DEAKINS EXPLAINS WHY
) | YOLI'LL NEVER SEE HER
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GOING OUT

HILARY RAVENSHAW - ST AR REPORTER ON THE | ; THERE. ..

‘LONDON METROPOLITAN’ = INVESTIGATES AN NOT WITH
ANCIENT FAMILY LEGEND OF SUPERNATLRAL \ THE
HORROR/ WAS IT REALLY RESPONSIBLE FOR THE | CARDINGTON
GRUESOME DEATH OF SIR CHARLES CARDINGTON? | CLIRSE/
OR IS IT JUST A LOAD OF OLD COBBLERS?
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s EMILY GIVES |

BEAUTIFUL SIR HENRY A |
) Do you MY DEAR, BUT PARTING GIFT...
UNDERST AND WHAT IS IT?
T'DANGER
YOU'RE IN,
LASS?

A SHOEHORN
MADE FROM
ARMADILLOES
TOENAIL
CLIPPINGS/

BEALVAIS FURNISHES
HARDY WITH A VITAL CLUE |

e AS THE BUTLER
HANDLES HIS CANDLE
SUsPICIOUSLY!

WORDS cLT

FROM T'LONDON
METROPOLIT AN
AND GLLED TO

/ MRS LIPPON DEMOSTRATES THE
INSPECTOR! BENEFITS OF A YOGHLRT AND
RAINWATER DIET




DEAKINS CONFESSES TO ALL BECAUSE

MURDERING JUST ABOUT THEY LALUGHED

EVERYBODY/ AT MY FLOWER
ARRANGING/
BAST ARDS/

BUT SIR HENRY CARDINGTON
TURNS OUT TO BE THE TRUE
CRIMINAL MASTERMIND!/

MRT2: WORKINGRACK Woa  TWO MONTHS LATER, THE EVIL SIR HENRY HAVING ESCAPED JUSTICE,
Ltk s e miine wrawissmmned WE REJOIN THE PLOT IN THE HOME OF RAMONA BLAIR...

A WANKER

WOLLICKING

WASCAL HAS

NEVER OWAWN
BWEATH/

OH WAMONA,

ALLOW ME TO

WEITERWATE
MY GENTLE

PWOPOSAL!

ARE YOU
THINKING
WHAT I'M
THINKING,

INTY:

I DON'T THINK
WE CAN KEEP
IT FROM HER
ANY LONGER,
PAMMY!

IAM
THINKING
MOST
FURIOUSLY,
PAMMY!




I THINK IT'S ONLY
FAIR TO WARN YOU
THAT I'M SERIOLISLY
GOO0D AT SCREWING/

DON’T LOOK

AT ME. I
DON'T
REMEMBER/

THE JOLIRNEY
WILL TAKE
ANOTHER
FIFTY NINE
MINUTES AND
THIRTY FIVE
SECONDS/!

I HOPE SHE
DOESN'T

MEAN
CARPENTRY!
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ONE MONTH LATER AND DERBONAIR SLEUTH

FOR HIRE, SIMON TEMPLE-MEADS
APPRAISES HIS LATEST CLIENT/

oLy, I
WONDERED
WHAT SHE

WAS LIKE IN
THE SACK/

AMY AND TEMPLE-MEADS LISTEN
IN SILENCE AS CLALIDIA EXPLAINS
HER EVIL PLOT/

AMY DESCRIBES AN ENCOLINTER
WITH THE GLASS—-EYED
CONST ABLE TOMPKINS/

IT'S ONLY IN CHEAP
CRIME FICTION
THAT EVERYTHING
FALLS INTO PLACE
WITH A NEAT CLICK
OF FINALITY/

TEMPLE-MEADS WRAPS
UpP THE CASE CAND
CLAUDIAS - OR SO HE
THINKS...
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NOW IN POSSESSION OF THE TEAPOT OF TERROR, THE EVIL SIR

HENRY EVADES JUSTICE ONCE AGAIN AND TAKES UP RESIDENCE IN

THE BLEAK, HORROR-HALINTED BOUDOIR OF DEATH WHERE LOTS
AND LOTS OF GORY DEATH IS THE ORDER OF THE DAY ....

WHAT ABOUT
THE STRANGE
NOISES
COMING FROM
HIS ROOM?

IT'S A
BLEEDIN’
WHOREHOLISE,
KITTY = WHAT
DYOU EXPECT?

UPON RETIRING EACH
NIGHT I AM HALINTED
BY VIVID NIGHT MARE
VISIONS OF GREAT
CYCLOPEAN CITIES
OF TITAN BLOCKS....

0 SKY=FLLING
MONOLITHS OF
INSANE CURVES
AND SLIRFACES
FOLLOWING NO

CONCEIVABLE

GEOMETRY/

VES, ALWAYS
TALKS LIKE THAT/

HOMICIDA BRLE- MERCHANT
CPART 1D

OH GREAT ONE,
I DEDICATE
THIS SACRIFICE
TO THE GREATER
GLORY OF THE
OLp GODs!/ 1!

IF I'M RIGHT, AND
I INVARIABLY AM,
THIS HERALDS THE
RETLIRN OF THE
GREAT OLD ONES/

coum‘_ééﬁ“ﬁfo?xro sSMUELY

DELIVERS GRIMN CONCLUSION/!




", .WHICH I CAN
TEOUIGLED 2 (NEITHER ANALYZE
INTIMATIONS... STEHTELIL SOURCE
MY STOOLS...."

SECOND?

COLINT BRAGG ADOCIO

. -
MAKES A SOLEMN VOW/ ; "
o L1

THE COUNT SKIPS THE
NEXT FOUR PAGES/

EYES GLASSY
AND FEBRILE,
BREATHING OF
AN UNUSUAL
RAPIDITY...

I SHOULD VERY

MUCH LIKE TO

EXAMINE YOLIR
sTOOoLs/

IWILL PIT MY
WITS AGAINST
YOU AND DEFEAT
YOU! AND THAT'S
NO IDLE BOAST/

AR LINDERCOVER AT
THE BOLIDOIR OF DEATH

SHE’S PREPARED TO GO/
6OLLY GEE,
W

/
cﬁf/"fv'o%g ' WASTE YOLIR
CRIES OLIT TIME, DO YOU?
FOR YOUR
SEEDI!/




THE GAME
IS AFOOT,
MY DEAR/

THE COL SUSPECTS
THE AWFUL TRUTH/!

HOMICIDWIBQLE—MERCHANT
THE GREAT OLD CPART 2
ONES HAVE
REVEALED THE
FOULEST
NIGHTMARES
OF SECRET
MYTHTO ME/

AND NOW THE
STARS ARE
RIGHT I WILL
BRING THEIR
GIFT OF
DEATH TO ALL
HUMANITY/

OH DEAR. IVE
BEEN A SILLY
COLINT, KITTY/

TUO TS’DN

ATRO'HS/

> HOWARD STARTS
TORAETELT THE CEREMONY!

REMEMBER,
AFTER ALL,
THERE ARE

U
SLICH
Weseace! THINES!/
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