A STORY ABOUT HOW ME ANP A COUPLE
OF BUDDIES SQUARED OFF AGAINST THE
VERY LEGIONS OF HELL... AND MAYBE
EVEN SAVED THE WORLD.

IVE ALWAYS BEEN PARTIAL TO HAPPY ENPINGS--
THE SINGING COWBOY RIPING OFF INTO THE SUNSET
AFTER RESCUING THE RANCHER'S DAUGHTER.

BUT I RECKON THAT
| JWST AIN'T THE WAy
| OF THE WORLD.

THIS STORY'S GOT |
|| VAMPIRES, TOO,
} LOADS OF THEM, §
BUT NOT IN THE
BEGINNING.

LIKE ALL GOOD YARNS,

THIS ONE HAS |TS SHARE
OF ACTION, APVENTURE,
MYSTERY, AND ROMANCE.

AS FOR HOW IT ENPS,
THOUGH, YOU'LL HAVE TO
JIPGE FOR YOURSELF.




...YOU
GET WHAT
I'M SAYING,
IT'S A

DON'T
v BAD OMEN,
, YA ASK
ME.

= I SAW IT
YESTERDAY, YA
GET ME? YESTERDAY.

AND YOU KNOW
AS WELL AS I DO,
YOU DON'T NEVER
SEE A BLUE JAY ON

A FRIDAY...

THAT'S THE DAY
THEY FLY DOWN TO
HELL TO GET THEIR

ORPERS FROM

THE DEVIL.

HELL, R.F.

AND
WHAT DO You
) SUPPOSE THAT
MEANS?




I AIN'T NO
EXPERT IN OMENS
AND PORTENTS AND
THE LIKE, BUT I
KNOW ONE WHEN
1 5EE--

DON'T KNOW IF
YOU REALIZE 1T, BUT
MA'AM...

STANDING IN THE
MIDDLE OF THE
ROAD LIKE THAT IS

GET YOURSELF
KILLED.

AND I DON'T KNOW IF
YOU KNOW [T, BUT THERE'S A e
MAS5 TARANTULA MIGRATION er |
UNDERWAY. MY LIFE, THEY'LL

You SPIDERS AIN'T ~ BE RUNNING
WERE GOING NOTHING AGAIN THIS
TO PLOW NEW. II";/EE ANFEXT

RIGHT OVER
THEM.

YOU'D THINK
THAT IF YOU'RE
ACCUSTOMED TO
THE SPIDERS...




...YOU'D LEARN
TO BE MORE
CAREFUL.

I RECOGNIZED
HER, OF COURSE.

IN A TOWN LIKE SPIPER CREEK, A YOUNG COLLEGE

GIRL FROM THE CITY--ESPECIALLY ONE WHO WAS

SURVEYING THE TARANTULA POPULATION--WAS THE
SUBJECT OF QUITE A BIT OF GOS5IP.

HER NAME WAS SUE HATCHELL,
AND SHE STUPIED SPIPERS.

NOW THAT, I THINK
WE CAN AGREE, IS A
DAMN FINE...

& THANKS FOR
UNDERSTANDING!

HAVE

A GOOD

REST OF
) THE DAY!

... THE KIND THAT FILLS
OUT THEM SHORTS IN |
ALL THE RIGHT
PLACES.

HAVE
SOME DAMN
MANNERS.



THIS IS SPIPER CREEK. |-

A "ONE HORSE TOWN,” MAYBE,
AND THAT SUITS ME JUST FINE.

WY N

BEFORE I BLEW MY KNEE OUT ANP MY

DREAMS OF COLLEGE PLAYING FOOTBALL A BIG CITY WOULD HAVE
DPRIEP UR I WANTED TO GET AWAY TO CHEWED ME UP ANP SPIT
SOME PLACE BIGGER AND BETTER. ME OUT LIKE OLD CHAW.

IN SOME WAYS, MY BAD

KNEE MIGHT HAVE BEEN

THE BEST THING COULPA
HAPPENED TO ME.

/T JUST TOOK ME A WHILE TO
SEE JUST HOW GOOP I HAD IT IN
THIS SLEEPY LITTLE COMMUNITY.

r—.-

FOLKS HERE STILL HAVE THE COMMON
DECENCY TO WAVE WHEN THEY FASS BY, DULCIMER MUSIC ECHOES T e |

AND MOST PEOPLE FEEL PERFECTLY SAFE W
L LEAVING DOORS UNLOCKED AT NIGHT. sl il

FISHING S GOOP, AND IVE
PERSONALLY SEEN GRIZZLED
OLDP MEN PULL FAT, TWO-FOOT
LONG CATFISH OUT OF THE
RIVER ONLY TO TO55 THEM BACK
FOR "BEING TOO SCRAWNY.”

g, | -

NO 5IR, I CANT IMAGINE WANTING
TO LIVE ANYWHERE ELSE.




