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PERMIT YOURSELF TO GO
BACK IN TIME -- oy
WITNESS THE SROADSWORD q
RIP | waY THROUGH THE <
WALLS OF HuMan FLESH
AS [T5 WIELPER SEEKS THF

TRUTH OF..THE €

B 16TH CENTURY EUROPE=~ s
IS A TIME OF VIOLENCE...

e f —
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THE TRAVELER HAD TO |

LEEEF ALERTJ' ALWAﬁ.rMJ \ f
= __.._E"'

SR  FOR THERE WERE AVGHWAYMEN
AND OTHER MARAUDERS...

--AND THE ONE
MOST FEARED
OF ALL WAS

CALLED--THE
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«ANP FRUSTRATION PRIVES THE FRENZIED
KILLER TO SEEK ANSWERS.,..

AS IF BY SOME \
MIRACLE, ALL

WHO I WOULP

BuT sTRANGELY, SLAY £SCAPE! |
REPORTS OF WHY? CAN IT ¥
INTENDED VICTIMS BE THAT T AM |
WHO ESCAPED BEWITCHED
THE WHISTLING BY THE ,
BLADE CF THE SORCERER '
SLASHER AATE?
BEGAN TO 4
OUTNUMBER »
THE COUNT
OF HIS

VICTIMSS

$oon arTeR, uPon IT4
HAPPENING UPON A '/’
VILLAGE INN... I"h:-.- :

I* 1

I =

T
A e

7 aND you, oLo MAN,
7 SHALL AID ME--

SPEAK ! TELL ME THE
WHEREABOUTS OF THE
ONE CALLED

=--OR I WILL TAKE YOUR
| MISERABLE WORTHLESS




FAny ANGER KNOWS NO BOUNDS WHEN =il
= WORTHLESS PEASANTS REFUSE TO flitt
ANSWER MY GUESTIONS.' :

||”Tgw s BUT WE
o o

e K=KNOW NOT ¢

-
-~
-

AND MY BLADE WILL
TEACH YOU THE ERROR
OF SPEAKING SUCH
FAL5EHGED."

L T R

WHA--2 N-NO BLOOD e——] ‘TIS THE MAGIC OF THAT \\ [ ALEASE, 1 PRAY
,_ON MY SWORD . A WHAT HIGH PRIEST OF 'l THEE- BEGONE!/

DEMON HAS PEMONOLOGY, FATE |\ LEAVE US IN
GRANTED A

THAT MAKES SUCH i PEACES
ERAIL THINGS POSSIBLE., 4 .
FEMALE'S 1S IT NOT? i
BOPY TO s TG
WITHSTAND
THE BITE
OF MY
STEEL ?

T : )
> I o
!'ILI T N ':'.'. ’ J i, b 1.?'- 1 ’
. i 4 S, L
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I DEMAND TO KNOW
THE MAGICIAN'S
WHEREABOUTS, WENCH/!
SPEAK

B
WY NOWHERE-- EVERY WHERE--
W IT MATTERS NOT/

I WILL FIND THIS EVIL

SORCERER /

\-‘-—
"\.\4‘
[

Y-YOU MUST BE A
STRANGER TO THIS
LAND, SIRE! FEW
WouULP BE SO
FOOLHARDPY AS TO
ACTUALLY SEEK
T-THE MASTER/

ONLY THEN
WILL I
PISPELL
HIS CURSE

-=FATE IS NOWHERE--
ANP YET-- EVERY WHERE.

| FRENZIED MaN |

| AND FIERY - A A,

2 STEED STORM | g e
COUNTRYSIDE gE
IN AN INTENSE P

| SEARCH,..

ok :r..;‘L_:.-' LR "w‘."l:' -

oo N P e e
N I.ﬂﬂ'll':i:';lllu\-al.j_.. L] L
. L T e

a1 L

WITH souNDs oF . . TS e o
POUNDING HOOFBEATS ' e | : - { I AM HE WHOM
ECHOING FAR INTO : A Lot 'l YOU SEEK.. I

THE NIGHT... e wHo's | P '. ' .
— < THERET

e,
o

| TAKE HEED/

| BE YoU MORTAL

{ OR DEMON, BEGONE
OUT OF MY PATH,
OF --




sO! WE
FINALLY
MEET/
CURSED
MAGICIAN/

Y WHA--2 My
STEED HAS
STUMBLED--
AND MY

worp

IT HAS VANISHED g
FOR YOU SHALL +AND NOwW, Tl
HAVE NO FURTHER YOLU WiILL |
'I.H‘E FMFIT;.H CME WITH __'ll'.

| B S0
1 .: E'TRAHGE-M 1

i -irI nﬂ M'ﬂT “”5“
TO FOLLOW YOU,
BUT I CANNOT

H-HELP BUT OBEY
\YOUR COMMAND...

AND AFTER 1% LONG AND MYSTERIOUS.,,
TREK INTO

E BOUNPLESSNESS OF
SPACE AND TIME ..,

THERE IS
NOTHINGNESS
ALL ABOUT
us s




o)) Awaee WiETES-E
Ly ND AN | i
| W suasuer's |/

LATERE A VISION M FROM THE
| COMMENT 15 1/} EROM THE PAST \ ROADSIPE
f IGNORED AS V= = FLASHES BEFORE
| THE MAGICIAN'S L7777 THE SLASHER'S
| FINGER 7, STARTLED

SUPPENLY = EYES ;.

FPOINTS ;
UPWAED.”J

AND ‘TIS THE 3
BEGINNING OF How |I'|
| YOU COME TO WHERE
- YOU ARE NOW/! _di

*THOUGH THE YOUNG MAIDEN KNEW THAT YOU WERE
THE WANTON MURDERER OF COUNTLESS PEOPLE SHE
FEARLESSLY REJECTED YOUR AMOROUS APVANCES..

[ Wl K ai e ] . -'l:l‘ i :-."1 - [ I.,-r.l- ‘\{ll'ﬂ_ Wi
A el i . L i i A g I e

I  You FLEW INTO AN
INSANE RAGE--
AND FOR THE FIRST
TIME, YOUR COWARDLY
ACT aFamEn R?EED
WAS COMMI A
BEFORE W/TNESSES!

B 1 S P ; = ; o i W

! ' R - . ———— BAH/ I HAVE

| Tue TownseeorLe | (SRR - KILLED

| SOUGHT TO CAPTURE}L o 5T SIS " i | COUNTLESS PEASANTS/
AND IMPRISON YOU..- | ’ . | WHY SHOULD I REGRET
YOUR VICTIM o o N S A AIISS, TAVERN WENCH?
STILL STANING <77 B | L) -
mun mn rﬁ-‘. _-.I &, ..n'. - - il .--. = 4 o ~a )

YOou FLED-- /&X'l

o '\:::: w
= [ e
o ",
'-:‘.\_'\-:- ]
g 1
"

g




YES, YOU SLEW MANY ANP ESCAPED

PUNISHMENT.! BUT IS IT NOT STRANGE

g THAT A YOUNG MAIPEN WHO SURVIVED
SHOULD CAUSE YOUR ENP >

SHE'S ALIVE AND
WELL AND HAPPILY
MARRIEP TO A
GOOD MANY I
HELPED IN PART
TO BRING THIS

B vou spEAK
IN RIDDLES,

N WAS PURSUED
By OfLFsS
AND I

ESCAPED!

1"vou EscaPeD
WHEN YOUR STEED |
FELL INTO A DEEP

7/ _e-Bur 1\
CHASM ! ONLY i\ A ald SURVIVED ¢
| THEN Dip THE I W T-THAT FALL.., }
TOWNSPEOPLE Enphvin Al |
THEIR PURSUIT... N1

i @H?
T

THE MATERIAL BOPIES OF YOU AND YOUR
STEED ST/LL L/E IN THE DUST AT THE
\ BOTTOM OF THAT CHASMYS YoU ARE BUT A
= MISCHIEVOUS GHOST WEILDING A HARMLESS
SWORP/ ONLY NOW EVEN THE #MMAGE OF
YOUR EVIL FORM MUST REMAIN IN THESE
A MISTY SHADOWS-- UNTIL JULECEMENT/

WHAT NEEP HAVE WE

TO SEARCH OLT OUR

PESTINY WHEN OUR
TRUE FATE IS
PREOCRLCAINED?




Er—TET

WOMEN NEVER TOOK ALFIE SIMMS SERIOUSLY. BUT HE SHOULD NEVER
HAVE TRIED TO MAKE HIMSELF IMPDRTANT BY PRETENPING TO BE
A MURTERER. PECAUSE THE MONSTER WHOSE REPUTATION HE

Tw A wWay, OF COURSE, THE WHOLE
THING WAS FUNNY. IMAGINE ANYONE

A THINKING THAT LITTLE ALFIE SIMMS

'y WAS JACK THE RIPPER, ALFIE
WASN'T A KILLER, HE WAG A LOVER
AT LEAST HE THOUIGHT 0. ANC

YETive 5 .
" RIPPER?Z BLIMEY. '\
YOoU., STAND THEY THINK T'WM THE
WHERE You ARE/ RIPPER . T'VE GOT
WE'VE GOT You T GET OUT OF
THIS TIME, . i
RIPFER /

AN WE'VE
CAUGHT HIM § |
IN THE ACT.” g

LET'Ss GET S

SERGEANT.
LOOK THERE .
. IT'e JACK
THE RIPPER/

AND YET. ON THAT FRATAL MEHT, ALFIE
RAN. WITH HIG RECORD, WHO COULD
BLAME HIMT ANG THAT WAS HOW IT ALL
BEGAN. BECAUSGE HE DIDN'T GET VERY FAR...




GOT HiM. WE'VE ~_-J NO/ LET

GOT HIM / WE'VE
GOT JACK THE

LETME GO/
YOU'RE MAKING

A MISTAKE S T'W
NOT THE RIPPER/

LOREZ ITS LITTLE
ALFIE SIMMS ) BUT-HE
CAN'T BE THE R|PPER /

A\ T PON'T BELIEVE IT.

HIMT 1'M
AFRAIP NOT.
SERGEANT. L
KNOW THIS
MAN. HE'G A
PICKPOCKET,

BUT HE'e NO
KILLEE. HE HASN'T
THE NEEVE. IF
THIS WASN'T s0

WE GOT HIm /S
FATROLLING
THE STREETS
Pal? OFF./
WE'VE CAUGHT
JACK THE
EIPFER/

SERIOUS, |T S
wouLp Be e

AMUSING,/

i

¥
[

YOU. HEAR T THAT'S
MAGGIE., GHE WAITS ON
TABLES IN THAT FUB
AND SHE's MY GIRL /
SHE'LL TELL YOU/SHELL
TELL YOU THAT IT'M

NOT THE RIPPER/

A
e

[

. -

TUREN Ml
DOSE |
SERGEANT, HE'S
ABOUT AS DANGEROUS
AS A PINT CF BITTERS
AND WE'VE &GOT OTHER R

F cor/T knew

I PIPN'T KILL
THAT WOMAN, T
NEVER KILLED
ANYBOPY. T FOUNP
HER LIKE THAT./

B I JUST- JUST -~

i 7. T KNEW THAT

N LITTLE SHNATCHPURSE

N COULDN'T BE THE
MAN WHOE HAD

LONVON IN A

TIZZY ALL TH

e

A

Y JUST STOPPED
T STEAL HER
FURBE, ALFIET
THAT T BELIEVE.
T WOULD BE
LIKE You.

FPOOR LITTLE ALFE . HE WASN T
MUCH, BT HE 4P Hig PRIDE, T
WASN'T SC BAD HAVING THE OTwERS

LALGH AT HiM . BUT MAGGIE - WELL
THAT WAS DVEFE@ENT,

—
WAIT 7 FOR WHAT?

JACK THE RIPPER.
CO0. WHAT NONSENGE .
ANL PON'T You &o
TELLING THE WoORLD
THAT T'M YU @IRL
MISTER SIMVS.,
WHEN I PICK A
SWEETHEART,

WONT BE Yau /




THAT'G A
JOkE, THAT 18/ |
Al THaTG --HA-HA-
PN HA-HA-HA /.

You T Yeu.
A COLD-BLOOPED
MURDPERER 7

AND WHAT'S WRONG WITH
ME?7 1 COULD BE THE
RIFPFPER. HOW PO YOU
KNOW T'M NOTZ NOW--

I You CAN GEE HOW (T WRB, CANT YOu TALL
THOGE PECPLE, LALUGHING T AFTER A WHILE,

W THEY EORGSOT ALL ABOUT ALFIE, BUT HE

| oM FORGET THEM.

FOOLS ! STURPID
FOOLS.! WHAT DO

THEY KNOWZ WHAT
DOES SHE KNOW T
1 COULD BE THE

HHITHITIAAN

Wy 1 )

e =

HEY. ALFIE/ LEAVING
ALFEADY? BETTEK
BE CAREFUL. PON'T
LET THE RIFFER
GET YOou . THE REAL
EIPPER THAT 157 4

ALL RIGHT, LAUGH.
L AUGH, YOU GRINNING
APES ./ BUT BEFORFE
THIS NIGHT 1S5 COVER
YoU'LL BE LAUGHING
OUT OF THE OTHER
SIPE OF YOUR :
- * MOUTHS .”

O, NO. HE DION'T FORGET THEM. AND HE
WAS JUeT A LITTLE AMAN, /T DIPN'T TAKE
LONG. PRETTY SOON, ALFIE WAS FLiLL OF
RAGE =ANEZ ALE.

=

I'LL SHOW HEES
I'LL SHOW 'EM S &
ALL/ LAUGH AT e W]
ALFIE SIMMS, e
WILL THEY 7

)

+




THAT WAS JUST THE ALE
TALKING, OF COURSE, ALFIE
EON'T REALLY MEAN TO
CONVMNIT MURDER THAT NIGHT:
BUT THE RAGE ANL THE
MUMILIATION WEEE TWIN
NRES BURNING INGIDE HiM...

FOOLS.,
THEY/RE ALL
FOOLS, THEY
THINK T'M
NOBODY--

b RIGHT, 60 ON/! LAUGH
LAUGH LIKE THE OTHERS /
BUT: I'M AS GOOD A MAN

AS'THE RIPPER ANYTIME.
ANE T'LL PROVE IT/T WILL/
. YOU'LL SEE.

YOU, AGAIN,
WHAT AFFE
YOU POING
OUT HERE 7

AFRAIP OF

ME7 THAT'S
IT, IBN'T I1T7

YEG, POOR ALFIE. IN THE -
ENG. IT WAS THE GOOD ~
NATURED CONTEMPT OF
THE BOBBIES THAT DICIT,
HE HUNTED, AFTER THAT
ANE AT LAST, His BLEARY
ALE -FOBBED EYES FOUND
WHAT THEY SOUGHT...

NOTHING.”
I WAS TJUST
WALKING/ 15
THERE A LAW
AGAINST THAT?
OF AEE You

 AH, COME
OFF IT. ALFIE.
YOU'RE
PEUNK S0
YOu JueT
BE A cOOoP
LITTLE BOY
AND EUN
4 ALONG RIGHT.
m WE'VE GOT
A WORK TO
PO,

YOU'RE NOT
REALLY SURE,
ARE YOUT
YOU THINK T
MIGHT REALLY
PE THE RIPFER,
PON'T you?

EVEN THEN, HE MIGHT NOT
REALLY HAVE TRIED TO KilL.
IE ONLY THE WOVIAN HAD NOT
LALIGHED.” IFE ONLY HE®R FiesT
SHOCK: HAD NOT WORN OFF
SO PUICKLY... : —
'..'.EE;;. '

WHAT--WHERE Y
I yYou COME
FROM? WHO -

AV

<
A

—




HOME ! YOU'LL SCREAMT LITTLE MANS IF ONLY THE
I'M JACK TJACK THE-- NEVER SEE BEG” BECAUSE | WOMAN HADN'T SAIL THAT!
THE YOU 7 YOU'EE | HOME AGAIN/ 'SOME PRUNKEN | ALL THAT ALFIE WANTED WAS
RIPFER ./ PRUNK. ANTY I'VE ALEEADY SOT PRETENDS) To 85 FEAREL, RESPECTED.
T HAVE TO KILLED SiX TO BE WHAT BUT THE WORDS WERE
GET HOME. | WOMEN/AND HE'S NOT? < LikE A BomB EXPLOPING
GET OUT OF | YOU'RE NUMBER \ PON'T YOU N HiEe HEACY :
SEVEN., SCREAM.| THREEATEN ME, }
GO ON/SCREAM/ A LITTLE MAN// LITTLE- No)esET
; 1 LITTLE-~ AWAYGET
YOU'RE JUST ’
LIKE ALL THE |
REST. YOURE
LAUGHING AT
MES T WAE
GOING TO LET
You GO/
I BUT NOW--

W THAT MaMENT, HE AL— (/N THE ENG, iT WAS ALFIE WHO DIEG, BUT | i
MOST D/0 COMMIT MURDER.)HE NEVER SAW THE /RONY OF I7. EVEN &
BUT MEN LIKE ALFIE THEN, HE STILL HAD HIG PRIPE.HE a7
NEVER succeep, NOT AT 4l STILL GASPED HIS QUESTIAN...

ANYTHING . IT WAEN T THE :
youT NO. T + You GEETLIKE T

WowmAN WHO wWhAs THE
VICTIVG, THAT NIGH Teer MY INSIPES-THEY PIPN'T GUESS. T SAIP AT THE START,

BURN —YOU-- WHYZ | KNEW. WHO IT WAS FUNNY=IN A
HOW=--HOW PIP WOULDP KNOW GRIM, MACABRE
YOU GUESS THAT BETTEE 7 YOU'RE WAY. ANYONE WOLLC
T WASN'T-JACK 4 JUST LIKE THE HAVE THOUSHT S0,
THE RIFFER T I- FOLICE ./ You ANYONE - EXCEPT
COoULD HAVE BEEN-~ /) JUST TOOK 1T+ & ALFE,
; FOR GRANTEDP

THAT THE RIFPER

WAS A MAN.) How couLp

BUT You WERE & | YoU BE JACK THE

WRONG.” : RIPFPER-WHEN
ran=







SOMETIMES I WONDER IF EVEN THATS §o'. ||

BUT WE CAN'T. NOT SO Y G = gvhill

LONG AS THERE'S ANY BT hE o WORTH TAKING CARE OF HIM ALL DAY |
Gk SR LONG, LISTENING TO THOSE BORING -
- SEA STORIES..s e o |

CHANCE OF THERE |
REALLY BEING A Fi gl
TREASURE.” g4 | BN

M JUST GLAD WE FEINALLY DECIPED| f HELLO, T/ " WONDPERFUL. COME
TO HIRE A NURSE TO... FRAN LAWRENCE B ON IN.” T/M CARL
THE NEW LIVE=IN 8 HARRISON, AND
rHAT" NURSE SENT BY IR THIS |2 MY WIFE
PROBABLY THE AGENCY ; JAHIGE.
HER NOW, T g e,

WE HAVE A SUEPEISE FOR

THAT OLD FOSSIL N THERE 1S MY UNC @l [we H
‘HATEH © HARRIGON, HE LOST THE USE OF Bl | YOU, UNGLE WATCHZ THIS 16
HIS LEGS - ANP MOST OF HIS MIND --WHEN B8l | FRAN LAWRENCE, YOUR
W i | NEW NURSE,/ NOW You'LL
i | HAVE A FRIEND WHO CAN

HIS MERCHANT SHIFP WENT DPOWN
SOMEWHERE OFF THE KEY&, ABOUT g
TWENTY=-EIGHT YEARS AEL... sl | | PE wrrH You EVERY

S HE'LL DRIVE You SMFLY WILDP WITH B
N HiS DUMB JOKES AND INSANE SEA B8 |
A STORIES., YOU CAN'T BELIEVE A S
& WORD HE S4Y5 T YOU.'STRICTLY §
B A LOONY, WE ONLY KEEFP HMW :
HERE BECAUSE WE LOVE HiMS0// I8

-u-'ﬁ."

 CONTING L TR 398 DAcT TOLOWING 18




l'oF coureE, T PoNT
KNOW VERY MUCH ABOUT
THE-SEA , CAFPTAIN
HARRISON. YOU'LL HAVE
TO BE PATIENT WITH ME

. WHILE T LEARN.S

BUT T HAVE BEEN
APMIRING THESE MODELS
OF YOURS.” THE
WORKMANSHIP You've
FUT INTD THEMW 19
SIMPLY UNBELIEVABLE/

o E?r-:.:n-e:,ar:-: CARL , JANICE --YDU TWO N
KN RUN ALONG NOW.” T WANT T
SFEND SOME TIME ALONE WITH
MY NEW NURSE HERE /T'VE GOTA

FEELIN' WE'RE GONNA GET
ALONG FEINE S,

FEAN LIKED
THE OLDP SEA
CAPTAIN, AND
HE LIKED HER.
N THE MONTHS ,
THAT FOLLOWED |\,
THEY BECAME ' -
S\ FAST ARIENDS... o Sl

L B ] I"* _l. :
HUMORIN’ AN OLD GEEZER LIKE ME/NOT N
LIKE MY GREEDY NIECE AND NEPHEW BACK |
THERE --_JUST WAITIN' LIKE VULTURES TO
EE IF I HAVE ANYTHING VALUABLE TO LEAVE
- o EM WHEN T CROAK. _

H—

B o T

TONIGHT/ TM GONNA REPAY YOU FOR
ALL YOUIVE DONE FOR ME/ YOULL S

“YOU ALEEADRY KNOW MY LEGSS WAS
‘ PARALYZEP WHEN MY SHIP WENT 4
I COWN IN A STORM SOVEWHERE .
=~\ OFF THE KEYS.” EVERY HAND ON
i BOARD WAS LOST, 'CEPTN ME.

S iee EnoveH, §
8 7HAT NIGHT..

OH. GO ON NOW, CAPTAIN,” T
YOU KNOW YOU PON'T OWE A
ME ANYTHING .~ i




|

4 BUT WHAT ANOBOZPY KNOWS
15 THAT THE SHIP WASN'T JUsT
CARRYIN ' SUGAR AN COTTON
LIKE IT WAS SUPFPOSELD TO.BUT
A FORTUNE IN PEAELS ANPP
PRECIOUS GEMS THﬂ.'l' WE
waAsS sMmMUSELIN FE::J_#V
THE ORIENT.

NOW,
CAPTAIN »

Te TRUE,

THE WRECK 1€ RIGHT OFF THIZ
EEEF -- IN LESS'N TWO
HUNDPRED FEET OF WATER.

I'M TELLIN " YA,/

&7 AN’
SALY

.r‘
'|
=

Fdl

I.. i
.‘..

I

NO ONE'S BOTHERED TO
MESS WITH IT, 'CAUSE
THE SUGAR AND COTTON
\ WAG E’UIMEF LONG AGO -
WORTH
S el au* NOBODY
=" [ 4?2« BUT ME v:mr:-w-*-& ABOUT=-
e THE JEWELS.”

Yo couLlP,”

FJFT‘Y FIF'E"?".-

?-E_FUT DON'T LET MY NIECE AND NEPHEW |
LEARN ABOUT IT/ THEY'D K/LL FOR IT.
T KNOW THEY WOULEY
ONLY REASON THEY
CAPTAIN HARRISON,

BEEN KEEPIN'ME
HERE IS IN HOPES A | | FLEASE. IT'S JUST
PLAIN SILLY FOR A

FINPIN OUT ABOUT
My TREASLURE .~ MAN YOUR AGE TO
BE MAKING UF

N
W WILD STORIES
N ABOUT SUNKEN

r‘fA THINK T'/M CRAZY, PO YAT
A LITTLE SENILE, MAYBEZ WELL,
MAYBE YOU'LL EELIEFE THIS,;

THEN.” LOOKIT IT. A FPEARL—

LOOKIT ME IN THIS WHEELCHAIR T
CAN'T GET THE TEEASURE.

ERAN --YOU EEEH Gool? TO ME;
FEAL GO0, T WANT TO EHAEE
\ MY TREASUEE W]TH youLu.”

BUT 4

-----

c,san OF A Hﬁfﬂﬁ? EGG,” £ "N




AN' THERE'S A THOUSAND MORE LIKE IT DOWN Y S0 THE OLD CoOT POES HAVE
THERE — A WHOLE CHESTFEUL —-LESS'N TWO i\ A TREASURE,” WELL THAT'S JusT |f=
HUNDRED FEET POWNS NOW DO YA BELIEVE ME T i DAND Y :

=T SOUNDS
{ HNCREPIBLE, B-BUT
A-ALL RIGHT,
TOMORROW'S MY
CAY OFF,7 IF IT7LL
MAKE YOU HAPPY;
T'LL RENT A BOAT
L' AND SOME ScUBA
A\ GEAR AND “TRY TO
FIND T/

TOMORREOW, WHEN THAT NURSE I'M GETTING CLOSE * [T's HARP TO

SOES PIVING, GHE'S GOING TO THE SPOT MARKEP {(BELIEVE THERE'S

TO HAVE SOME_ UNEXPECTED ON CAPTAIN HARRISONS ) A REAL TREASURE
COMPANY” _ 4 THEEEi;E ﬁTF'éL-LrTHQT

T

IT WON'T TAKE TOO

 LONG TO CHECK HIS
STORY.” THAT LARGE Y}
SHADPOW T SEE DOWN &

THERE.S PROBABLY

HEEE IT IS5, ALL RISHT--JUST WHERE *®
' HE sS4l IT'C BE./T'LL sWiM
THROUGH THAT HOLE IN THE BOTTOM, 4
THEN LOOK ARDUND FOR THE METAL Ji&
CHEST THAT'S SUPPROSED TO B85
= e i




THE HOLE &S WIPE P
ENOUGH ALL T HAVE TO T

THEY'VE FOLLOWED NE-=,
N TRIED TOAIL ME/
f (rvegor o R
£ GET Away/”,  FRAR

jpP ' T SEE THE REMAINS OF ™
(S THE SUGAR AND COTTON
T SWEAR, IF THIS |15 JUST
ANOTHEE OF THE OLP MAN'S
Y\ CRAZY STORIES, T'LL--

HE'G SIGNALLING ME NOT

& O BOTHER FIRING ANOTHER
HE'S RIGHT. THE TREASURE
BELONGS TD WHOEVER
SALVAGES T FIRST--ANP
SHE WON'T BE COMING BACK,

)

WIT.-" THAT LOCKED

CHEST,” THAT MUST BE
IT/ WBYE FOUND IT”

o N

LOCK WAS &0 ROTTERP
WITH AGE, IT WAaAS EASY
TO BUST OPEN. NOW TD =~




1 UNNNMHHH ==~
o CRISTG
P-FINNE? HERE.”
CAN'T G-SET~

LOOSE,” UNNHH.”

JANICE,” HELP ME, DAMN ) a8l | EVEN IN MY DREAMS S
YOU.. HELP ME/ , =% | I NEVER SAW WEALTH e g
e e LIKE THIS., WHY SHOULDP R e s
I HELP CARL7Z WITH L
HIM GONE, THE WHOLE

TREASU WiLL
WHY ISN'T SHE NE

HELFING ME 7T
WHAT IN BLAZES

16 SHE WAITING e, 1ot JOMl b THE TREASURE . GHE

WANTS (T FOR HERSELE.”
, SHE'S GOING TO LEAVE

* X .

FFLA | ot . b
ME HERE.” LEAVE ME .T:WH \\EF . =
i s~ HEEE TO prﬂ’ _,:;“:-_E.i'.l;j;‘-"-:f .._i. :

:‘____- ; % WHY You DIRTY, pguELE-I.[:EGErEIHE..

SR |
TREY A TASTE

N Y (BLUE)
(AR H-HAVE
TO.. HAVE (GLUB)
(GLUB 6LUB)

)

P e ¥
e ¥ |

L3
= =




P-PLEASE (GAGP./ GLUB.) &
A-AIR --CGLUB GLUB.) pd
A-AlR - __,.

nw&s TILL PIE DOWN 2t

F HE:EJ!# BLIT I WGNIT .!" i

DIE ALOVE-~ HAHA ~ BT
HA#MAH.

,{'EHEH aaawf,:
C-CAPTAIN -

{ (Gasp’) caPTAIN U
HA:maam
g -.-':-':': -

b/ DEAR qu.
WHAT'S HAPFENEDP
™ You? =

K&rép (ecB) *THV&W EE:E, THEEE’; m:ww
TREASURE. BE FRETTIN'

_ I FOUND 1T~/ B-BUT YOUR NIECE TEEASURE--" NOW = .| THE TREASURE,” T KNOW
(GASE) AND (GASP) NEPHEW=T-THEY THEY'VE &OT IT. T oaww - WHERE THERE'S PLENTY
TRIED TO. TO ACILL ME/T BARELY O, LM 9O GORRY, Y Y T OF OTHER SUNKEN
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Once more | have returned to the mortal vale after
weighing the fate of mankind and deciding that it needs
my presence a little longer. After ali, where would Weird
Mystery Tales be without me?

in any case, it is time for me to examine your
loathsome letters and see if any amongst you are ready
to be admitted to the privileged company of those whose
names are enscribed in The Cosmic Log. Let us see who
has earned my attention this month . . .
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Dear Destiny,

Put my name in the ol' Cosmic Log. Here | am!

First, issue #7 was the best yat! The two stories were
magnificent. In fact, | can't tell which was better. “If This
Boy Is But To Live” was a really weird mystery tale. It
was like a Hitchcock movie, the end lets you write in your
own conclusions. The same with “The Widow Of Dr.
Kaiogi.” but | know the good doctor will be back to lake
care of things.

Seven was great. now I'm waiting for eight!

Tom Q'Connell. Charlestown, R.I.

P.S. You should star in a story or two!

Stories featuring me are on their way, beginning this
155ue with “The Curse.”
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Dear Destiny.

| was never thrilled with the idea of using hosts in
comics. | think they're dull . . . particularly in your casel
There you are, issue after issue, giving dumb introduc-
tions to stories. | sincerely wish that someone (are you
listening. Joe?) would put you out of our miseryl

While | dislike you. Destiny, | think the stories in Weird
Mystery Tales are really good. Both the stories and the
artwork rank up there with the best.

“The Widow of Doctor Kaiogi” was an exceptionally
fine story, and the art was some of deZuniga's best. *'If
This Boy Is But To Live . . .I" was another winner by
Steve Skeates. One thing puzzies me about the name of
the artigt though. | know there's @8 Nestor Redondo . . ..
but Frank?

Well, keep up the good work on Waird Mystary and
Destiny . . . GET LOSTU
Howard Kaye, Brooklyn, New York

When | looked up your name in The Cosmic Log I knew
that a horrible fate awaited you . . . and | found out
that . . . . . . you're a sweet boy with very good
tastel | agree with you, I'm very tirad of that dumb
Destiny and | think that it's high time that somebody
funny took over this letters page. so ['ve given up my
job at the Sinister House to chesr you poor, tired
readers up! That's right, your own darling Eve, the
thousand year old witch is here for good|
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Dear Dastiny, ]

| didn’t like Weird Mystery Tales #7, You really didn‘t
finish your stories. The art was pretty bad.

The first story, “The Widow Of Doctor Kaiogi,” was
pretty good, but what happened to the girl who got a job
as a maid for Mrs. Kaiogi?

The other story, “If This Boy Is But To Live . . .."was
on the fence. | don't like Frank Redondo’s art. His
monster wasn't good enough.

The stories were okay, | guess, but you're slipping up

on your work.
Carole Morrison, Norfolk, Va.

See, nobody likes that dummy Destiny! He was get-
ting so slipshod that the mag probably would have
fallen to pieces if | hadn’t moved in. This place really
needed a woman's touch.

Dear Editor,

There are, a wise old sage once said, but a few plot
situations available to the writer of fiction. The genre
doesn’'t matter, be it mystery. science fiction. the weird
« » - what you must do is take that well-worn plot and
make it live . . . through the magic of personal style. If
i's good enough for Willie (| assume the sage meant
Shakespeare, whom he said he knew personally),it's more
than good enough for you.

| have tried ever since, as | pursued the muses, 10
follow my ancient teacher’s advice. It's a real pleasure to
pick up Weird Mystery #7 and see that John Albano has
been listening to the same voice. 'The Widow of Doctor
Kaiogi” could have: been simply another hackneyed
retelling of the same old crooked medium story . . .
whereby his scheme for cheating the bereaved widow of
her fortune is thwarted by supernatural interference.
That's indeed what happened /n the story, but that's
not what happened to it. Blessed by a powerful sense of
dramatic pacing. Albano delivered the trite plot 10 a very
palatable point of interest and originality; | point to the
very fine final page, where the point of the story . , . the
protection of the living innocent by the loyal dead . . .is
made obliquely and subtly . . .and therefore much more
powerfully than it would have been were it done in a less
dramatic fashion.

Aided throughout by effective art by deZuniga (whose
shadows—and what more important item exists for a
weird comic/-—were especially fine), Albano turned out a
very good story. More of the same, please. Life has been
breathed into a long moribund genre. the occult in the
COMICS,

Guy Lilian HI, Lewiston, N.Y.

See what kind of du// letters Destiny attracted? Gee, |
hope you can write a better letter. Why don't you try,
and then send it to me at WEIRD MYSTERY TALES,
National Periodical Publications, 75 Rockefeller
Plaza, N.Y.. N.Y. 10018.



