


Other comics by John Allison

BAD MACHINERY SERIES (from Oni Press):
The Case of the Team Spirit
The Case of the Good Boy
The Case of the Simple Soul

SCARY GO ROUND SERIES:
Looks Brains & Everything
Blame The Sky
Skellington
The Retribution Index
Great Aches
Ahoy Hoy!
Peloton
Recklessly Yours

Scareodeleria
Heavy Metal Hearts & Flowers
Girlspy
Ghosts
Giant Days 1 / 2 / 3
Murder She Writes
THAT

New comic pages weekdays at
scarygoround.com
 

STILL AVAILABLE: 
EXPECTING TO FLY #1!



EXPECTING TO FLY Vol 1, No 2, Published November 2014. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any form or by any electronic or 
mechanical means without written permission of the author, with the exception of brief passages for review purposes. Scary Go Round and 
all related properties are copyright 2014 John Allison.  All rights reserved. FIRST PRINTING.

Shelley Winters’ best friend is dead, and Ryan Beckwith’s old man is writing the book 

on how not to be a father. Yet the sky over tackleford remains a vicious sort of blue. 

PART 2

“ALL FUN & GAMES”
Written and drawn by John Allison

It’s 1996.



Oh hiiiiiii 
Shelley.

Hiiiii 
Mandy! I’ve 
been DYING 
to dream 

about you.

I just want to 
get this out of the 
way, sorry I killed 
myself and that.

You didn’t 
see me floating 

down, nude in the 
sky did you?

That bum of 
yours is a real 
moneymaker.

It’s going to 
bring a lot of 

people a lot of 
pleasure.

Did I 
ever.

Oh, these 
things happen. 

It’s fine.



Why 
can’t you 

come back?

I’m a closed 
book. I ran 

out of pages.

You’ve 
got Ryan 
Beckwith 

now.

I can’t talk 
to him about, 

you know, down-
stairs issues.

Mandy, stop 
squishing me. But I 

don’t WANT 
to wake up!

There’s a 
boy down-

stairs to see 
you.

I don’t 
know! They all 

look the 
same to me! 
A big stupid 

shape. P.S. YOU 
STINK.

As a 
person, or 
like a bad 

gas?

WHAT 
BOY?

WAKE UP 
SHELLEY!Friendship 

means not 
doing this.

WAKE UP. 
WAKE UP!

Why 
not?He’s 

better than 
most.

HEY



Oh um 
hello Ryan.

Your friend 
here was just 

telling us about 
himself.

We’re 
going out!

Before they 
stick a straw into 
your BRAIN and 
start sucking.

Why are 
you here?

You said you 
wanted me to take 

you fishing, last 
night, remember?

Urgh, 
really?

Is it worms 
or the pretty 
tied fly things?

I brought you a 
bacon and egg sand-

wich. Thought you might 
need some strength.

Ryan, I think 
fishing is cruel. I 
don’t know if I 

wanna catch a fish.

You’re basi-
cally eating a 

piglet’s dad and a 
chicken’s son. They had it 

coming.

Oh you 
SAINT.

It’s 
worms. Carry the 

tackle box.

All 
about 
himself!

This is 
unexpected.



This is 
lovely, 
Ryan. 

What’s 
the biggest 
fish you’ve 

ever caught?

I caught Old 
Alan the pike once. 
He’s about as long 

as your arm.

My Dad used to 
take me fishing 
quite often.

Now I realise it 
was because I was 

too young to go to 
the boozer with him.

 
Yeah. But 

he’s never really 
been around.

 
He’s kind of 

a businessman, 
I guess?

 
Always on the 
move. Doesn’t 

really fit with the 
family lifestyle.

 It’s nice 
that you get to 
spend time to-
gether now.

Yeah. he’s 
got a lot of 

good pub yarns.

I wish he was 
more like your 
Dad, in a way.

But you 
gots to work 

with what 
you got.

You’ve 
got a bite! 

A BITE!

Have you 
ever caught 

crabs?
Don’t 

spoil this.OLD 
ALAN!

Reel him 
in!

Are your 
Mum and Dad 
still married?

But you have 
to throw Old 

Alan back.



How was 
your fishing 

trip? Did you 
catch anything?

It’s here, I 
know it’s here.

I had one 
this big, 

Mum, but it 
got away.

Your father’s 
left a planning per-

mission certificate at 
the site office.

It’s in the 
house, I 

know it is.

I’ll go and 
get it, 
Poppa.

Beetle, what 
did I do to deserve 

a selfess, saintly 
daughter like you?

HUH.

But he 
refuses to 
admit it’s 

there.

What’s 
wrong with 

Dad?



Planning 
certificate, 

planning 
certificate...

Where 
did you put 

it, Dad?

Planning 
certificate! Shelley, 

you are 
such a good 
daughter.

Okay 
God, here’s 
the deal.

If you 
want me to 

stop smoking, 
give me a SIGN.

I’m telling you mate, 
there’s eight, nine grand’s 
worth of lead in there, 
barely locked down.

Patrol surveil-
lance. He’s by 

here maybe once 
an hour. They never 

bloody learn, 
do they? Heh!

God, does this 
mean I should stop 
smoking, or smoke 

MORE? Because 
my nerves 
are totally 

SHOT. 

What’s 
security 

like?

We’ll be in, 
out in fifteen 

minutes.

I’m sure 
I’m allowed 

to be... ...SLIGHTLY 
BAD now.



This is a four-man 
job, Crowy. One to 

look out, two to carry, 
one to drive. You didn’t 

hear? Stan broke 
his back on site 

yesterday.

He was 
carrying a hod 

up a ladder, just 
whistling away.

Said he was 
enjoying whistling so 
much that he lost 
concentration and 

fell off.

Bloody 
hell. Only 

Stan.

So who’s 
gonna fill in 
for him?

No one 
looks out 
like Stan. 

He should have 
bloody looked out, 
maybe he wouldn’t 

be in traction.
Well, this is 

what I wanted 
to talk to you 

about.

Eh, Crowy, I 
dunno. He’s a 
bright boy... Jim, mate, if 

it’s good enough 
for you, it’s good 
enough for him.

TRADITION. 
He’s a 

Beckwith.
Robbing’s 

no sin if it’s 
in your 
blood.

So this 
evening, your 
Ryan becomes 

a man.

Afterwards, 
we’ll get him
a tattoo.

I reckon 
your lad’s 

ready. 
It’s time 

to get him 
into the 

life.

Where’s 
that lazy 

arse, Stan?



Ryan, 
physics is 
easy. It’s 
pure logic 
and maths.

Simple 
formulae that 
make sense of 

the world 
around us.

But you know 
wavelengths, right? 

Velocity? Heat trans-
fer? Joules. Radiation.

You must 
know 

Boyle’s law.

Yeah, boil-
ing, I know a 
bit about 

that.

Water gets so scared 
of electricity that it tries 

to escape out of the 
kettle spout.

That’s right, 
old son.

That’s right.

I remember ole 
Wiggy sayin’ various 
of these terms over 
the last five years. Drifting 

over me 
like a gas.

...is no 
more explain-
able to you 
than magic.

Then imagine 
that you’re 

occupyin’ this 
space right here.

Now you 
understand 
my basic 

predicament.

Jonesy, 
imagine for a 
second that 

maybe physics 
logic...



And T= 
time, 
right?

Not 
right?

You get Ryan, 
we’ve got a 

couple of hours to 
get him straight 

on the plan.

Crowy’s right. It’s 
time the boy forgot 

this school nonsense and 
earned an honest living. 

Is Shelley 
going to be all 
right, do you 

think? I think so. She’s 
getting there 

slowly HEY THIS AIN’T 
PHYSICS TALK.

She seems 
so fragile. I 

didn’t realise.
Nah, she’s 

tough, man.

She’s 
tougher 
than you 

think.

Is there any 
way we could hang 
me up by my ankles 
and get blood to 
rush to my head?

Well, if not 
an honest 
living... er...

...he’ll be 
his own 
boss.

That’s how 
Frankenstein 

did it.

We’ll park up 
outside the 

Social.

Yeah, 
yeah.

P V
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Excuse 
me.

You’re Ryan 
Beckwith’s Dad, 

right?

Would it be WILD 
SPECULATION to imagine 

you’re here to take him on 
some sort of “blag”?

It’s none of 
your business. 

Move.

I don’t know how 
one of the kindest people 
I’ve ever met came out of 
human garbage like you.

Where’s 
your lad, 

Jim?

At the 
dentist.

What of 
it?

NO.



Job’s 
too risky 

with three 
of us.

SHOW US 
YOUR TITS, 

LOVE!

You 
getting the 
bevies in, 
Crowy?

Someone 
ought to punch 
your teeth down 
your neck some-

time, Crowy.

I’ve lost my 
thirst.

Cheap 
round for 
me. Come 
on, Kev.

THE 

FOLLOWING

WEDNESDAY

Morning 
Mr Knott.

You 
look like you 
just won the 
Pools, Knotty.

Just some 
good news. Did I just 

see Knott 
smiling?

Can’t have been. I 
think the light refract-
ing through tobacco 
smoke distorts things.

Morning, 
Mr Spink.

Is it 
your time of 
the month or 
something?



Where would 
I find Beckwith 

major, Marjorie?

He’s in lab three 
with Tim Jones. Jones 

asked specially to use it.

Jonesy, I 
don’t understand 

what I’m lookin’ at.

Oh good. 
I thought 

maybe hiding it 
represented... 

...how the 
mysteries of 
physics are 

hidden from me.

No. I realised 
that physics was 

simply too 
ABSTRACT for 

you.

So I created a 
device that demon-
strates real world 
examples of GCSE 

mechanics.

I’m 
touched, 

man.
Futile effort 
was never so 

beautiful.

Especially 
the way 
old Wiggy 
teaches it.

It’s 
under the 

cloth.

Thank 
you, Mr 
Bough.

Ryan? 
He’s got... 

free periods 
first two.



What 
does the 

lollipop do?

You get to 
eat the lollipop if 
you can explain 
what happened.

All right so 
the pop heats up 
under pressure - 

Boyle’s Law.

Creatin’ a 
force that acts 
on the valve - 

Newton’s second 
law.

Fillin’ this 
bulb thing, 

movin’ the lever 
on a FULCRUM...

Shooting the 
lollipop at the 
door cushion!

Convert-
ing POTEN-

TIAL ENERGY 
to KINETIC!

U=(1/2)kx , right?

Like 
clockwork!

Velocity of projec-
tile equals vertical 

velocity squared times 
horizontal velocity 
squared divided by 

FIRE!

Tim 
man, don’t 

look so 
shocked.

I guess maybe all 
our revising knocked 
some of that stuff 
loose from where it 
was... stuck... Tim?

Stretching 
the spring, 

Hooke’s Law

2



HYPE BOX

C H E C K  L I S T

 Howdy, Super-Allies! Chet 
Charles back with you after two NUTTY 
months in La-La Land! No, I’ve not been 
sucking on the old opium pipe (I never 
touch the stuff - it’s a killer!) - your old 
buddy has been in Los Angeles, talking 
Hollywood deals over dinner with 
cigar-chomping big-wigs!  
 If you saw last fall’s sensational 
made-for-TV FUNGOID special starring 
laughing LUKE PERRY and exquisite 
ELAINE STEVENS, you know that SGR 
is in the movie business for keeps! So 
what have we got for ya?
 First off, the word-processor 
warping writing wizards have just 
finished putting together the SURFEIT 
mini-series! We know you love those 
battling priests, cardinals and popes, 
and the whole crazy bunch of ‘em will 
be on your screens in April. Who will be 
playing Pope Montague? Two words 

ENTER TAXMAN #1 & 2 
event you’ve all been waiting for, the 
one we’ve been teasing for months! 
ENTER TAXMAN is a 12-issue series 
that crosses over with every Scary Go 
Round comic, leaving no hero 
unchanged! And it’s all from the mind of 
our fearless leader, CHET CHARLES! 
 “Every year, the IRS turn me 
inside out. They work me over like a 
sailor’s Johnson on shore leave. I 
heard that possession is 9/10 of the 
law, but try telling that to them! 
 So when I was sunning myself 
at the Charles cabana in the Cayman 
Islands (where I do my creative think-

AWESOME ARCHITEKT #113 
Architekt and his son attempt a 
tearful reconciliation in the 
Subterranean Megalopolis.
SURFEIT #52 
accuses the Montague Papacy of 
simony and treason.
BONANZA #71 
gold - and a comely new friend!
FUNGOID #289 
destroyed on a routine mission to 
Accident Planet!
XXXXX #8 
TAXMAN! Sensuala is drawn away 
from the Intimate Olympiad .
IMPRESSARIO #14 
is in the market for a new hat.
NEMS #197 
TAXMAN! Brian struggles with Cilla 
Black’s escalating demands.
MORDAWWA #60 
ENTER TAXMAN! Mordawwa must 
explain her profligate spending to a 
skeptical Taxman.
FOLK TRIO #172 

avant-garde string arrangement.
A LA CARTE #91

THE SGR COMICS CHECKLIST LUXURY LINE

ROBERT COP #101 
ENTER TAXMAN!  O’Halloran’s 
“accountant friend” draws Robert into 
the Taxman’s web of red tape!
SYNTH #89 
TAXMAN! Suresh and Synth regret 
claiming Korg and Fairlight as 
depreciating assets!
SALAMANDER #25 
much changed from the Mulch Wars.
TOWNSHEND, PI #9 
and Bluey attend a stag party.
TYREE #4 
WORLD WINDOW #335
D45-9-34Q #20 

pose a threat to Earth!
Z-WEB # 171
EXPECTING TO FLY (Limited 
Series) #2 
concludes with an ocular trauma. 
Lumme guv’nor!
INTELLIGENTSIA #167
BUSTER CUTLASS (Limited 
Series) #4 
painful head wound. Final issue!
ROBERT COP CLASSICS #8

ENTER TAXMAN #1 (Limited 
series) 
ARCHITEKT #31 
ENTER TAXMAN! Architekt fills in 
his W8-BEN incorrectly - with some 
truly dreadful results.
EMPHASIS: NORTON #6 
gazes into the sun for eight hours.
AFRICA FORCE #10
THE MAGNIFICENT #12
SKYFORCE ‘44 #4
WONDER OF FRUIT #7 
journey into nectarines and starfruit.
ZEEBUS, WARRIOR CHILD #15 
Zeebus’ dormancy ends. Who will 
survive ‘The Great Ejaculation’? A 
story in three parts by WALLACE & 
SPUNT!
KARATE! #45 
Grand Panther (on the same day 
that Hiro gets his yellow belt) causes 
a stir in the Dojo. 
ENTER TAXMAN #2
DOCTOR SNODDY #2
ROBERT COP SPECIAL CASES 
#10 
lethal Gary Puckett and his deadly 
Union Gap!

CHET’S CHIN MUSIC

QUOTE OF THE MONTH:
“Zeebus, go back to your room until whatever... that is... has subsided!”

ZEEBUS WARRIOR CHILD #15

which quicken the Charles ticker - 
HERVE VILLECHAIZE!
 Nothing gets my fingers snap-
ping like that modern beat music, so I’m 
even happier to say that SYNTH will be 
appearing in a dynamite, out of sight, 
STRAIGHT-TO-VHS MOVIE FEATURE! 
With new songs written by LOVEBUG 
STARSKI and a stellar cast including 
TOM PEPPERDINE, AMANDA 
BEINES-KAZINSKY and WALTON 
GOGGINS! Who’s playing Synth’s 
deadly foe, Roland? I’m not allowed to 
tell, but let’s just say that fans of pro 
wrestling won’t be totally disappointed!
 But the project that has old Chet 
up nights and sweating like a junkie 
going cold turkey (not that I’d have any 
idea what that feels like) is our first ever 
theater release. The one, the only 
NEMS will be coming to the big screen 
in the spring. Get ready to see all your 

favourite characters up there - Brian, 

mention Cilla, and the guy you all love 
to hate - Gerry Marsden! And I’m over 
the moon to tell you that Pete Best will 
be played by TV’s Captain Probus 
himself - DON LEMON!
 I think that’s all the news your 
overheated heads will take! Take a long 
cool drink and I’ll see you in thirty!
 KEEP SMILIN’!

ITEM! Meet your favourite creators, 
including SGR editors Rascal Timmons, 
Portnoy Weston and Jill Tolkein, plus 
Publisher Emeritus Chet Charles at 
SACRAMENTO DELUXE-CON on 

Chief Chet will be hosting a panel called 
“how to break into comics using only a 
natural gift for alliteration” - book early.

ing for nine months of the year), I 
thought, how would the SCARY GO 
ROUND UNIVERSE deal with these 
snooping savages? With the help of 
my nurse Bonita, soon I was scribbling 
down the mad musings and reve-
nue-centric ramblings that form the 
series you’re about to read! And I 
couldn’t be happier than to have my 
old ally, gallopin’ GUS GUNDERSON 
on art chores, with loopy LOU 
MACKLEMORE editing. Keep smilin’!”
 So be sure to pick up ENTER 
TAXMAN bi-weekly, November thru 
March. And remember, whatever you 
do - KEEP THE RECEIPTS.



Oh GOD 
oh God.

What do 
we do, Tim? Call an 

ambulance? 
WHAT DO 
WE DO?

I’M 
GOING TO 

GO TO 
PRISON.

I’m goin’ 
to the 

office to call 
an ambulance.

What’s 
going on 

here?

Beckwith’s 
fetching help.

I’m just 
going to 

have to sit 
down for a 

minute.

Don’t 
fuss, 

woman.

Get Mr 
Oates. He 

can drive me 
to casualty.

Okay!

Should I 
pull it out? No.



Bloody 
mess every-

where.

No consider-
ation for the 

poor sod who has 
to pick it up.

Tim, what 
are you still 

doing out here? 
It’s past five.

I can’t go 
home. I 

can’t face 
my parents.

You 
don’t have 
to worry 
about it, 

mate.

That’s easy 
for you to say. 

You didn’t just put 
out a teacher’s eye.

Actually, I 
did. Well, 

that’s what I 
told ‘em.

I told Old 
Stinks that it was 
all me. That I built 
that contraption.

And what 
did he say?

It’s all fine, 
don’t worry 

about it, nothing 
has changed.

Got 
you.

Is the 
opposite of 
what he said.

I said 
you tried 

to stop me.

What?



They expelled 
you? Ryan, you 
can’t take the 
blame for me.

Jonesy, what’s 
two more years 
of school to me?

Two more 
years of feeling 
like a big dumb 

horse.

You’re 
smart. You’ve 
got a future. 

University.

This... this is 
an insane thing 

to do.

Aren’t the 
police going to 
get involved?

Nah man. 
Knott likes me. 

I think I’m kind of 
a project.

You’ve 
looked after 

me since I was 
small.

My dad’s a 
bad human, my 
mum’s too dang 

dog tired to care 
most days.

I wouldn’t 
have got this far 
without you. Not 

half this far.

There’s been 
a phone call from 

school.

It’ll 
come out in 
the wash. See 
you tomorrow, 

friend.

Tim, 
what did he 

DO?

Nothing. 
Absolutely 
nothing.

Mum’s 
NUCLEAR.

Ryan!



26 
HOURS 
LATER

That was 
a wonder-
ful recital, 
Stephen.

Sweet 
Jesus, the 

Clampetts are 
at it again.

Bev, 
please, I-

It’s YOU who’s turned 
this boy into a HOOLIGAN. 
First the drinking, now he’s 
putting out teachers’ eyes

Mum, don’t 
start on the good 

dinner service. 
Come on.

Ryan, this 
is awful.

Ehhh, I 
actually pictured 

it being a lot 
worse.

It’s a 
four-plate 

barney. Barely 
registers.

You should 
see what mum 
can do with a 

three-tiered cake 
stand under 

duress.

I ain’t 
murdering 
anyone. 

PLEASE.

He was such a 
gentle boy.

What next?
MURDER?



So to what 
do I owe this 

pleasure, Winters?

I just wanted 
to come and see 
how you were.

Because, er... 
permission to 
speak freely?

This isn’t the 
army, WInters.

Well I only ask 
because you’re 

still calling me by 
my surname.

Anyway. What 
Ryan did was the most 
EFFING irresponsible 

thing I’ve ever heard of.

You told me 
he was vulnera-
ble, that I should 
look out for him. 

And I tried.

Yes. I was careful. 
No behaviour that 

“might have inspired a 
nocturnal manipulation.”

Chin up. 
Could’ve been 

worse.
Could’ve 
been two 
lollipops.

Friendship... 
has boundaries.

I’m sure 
you did your 
best. Did you 

follow my 
rules?

And I feel 
like it’s my 

fault.



Does Ryan 
really have to 

be expelled from 
school?

It was an 
accident. A 

stupid accident, 
but...

He wasn’t 
expelled. He told Mr 

Bradford that he 
wasn’t coming back.

He said it was 
a matter of 

honour. I can’t 
argue with that.

He’s been 
watching sodding 
samurai films for 
weeks. AARGH! Bloody 

KUROSAWA!

Can’t you 
talk him into 
coming back?

I never 
told you 

this, right?

But school isn’t 
everything for every-
body. There are more 
ways to skin a cat.

Just keep reminding 
Beckwith that he’s 
worth something.

So will your 
eye... can you... 

did it...?

It’s still mostly 
in there. But it’s 
making up the 
numbers now.I will.

Winters.
Shelley.

Oh JEBUS 
CROW!

He’s 16. 
It’s his 

decision.

Expelled?



SISTER. I have 
decided not to tell 
Mum and Dad you 
are a BIG SMOKER.

1. Always be 
nice to me 

from now on.
2. Brush my 

hair every day 
until I say you 

can stop.

Oh ERIN you are a 
great lovely sister, I’m 
so sorry, I love you!

AARGH STOP 
CRYING, DON’T 
SNOT ON ME!

Am I still 
going to go 

to hell?

Oh LORE no, 
Erin, and even if you 
did... let me show
 you something.

Look, Mordawwa is in 
hell 24/7 and all she does is 

wear amazing outfits and tell 
boys off. WITH A SWORD.

This... is... 
INCREDIBLE.

Sorry sorry 
sorry.

But you 
have to do 
these things:

What?



Shelley, 
hey! Shelley!

Ryan! You 
got your 
hair cut.

Yeah, Mum 
got me a job 
at the Percy 
Peas factory.

They’ve got 
a “grooming 

code”.

FASCISTS.

Ryan, you’re 
clever, you can 
do better than 

PEAS.

Ehh, peas 
aren’t bad. At 
least I like the 
colour green.

Options are 
kind of limited 
with no qualifi-
cations, you 

know?

Mr Percy 
told me there’s 
a fine future

in peas.

What time 
do you start? 6AM. I’m on 

the early shift.

WHAT? 
Who even 

needs peas at 
six in the 
morning?

You’re misunder-
standing the 

pea-canning business 
model, Shel.

We like to 
think of peas 
as the emer-
gency pulse.

There in 
a crisis.

On an intro-
ductory video 
tape. Not in 

person.

It was this 
or sign up as 

a soldier.



I’m done 
with waifs 
and strays.

Can’t 
blame you, 

Knott.

Might pack in 
teaching to do 
some mercenary 

work in the Balkans.

It’s all fun and 
games until some-
one loses an eye.

You’re a 
jackass, 
Bough.

I can’t 
blame you.



SYNTH!  NEMS!  MORDAWWA!  ARCHITEKT!  ROBERT COP!  XXXXX!

THE 

BEGINS!

COSMIC
AUDIT

THE DAY OF RECKONING IS HERE...
A representative of the Intergalactic Revenue Service comes calling 
on Earth, and the Scary Go Round universe might just be a write-off!  

1ST BI-WEEKLY ISSUE! And continuing in SYNTH #89, XXXXX #8, 
ROBERT COP #101, MORDAWWA #60, ARCHITEKT #31 & NEMS #197 




