as this.

tell me 
what you 

think.

i see, 
i see.

good 
good.



Well, i can 
climb these rocks, 
cut down trees, 

make a raft and sail 
to armageddon 

island...

or i can bleed in 
the water, lure a 

shark, punch him, and 
ride him to the island.

keep swimmin’ 
sharky! rafts are 
for total saps!

a floating 
robot security 

perimeter.

how 
insidiously 

ostentatious.

but only 
one option is 

sensible.



vengeance.

hey there mr 
crab, i haven’t 

seen you before.



give it up, 
hoochie coochie, 

where’s the 
frail?

koff koff

what are 
you doing?

moon’s just a 
marine biologist 
pretendin’ to be 

wicked for course 
credit.

do you 
know this 

psychopath, 
shelley?

a likely 
story. protocol 
says throw her 

off a roof.

fallon, you have 
to decide whether 

you’re my friend or a 
nutter, because you 

can’t be both.

all right, i won’t 
chuck her off a 
roof. but we’re 
tying her up.

a small 
carton.

nothing too 
fancy. no um 

bongo.

can she have a 
carton of juice 
with a straw?



T1 Y4G2 L 1I 1U1

you shot a 
man who was doin’ 

good, fallon.

it’s not 
that simple!

the black and white 
morals of the 

supermarket checkout 
don’t exist here.

have you worn a 
velour jumpsuit since 

you’ve been here?

have you in some way 
abetted evil missions, 

just to survive?

have you played 
dangerous games of 

skill with a villainous 
mastermind?

sometimes i 
just did those 
things out of 
politeness.

sometimes 
because jumping and 
velour make me feel 

all tingly!

maybe...
yes...

of course 
they do.

this is 
espionage!



i’m going to blow 
up this island and 

restore my reputation 
as a do-gooder.

but they aren’t 
so bad, i mean...

blow it up? 
blow up the 
league of 
enemies?

they took dna 
from you and 

started growing 
something.

then, a few weeks 
later, you pushed a crate 
marked “unreturned library 

books” over tackleford.

exactly!

shel, i’m sure the 
boys back home will 
find your stockholm 

syndrome very 
appealing.

and now:
i wish to plead 

sunstroke on all 
counts.oh.

a 
likely 
story.

i thought that 
was just a hobby. 
like crystal radio 
sets and model 

planes!



fallon, do you 
have a specific 
plan for island 
ess-plosion?

the island 
runs on 

geothermal energy 
from a dormant 

volcano.
i’ll just change 

settings until the 
system gets 
spazzed up.

what is 
going on 
here?

save your 
bezerker rage. look 

inside, find your 
spirit animal.

kidnapping 
is not 

appropriate!

why, 
shelley, 

why?
weren’t 

you... having 
a nice time?

you’re 
overriding 

the system, 
dr p.!

careful! dr 
petrescu is a 
fragile and 

complex man!

bezerker 
attack! GRRR!

hit that 
with tea 
tray too!

splang

kwak



WHONK

LOADING

v
v

Two minutes until 
the island blows. shel, do 
you or moon know how to 

fly this thing?

our role was 
mostly wearin’ 

bikinis and glowing 
in the heat.

i imagine it’s a 
little like flying a 

sikorsky sea stallion. 
hold tight, ladies.

huzzah! 
hurray!

does anyone 
have money 
for a cab?

does anyone 
have any 

trousers?

i feel 
vulnerable, 
mostly to 

nettles and 
brambles.

oops.

it’s the 
evil 

fortress
way!



you look 
faintly latin, 

hoochie malucci.

laundrette heists 
got us some clothes, 
but to get a room we 

need to speak the 
lingua spangla.

why did i put 
my faith in 
esperanto?

my mother is 
puerto rican. i’m 

from oklahoma. this 
is portugal.

stop the violence! 
have we learned nothing 

from the east coast/west 
coast rap wars?

sounds like 
someone 

forgot their 
heritage.

don’t worry, i 
speak perfect 

portuguese, shelley. 
come with me.

<can i place my 
mobile phone in the 

crypt of your 
church, sir?>

<we operate a 
strict “no idiots” 
policy, madam.>

gang tattoos of 
a big gun on your 
stomach are kinda 

tasteless?

other 
things!



who are 
you?

...we won’t 
get fooled 

again!

this is no time for 
skylarking and horseplay, 
the head chewer could 

strike again at any 
moment!

yo, do not 
mistake our 

fast movements 
for foolin’.

we just watched 
a whole csi box set 
each to learn mad 
forensic skills.

i figure a 
hotel is like a 

box of chocolates 
for a zombie.

many layers, 
different 

flavours, exotic 
selections!

full of folks 
away from home 
who won’t be 

missed.

does this 
mean we get to 

use the 
microscope?

steady.  
keep your 

powder dry, 
dogg.

so long as we 
can stay in the 

zone, we can track 
that brain eater.

zombie: wants a 
lot of brains, and 
she don’t want to 

get caught.

i’m sceptical, 
but i’m desperate. 

tell me more.



we need us a 
honey trap. how do we 
catch a brain-loving 

beast?

i guess if i was 
a zombie, i’d want 

the best, smartest 
brains.

we can’t just 
fill up a room with 
the smartest folks 

in town.

they’d probably 
still have enough 

smarts left after the 
chewin’ to sue us.

in situations like 
this, you ask yourself 

“what would the 
ancient greeks do”?

quit 
makin’ me 
look bad, 

riley.

sorry. ryan 
told me that afore- 
mentioned fact in 1991 

during a trip to 
slough.

garrrrr!

it was the 
cradle of 

civilisation. those 
greeks were 

clever. 

and 
undistracted 
by ipods and 
reality tv.



SLAM

CHESS
CLUB

garrrrr!

gragghhh!

knickers!

what 
happened to... 
where’s her 

eye?

it probably 
just fell out 

during a bout of 
high spirits.



poisons! my 
insides are 

ruined!

anyway, you 
drank the water, 
moon, how come 
you aren’t ill?

i think it has 
something to do with 
not putting my mouth 

on the faucet.

are you two 
having some kind of 
competition to see 

who’s dumbest?

it’s not our 
fault that 

we’re repeatedly 
inconvenienced 

by fate.

you don’t 
choose action. 
action chooses 

you.

well, 
congratulations. 

you both win!

thirst was 
pressing! deth 

was near!

it couldn’t have 
been any nearer than 
your tongue was to 
that outlet, honey.

she’s in a bad 
way. we need 

someone to wire us 
some money.

we can’t give 
away where we are. 

the government will 
shoot me.



last time she only 
bit a disreputable 
businessman on the 

head.

what shall 
we do with the 

slavering 
zombie?

i ain’t doin’ 
voodoo again. i think 
it invalidates my car 

insurance.

this time she 
ate a comfort inn 

and half a 
radisson.

we got to be 
responsible, 

protect this town 
from sexy maniacs.

maybe turn a 
blind eye to a 

few so ryan can 
get dates.

hugo’s right. 
responsible. we 
need a voodoo 

priest.

is he... 
reliable?

well, if you 
can excuse 

the old “dook 
dook”.

and the 
old “fugitive 

status”.

and the 
old “sniff 

sniff”.

i might 
know a 
guy.

graggh! 
brains! let me 

brains!

can we turn 
her back into 

regular 
shelley?



grrrrrrr!

now, when i put 
this mask on, i 

undergo a 
transformation.

this is the 
top man, 

tackleford’s mr 
voodoo, ian 

mclean.

he played 
vegas in the 80’s 
with his “old-timey 

voodoo revue”.

if you can’t 
keep your beans 

together, leave the 
room now.

before you 
embarrass 
yourself.

i... gotta go 
fill my pen. been 
meaning to do it 

all week, yo.

okinanu
hopatu
topato
arigato check out the 

chicken work 
there. no one moves 

the chicken like 
mclean. very safe 

hands.

yeah! before 
the corporations 

moved in!

Are you done? Weʼre starting to get kind of tired? 

Oh, this could take hours. hours. youʼd best head off. Iʼll finish up. It 
might take another couple of chickens.

(Watches them leave)

(Dons helmet)

Come on darling

(grrr)

donʼt pull a face. iʼm sure we can stick a marble in the hole.



how is 
she?

either we 
plug her up at 

both ends or i go 
out and get her 
some medicine.

ha! like i trust you 
not to run off, evil 
intern. i’ll go, and i’m 
locking you two in.

is she 
gone?

yes, come on, 
quick quick 
shelley.did i do 

well?

that was a 
pretty good 

simulation of food 
poisoning.

i wasn’t... 
sure about the 
crow noises.

that was a 
vulture.

craw! he knew my time 
was up and had 
designs on my 

ribcage.

this is 
pathetic.

SHIVER
SHIVER

SHIVER



caminhões

caminhões

caminhões

SALEMA
caminhões

how did you 
end up mixed up 
with someone 
like fallon?

get your 
thumb out, i’m 
making a sign.

daddy, this is gibby. 
there was an accident at 

work, i’m stuck in southern 
portugal with no money.

we can pick 
up money at 

the airport and 
escape.

yes! 
punching the 
sky for total 

freedom!

tell him 
about the 
terrible 

a-splosions!

do 
you know the 

portuguese for 
“airport”?

i guessed. and 
i drew a kitty in 
a helicopter. he’s nervous 

but mostly 
enjoyin’ the 

ride.

well, it’s like 
having a traffic 
warden as your 

best friend.

you never expect 
to be drawn into the 
seedy underground 
world of double 
yellow lines.

and “fixed 
penalty 
fines”.

and “devil-
possessed
trans-ams”.



A3 Arrivals

POING

Arrivals

england!

who would have 
thought that in 
the absence of a 

passport, you could 
travel using only 
politeness and 

smiles?
have you 

finished frolicing? 
dad’s waiting in 

the car.

ack

aww! small 
sprat! i 

missed you!
everyone 

was really 
worried, shel.

you 
can’t just 

go on holiday 
for two months 
without telling 

anybody.

kidnapped? 
where? 

barbados?

if i spent as 
much time as you 

making things up, i’d 
be better at it.

well 
it was only 
sporadically 

awful, and um...

tell mum you woke up 
in the middle of the night 
compelled to do missionary 

work. and when you got 
there-

i caught 
amnesias!

i was 
kidnapped!



53

FSSSSSSSSSS

well, if this 
doesn’t fix shel’s 

stomach, i’m resorting 
to leeches.

where is 
she? shelley? 

moon?

“this 
mangrove swamp 
has a pungency 
problem, fallon”.

excellent work, 
tristian. no red 
faces at the 

ministry.

“midday: the 
saddest wookiee 

stares up at the sun, 
his fur wet with 

sad tears”.

must be 
code. bring it 

along.

let’s keep 
this sorry 

affair strictly 
on the q.t.

KOFF

KOFF
KOFF



you what? you 
want my parents to 
come and identify 
shelley’s body?

is this a 
joke?

she’s here.

no, 
she’s 

watching 
tv!

tell them you’re 
not interested! gillian 
mckeith’s about to tell 
someone that they’re 

going to die.

hello, his is 
shelley. are 

you teasin’ my 
sister?

i’m not dead, i 
was kidnapped... 
then there were 
further issues...

listen, zombie 
corpses are 
your problem, 

not mine! 

i‘m 
unemployed! i 

take my fun where 
i can get it!

what was 
that about?

i think 
this town has more 

goofballs and pinkos 
than a balanced girl like 

me can tolerate.

they 
need you. you’re 

tackleford’s oasis 
of sanity.

i‘m bulldozing 
the oasis. they can 
go suck a camel 

hump.

bye!

tim?



hello 
boys.

the 
vengeful 
spirit!

no, hugo, 
shelley wasn’t dead. 
the zombie was some 
other ginger lady.

hell, it don’t 
matter too much at 
all. we got a local 
shake-a-spear to 

ex’rcise it.

it was pretty 
much eatin’ all 
the brains in 
town and...

well it wasn’t 
like it was carryin’

a “please do 
resuscitate” order.

i notice that you 
smell real nice today 
and you look plenty 

rested and

dogg, you 
got one chance: 

drop and go 
foetal.

white 
hot 
fury

i’m 
furious

you thought 
it was me and 
you killed it?

what 
what?

i think it might 
have been a clone. 
some of my dna got 
stolen by no-goods.



STOMP
STOMP
STOMP
STOMP
STOMP
STOMP

that’s it! i’ve 
had it! i’m moving to 
oldbourne with amy.

she’s dirty and she 
steals from me but at 

least she never actively 
wanted me to die.

even in her 
squeaky little voice, 

that was the harshest 
thing anyone’s ever 

said to me.

hugo feels like 
he’s just been 

thrashed by a fierce 
mouse or bluetit.

i gotta be 
alone with myself 

for a while.i know.



Who has 
summoned 

Paninatu?

deny 
everything.

another 
eruption! the 
engine won’t 

start!

pulled you to 
safety, then 
swam for it.

i won’t forget 
you.... my tender 
chimpanzees...

my monkeys, 
my monkeys...

armageddon 
island, i knew 

ye...

sweet 
death, 

take us!



amy, i’m so 
glad i got you 

back safely from 
oldbourne.

yeah, that 
place was too 
dangerous.

but all it cost 
us was our dignity, 
and dignity grows 

back.

i hope.

do you want to 
look in the paper 
for new flats to 

rent?

i think maybe we 
oughtn’t to share 
any more, shelley. 

for a while.

but who has 
more fun than 

we do?

only 
imbeciles too 

foolish to know 
that the world is 
really a cruel 

place.

i‘m worried 
that we’re in the 
car pool lane to 
spinster city.



no ames! no 
spinsters we!

old! with 
cats!

sleeping in 
the same bed for 

“winter fuel” 
reasons!

i guess i 
can’t argue 
with that.

i didn’t 
want to hurt 
your feelings, 

shelley.

if spinsterhood 
becomes unavoidable, 
you’ll be the first 

person i call.

the second 
call should be to 

the cattery, for six 
or seven fat, 
smelly cats.

the third is 
to the hair salon 

for matching 
blue rinses.

 and 
super-tight 

perms.

how 
long have 

you felt this 
way?

i see a 
future as 
cat ladies.



I’m hardly in this story at all, which 
allows me to provide a straight talkin’ 
helicopter view of the situation. It’s 
mostly about my little sister Erin and 
her friends, fired up with the pith and 
vinegar of youth. Staying up late and 
not being tired the next day, easily able 
to metabolise McDonalds food, yet to 
be ravaged by liver spots and confined 
to bath chairs with a tartan blanket 
over their knees. O youth!

You may notice that it is drawn in a 
different way to the rest of the book. 
This is because Scary Go Round auteur 
director (and spiv) John Allison was in 
his back-to-basics pen-and-ink phase. 
He swore never to draw on the compu-
ter again and threw his lovely machine 
into a ravine, the berk!

Erin is a very serious girl with studious 
ways, so I’m glad she has Esther for 
a friend. Esther is the sort of person 
who would head into a cave to chill out 
with some bats, or perhaps buy a black 
sweater with holes already in it. She 
might cast a small spell, or just listen 
to the intense jams of Cradle of Filth. 
Her children will be called Ravenwyng 
and Crowsfoot. She is dark.

Erin’s other ally is The Boy, a name-
less young man who fancies himself 
as pretty smart but looks to me like he 
cannot decide who is fanciest, Erin or 
Esther! I also hear that he pulls the red 
face when he sees Amy.  He’d better 
make his mind up quick or he’ll end 
up married to the sea. He won’t end up 
married to Amy, she’d snap him in two 
like a dry twig.

The overarching moral of this story 
is to work hard in school. If you’ve 
already left school, I recommend 
sneaking in at night and reading the 
text books, perhaps you will learn 
something! Just so long as what you 
learn is not what the inside of a police 
car looks like. 

SCHOOLIN’
Shelley on



it’s nice to get a day off, 
but do you ever wonder what 

teachers do on “teacher 
training days”.

the younger ones have 
crazy orgies, the older ones 

smoke pipes full of the 
wildest things.

oh, ground up 
skulls, nettles. kind 

of a full-on search for 
enlightenment.

the day usually 
ends with them 

coaxing mr pettifer 
off the roof.

but it’s a 
secret thing. what 
happens on teacher 

training day...

the only 
reminders are 

crude tattoos and 
discarded pipes. plus 

deep-rooted, 
lasting 
shame.

...stays on 
teacher 

training day...

he’s 
a sensitive man! 

theY shouldn’t HAVE 
made him smoke a 

whole box of 
chalks.

like 
what?

i have... 
certain 

theories.



item 7, last term’s 
verucca epidemic seems 
to have been thwarted 
by mandatory rubber 

socks.

all 
credit to 
nurse on 
that one.

you 
know i refuse 
to be cowed by 
pestilence, mr 

daimler.

now to 
items 8-29b, 

budget.

unfortunately 
classroom demands mean 
we will no longer be able 
to serve free coffee in 

the staffroom.

but to satsify 
faculty desire for steaming 

java would require cutting the 
pupil roll by 28, mid-term!

make it 
happen, mr 
treasurer!

no one’s been scalped 
at st fleur’s since 1894. 
but we’re still big on 

tradition.but-

the only perk of 
this bleak existence is 

27 free cups of 
instant joe a day!

i beg your 
pardon?

hear hear! 
we’re humans, 

not insects! we 
have rights!



so which class 
are we to get rid 
of? who do we like 

the least?

but how 
to do this 

thing?

it’s hallowe’en. 
kids are always 

messing around with 
the occult.

in 1985, a pupil 
of mine took the 

school minibus and 
drove it into a 
potting shed. 

did 
he claim to be 
influenced by 

the devil?

i sensed the dark 
deceiver’s hand in the 

lad’s love of rough cider 
and tomfoolery.i’d call that 

a “precedent”.

i’ve yet to see 28 
16-year olds accidentally 

condemn themselves to a pan- 
dimensional abyss, derek.

bah!

5g are renowned 
for backchat, 

smart-aleckry and 
horseplay.

we would be 
doing society 

a favour.

what a joy, 
never to have to 

stare at esther de 
groot’s deathly 

pallor again.



he’s not 
twitching enough 

for it to be 
a nervous 
breakdown.

this history 
sounds 

suspiciously 
salacious.

i know!

i heard, if 
they hold in the 
twitching, their 
whole head can 

e’splode.

did he invent 
the spinning 
jenny, sir?

no, the boy, 
but i see where 
you’re coming 

from.

now class, today 
we’re going to cover 

noted mystic bob 
crowley.

do any of you 
know about bob 

crowley?

crowley’s 
main 

achievements 
were...



this 
homework 
is pretty 
strange. 

how much do we 
want to know about 
the wickedest man 

in england?

what seedy 
underworld?

i don’t want to be 
discovered in the woods, 

covered in mud and sticks, 
gnawing a baby lamb.

crowley 
sure wrote a 
lot of books.

“silence, 
maggots”, a 

crowley 
primer.

that’s the 
sort of thing 

we want.

“bob crowley was 
known by many names. 
delicious beast, black 
bob, saucy bob, doktor 

proktor...” but never 
“pappy sunshine”. 

what an 
injustice.

go for the 
thinnest.

virgins and 
potions and 
capes... and 
whips... and 

dip...

this is your area, 
esther. i don’t want 

to get drawn into the 
seedy underworld of 

darkness.
come on! 

you want to 
know all 
about him!



do you want to 
go home and write 

this crowley 
nonsense up?

ha 
ha! boxing 

class!
is that so 
difficult to 

believe?

this is a 
vicious world, 

the boy.

you need to 
know how to look 
after yourself.

you 
should come 

with me!

look at me, 
esther.

i‘d roll up my 
sleeves, but i don’t 

think you’re ready for 
this gun show.

yeah, maybe you 
shouldn’t... you’d look 
wrong if you got too 

tough... like...

an attack 
chihauhua.

ha ha, 
never mind.

what?

i would, but i 
have boxing 

class.



dad, what does 
it mean when a girl 
asks you to go to 
her boxing class? in my day, i 

was beating 
off girls with 

a stick.

then i met 
your mother 
and i buried 
the stick.

well, i 
don’t know if 

me and 
esther-

esther? 
the one who 
looks like... 

like...

like she 
might bring a 
plague upon 
the home?

she’s a 
nice girl!

son, son. 
“nice girl” means 
daisy chains and 

kittens.

taxidermy, 
pet raven, 
red flag.

pass the 
peas, 

mother.

excellently 
put, the 
mother.

no idea 
where it is 

now.

well son, 
that’s 

complex.



now class, 
remember...

...don’t use any of 
these equations to 
open up a gateway 

to hell.

milford, is it me 
or is every lesson 
we’ve had this week 
tied in to the black 

arts?

no idea! i just 
write down what 
they say so i can 

learn it and forget 
it later.

usually i’m 
so bored 

that i’m in a 
trance.

do you want 
to go and get 
some chips?

hello, the boy! 
what’s in your 
sandwiches?

by the looks 
of things, 
despair.

now, 
erin.

wow. second 
day in a row.

no, my mum 
made me 

sandwiches.

if i don’t 
eat them, i get 

the guilt.

at least, 
not on 
school 

premises!



so i hear you’ve 
been switched an 

all-satanic 
curriculum.

it’s exhausting. 
endless illuminated pictures 

of peoples’ insides being 
eaten by man-wolves.

every lesson 
ends with a smirk, a 
wink, and “don’t try 

this at home”.

it must be part 
of some multi-faith, 

multi-cultural 
government 
experiment.

or the whole 
staff could be in 
the grip of the 
mighty shi-tan

satan’s like 
father christmas 
or the easter 
bunny, erin.

the easter bunny 
is easily the weirdest 
thing anyone has ever 

invented.

he’s a bunny, but 
he’s huge. and how 
does he get all 
those eggs? a cross between 

the predator and 
king herod.

what must 
chickens think of 

the easter 
bunny?

well, it 
could be.



5g! 
that’s the boy 
and esther’s 

class!

i‘ve 
finished, 

sir.

good. could you 
run this note up to 

mr banks in the 
staffroom please?

i bet 
the note has 

something to do 
with this!

no matter how much 
we tell them about the 
black arts, they refuse 

to take them up!

we’ve got one 
jar of nescafe 
left, one jar.

then 
comes the 
dark time.

if class 5g 
won’t condemn 

themselves to the 
pit of oblivion... 

yes, we may 
have to 

intercede...

no one 
wants that, but 
i have an idea... is 
there someone 

out there?

“banksy, you 
smell and your 
wife is ugly.

it’s even 
worse than i 

thought.

 get used 
to it.”

i know, i 
know.



it must be 
great being 

a goth.

i tried but it 
didn’t work. not 
enough angst 
for the full 

transformation.

i‘m not a goth, 
erin. i’m just 

extremely dark. it’s 
my thing.

isn’t that like 
saying you fix leaks 
and like u-bends, but 

you’re not a 
plumber?

i don’t fit 
into society’s 
easy little 

boxes.

do you like 
vampires?

would you 
let a vampire 

bite you?

all goths 
secretly crave 
the vampire’s 

bite!

after a certain 
number of stupid 

questions, a sleep-  
over becomes a 
murder-over.

clove cigarettes 
made me feel sick 

and i couldn’t 
carry off “bleak”.

all i could 
manage was 
“grumpy”.



...but when they 
got her to the 

operating room, it 
wasn’t a baby...

...it was her 
childhood puppy, 

raffles.

i’m tired. 
it’s your 

turn.

ok, 
well, this 
is a real 
thing.

i went up to 
the staffroom 
and they were 

talking... 

it sounded 
like they were 

trying to get rid 
of your class!

i’m sure they 
were just being 

sarcastic.

are 
you any 
good at 

snooping?

i mind my own 
business! and any 

other business that 
needs mnding. 

get rid 
of us?

too horrible! 
no more stories, 

esther. or, no more 
stories that end 

in surgical 
procedures.

maybe... 
they’ve been 
acting very 
strangely.



hello small 
scamp! are you 
excited about 
halloween?

um... yes! esther 
and i are going to 
dress up as girl 

reporters.

we wondered 
if you had any 
appropriate 

props.

here’s my old 
camera and 

dictaphone, will 
they do?

now all we have 
to do is find out 

what the teachers 
are plotting.

could we 
single out the 
weak link in the 

conspiracy?

who 
would that 

be?

someone who 
can’t control 

a class.

girls, i’d love 
to have you in 

entomology club.
we’re all 
about the 
insects, 

miss.

i rate the 
daddy-long- legs 
and the silverfish 

as my top two. 

they’ll be 
perfect!



and we have 
something 

personal from 
each of them?

are you sure we 
should be doing 

this? it seems so 
wrong.

nurse has made 
the necessary 
arrangements.

“on hallow’s 
eve, when 

demonds walk... 
the death beast 

rises up to 
stalk...”:

esther, 
this is 

dynamite!

it’s dynamite 
when you aren’t 
the one being 
stalked by the 
death-beast!

whose name 
suggests that it 

is a beast who 
makes you die.oo-er

chemistry 
coursework.

this is 
almost too 

easy!
now let me 
try to say 
it right.

bob, budgetary 
concerns supercede 

moral concerns!

the incantation 
also calls for the 
blood of a virgin.

goat 
please!



are you going 
to tell them 
about the 
hellbeast? and how 

you’re all 
going to die?

who 
gave you 

permission to 
talk, dwarfy?

wait, erin, are 
you still coming 
to the halloween 
party tonight?

please erin! 
you’ll be there, 

won’t you, the boy?

i don’t like 
costume parties. 
costumes make me 

feel weird.

i’ll kill him 
before i let him 

miss a roxy 
postlethwaite 

party.

we’ll be 
there. 

poor milford. 
like byron, a 

doomed romantic.

is death going to 
want him all drooly 

and smelling of 
booze and sick?

that’s the 
sort death 
likes best.

we’re 
gonna get 
wasted.

sure. 
because i love 

hanging out with 
your friends.

oh, and 
death.

shut up, 
lindsey



esther, why are 
we going to a fancy 
dress party when 

your whole class is 
about to die? 

shouldn’t we at 
least tell them 

that the hellbeast is 
coming for them?

and how would 
that help? should 

we give them 
safety tips?

“when the beast 
is raking you with 
its claws, stand in 

a doorway.”
maybe we 

could get people 
to hide. inside 
lead boxes.

good 
evening 
roxy.

hello 
esther, 
erin.

now before 
you come in, i 

need you to sign 
this waiver.

you break 
anything, you pay 
for it. you’re sick 
on anything, you 

pay for it.

what’s the 
“daddy’s wine 

cellar” clause?

all you need 
to know is that 

it is awful.



lisa, i’m extremely 
good at wrestling. do 

you know what i’m saying? 
i’m a grappler.

i like milford’s 
seduction technique. it’s 
like a mouse trying to 

drive a tractor.

there’s no such 
thing as black 

magic. there are no 
evil forces. don’t 

worry.

what will it 
take for your 

survival instincts 
to kick in? 

have you ever 
seen a phantasm 
or spectre? i 

haven’t.

and i don’t 
intend wetting 

myself and gibbering 
until i do.

varrrr

varrrr

you’re my 
friend, esther! i 
don’t want you 

to die!

oh jesus. 
you’re in 
denial.

stop being so 
calm! doom is coming! 
pretty soon it’ll be 
bloodbath o’clock!



the looks on 
your faces! i guess 

this must be a pretty 
good costume!

i thought 
you said that 
costumes made 

you feel 
weird.

they do. so i made 
a costume that would 
make everyone else 

feel weird too.

quick, look, 
look, milford’s 
going for it 
with roxy!

Call me fred 
flinstone, 
darlin’...

‘Cause i’ll 
make your 
bed rock.

a-a-a-a-a-

i-i-i-i-i-

a-a-a-a-a-

i-i-i-i-i-

you fucker, 
the boy! you 

bastard!

you scared 
the dickens 
out of us!

that was 
really 

something.



come on, 
quit gabbin’! i 
gotta eat ya!

i’m the 
diabetic devil 

bear who hates 
comas!

your 
sister is a 

mental, erin.

she’s mental 
but gentle, on the 
slow slide to cat 

lady status.

did you kiss 
boys? i bet 

you did!

there will be 
man-tears across 

the borough 
tonight.

she’s a 
heartbreaker, 

esther!
i didn’t kiss 
any boys.

it’s ten to twelve, 
esther. i don’t think 
you’re going to be 
savaged by a demon.

maybe our teachers 
are just brain-damaged by 
years of canteen lunches 

and being sassed.

i think 
you’re 
right.



what time 
is it? 

five to 
midnight. the 

deed has surely 
been done.

class 5g 
have been 

dragged screaming 
into the void...

...and delicious 
instant coffee can 
be provided free to 
all staff members 

once again.

good 
evening.

w-w-who 
are you?

some call me “black 
bob”, others “saucy bob”. 

i am bob crowley. you 
summoned me.

so how, sir, 
would you like 

to die?

i’m not meant 
to die! we used the 
pupils’ books in the 

ritual!

do not schoolbooks 
remain the property 
of the school? o 

bitter irony!
to my first 
question, i 

suggest you 
answer “quickly”.

we 
d-d-d-did?



where are you 
going, dirty 
stop-out?

you 
look 
nice!

i’m covering an 
evening with noted 

explorer chester jones
for the tackleford 

cormorant.

he’s been to 
the congo and seen 
some fat spiders, 

or something.

why would you 
write for the 
local paper?

 they always 
used to write about 
you like you were a 

crazed idiot.

keep your 
friends close and 

your enemies closer, 
small sister.

forgive 
me, how does 
that work? 

initially 
there is mild 

shame.

eventually i 
expect them to 

become overwhelmed 
with guilt. 

so overwhelmed 
that they can no longer 
actively participate in 

society.



dang his 
achievements!

he hasn’t even 
started talking 

yet, ryan.

i feel like my life 
is meaningless and 

full of wasted 
potential now. 

adventures are 
dangerous, 

achievements are 
overrated!

that’s why i’m 
concentrating 

on writing 
articles.

yeah, i guess 
you got computers 

for that now.

no journalist 
has had an exciting 
time since the late 

eighties.

but what about tv 
journalists in such as 
iraq? that seems like a 

wild old ride.

lunatic 
thrill 

seekers!

that is news 
that could be 

safely gathered 
with a periscope.



this chester 
is the sort of 
fellow ladies 

like.

ryan, that is 
nonsense, your 
ladies have been 
extremely fancy!

fallon told me 
that one time a man 

tried to gouge out his 
own eyes, she was 
looking so nice!

she was a 
looker, but 

that’s all lies. 
it was pies.

we were at a 
bakery in italy and 

she was wearing some 
real short shorts.

what 
happened?

he stood there 
with all this pie in 

his hands, 
mortified.

then he broke 
into a real slow, 

slow italian 
ballad.

but i only 
understood the words 
“petticoat”, “drainpipe” 
and “forfeited dowry”.

pies!

then an old 
fellow kind of lost 
control near some 

crusts.
he gouged 
out some 

pies.

looks like a 
lean future for 

this old 
bach’lor.



are you 
coming to the 

pub? chester’s going 
to tell us how he 
lived among bison 
for six months!

i guess i gotta. 
now tim and riley are 
engaged, he’s probably 

my uncle

my puffed up, 
self important, 
bison-huggin’ 

uncle.

amy has got 
a job, she’s a 
working girl!

that can’t be 
right. what’s she 
doin’? somethiing 
hideous i reckon.

drug courier, or 
maybe covering 

herself with jam in a 
burlesque show.

“the management 
wish to inform people of 
a nervous disposition 
that tonight’s show 

features trifle.”

no! 
amy is good 

inside!

sittin’ on 
cakes to delight 
major generals.

where’s amy 
tonight?

shhh!



ryan! how did 
you enjoy the 

talk?

well it was 
pretty good, i 

guess.

i never knew 
a dude could be 
accepted by a 

herd of 
elephants.

you know, using 
just a couple of bin 
lids and a vacuum 

cleaner hose.

i sense you’re a 
man who craves 

excitement. sieze the 
day, my man!

i dare say there’s 
more adventure on the 
african veldt than on 
tackleford common.

tell you what, old 
boy, if you can find a 
lost tribe or new 
species within the 

borough...

sounds like a 
sum worth 

risking fallin’ in 
a hole for.

just so you 
know, it’s not 

enough that i’d eat 
a peaceful hobo 
just to stay 

alive.

...how does 
ten grand 
sound?

ryan, 
ryan!

adventure is 
everywhere!



man, i 
exist like a 

beast. 

awake at 7.30! 
that’s like 

gettin’ a double 
length day!

how come the 
newspaper never 
trumpets great 
achievement?

“poor, 
horse-faced man 
scores excellent 

bride”.

such as 
“screwdrivers 
found to be 

lucky”.

or “new 
locomotive 

engine cures 
pox.”

is it okay to go 
to the shop in your 

pyjamas at 7.30?

is everyone 
out there wearin’ 

pyjamas?

hell, it ain’t 
like they’re the 

pyjamas with that 
tinklin’ hole 

upfront.

surely 
it’s okay.

an onion is 
no kind of meal 

for a man.
we live in 
a drab age, 
friend bat.



ryan, why will you 
not meet my daughter, 
nina? i know you would 

get along.

aw, mr patel, i’d 
only disappoint her 

with my reckless and 
salty ways.

it is your loss, 
my friend, your loss... 
ah, my little ray of 

sunshine!

you should have 
come out last night. we 
met the noted explorer 

chester jones.

man does he ever. he 
offered me ten grand if i could 

find a new and undiscovered 
species in tackleford 
metropolitan borough.

i‘d love to take 
that 10K off him. we 
can do this thing.

get right up in 
his grill with a 

three-eyed lizard.

smug, so 
smug.

i’ve met 
him, he loves 

himself.

good 
morning, hello! 

hello ryan!

she 
was a finalist 
in miss pears!



i suppose if you 
have something 

wriggling in a sack, no 
one can tell you it 

doesn’t exist.

that’s the 
spirit! we might not 
find a barking cat 

with horns...

that would 
be a gift too 
freely given

...but we could 
find an elf that’s 
been mauled by a 

fox.

yeah. hit him 
with a rock if he’s 
still squealing.

amy, that is 
not the 

naturalist 
way.

this elf might be 
half of the last 

breeding pair. we gots 
to care for him.

send him back out 
into the wild with red 
wine and marvin gaye 

records?

lookin’ through these 
local history books, we do 
have a lot of traditionally 

magical spots.

do trolls 
count as new 

species? i suppose 
they do.

but i don’t 
want our animal 

discover dismissed 
on a technicality.

the troll 
well, the 
brownie 
glen.



This is a terrifying tale by anyone’s 
reckoning. Sending a couple of dim 
bulbs like Amy and Ryan out into the 
woods on their own isn’t just irrespon-
sible, it’s potentially dangerous to the 
local flora and fauna. The combina-
tion of hard liquor, funny cigarettes 
and wild bears is too incendiary to 
contemplate without givin’ yourself 
nightmares!

After John threw his computer into 
a ravine, he drew the fancy story you 
have just read. But by the end of it (so 
he claims), drawing little teapots and 
fancy backgrounds, then colouring the 
whole lot in, was taking him “a very 
very very very long time”. 

So he set off to the bottom of the ra-
vine with only a piece of garden twine 
to secure himself to a jagged outcrop. 
Fortunately his computer still worked 
and he resumed his old drawin’ ways. 
If only there were two of the brave 
boy-cartoonist to do all the drawing 
that needs to be done! What a terrible 
world that would be. 

I’m hardly in this story at all, except to 
offer a stern and disapproving note at 
the end. And quite right too.

THE WITCH
Shelley on



thanks for 
comin’ with me on my 

anthropological 
trip, amy.

yeah, i guess you 
had it pretty easy 

livin’ with ole 
shelley.

well... they say 
two can live as 
cheaply as one.

hm, particularly 
when one of the two is 
well off and generous 

and the other is-

petty threats 
of force don’t 

alarm me. i’m like an 
armadillo.

you could wail on 
me for an hour and 
all you’d get is red 

fists and cramp.

i’m not a 
puncher. that would 
show a tragic lack 

of imagination.

i’d just snap all 
your cigarettes in 
the pub while you 
were in the toilet.

the kind of 
psychological 
setback it’s 
hard to come 
back from.

bam! i’m in 
a ball.

-supremely 
skilled in acts of 

retribution?

thanks nothing! 
i need half of that 

prize money!



where do we 
start lookin’ for the 

hidden beasts of 
tackleford woods?

the woods 
are miles 

deep.

we can just set off 
in one direction until we 
see signs of something 

interesting.

remember, it has 
to be a new thing, 
to get the 10K.

listen, ryan, if we tie a 
couple of antlers to an 
otter and take a picture 
with a camera phone....

that’s 
the kind of critter 
could haunt a man’s 

thoughts.

though perhaps 
not to the same 

extent as the flying 
scorpion.

it flies. it 
stings, it 
sometimes 

sings.

it’s 
going to 
seem very 

new.

i 
beg your 
pardon?



buuuuunnny!

how am i meant 
to compare animals 
to their pictures in 
my book if they keep 

scarpering?

well, at 
least we’ve 

got “chilton’s 
tree rat”.

for the last 
time, amy, that 

wasn’t a new species 
of squirrel.

we just made it 
so damn mad that 
you couldn’t tell 

what it was.

it takes a 
gentle touch. and 

less hollerin’.

show some 
backbone!



we’re losing 
the light,shall 
we pitch the 
tent here?

you were the 
one who insisted 

on beans.

let’s head back 
to civilisation then. 

that’s an ominous sky 
up there.

oh no. 
oh no.

pwink

pwink

i concerned 
myself with 
the beans.

wow. that’s 
coming down all 

of a sudden.

now, if i die of 
hypothermia, which as 
a delicate flower, i 

probably will...

amy, you’re 
like a 

battleship. 

you’ll be draggin’ 
my ole skeleton 

round the woods for 
weeks as company.

i haven’t 
got it. you’ve 

got it.

no, i’ve got 
the hexalite 

stove and the 
beans.

ryan!

yeah, sure. get 
it out and we’ll 
figure it out.



woah, a 
gingerbread house? 
who would live in a 
house like this? i love that 

little guy. he’s so 
accomodating.

he’s the 
person you can eat 
without having to 

form a death pact on 
the internet first.

ryan, the 
gingerbread man 
doesn’t live in a 

gingerbread 
house. 

witches are peaceful.
doin’ no harm, healin’ you 
with bark infusions and 

moonbeams.

i smell 
young 
blood.

young blood 
and bad 
manners.politically 

correct 
clap-trap!

that’s where 
witches live. 

wicked witches.

the 
gingerbread 

man!



ames, i’m not 
staying out here 
in the cold all 

night.

how about 
showin’ some kindness 
to the wicked witches 

of the world?

woolly 
headed 

idealism!

well this 
woolly head will 
be indoors by the 

cracklin’ fire.

fine. i’m going 
to stay out 
here and eat 
the house.

you can’t 
do that!

yes i can. 
it’s cakey and 

delicious!

plus people 
have insurance. 
it’s a victimless 

crime.

i’m going to be 
real ashamed of 

you if that wafer is 
load-bearing.

frassum 
rassum 

sassum...

maybe they 
wouldn’t be so 

wicked if you weren’t 
always judgin’.

but...
witches!



oh, i see, 
you’ve given in 
to tempatation.

this pebble-dashing 
is chocolate eggs! and i 
sort of figure i’m doing 

the witch a favour.

pebble dashing 
is real 1950’s. 

you’d pay to get 
rid of it.

nibble nibble 
gnaw! who is 
nibbling at my 
little house?

wooo... the 
wind, the wind! 

just some gusts!

nice!

oooh, is 
that caulking 
icing sugar?

ooops.

stick it back 
on! stick it back 

on with some 
spit!

stick it 
back on with 
some spit!

holy shit, 
ryan!



children, what 
are you doing to 

my house?

we wouldn’t 
have eaten your 

house if we’d known 
it was a house.

of 
course 
not!

we thought 
it was a 

natural sugar 
formation.

you poor 
mites! come in, 
come into the 

warm! see? i told 
you witches 
were good 
and kind.

when you’re right 
about something, i get the 

sick sensation that 
reality is broken.

like 
sugar loaf 
mountain! or sugar 

ray 
leonard!

we’re... 
starving! 
starving!

we’re lost in 
the woods. it’s 

awful.

we don’t 
know what 

to do.



eat, eat! you 
must be 
famished!

mmm! 
extremely 
delicious!

with 
this spread 

you are really 
spoiling us.

ames, i 
can’t manage 
any of this.

we can hide 
the food in our 
bags while she’s 

not looking.

yes. yes. 
the mature 
solution.

all finished, 
dearies? i’ve 
made up beds 
for you both.

well that’s 
real pleasant of 
you, madam, much 

obliged.

ain’t this 
nice? didn’t we 

get lucky?

her fingers were 
like five lobster legs 
feeling me up for the 

farmer’s market.

me neither. i 
ate a whole 

candy architrave 
outside.

i’m this 
close to 

having a fit.



ahhh, 
childrems, so 
pretty when 
they sleep.

and so plump 
and delicious and 

good to eat!

but the boy is 
as thin as a rake, 
all gristle and 

chew.

he needs 
fattening up 
for the pot.

let’s put a 
stop to all that 
wasteful moving 

around

don’t worry, 
hesketh, we fall well 
outside the reach of 

the “geneva 
convention”.

dang!

mew.

she will 
make a dainty 

mouthful.

zzz
yeah... 

sure... where 
y’all at...

snif

snif



yawwwwn...

get up, 
lazybones! you 

have work to do!

hey! hey! i 
like to 
come-to 
gently!

fetch some 
water and cook 
something for 
your brother!

he is in the 
stable and is to 

be made fat!

and what if 
i don’t?

then you can 
wash my smalls 
while i fetch 
the water.

i’ll fetch 
the water. fetch it so, 

so good.

augghhhhhh

my 
brother?



klfdssadsahkdfsklfdssadsahkdfsklfdssa

man, what am i 
doin’ in this cell? 

maybe i’m a political 
prisoner.

i know i got 
some forthright 

attitudes.

i guess a man can 
only complain so much 

about the amount of tax 
on beer and smokes....

freeeeeee 
nelson mandela!

ames, 
i’m a victim of 

injustice. notify 
the free press. here’s your 

breakfast of cakes, 
jam and cakes, ryan! 

eat up!

ryan, 
she’s fattening 

you up to eat you. 
don’t eat too much, do 

some crunches!

i‘ll 
be back later! 

be brave!

i thought 
speed cameras 
seemed tough, 
but did things 
ever snowball.

eat 
me? this is 

one tyrannical 
regime.

before they 
shut the door 

on his life.



oh lonesome 
night... ...just me and 

my biscuit 
banjo

awaitin’ 
liberation by un 
peacekeepers

put your finger 
through the bars, little 
boy, that i might feel how 

fat you have become.

bah! far from fat 
enough! i will 
feed you more.

little boy, 
would you mind 

dousing yourself 
in this marinade?

the sweetest 
pies, the 

lardiest dough.

sorry, i can’t 
reach. mostly 
out of not 
wanting to.

it’s the 
weigh-in! it’s the 

weigh-in! i gots to 
fail or get eaten!

cadbury’s 
fingers!

so hopped up on 
cakes that nothin’ 

even rhymes any more, 
ooooo!

little boy, 
little boy!



tarnation and 
blast! never have i 
captured a child so 

slow to fatten!

what, and wait 
months to 

capture more 
children?

we’ll bake 
first. you climb 
in the oven and 

clean it 
i get 

claustrophobic. i might 
scratch the self 
cleaning lining.

i’ll do a 
wee in 
there.

i‘m not 
climbing in 
the oven.

fat or lean, i 
shall eat him 

anyway!i could not 
bear it!

oh well. no 
one can say you 

didn’t try.

best to let 
us go, eh?



CLANG CLANG

CLANG

disagreeable 
little girl!

climb in the 
oven as you’re told 

or i’ll take the 
broomstick to you!

i don’t 
think i can fit 

in here!

get out of my 
way, stupid little 
girl, and let me 

show you.

you 
climb in 

forwards like 
so and-

oh dear! your 
broomstick seems 
to have fallen 

behind the 
handle

believe me, 
this is as 

inconvenient for me 
as it is for you!

what have 

you done? let 

me out!



PANG
PANG

cronkPANG

ryan, ryan, i 
trapped the 

witch! we have 
to go now!

that was 
pretty 

resourceful of 
you, amy.

just unlock 
that door and 
we’ll get to 

escaping.

can’t you 
just chew your 

way out? 

the door’s 
wood. why does 
everybody keep 
wantin’ me to 

eat?

wait! 
there’s a big bunch 

of keys hanging up in 
the kitchen!

i was saving you 
for christmas dinner, 
but when i get out, i’m 

going to eat you 
first.

i‘ll leave 
a note on 
the table 

explaining how 
scaaared i am.

is 
it getting... 
hotter in 

here?

do you 
know where 

the key 
is?



aiiiiieeeeieiieeeeii!!!

come on, come 
on, let’s go!

this 
whole story 
seems real 
familiar.

i hope you 
didn’t burn the 

witch. that would 
be murder!

i’m sure that’ll 
hold up at the war 
crimes tribunal.

coughing!

...so 
i said, i’ll give 

you two quid for it, 
if you un-bend it 

first.

revenge!

it’s not 
that i burned 

the witch. more 
that... witches... 

may have 
burned.



was this river 
here on our way 
into the woods?

no, but back 
then we were usin’ 

public footpaths, not 
woman’s intuition.

those were 
good times, 

more innocent 
times.

perhaps we can... 
harness the power 
of ducks to get 

across. ahoy hoy 
dears! are you 

looking to cross 
the river?

i do 
so love 

messing about 
in boats.

a big, strong 
thing like you 

should really be 
rowing, though.

ryan would help, but 
he wore out his arms 
organising his barbra 
streisand records.

or was it 
liza minelli? 

you just have 
so many!

amy! it’s a 
fruity old cove 
with a coracle!

lash them 
together as 

a raft?



BRANK
BRANK
BRANK

the car! at 
last! our day of 
terror is over!

are you okay, 
ryan? this was a 

nasty experience, but 
you’re very calm.

hell, 
i get in your car 

despite the fact hot 
petrol might shoot out 

of the dashboard.

this is a 
good car, 

ryan.

giving you minor 
burns and abrasions 
is part of its unique 

baltic character.

for me, fear is a 
visitin’ uncle that, if 

you’re lucky, you won’t have 
to talk to too much.

how often i’ve 
thought the same 
thing about my 

own life.

never.

or any part 
of it you ain’t 
nailed down, 

really.

i’ve seen 
worse. it didn’t 
impress me so 

much.

how 
often?



SNA
P

here you go, 
ames. a refreshin’ 
drink. what are you 

lookin’ at?

i video’d the witch 
on my camera phone. 
she didn’t know what 

it was.

i told her it 
was a 

chin-scratcher.

ryan! i just 
thought! is the 

witch a new 
species?

we could still 
win the ten grand 

from chester 
jones!

she’s just an 
old woman with 
some issues.

ryan, she was 
7ft tall and 

green.

she was living off 
the land pretty good... 
i don’t think that makes 

her a new creature.

oh, you mean her 
face. that ain’t 

appropriate.

it isn’t racist 
to point out that 
someone’s green!

it’s a 
celebration of 

diversity!

like 
the fresh 
prince of 
bel-air!



JASPER

Play Stop

JASPER

C

Play
Stop

hobbledy 
gobbledy 

little girl!

do 
you like 
buns?

don’t point 
your chin 

scratcher at 
me!

this chin’s 
not for 

scratchin’!

astonishing, 
ryan, amy, 

astonishing.

looking at these 
pictures, i can only describe 
this as the first documented 

sighting of “witchus 
witchus”...

E5000 each! 
E5000! that’s 
500,000 penny 

sweets!

i‘ve 
never been 
this rich. or 
this smug.

i‘m going to 
buy a box of 

dreams and piss 
them all away.

just 
because I 

can.
why?

...or 
the common 

witch.



shelley 
shelley!

amy! i hear 
you had an 

adventure of the 
wildest kind.

i had a run in 
with chester jones 
too. we went on a 
date. a hot date.

it came out over the 
course of the evening that 
he was still in love with a 

bison called agnes.

yes. 
he lived too long 

among the okapi. got 
him some dirty ways.

did you strike him 
squarely between the 
four humours of his 
body, for his cheek?

it turned out that 
just his hypothetical 

whinin’, cryin’ and pleadin’ 
was enough!

no. but i 
thought 
about it.

so i told him, i 
don’t hand out 
prizes for being 

weird.

augh! 
no!

a 
date!



christmas 
time, mistletoe 

and wine
eating mince 

pies with 
jeremy vine

with frogs on 
the fire and 

dogs in the tree

time to 
rejoice in the 
owls that we 

see!

stop your 
caterwauling 
and come in, 

shelley. you’ll 
wake up baby 

jesus.

is your dad 
coming with us 
for a christmas 

drink?

she’s letting me 
come if i promise to 
sit quietly and pay 

for everything.

every day i 
wake up and thank 

god for my 
wonderful luck.

not if we 
creep out. move 

with the 
shadows.



did you ever 
stop to think that 
baby jesus was an 

alien?

perhaps mary 
found him and stuck 
him up her robe for 6 

months.

that is the 
most appallingly 

blasphemous thing i 
have ever heard.

just because 
something’s 

blasphemous doesn’t 
mean it’s not true.

god doesn’t 
know how to 
ride a bike.

len, couldn’t 
you have raised 

her right?
i tried. 
i tried.

but i remember 
an old crone 

visited us when 
she was a baby.

i’ve never been 
able to tell if she put 

a curse on amy or 
everybody else.

don’t 
listen, god! 
she’s jokin’! 

jesus’ 
centre-parting  
has dated badly!

he lived up 
there eating jam, 
then, bam! virgin 

birth!

for 
instance?



Bare cheeked?
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“The dream weavers”

TV’s Dennis Bough

WE CAN HELP
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MORTON FACIAL
FURNITURE

happy 
christmas 
ryan! happy 
christmas!

i thought you 
were never going to 
get here. i read this 

flyer 18 times.

sorry. but 
you got us 
the table by 

the fire! 

people were 
lookin’ with 

envious magpie 
eyes. 

little do they 
know that one of 
my cheeks is now 

really hot.

i wonder if a 
fake beard 

deflects heat or 
conducts it.

it depends 
what it’s 
made from.

a beard of 
bees would be no 
use in repelling 

hot fire.

i don’t think you 
can buy a beard of 

bees, shelley. i think 
you have to lure 

them in.

maybe glue a 
miniature funfair 

to your chin.

fleas’ 
navvy 
dads!



BAND

i like 
country pubs, 
away from the 

yahoos, the hooray 
henrys and the 

paralytic vertical 
drinkers.

yeah. but 
there’s no 
kebab van. 

the only 
chance for a 

greasy treat is if 
you savage a beast 
on the way home.

well, you 
could always make 
something when 
you get home.

it’s not my fault 
that when i’m drunk, 
the oven transforms 

into a dangerous 
automaton.

ames, mrs thatcher 
used to run the country 
drunk sometimes, and it 

was fine!

except the time 
she told the army 

to “chop off 
scotland”.

400 dials 
and a 

nu-cular 
core.

you and i 
both know there 

would be an 
inferno. my carcass 

would be discovered 
still clutching a 
semi-frozen pizza.



happy 
christmas, 
the boy!

how, how is 
this a “happy 
christmas?”

it didn’t 
have a rock 

in it?
it 

wasn’t... 
yellow 
snow?

and a 
happy new 

year!



Hosannas and hallelujah, the last story 
of this book. And perhaps the best! 

Battling bands are a standby in every 
culture that has progressed beyond 
the music of the tongs and the bones. 
Young people take up instruments and 
make a terrible racket in order to prove 
who is best. 

Of course, the real winner is cacopho-
ny, with second prize going to intense 
but fruitless effort. The bronze medal 
has traditionally been awarded to good 
old-fashioned pluck.

This story is full of the cruelty of  the 
young, who treat being mean as a sort 
of sport. If you’re young, try being 
nicer to people, it feels better in the 
long run. 

If you’re too old to be young, try to 
instill good ideas in young people by 
sticking hand-made posters in your 
windows, with mottos like “be nice, 
it don’t hurt none” or “punching that 
small child will lead to regret”. If you 
live in a tough area full of chavs, yobs 
and no-goodniks, try a hard-hitting 
slogan like “tough guys practise polite-
nesses”. Give it a go!

Thank you for buying this book, and 
thank you for reading my ideas about 
the stories in it! Hopefully we will 
reunite for another volume a year from 
now, when I will have formulated some 
new ideas and theories to share with 
you.

Also the next book starts with a story 
about an earwig that you will like.

Yours faithfully,

Shelley Winters
Tackleford, April 2006

PS I also made up the title for this 
book, which may have intrigued you. 
It is actually a clever ruse! It is meant 
to be like a spy novel, so dads will buy 
this  book and read it on holiday. Dads 
like books with names like “The Qua-
termass Condundrum” or “The Berlin 
Proxy” - I know this to be true! After 
a holiday spent reading stories about 
girls having idiotic adventures, the 
fathers of the world will return home 
with a new spring in their step.

 BATTLE OF THE BANDS
Shelley on



MOOSE

MOOSE

E

...so i don’t know if 
we’re co-dependent or 
just living together 
because we like it.

but do 
you like me? because 

I like you. and liking you is 
something i want to keep 
doing for a considerable 

period of time.

i guess that what i’m 
really trying to say is that 
after being friends for eight 

years could we maybe find a way 
to take things to the next 

level and-

shut up shut up 
shut up shut up 

shut up

shut up! you’ll have 
to excuse my 

friend.

she has a phobia of 
self-absorbed people who 
talk loudly, at length, in 

public places. 

one jumped out 
of a bush and 

surprised her as 
a small child.

saying i like you is 
like saying that manatees 

were grateful for the 
florida manatee sanctuary 

act of 1978.

totally.
that’s so 

meh and not 
awesome.



ah, the january 
sales. where the 
old year brings 
out its dead.

come on esther. 
school starts again on 
monday, we’ve got to 
make the days count.

i usually count 6 
hours spent staring 
out of the window as 

well spent.

gps sat nav, 200 
quid. always know 

where you’re going.

destination; accountancy. 
point of interest: largely 

destructive affair with older 
authority figure.

apparently 
it’s much, 
much too 

late.

can i 
help 
you?

i need sat 
nav for my 

soul.

you know, 
cursing the 
blood red 

sky.

does anyone 
need all these 

useless 
gadgets?

that’s a 
lot of 

pressure.



things are 
different 

now!

yes, my boy, 
yes! a new 

order is upon 
this land.

let us enter the 
message bus and 

spread our word to a 
special person.

big times are 
ahead, we need 
help with our 

message.

message 
bus! fun!

yes, my little 
harbinger, bring 
the things you 

like.

make 
sure mister dead 

weasel does’t come 
out of his plastic 
house this time.

you 
know how 

that makes 
father sad.

mr 
skull, yes, 
mr dead 
weasel.



it’s roxy 
postlethwaite. 
try to look 
inobtrusive.

wouldn’t it be 
more polite to 

say hello?

i’m not sure i’m 
capable of thinking in the 
kind of microscopic terms 
that small talk with her 

would require.

well 
that’s not 
very nice.

i just feel 
like i could be 
wounded by the 

experience.
oh, she’s with her 

boyfriend anyway. i’m sure 
they’re having a pleasant 

conversation.

hur 
hur.

can i 
come over later 

and get you 
pregnant? sorry, no, 

daddy was so 
cross last 

time.

do you want 
to go out then 
this evening, 

babe?

can’t. i’m 
having my arms 
and back waxed 

tonight.



hello little... 
boy... where’s 
your mummy?

have 
you ever 

thought about 
your place in 
the world?

what it 
means to be 
under yon big 

sky?

the child and i 
have a message. come 

into the warm of the van 
and hear our message.

look into the 
eyeball! it does not 
blink, which means it 

tells the truth.

shiny, 
shiny!

yes, my boy, she 
is a special one. we 
will keep her very 
safe in the van.

no mister dead 
weasel you can’t 
share my mints.

let me 
let me!

how could 
the truth 
ever be a 

lie?

i’d rather 
not, thank 

you.



did you have a 
good christmas, 

esther?

iiiiii’m dreaming 
of a goth 

christmas...

just like 
the ones we 

used to 
know...

yes, 
milford, a big 

old goth 
christmas.

then in the evening 
there’s the traditional 

reading of byron while wishing 
that we had consumption.

it was a lot 
easier to tease 

esther before she 
got spirited.

when she silently 
acquiesced to your 

“motivational humour”?

quiet, the boy, 
don’t turn round. i 
think she’s giving me 
the gorgon’s eye.

sssssss

we put the 
turkey skeleton on 

the table then 
commence gnawing.

in old 
Rumania



and where 
were you last 
night, young 

lady?

this house 
is not a 

hotel, roxy!
any more of your 

nonsense and you can 
forget your credit 

card privileges.

did you see 
the state of 
her, peter?

wall-eyed. i’m 
sure it’s drugs. 

or drink. or 
skate-boarding.

and look at that! 
straight past us 
without a word!

well, congratulations 
peter. our daughter’s a 
maladjusted deviant. 

we’ve failed.

rehab’s a normal 
part of growing 
up these days, 

pam. it’s like national 
service, but with 

shivering and 
hallucinations.

what do we tell 
the penry-joneses 

when she’s in 
rehab?

mm-hm.



so anyway, i put my 
tongue on the 

scalextric track and i 
could see angels.

that’s 
great, 
oggy.

but not 
amazingly

great.

the boy, have 
you seen roxy 
postlethwaite 

today?

no. why? she’s 
cheeeee-anged!

did she get a 
bad lip job for 

christmas?

like two 
balloons taking 
a holiday on her 

lower face?

erin. 
winters.

oggy and i 
have hall monitor 
duty together 

this term.

oggy 
is testing 

received scientific 
wisdom about 
electricity.

mostly testing 
it with the wetter 
parts of his body.

oggy, by the 
way. pleased to 

meet you.
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just look at 
roxy sitting 
there all icy 
and aloof.

you can’t just 
decide to be dark 

and eldritch, you have 
to work at it.

and what’s 
with the blonde 
hair? darkness 

is dark.

she’s gone “white 
goth”. it’s the new 
thing from the sad 

countries.

tears is for 
13 year olds, 

esther.

the models in 
malady all have drug 

habits and the problems 
page is twice as rude.

i read about it 
in the latest 

issue of tears. 

furiously.



what’s 
written on that 
bit of paper?

my sister 
puts notes in 
with my lunch.

wow, 
she doesn’t 

get any.... saner 
does she?

“look out for 
el diablo. he is fat 
and rides a tiny 

bicycle.”

is that a 
metaphor? the devil... 

rides a bicycle... 
and...

yesterday’s 
was equally 

astute.

“the moon can 
see your underwear 

when you get 
undressed”.

wisdom like 
this comes from 
somewhere deep.

her sister 
can say 

anything she 
wants.

with them 
big bambi eyes 
and fantastic 

little-

what, a 
mouldy sack of 

fortune 
cookies?

fermenting 
in a landfill?

...suddenly i 
have this pain 
right behind my 

eyes.

can i 
see?

show some 
class, 
milford.



where does 
shelley get this 
stuff from? why 
can’t she just be 

normal?

you 
shouldn’t be so 
hard on your 
sister, erin.

she thinks 
the sun shines 
out of your 
backside.

you wouldn’t 
like her very 

much if she was 
“normal”.

working as 
a bank 

manager...

...selling 
insurance policies 
to old ladies who 
don’t need them.

the worst your sister 
ever does is hug you and 
sing a demented song of 

her own creation. i suppose.

wait, “putting 
her head in the 

big pencil 
sharpener”?

sorry. i was 
flying by that 

point and couldn’t 
stop.

putting her 
head in the big 

pencil sharpener 
every day.

well, i 
guess, 
but...

my brother is a small, 
angry, monosyllabic youth whose 
friends like to rifle through my 

underwear drawer.



knock 
knock

ms liversey, 
how may i 

assist you?

well, i was 
wondering if the 

school could hold a 
battle of the bands, 

headmaster.

a what? warfare? 
blood-sport? flesh 

rent asunder?

no, you know, 
a musical 

competition.

your 
predecessor, mr 

daimler, didn’t like 
the idea. he was 
more of a bach 

man.

music? frolicking? 
pan’s dance? you shall 

have your “battle”!

to the victor, the 
spoils! to the losers, 

shame, pain and 
DESOLATION. uhhh... 

great.

great!

actually, 
more of a 

silence man.

come.



BUG 
CLUB

JAZZ

Battle
of the 
bands

Feb 14 All
welcome

Battle
of the 
bands

Feb 14 All
welcome

battle of the 
bands! battle of 

the bands!

if he doesn’t 
unclench his fists 
soon, his fingers’ll 

drop off.

you don’t 
understand, esther. 
this is the moment 

he’s been waiting for 
for years.

milford 
believes he was 
born to save 

rock.

actually, i 
can imagine.

if drawing logos 
for your own imaginary 

bands was the main 
criteria for success...

...paul here 
would be elvis 

presley.

number one in 
both music and 
fried foods.

shut up, pencil 
neck, and you too 

elvira. i met the devil 
at the crossroads.

oh i bet. he gave you 
a permanent marker and a 
satchel. showed you how 

to draw reeeal good.

he showed you 
how to replace 
the letter “I” 

with “y”.
nyce.



what’s wrong 
with you esther, 

why are you 
winking?

i‘ve got 
something in my 
eye. it really 

hurts.

why is it that when you’ve 
got something in your eye, your 
first instinct is to get in there 

with your finger?

where’s the 
logic?

i’ve got 
something 

microscopic in my 
eye, and it’s 

agony...

... so the 
answer must be 

to put something 
giant in there 

too.

have you 
finished 

complaining?

yeah. i brought 
some of my poetry 
for lyrics like you 

asked.

like a bird.

there are a lot of 
different birds. if i hear 
a magpie, i’m going to 

have a problem.

now you’re 
sure you can 

sing?



you could get 
a suicide pill set 
into your back 

tooth.

well milford, 
that’s a third 

chord. 

now all you have 
to do is play them 
without looking at 

your fingers.

chang

splang

wong

i’ve got 
three weeks, 

the boy.

a couple of days 
with the guitar and my 
latent rock abilities 

will spill out.

then i write 
a couple of 
tunes, bish 
bosh, glory.

you think big 
lindsay and sarah 

aren’t serious? they’ll 
destroy you.

eh, girls. 
they don’t 

got it in ‘em.

no one’s going 
to mistake your act 

for avant garde 
primitivism.

they’ll mistake it 
for a stocky lad 

howling over a guitar he 
bought for £25

your best hope for 
avoiding permanent 

psychological damage is 
going catatonic.

calm down. 
you can’t stop 

destiny.



those were the 
bowies, and next in 
the battle of the 
bands... milford!

ha ha!
wot larks!

oh thank god, it 
was a dream, it was 

all a dream.

some saviour of 
rock i am. this is 
going to require 
serious thought. 

now on vh1 
storytellers, “one stood 

still, the other was 
livelier”, the story of 

80s synth pop.

bip bip beep beep 
bip bip, suburban 

alienation, nice cup 
of tea

watch some 
tv, calm down 

paul, calm down.

mary had a 
little lamb... lamby 
lamby lamby lamb...

aaaH!!!

awlright 
everybody!

why 
did i forget 
to put my 

clothes on?

spwang



Music Exchange
TACKLEFORD 811228

NEW STOCK!
Banjos!

Banjos!
Banjos!

The
UN-
ANO!

milford, why 
are we meeting 

at music 
exchange?

i told you i 
want nothing to do 
with your musical 

humiliation.

all right, i 
got it wrong. 
rocking isn’t 

my gift.

i couldn’t 
tame the 

axe.

so you’re 
dropping out of 
the battle of 
the bands?

no. i’m going 
to win it. i drew 

this plan up 
last night.

i know a problem 
shared is a problem 
halved, but this is 

your problem. look, from what 
i can work out, the 
big keyboard does 

all the work.

we spend the 
show giving lovelies 
the glad-eye from 

the stage.

you’ll be an 
artiste, the boy, not 
a twiglet-legged-

no. no 
way, no 
way!

quit while 
you’re ahead.



come in 
erin. she’s 
upstairs in 
her room.

esther, are 
you all right?

lindsay and 
sarah said that i 
couldn’t be in 

their band. 

snif. they said i 
can’t sing, that 

i’ve got no pitch. i 
sing flat.

lindsay said i 
was so off-key, i 

caused the doppler 
effect like a siren.

why do you 
care what that 

genetic throwback 
thinks...

i scratched 
my cornea.

so 
not only 
am i tone 

deaf, i’m also 
a pirate.

er, what 
happened to 
your eye?



X84

X84 Coward Cross

i told you 
that esther 

wouldn’t be able 
to sing.

she spends too 
much time with erin 

winters now 
anyway.

she’s not 
hardcore bleak 

any more.

used to be 
she was 

reliably sad 
and silent.

we 
need a singer 

who has a lot of 
pain. just out and 

out misery.

the 
sky will split in 

two and all there 
will be is insects.

so rox, can 
you hold a 

tune?

the dark 
sod will 
claim us 

all.

i’m giddy! 
i’m giddy!two words: 

untapped 
resource.

isn’t that 
roxy?

now it’s all 
grins and 
odd ideas.

it was 
worth a 

go.



Disease!
Dennis Recordings

Dennis Recordings

Mr Nice

blood 
blisters on a 
dying swan.

why, it’s our 
special friend. 

do come in.

pretty! 
pretty like 
the moon!

ash and 
bone. ash 
and bone.

you’ve joined a 
group? a musical 
band? but how 
marvellous!

the child and i 
would like to teach 
you a song, for you 

to sing.

listen carefully 
to the notes and 

tones of the 
moussephone.

join in when 
you feel 

confident.

try not to be 
distracted by the 

child’s jazz 
improvisation.

quack quack 
moo pop!!

wow bang 
pop!

hello, 
hello!



crowley, crowley. 
running this school is 

a torture even you 
could not have 

devised.

how can i bend 
young minds to my plans 

when attempting to 
schedule “compulfory 

tefting”.

have i 
broken you?

damn it all, 
one cannot get 
the staff these 

days...

now i understand from 
your resume that you have 

birthed a thousand screaming 
young in the fires of pluh-4 

dimension.
but how 

are you with 
excel?

or 
can 
one?

what say you, 
mr daimler?

p-p-p-please...

i only keep you 
around to help me 
with these little 

problems, sir!

i need your 
headmastering 
experience to 
thrive, to win!

w-w-w-w-



Math Physics Esperanto

JAMIE OLIVER
WORRRRRR

mooncalves, how 
fare projections 
for the coming 
school year?

dire news 
on every 
front!

terrible 
problems, both 

fiscal and 
educational!

we’re falling far 
short of targets, 
you may be “named” 

and “shamed”!

you need to 
stop putting lead 
and bromine in the 

canteen food.

but lead 
soothes and 

bromine pacifies! 
it is prov’n!

sluggish 
pupils will not 
pass muster!

a zesty diet 
of grains and 

pulses is 
recommended.

mr pooka, tell 
me, can’t i just 

create a school of 
evil minions...

headmaster, i 
am a giant talking 

rabbit, not a 
miracle worker.

and my paw 
keeps slipping off 

the mouse.

plus, i 
have o.c.d.

 
...without all 

this legislative 
red tape?



thanks for helping set 
up the stage, you two. mr 

pevenser will be in his truss 
for another month.

well, i have to do 
something since all my 
friends are rehearsing 

with their bands.

yes, 
I didn’t realise 

this would be so 
popular.

i think 
everyone likes 

music!
i guess 

you’re right.

constant 
distraction removes 

the need to spend any 
time actually thinking.

you’re a 
very serious 
girl, erin.

and 
it’s a very 
frivolous 
world. 

i hope by 
process of 

elimination to be in 
charge one day.



roffle me this 
and roffle me that, 
who’s afraid of the 

big web chat.

zee 
oh em gee, erin! 

you’re pregnant with 
imhotep’s baby?

you 
should have 
been more 
careful!

stop reading 
over my 

shoulder. it’s 
rude.

this is sisterly 
concern, erin! 

imhotep will make no 
kind of father for 

your child.

you can’t trust 
a boy who is always 

depicted in profile! he 
won’t even look you 

in the eye.

i‘m covering your 
battle of the bands at 

school tomorrow and i wanted to 
know if any of the teachers i 

fancied still got it.

i‘ll dress 
trashy and wink 
promiscuously.who?

mr 
denton. 
mr moss. augh, 

you’re 
diseased.

what do 
you want, 
shelley?



jethro tull
Aqualung

so why did you 
decide to hold a 
“battle of the 

bands”?

well really i wanted to 
show the kids that music isn’t 
just about counterpoint and 

triads and- 

no good can 
come of their 

youthful 
thrashings.

i had 
the same idea back in 
‘73, high on the sound 

of jethro tull.

my superior, 
mr cole, 

warned me...

mark ye well, 
the modern rhythm 
overexcites young 

minds...

was this 
1973 or 
1873?

i think mr 
pevenser is a bit 

tired and 
emotional...

music is 
dead to me.

i’m going to 
live alone, 
NAKED in a 

cave.

i didn?t 
mean to bite 
those babies!

why didn’t i 
listen?

man, what a 
square...

anarchy and 
fornication!



I’m gonna’ catch that horse if I can

hey, you 
we’re the 

clean street 
crew

don’t do 
drugs or 
the drugs 

do you

i’m mc horse 
and i’m here to 

say

my two main 
lines are rope 

and hay - 
hey!

barbiturates, 
quaaludes, crack 

cocaine.

ecstacy’s 
fun but it 

mashes your 
brain

lyin’ on the 
tracks thinkin’ 
you’re a train.

cryin to your 
mum ‘cause you 

can’t find a 
vein.

how many 
drugs do i have 
to take to get 
this to stop?

an uplifting 
and positive 

message! eight 
out of ten!

plus... a 
half for 

choreography.

they 
shouldn’t have 
let you be a 

judge, shelley.

it’s too much 
responsibility for 
the chronically 

whimsical.



BLANG
BLANG
BLANG

BLAN
GBLAN
GBLAN
G

BLANG

BLANG

DINGLE
DANG

this is so 
tight

this is 
wicked tight this groove 

is elastic yet 
tight

that was 
extremely 

tight!

there’s 
such a thing 
as too tight. for example, 

cycling shorts 
were never 
acceptable 
day wear.

i loved my 
lizard, my 
lizard died

it’s a train 
wreck, in slow motion, 
and the train is full 

of puppies.

i look to the 
sky, and what do 

i see?

a cloud 
shaped like 
you, flipping 
me the vee

my heart is 
breaking: in a 

good way.

you said you 
won’t come over, 
even though i 

cried

you’re a boy 
with problems, 

you’ve got a lot 
of problems

tight!

BLANG
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PAM
PAM

GUY
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we’re spend 
some time in your 

rented flat
and go for 
dinner at a 
restaurant

then listen 
to some 
sondheim 
tunes

perhaps 
look at 

wallpaper 
swatches

the boy’s a 
genius! it’s 

impossible to put 
a foot wrong.

wow. the boy and 
milford really capture 

the inner life of the gay 
computer, circa 1987.

i bet the 
lasses are well 

impressed

you don’t 
think..?

not the boy. i 
caught him 

sniffing my hair 
in physics.

but milford... 
he’s just waiting 

for the right sailor 
to come along and 

open his eyes.heh heh



thudda
thudda
thudda

VANG

VANG
VANG
VANG
VANG

VANG
VANG
VANG

we are coven 
of sepsis, and 

this is...

this is 
astonishing, 

esther.

self 
indulgent 
clap-trap, 

erin.

what do you 
think about this, 
oggy, as a man of 

science?

ahhhh.
ah.

ahhhh.

viral puncture 
of the superior 

vena cava.

i think 
we’ve won it, 

the boy!

people don’t 
want to hear songs 
about gravestones 

falling over.
what about 
lindsay and 

sarah?



BZART
POP

guh
uh

yuh
huh

song! the 
special 
song!

good, good. 
roxy will 
show them 
the way.

yow!

i think the 
electrics have gone, 

but everyone give a big 
hand to coven of 

sepsis!

wall of static 
fronted by... 
she-banshee...

eventually 
interrupted by 

a merciful 
god.



why did you 
choose edwin to 
win the battle of 

the bands?

his songs 
spoke of a sad 

soul. i wanted to 
cheer him up.

and he can use 
his trophy to defend 
himself against those 
tough looking boys 

waiting for him.

certainly!

you 
must be pleased 

you didn’t join your 
friends’ band now.

it was something. i was 
impressed with roxy though. 
where do you learn to sing 

white noise?

tuvan throat 
singers can sing two 

notes at once.
but that’s 

necessary to 
soothe the 
winsome yak.

what a 
racket.

travelling 
on the bus 
aggravates 

my eye.

please can 
i have a lift, 

shelley?

he’s not 
even a band.



lads, i’m blown 
away. i can’t believe 
roxy feels this way 

about me.

up there, on 
stage, singing 

“milford’s ass is 
so beautiful”.

excuse me? it 
was “the boy is a 

glowing adonis”. clean 
your ears out.

eh, you’re 
just jealous, the 
boy. plenty more 
fish in the sea.

wait! 
something about 
this doesn’t make 

sense!

two 
things! two 
things don’t 
make sense!

enf 
enf!

shut up, 
milford, a beautiful 

thing happened 
today and...

gentlemen, 
gentlemen, this is 
nonsense. she sang 

her love for me 
and-

grr

rrrf

nggh

take that 
back, oggy, 
take it back



BLING
cha-

what are we 
going to do about 
roxy? it’s either 

drugs or...

are you sure, 
peter? are you 

absolutely 
sure?

we’re not 
getting through 
to her. she needs 
professional help.

you need a 
professional? 

here i am!
hugo rodriguez, 
rodriguez artist 

management.

no door is 
closed to hugo. he 
is an impressario of 

the old school.

momma, 
daddy, where’s 
your little 
roxanne?

my nephew pepe 
sees her at school, 

says she is a performer 
for our age.

you see, peter, 
you see? she’s not a 
junkie or mentally 
ill, she’s gifted!

i always knew it. 
my uncle terry 

played melodica at 
the palladium. it’s 

in the genes.

a 
revelation.

how did you 
get in?

climbing 
frames... climate 
change... clinics.



i can’t believe 
we didn’t win. we 
rocked the shit 
out of them.

never mind linds. 
we’ll play a few gigs 

and maybe record 
some tunes and- 

girls, this 
gentleman would 

like to speak 
with you.

roxy, my 
nephew pepe says 
you are a star 
for our time.

i have here a 
dangerous sum of 

money and a 
contract.

hurray 
hurray! we made 

it! we’re going to 
be stars!

girls, cease your 
jubilations. pepe said 
i should “give the two 
goths a wide berth”

sorry, but he 
has a sharp eye for a 
boy who spends so 
much time in the 

bathroom.

but this is 
our band! we 

made her!what?

yiiiiiii!



well, i hope you 
drank plenty of water 

last night to replace the 
drool you lost over 

roxy on friday.

i kind of 
embarrassed myself. 

but so did every other 
boy in the school.

we’ve decided to 
deal with it. by 

never talking about 
it ever again.

so i look forward 
to a fabulous 

arrangement of tail 
between legs when she 

comes back.

i spoke to sarah 
last night. apparently 

she’s quitting school to 
“become a star”.

what a 
surprise.

no, it’s odd! men 
want the forces’ 
sweetheart, not 

cruella de whiplash in 
pvc and a cape.

will i 
ever be the 

forces’ sweetheart, 
the boy?

i‘m sure that 
when the doomed 
poets mobilise, 

they’ll paint you on 
their planes.

i don’t know, 
esther.

i think she 
has the indian 
sign over the 
minds of men.



I didn’t keep my sketchbook 
very diligently in 2005, but 
every time I started drawing in 
there, I was surprised by how 
much my style had changed 
over the last few years. Work-

ing on the computer leaves my penmanship in ruins, but helps me with 
composition (my most feeble area), so I’m never sure which is the best 
way of doing things.  I get a kind of stagefright when I draw comics the 
old-fashioned way, it’s hard 
to  translate the fluid silliness 
of my sketchbook into things 
I’m not drawing for pleasure 
alone.

SKETCHBOOK SCRAPINGS 2005-6



When I originally published this book, 
the Oldbourne story wasn’t in it. As 
you can see, it’s drawn differently to 
most of the other stories. I kept the 
traditionally drawn story that followed 
it, because it looked a bit tidier, but 
this one was drawn with some pretty 
crude instruments and, in many places,       
looked like it. I didn’t leave it out be-
cause I’d drawn parts of it with a felt tip 
pen, or because it was “a bit of a mess” 
story-wise, or even because it was my 
first attempt in a few years to get back 
to a more organic art style and, as a 
result, rough around the edges visually.

Oh all right, those are the reasons I 
left it out. But time heals all wounds. 
Imperfections viewed from a distance 
seem much smaller. When you’ve made 
100 mistakes, each one seems huge. By 
the time you’ve made 10000 mistakes, 
what’s another one? Ha ha!

So what you are about to read is one of 
the weirdest stories I ever wrote, in the 
midst of a lot of other weird stories be-
cause The Retribution Index is a weird 
book. Looking at it now, I can see that 
if I just re-wrote it almost completely, 
and redrew it, it would be probably the 
greatest comic story that I, or anybody 
else, has ever made.

On re-reading, I appear to be writ-
ing about some important issue or 
other, but I really can’t tell what it is. 
Gentrification? Post-collegiate ennui? 
Perhaps you can tell me. I also find 
some of the  outfits I drew in this story 
quite alarming. I have no idea about 
Shelley’s hip-high disco flares or Amy’s 
bizarre knitted purple thigh high 
socks. They make me feel quite seasick.  
I just drew them again (below) and the 
logic did not become apparent.

COMPLETISTS, ENJOY!

OLDBOURNE






















































