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Among weird ones, 
this is a weird one.
The stories around Erin Winters and 
Eustace Boyce feature characters being 
written out of existence, travelling to 
hell, ruling hell as “Mordawwa”, com-
ing back from hell, dying while try-
ing to contact someone in hell, being 
turned into a horse, and many, many 
more. They’re fan-favourite characters. 
They’re not author-favourite charac-
ters. The author wrote all these stories 
trying to give the fans more of their 
fan-favourite characters. 

The author has learned his lesson. The 
author has given enough of himself. 
He has a headache. He can’t remem-
ber which order things happened in. 
The author made up a joke title for a 
comic, Mordawwa because he thought 
it would be funny. He then made an 
actual Mordawwa comic that tied 
into his other comics, because he got 
cocky. As he was shovelling copies of 
Mordawwa into the recycling, he knew 
that the joke had gone too far. He still 
thinks Mordawwa is a good comic 
full of good ideas, but perhaps those 
ideas should have stayed ideas for a 
bit longer. The author would like you 
to know that there were plans for four 
more issues of Mordawwa (right).

The strips that start this book are 
filed on my computer as “Mordaw-
wa Cancellation Special”, which says 
everything I need to say about them. 
The story which follows, End Of The 
Road, billed tongue-in-cheek at the 
time as “All New Scary Go Round #1”, 
features all the characters from Scary 
Go Round that readers would ask 
about, who I had no more stories for. 

I would scratch my head sometimes 
when someone asked me about Hugo, 
or Fallon, or Tessa and Rachel, but the 
cupboard was bare. End Of The Road 
explores the limbo of the long lost 
character. I have always thought that 
the author does not serve the audience 
well by giving them what they want, 
but I’m made of flesh and blood, and 
I am willing to throw the occasional 
bone. It never feels too good, but then, 
it’s probably one of my own bones.

The author does not know how he feels 
about End Of The Road. He was trying 
something. It may not have worked.

- JA

MORDAWWA ISSUE SYNOPSES (2016)
ISSUE 1: OH DEAR
After a hundred year battle against Arch-Duke 
Horns to reclaim rule of Hell, Mordawwa finds 
out hell is being reorganised and that she will 
have to re-apply for her job, against a field of 
merciless candidates.  

ISSUE 2: OH NO
Creeping nitrogen pollution from “top-side” 
leads to blooming greenery across Dimension-1 
and a manifestation of Gaia, who Mordawwa 
must repel prior to a an inspection visit from 
Metatron Ba’al.

ISSUE 3: OOPS
It’s Lucifer’s birthday, and Mordawwa decides to 
give him the soul of Earth’s holiest man to butter 
him up and boost her chances of getting to stay 
Queen of Dimenion-1. Unfortunately, Vesper 
Alanna, Under-Duchess of Dimension-6A, has 
had the same idea. It is “game on.”

ISSUE 4: FOR CRYING OUT LOUD
Damage from the war with Arch-Duke Horns 
has left the Skull Fortress in poor repair, and 
Mordawwa must fix it.  Mordawwa finds out 
she has been demoted to Vice-Queen Of Hell 
and must await the new ruler.
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Hay SCIENTIST! 
SCIENTIST! We did 

it! We’re OUT!

It might take 
a minute or 

two to 
adjust...

...to the 
fact that you 
can no longer 

micturate like a 
Kärcher Pressure 

Washer.

AAAH!
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I can’t believe 
the Great Deceiver 

just let us go!

Now we can 
start our new 

mortal lives in an 
Arctic wasteland.

We’ll hunt! 
Light fires!

We’re north of 
the tree line. 
What are we 

going to burn?

I’M 
MAKING AN 

IGLOO, NANCY 
NEGATIVE.

Yes. Freeze 
or starve.

ALIVE! We’ve got 
so many options!

Yeah sure, 
what a gent.
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I can’t see how 
terrible your igloo is 
without my glasses.

Do we have 
souls again 
now, then?

I don’t know 
how to test 

for that.

Hm. Okay. 
Would you stab 

up a kitten?

Even while I was 
a hell-horse, I 
wouldn’t have 

stabbed up a kitten.

I thought 
this was going 
to be WARM. 

I don’t think 
you EVER had 
a soul, Erin.

Worst 
igloo.

It’s mega. 
It’s the best 

igloo.
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Someone’s 
outside. 
HELLO!

Maybe we 
can set fire 
to them!

BACK UP 
BACK UP 
BACK UP

Maybe we 
should have a 

nice nap.
What’s out 

there?

It’s been 
a very long 

day.

ERIN 
WINTERS, 
WAIT UP!

Someone? Or 
something?
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How long 
before the 
wendigos 
find us?

OI, GEDDADAVIT!

Now what 
do we ‘ave 

’ere?

Strike a 
flamin’ light!

Hurray 
slash aargh!

We’re saved 
slash soon to 

be dead!

GERCHA!
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I’m Santa 
Claus. The one 

and only.

We 
just want to 

go home.
Preferably 
not in a 
coffin.

Couple of 
decent kids 
like you?

Just 
got to run 

the old naughty 
or nice first.

 
It says here 

you’re former 
members of Hell’s 

ruling elite.

 Ah. And 
therefore... 
very nice?

A formality, 
y’understand.

A pleasure, 
a pleasure.

Can you 
help us?

Yeah, pull the 
other one. SHHH!



©2016

You’re naughty, 
I ain’t helpin’ yer 

get home.

We’ve 
renounced evil! We 

were barely evil 
anyway! I was a heroic 

hell horse! I broke 
the mould!

You make 
the list! Check 

it twice!

Don’t try 
to teach your 
Granny how to 

suck eggs, 
boy. 

I reckon we 
can overpower him 
and steal one of his 
flying cow things.

Erin. Be 
good for 
goodness’ 

sake.

I’ll be 
back.

Get back out 
in the cold you 
blinking denizens 

of evil.
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So apparently 
Eustace Boyce is 

85% good.

But you, 
Erin Winters, 
50.1% good.

Well, under 
normal circum-

stances you’d just 
get mediocre 

presents.

But given the 
special case, 

horse-boy’s gonna 
testify on your behalf.

And if he lies, 
I’m drownin’ you 
both in the fjord.

Talcum powder, 
novelty phone case. 
Phallus-shaped pasta.

Within the 
margin of 

error.

What does 
that mean?

Lend us a 
horny pony and 
we’ll be on our 

way.

Cool 
cool.
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Speak up 
for her, 

then, boy.

Erin has been my 
friend since I was 12, 
and I haven’t always 
treated her well.

But she’s 
always stood 
up for me.

Even when I 
didn’t want to 

stand up for myself 
any more.

I love 
her.

Stone the 
crows, go home 
before I get any 

more bilious.

I forgot her 
when it was 

convenient to 
do so.

Um... 
well...
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Where... 
where are 

we?

We’re 
SAFE! We’re 

SAVED!

Hallelujah!

I think this is 
TACKLEFORD!

What happens 
now?

Of all the 
gardens in 
town...

Well me 
oh my.

TO BE CONTINUED?

...you 
two had 

resurrect in 
mine.

I don’t 
know.

I don’t 
know... but 
it’s warm.



END OF THE ROAD



I hope they’re 
our kind of 

people this time.

That was 
quick.

Just wanted to 
make sure you were 
settling in all right.    

We’ve never 
felt more at 

home.

No. She 
appears to have an 
exceptionally low 
centre of gravity.

You know 
Mrs Terry. 
She’s got a 
waiting list. 

New 
tenants moved 

into number 8 last 
night. Very late. 

Coo-ee dears. 
Hope you don’t mind 
me letting myself in. 

Oh yes… 
everything’s… 

fine.

Do you think 
we can over-
power her?



Where are we? 
I mean, apart from 
in “a flat for a nice 

young couple”?

Well 
now, there’s 
the question.

There’s the 
PEAS sign. 
Tackleford.

And where did 
these clothes come 
from? They fit, but I 
don’t recognize them.

Of course, 
carbon monoxide 
poisoning. I feel 
better already.

We can’t run 
away from a flat 

we just rented. Think 
of our credit scores!

I thought 
she’d never 

leave.

Anything you 
need just give us 
a knock, I’m only

next door.

I can’t seem 
to clear my 

head properly. 

There’s no TV 
signal, there are 

no phones… 

Look at that 
old boiler. I think 

we might have carbon 
monoxide poisoning. It’s 

too weird. 
Let’s run 
away.  



Wait.

Where are 
we actually 

going?

Hang on, I 
recognize her… 
she’s one of my 
sister’s friends…

Fallon? 
Fallon 
Young?

It’s 
Erin, Shelley’s 

sister. And Eustace 
Boyce. The Boy!

Just out of 
interest, is “the 

street” a sort of 
limbo dimension?

Such a 
random 
sense of 
humour!

You’ll fit 
right in!

Town, the town 
centre! The smelling 
salts shop! Anywhere 

that isn’t here!

Running away 
is so exhilarating! 
I’ve never felt so 

alive!

We’re back 
where we 
started.

There’s a 
non-mad seeming 
person. Just ask, 

maybe we just took 
a wrong turn.

Hello? Do I 
know you? Ohh! Did you 

just move in at 
number 8? Welcome 

to the street!



Number 6 is 
Mr Tweedy, and 

number 7…

Number 2 is 
Hugo, who runs 

the corner bar at 
number 3…

The dark 
one.

I wouldn’t say 
her outlook was 

bleak…

Oh, you 
know the 

type.
Aggressively 
sepulchral.

Numbers 4 and 
5 are Tessa and 
Rachel, you’ll like 
them, lovely girls.

I’m sure you’ll 
meet everyone eventu-

ally, but number 1 is Mrs 
Terry and her lad…

And 
who exactly 
lives THERE?

The… 
dark… 
one?

But she’s 
cultivated a gothic 

existence best described 
as “permanent night”?



Yes… 
maybe?

And 
let me 
guess…

No, 
but I mean, we 
should check…

Erin, you 
know, she 

might be able 
to…

Be 
reasonable, 

Erin!

You think the 
resident of this 
horror house is 

ESTHER DE GROOT. 

All the people on 
our street… they’re 
people we knew in 

Tackleford! This place is 
some kind of 
parallel plane!

And you’ll 
rock up, knock 

on the door, and 
it’ll be 2008 all 

over again.

 
Go! By all means! 

Reopen the door to 
incense, corsets and 

insane drama!

Nothing ever 
changes, does 

it?

Oh wait, I 
forgot, that’s 
NOT IN YOUR 
SKILL SET.



Maybe with a 
long anecdote 

about… the past?

We’ve been putting 
new floors in at Mr 

Tweedy’s, but we’ve acci-
dentally brought down a 

supporting wall…

How about you 
just do your jobs 
properly? Couldn’t 

hurt, could it?

Mum, why won’t 
the ginger lady play 
along? Everybody
else plays along!

Plan B. 
Plague of 
locusts.

And 
we need you to 
distract him…

Ere, lovey, could 
you give Tessa and 

Rachel a hand, I think 
they’re strugglin’.

What a 
whimsical solu-

tion to the 
problem.

But... 
but…

 I don’t 
know, love. 



 
Thanks 
Hugo.

…impossible
to justify. 

Ah, 
a triangle for 

our times. 
I don’t know. 

She was always 
pretty much up for 

anything.

A very 
small one.

We 
all have our 
off days. 

And what man 
would choose the 
cold moon over 
the hot sun?

The boy is a fool, 
Erin. Chasing the past is 
like trying to catch the 

wind in a jar…

MORE 
GENERIC 

BEER DRINK.

Uggh. She was 
his first love, and 
he’s mine. And she 

was my best friend. 

I doubt he will 
find succour at 

number 7. 

Was that a 
small joke?

 
I was the 

Queen Of Hell, 
you know.



Oh thank God. Now 
you can help me raise 

these four kids by four 
men what I done had.

Eight years. Eight 
years is a long time. Any-

thing could be on the other 
side of that door.

ANYTHING.

Oh thank 
God, who I am 
now basically 

married to etc.

Hello?
Long time… 
no… see?

Oh thank God. 
Let’s take a 

shower together.

Come on Boyce, 
knock on the door. 

Be a man. 



It’s 
m-me… 
Eustace.

I am Natalie 
Durand, and 

you are-

I’m... 
I’m...

Alors, why 
would you say 

that? 

And what a 
magnificent 

pessimist you 
are.

Follow 
me.

E-Esther?

Eustace… I 
do not know… 

a Eustace. 

...d-dead?

I figured if I 
guessed wrong, 

it would be a nice 
surprise?



But at least you know 
you’re not meant to be 

here. Have you tried 
to escape?

 I do not 
remember. 
Weeks? 

Months? 

There is no 
way. Around the 
street, walls, too 

high to climb.
That devil 

controls it all. 
Mrs Terry!

Harmless? 
Use your EYES, 

silly boy!

Mrs 
Terry?Mrs 

Terry?

Time has no 
meaning. It is 
hard to think 

straight.

How 
long have you 

been here? How did 
you get here?

Oh, many 
times!

But… supplies 
must come in 

and out?

Mrs Terry? No. 
No way! She’s 

harmless.

I will not play 
her little games, 

she cannot break me, 
so she leaves me alone.  

Ah. So saying her 
name is your new hobby. 

Good. In here it helps to have 
something to pass the time. 



I’m not actu-
ally interested 

right now.

So your reunion 
went well. Good good. 
I wish you both all the 
happiness in the world.

Sir, you are 
making our patrons 

uncomfortable.

...but I’m sure 
that’s no reflec-

tion on the quality 
of service you offer. 

OOF

It wasn’t 
Esther in that 
house, it was-

Erin, you 
won’t believe 

what-

No, 
this place, 

it’s a-

Patrons? 
There’s no one 
else here, your 
shitty bar’s 

empty!

You’re 
barred, 
son.



Why not. 
I’m not doing 
anything else.

Oh lore, a naughty dog 
stole my string of sausages! 
What will young Master Terry 

have for his dinner?

There 
they are!

 
Go on lovey, 

it’s much easier 
just to say yes. That’d be 

wonderful.

I couldn’t trou-
ble you to help me, 
could I, little SIr?

Oh, 
er, you caught 

the naughty dog, 
Terry! Very good!

Maybe you and 
your Erin would like 
to come round for a 

sausage tea tomorrow, 
Mr Boyce.

No… 
that... 

that… I…



Get 
out of here? 
We only just 
got here.

Of 
course. 
Sorry.

I’ve 
been a 
fool.

Mrs Terry’s 
house!

Yes, so she’s 
invited us round 

for tea tomorrow. 
Sausages!

And she says the 
street needs a milkman, 

so she’s going to get onto 
the dairy about a job for 

me. Isn’t that nice? 

I’ve always 
been fascinated by 

milk. Skimmed, semi- 
skimmed, whole. 

And that’s 
before you even 
start thinking 
about cream.

We have to 
stick together, 

right? Or we’ll never 
get out of here.

Hey, 
Boycey. 
Truce?

Oh shut up. 
There’s got to be 
a way out, and I 

reckon it’s…

 
EXACTLY, 

so-
Excelllent. 

We can have a 
snoop.

Have you 
gone soft in 
the mind? 



 Let him be. 
He’s happy here. 
They all are, bar 

the ghoul.  They were all 
used up, I’ve given 

‘em purpose.

Wonderful 
sausages, Mrs 
T. Great mash.

But you’ll 
never be happy, 

will you?

Go through the 
pantry, and you’re out. 
But you can’t take your 

lad, he stays.

There’s cake on the 
side. Take it through, but 

keep your dabs off it until we 
girls are done washing up.

And 
miss out on 

CAKE?

Snap out 
of it! 

All 
eaten up, 

kids?

 
I’d be happy-er 

if I wasn’t TRAPPED 
wherever we are.

You’re a bad 
apple, I can smell 
it. But ‘ere, I tell 

you what.

Is there 
any pudding, 

Mum?

Go 
on then, if 
you want.



WHERE is 
HERE?

I wanted a 
place for my boy. 

he’s never been right, 
he’s never fit in. 

Rather than knock 
down the houses,

they left ‘em. 

A little forgotten 
dead space, where time 

don’t move much.

And the 
people?

Oh, they weren’t 
doin’ much, I grabbed 
‘em the second people 

forgot ‘em.

Sorry 
Mum.

But ‘ere is 
safe.

What I don’t 
understand is why 

you’ve… done… this?

We’re in the gap 
between the big su-

permarket, the railway 
station and the new 
football stadium.

It fell… into 
my mouth!

They like it 
here. So will you.

TERRY!



Objects exist, 
then they don’t. 

There’s not a lot of 
continuity.

How much do 
you think a milk 

float costs? Or does 
the dairy give you one?

Oh wow! It’s 
here already! Isn’t 

it a beauty?

This place is 
wrong. I know it 
is. You have to 
leave tonight.

Draw 
near...

Hey, 
myopic 

amazon! You 
aren’t helping!

Come on, 
science! Think 

about it! This is 
Boycey boner 

territory!

FOCUS!

NGGH!

It’s a dead space, 
Eustace, don’t you get 
it? Unobserved, it both 
exists and it doesn’t! 

We 
appeared in 
Mrs Terry’s 

garden and…

Thanks, 
Mad Terry.

Oh that’s nice, 
really nice. Put me 
down for a pint of 
semi-skimmed a day.



But it’s REAL. Every 
day something good 

might happen. In here, 
everything’s pretend.

But I like it out 
there. All right, so 

once a week some lads 
kick my head in…

There’s a way out. 
Mum has a tunnel in the 

back garden, she uses it to 
bring in food from the super-

market stockroom.

 
Will your 

Mum try to 
stop us?

I thought the 
exit might be in 

her pantry.

Naw, that’s 
where she keeps all 

her bones and chains 
and that.

And she 
believes giving in to 
the “night piss” is a 
sign of weakness.

Easy come, 
easy go!

Mum made this 
place for me. A 

place where people 
wouldn’t point and 

stare. So 
what do 
we do?

Not once 
she’s had her 

gin. She’ll be well 
off in slumber.



They’re 
acting as if 
they’re in a 

dream. 

Everyone’s 
getting out. 

I thought YOU 
were doo-lally too, 
Boyce. What about 
your milk plans?

I remember 
this… from 

school. 

I am THE 
DREAM-MASTER. Oh shut up, 

Boycey.

Oh 
shut up 
Boycey.  

You 
just have to 
get them to 
play along.

What are this 
lot doing here?

Their limbic 
systems are pro-

cessing the data as 
best they can, and 

they act accordingly.

As a teenager, I 
mastered the art of 

lucid dreaming. I simply 
took control of the 

situation.

Once a dream 
master… ALWAYS A 
DREAM MASTER.



There are eight 
people here, this could 
be our only chance to 
get out, we can’t risk 

eight for one.

Aww I mean 
she hardly 
ever does 

that.

Oh. 
No. Jesus no. 

Why did you tell 
me that?

...clawer out 
all our guts 
and eat em?

What about 
the French girl at 

number 8? We can’t 
leave her here on her 
own with Mrs Terry!

If Mrs Terry 
wakes up she 
might… she 

might…



We’re not 
going without 

Eustace.

Natalie, we 
found a way 
out! We have 
to go, now!

You got 
about twenty 
seconds to say 
goodbye to ‘em.

This 
is the hole. 
The way out.

Can you not 
tell I am being 
brilliant ‘ere?

 
I’ll say this 

for you kids… 
you got guts.



FORM OF… 
MORDAWWA?

Ah yes. Zis is 
what happens when 
new people turn up 
wiz ze big ideas... ... and 

upset ze 
status quo.

FORM OF 
MORDAWWA!

ERIN!!!

Right. Here 
goes. Sorry to 
have to do this.

 
I’m 

NORMAL 
AGAIN!



Now, I’ve a 
choice for you all. 
You can go ‘ome to 
your beds, or I can 
teach you a lesson.

MY 
BOYYYYYYYYYY 

Note the long 
face, silk bow and 
hooves, this is the 

proverbial gift horse!

SO 
RUN, 

FOOLS.

Let us out of 
zis prison, Mrs 
Terry. Enough is 

enough. 

Now 
‘ere, you can’t 
catch old Mrs 

Terry out-

M...Mum?



Keep 
going.

UFF

What’s 
that up 
there?

It IS the 
supermarket 
distribution 

centre! 

Stop marvelling 
at the wares and 
shift your bony 

ass, Boyce. 

Maybe 
they’re taking 

the scenic 
route.

Should we 
plug up the 

hole?

Give them a 
chance, Erin!

But fleeing 
is legit, right?

I’m fleeing 
as we speak!

This 
isn’t fair, we 
can’t abandon 

them!

I’d like the 
record to reflect 

that this egress is 
made under protest.

Is 
there anyone 
behind us?

I don’t… 
see anyone.



A WEEK 
LATER.

Come on mate, 
cheer up. People have 

been pretty chill about 
you coming back to life.

Almost no 
one has 

screamed.

Let’s visit 
Hugo’s. Pour one 

out for the 
heroes.

Welcome to 
Hugo’s. Classic 
Canton-style 

eatin’s.

I recommend 
the spiralized 
weißwurst.

Hugo, 
you’re 
alive!

And there is 
nothing my many 
enemies can do 

about it.

I guess... 
they all 
made it?

I’ve learned 
not worry too 
much about 
these things.

So what do 
you miss most 

about being Queen 
of hell?

The outfits. 
What do you miss 
most about being 

a horse?

FIN

Cantering.

Fallon will 
seat you.

Like every-
thing she does, 
the process will 
be exquisite.

And 
you’ve got 

some classic 
anecdotes.
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