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THERE
YOou oo,
BOYS! FETCH
OINNER!
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ALWANYS
GOING AFTER
THINGS TW/ICE
YOUR sI(ZE.

OH,
LION.




PhMLM

i m
d[/{ﬂw LI///’qu .

-

m(b Mg cc. . :
MI //(tumo s










yOu
WANTED
TO SEE ME,
Sl

COME IN,
AGENT
MULDER,

TRIIRIT

L 3 ‘_ 5

10:37




THERE'S

GENT JOHN

ALTHAM WAS
UNTING IN THE
SRANS HARBOR
DLJMT\( AREA.

OW HE'S
/?/gs'm/c,

HE's AN
E%C_CJLELLENT

PERSONAL
FRIEND.,

CIRCUMS TANCES
m/{/cegﬁ:rr% THEBCASE
| =
HANDLED 8‘? SOMEONE
WITH YOUR
EXPERIENCE.




FOR YEARS IN
AFRICA,, NATINE
LEGENDS TOLD
OF A TRIBE OF

LNING IN THE
MOUNTAINS,

THIS SKETCH WAS DRAWN
BY AN EYE WITMNESS, DeESPITE
THIS EVIDENCE, MOST SCIENTISTS
BELIEVED THE HAIRY MEN TO BE A
PROOUCT OF NAT IVE /1A /MNATIOM,

OR LOST :
MISSIONARIES
BADLY IN
NEED OF A

SHAVE.

THE MISSIONARY
THEORY WAS
RULED OUT WHEN
ATHAIRY MANY WAS
CARPTURED:
SCUuLLY,

AN SR 3 B
P RO R e

-
i E.;.




I'M TALKING
ABOUT THE MOLNTAIN
GOR/ILA, UNKNOWN TO WESTERN
SCIENCE UNTIL (903, JUusST GOES
TO SHOW THERE ARE L/UNITS

TO THE REACH OF HARD SCIENCE.

SURPRISE

Re, MULDER. Jf THERE'S A WHOLE
B FIELO OF SCIENCE
AN .. CRYPTOZOOLOGY

.DEVOTED TO THE
W SEARCH FOR UN-

\ KNOWN SPECIES.

I CON'T THINK
THENY'NVE FOUND
ANY BRONTOSAURS
YET, THOUGH.

A FISH CALLED
THE COELANC AN TH
WAS BELIENED EXTINCT
FOR S/ XTY-FIVE ML I/IOA,
YEARS, UNTIL 1939 WHEN
ONE WAS CAUGHT OFF THE
COAST OF sOUTH AFRICA,




IF A GORILLA OR A

FisH, WHY NOT SOME-

THING CcLOSER TO
HOME 7>

YET/,

CHACHUNNA;
SASQUATCH, THOUSANDS
8/16 FOOT, OF SIGHTINGS
THE NORTHWEST, ACROSS THE GLOBE

CHINA, RUSSIA; FOR HLINDREDS
AUSTRALIA, OF YEARS. ALMOST
A BouTous as UFos.

THERE'S A PLETHORA
OF EYEWITNESS
ACCOLINTS, HAIR-
SAMPLES, AND
UNUSUAL FOOT-
PRINTS.

AT A REPUTED EIGHT
TO-TEN FEET TALL, BIG
FOOT MAY BE A sur-
VIVING COUsSIN OF
GICANTOPITHECUS, A
GIANT, EATINCT APE
WHOSE REMAINS
HAVE BEEN FOUND.

ON OCTOBER 20, 1967,
ROGER PATTERSON
PROVIDED EV/IDENCE
FOR THE CREATURE'S
EXISTENCE ALMOST AsS
COMPELLING As A SIZE
30, TRIPLE-E-WIDE
SHOE BOX.

IT WAS A
FEW sSECONMD<S
OF 16mm FILM

SHOWING A L/VING
SASQUATCH. EXPERTS
CONTINUE TO DEBATE
ITS AYTHEMNTICITY.




ISN'T BIG
FOOT A LITTLE
OuT OF YOUR
BAILIWICK,
MULDER >

IS, SCULLY, BUT v BUT IT SEEMS
1S PARTICULAR BY AND LARGE, AS THOUGH THE
\SE HAS sSOME THE REPORTS ONE WE'RE
NUSUAQL FEATURES INDICATE THE AFTER HAS
-EVEN FOR A BIG SASQUATCH ArRE KIDNAPPED
FOOT STORY, PEACEFLIL, A FEDERAL

ALMOST

SKI7 TISH, AFRAID
OF HUMAN

CONTACT,




TRACKS ARE
FADING
ALREADY.

I CAN TELL YoU
THIS, THOUGH..,
8/& FOOT IS
DEFINITELY AOT
A MISNOMER.

THIS (S
WHERE THEY
FOUND WHAT
WAS LEFT OF
WALTHAM'S
CAMP.




HEEL !

WALTHAM'S
WIFE SAID HE
HAD TWO DOGS.
LION 1S THE ONE
TO WATCH OuUT
FOR. AS~ IS A
COWARD AT
HEART



GOOD THING ;
WE FOUND 454, J©
EHZ




F?Eé 5,4 e
DA?ACoON/




NES, MISTE
Mcs’cASL 5

HUNTER, M1 ASS.
THAT P1&'S NEVER
LEFT HIS OESK.

HUNTING'S A SPORT,
HE'S A SICK sAD1S7"
WITH NOTHING BUT
TIME AND MONEY,
A COMPUTER NERO
WHO'S PLAYED TOO
MANY GAMES TO
KNOW WHAT'S
REAL ANYMORE.

YOU KNOW THERE'RE
s Ao
LEFT? THAT'S \NHY
HE WANTS TO &/2L

IT GQWNES HIM A

TIME FOR
ANOTHER RUN
WITH THE LAST
OF THE BIG-TIME
HUNTERS, EA,
BOON>

Z'1 A HUNTER. |

AT LEAST I W/SED WALLET 'S
TO BE. UNTIL HE WINNING SO
HIRED ME. FAR. AIN'T

oo
W,
NEVER THOUGHT FOREVER,

I'D WONDER |F
THAT MucH
MOMNEY WAS
WorRTH 1T,
UNTIL T cAME
TO WORK HERE.

THOUGH.

NOW I THINK
ABOUT |T EVE
DAY, WALLET
sS7TOMACH.

RY
OR }




~

TS SN




SO YOU'RE THE
FAMOUS KOMNODO
ORAGOMN -- WORLD'S

SOME._OF YOUR
BROTHERS ARE AS
BiG AS SEVEN-
Teel FEET

vicloUs,
POISONOUS...
EVEN KNOWN TO |}
ATTACK, KILL,
AND EAT

SO STRONG, SO LIKE A GOO TO . BUT NOW,
POWERFUL... YOUR PREY IN THE LITTLE GOD;
MOMENT OF THEIR YOU'RE ALL
MINE.

AND TO THINK...AS A BOY,
I USED TO AMUSE MYSELF
BY KILLING NSECTS/




\BETTY! RONNIE! QENICKLY,
NY TRUSTED HOLINDS L7

\ =l

N\w ‘f\“__&\.‘,. 7 ' F/,ﬁ &

~
T

¥ AN THIS CLIMATE, <O FAR FroM |
I7Ts TROP/CAL HOME, (T~ WON'T K
LAS7T MORE THAN A FEW £A4Ys,

TRy . o ¢ L~ e
) o P g 3 134 .7 Py
A e N * N SOVIES Pay
SRR N 4 N
el i,
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p -
B £4 AV i 71 I ,
k "(/J{’/i’.f’b.vr_mm:-tﬂjﬁr!’lﬁ/ﬁ /
e = VAND INE WANT IT STRONG
ENOULGH TO GIVE s A
GO0 LL/N."
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MISTER
McCASLIN?

MISTER
McCASLIN...







YOU'RE
RELATINELY
NEW TO US,
SAM, sOTI'LL
AsSSUME
you're
CAPABLE OF
LEARNING.

I AM
NOT TO Be&
TOLCHED.

NOW WIPE YOUR
FACE AND GO TELL
BOON TO MAKE
CERTAIN THAT GUN'S
RERAIRED.




=108
VERTEBRAE
COMPLETELY

SHATTERED.
. |

RIGHT INCISOR
BADLY CRACKED.
THERE sSEEMS TO
BE sOME AAN/AAL
\ MAT7TERL ON THE i
b LEFT, THOUGH.

LOOKS LIKE LION
BIT OFF MORE

THAN HE COULD
CHE W,




HAVING
A G H TMA?E




NOW YOU cAN sEE WHY
THERE ARE sO MAAY OF
THEM. LOOKS LIKE HE'S
GOT GOOD TASTE |IN

cARS, THOUGH.

NICE ENTER-

TANMENT CANCER

CENTER.

OF SOME
OF YOUR

BECENTLY. WE
RECEINED AN

NHERITANCE.

HUSBAND 'S

EXPERENCE,
MR'S. SPENCER.

HUNTING pre4aM
DOESN'T PAN WELL,
I'M AFRAID. SO WE
DECIDED TO 7TREAT
OURSELVES A LITTLE,




HAS PRETTY MUCH PUT JUST AS WELL
ME OU7 OF THE B/& I'M NOT MUCH

~OO7 BUSINESS, OF A HUNTER Of
AN EXPERT

YOU'RE A GOOD
LIAR, H%rél, MISTER

T
SPENCER.

IVE READ SOME
OF YOUR WORK_AND
WAS IMPRESSED
WITH WHAT T THOUGHT
WAS TS SINCERITY.

IN FACT, DIDN'T

YyOUu ONCE BOAST

THAT IF GINEN

THE PROPER FUNDING..,
ABOUT TWO A1/LLIOAS...
YOU CcOULD DELIVER

A LIVING BIG FOOT?

I'VE ALSO GOT
A BRIDGE IN BROOKLYA
I CAN SELL yOU FOR AI
sSONG.

I WAS HALF-HOPING
SOMEONE MIGHT TAKE
ME &P ON THAT OFFER,

BUT NO
ONE WAS EVER
S 7LPIO ENOUGH
TO BELIEVE ME.




I'M SORRY, BUT
WE REALLY JUST

OUR LIVES
BEHIND US.

DESPITE WHAT
HE TOLD yOuU,
MY HUSBAND
/s AVERY
SINCERE MAN.

AN YOU /MAGINE \NHAT
IT WAS LIKE, DAY IN, DAY ouT,
CHASING AFTER SOMETHING
MOST PEOPLE DON'T BELIEVE
EX/STS--BEING R/IDICULED
-\ FOR FIFTEEN YEARS >

7 NO REWARDS,
NO SATISEACTION,
NO A/NT THAT
SUCCESS MIGHT EVEN
o BE POSS/IBLE?

/. SO HE FINALLY
SAVE WP, IF YOu
KNEW WHAT HE'S
BEEN THROUGH, T

DON'T THINK

\ yOou'o LAME

i HIAA.

-

OH, I THINK T MIGHT
HAVE some IDEA OF
WHAT IT'S LIKE.

THANKS
FOR YOUR,
> TIME.




DID you
A

Tt cALL
THE BANKS,
SEE IF T CAN
CHECK ON THAT
INHERITANCE,

ECHHT! 'As LONG AS
reas MRS. WALTHAM
15 STAYING WITH
HER DAUGHTER.
ASH IS Oy
RESPONSIBILITY.
WE COULD DROP
HIM IN A
KENNEL.

GSOT sSOME TEST
RESULTS. THOSE HAIR
AND BLOOD SsAMPLES
ARE DEFINITELY
PRIMATE., NOT
AHEMAN.

OF COURSE,
THAT DOESN'TRULE
OouUT A GORI/LLA.

’ < TIEL

CONTALCT THE
LOCAL ZO0OSs.

sO FAR,
HE'S OUR
oMLY
WITNESS.




B

I | ABsOLUTELY

D15 GUS TING
WHAT WE DO

\ LIKE WE'RE

\ ANIMALS.




THE MAN YOU WANT, IVE GOT
AC—:EMT MULDER, IS5 SOME PROOF
E o /g?sc. j’!.fN ‘!SELJE‘ELL.
PRIVATE !SLAND =
OFF THE

COAST
™

TLL HAVE 70 GET
TLL MEET YOUL TONIGI
AT YOUR MOTEL.
ECGHT FMN.

YOULI'RE DOING THE
RIGHT THING MISTER
SPENCER.




TLL ALWANS
BE PROUD OF
YyOU, JiM.

IIIII

i

I —r ey ) = g |
|

45 P THANKS, BABE. §
. T WISH .Z WAS.

o

YO FIX THAT. = SWEANTIME, T GLAD ITVE GOT
ROSO7, BOONP" THIS CHANCE TO SHOW YOL/
= WHAT A REAL HUNTER /S, S,
] - YOU KILLED THAT AGENT @UICK
ENOUGH, BUT THERE WAS NO
CeL B s s oMy
_ VFIRST THING s, NEVER UNDER-
y z.:rnés ‘?,?/773’2; %&//-/AT OO | es7TiMATE YOUR PREY, »/'Vou /e,
TPEATS THOSE TRNMESS BE SURPRISED HOW EASY AN
BETIER THARHE TREATS | | SNIMAL SN TUST SAELL e
: s SOMETHING'S NOT RIGH 7~




ZSECOND, ALWAYS LISE A
WEAPON 7THAT'S A,
THAT GIVES THE PREY

A CHANCE.

\THAT'S WHAT MAKES
17 A SPORT:

VTHAT'S sOMETHING
MelA4stiN COLILD
NEVER DO. IT RE-
QUIRES RESPECT

WOW, THE REAL TRICK
Is 7O GET INSIDE /75
HEAD. THINK THE WAY
IT COES, AIGURE OUT
HOW YOu CAN MAKE
THE QNI AQ L WORK
FOR YOU,




| "DOESN'T EVEN WANT 7O BE
N TOLCHED. DOESN'T REALIZE
YOLI CAN'TT HUNT \WITHOL T
TOLICHING,

\THE FINAL TRICK,
IF YOL cAN
MANAGE /7.




V.. /18 TO MAKE 7HE
PREY FEEL SHACE,

VWWHEN HE SEES 7THE KEYS,
HE WON'TT WOMNDER FOR
A MINUTE WY THEYRE
THERE. HELL TUUST 7THINK
SOMEBODY WP 7THERE
MUST LIKE Hivl. "

“iso0N 43 pe

MAKES
M/ISTAKE S,




Wi D AS HE TURNS THE [l
ke, HE THINKS HE'S




s THAT'S
HUNTING.

"ONE MORE THING,
SAM. THE BEST

STRATEGIES HAVE
KIND OF INEVIT-

A
ABILITY TO THEA.
TAKE THIS POOR

ZEVEN IF YOU WARNED HIMHIS WIFE

WOLILD TURN HIM OVER FOR THE
MONEY, HE WOULDN'T BEL/IEVE YOUu.

C e YAND THE HUNT WOLILD'VE PLtAYED
:) OUT EXACTLY THE SGME WAY. v

-




THIS PLACE 1S YOU KNOW,
RIGHT OQUT ©OF THE sSTORY
VTHE MOST ABOUT THE &uY
DANGEROUS WHO LIKES TO _
HUNT PEOFPLEZ L

T ODON'T
usuALLY
OPEN MY
DOORS TO

EsSPEC/ALLY
REPRESENTATIVES
OF THE FEOERAL
GOVERNMENT.




wouLp You

WE'LL KEEP HOW
THAT IN_ MIND, UNFORTUNATE. MIND IF WE
SEARCHED

THEN, AND ARCH
U
I cAN'T Q GROUNDS>
IMAGINE WHY
M'.-{E%TE?JOO{*E’J;VOIE YES, AS A
\?E‘-’g}f‘gA%g% ok T VE NEVER MATTER OF
THE, DI SAPPEAR - Tt
ANCE OF AGENT i
TOHN WALTHARA,

WE couLo
EASILY OB-
TAIN A
SEARCH
WAarrANT.

SHORTY AFTER
MENTIONING
YOUR NAME
TO US, HE WAS
BLOWN P IN AN
UMRECGX%TERED




DI SOME CHECKING g HE 8Ys THEM §
J McCASLIN WITH THE MADE-TO- ORDER
"ALS, DO YOU REALIZE AT A LOCAL
OME OF THOSE N TAXIDERANS 7
7OPHIES ARE HIS. 1

WHERE CcOuLD
HE HAVE
GOTTEN TO?

HOW SHOULD
f z KNnOW?P HE'S

NOT M1MY DOG.




MULDER!

I OCON'T
THINK IT WAS
SOMETHING
FUNNY, T
THINK 1T WAS
SOMETHING
FAM L LR




= DON'T WORRY, I HAVEN'T BEEN A
RE YOU CRAZYZ [ sAM. BOON AND T HUNTER 747s LONG
LL 7A&EM AND HAVE AN Escaps WITHOUT LEARNING

1S PLACE WILL ATHIN% OR

ALL WORKED
ouT

YSA'T 1T EXCITING?
IF I DON'T KILL THEM,
THEYLL CHARGE /ME
WITH MURDER. I(F T
DO, MOKE FOLLO W,

"TM ACTLALLY
N DANGER
7~rs TIME,
AREN'T =
YOU KNOW,
IMSORRY T

Z LIKE 7"




T wAas s, 9Vine
SOMETHING FOR
A SPECAL OccAa-
SYON LIKE TH/S,
WAsSN'T T2

GONG TO

74
RELEASE OUR
SPEC/AL GLIEST "




N M 3

SRV

s

PHONE'S OEAC.

WE MUST BE TOO

FAR FROM A RELAY

STATION TO GET
A LINE Ow7




GUESS McCASLIN
DIDN'T HAVE ANY
FRIENDS, SO HE
HAD sOME

BT

M
BECOME A
WITNESS!




YOIl DON'T SLIPPOSE

H )’ HAD A CHANGE OF
HEART AND DECIOED 7O
TLURN HIMSELFE N>

THE DEER, THE LIONS, ‘
= TIGERS, THE RHINOS, i
ald /_ FE&L LIKE WHEA s

HAROLY. AGENT
MULDER. T'VE
NEVER BEEN MORE

EXCITED.

“TH&' RARE ANIMALS PROVIDED
SOME O/IsTRACTION. IF ONLY
BECAQUSE I FELT THEIR ODEATH
HAD SOME COMNSEQLIENCE FOR
THE EARTH.”




AND
MEN ARE\ BUT TI'VE NEVER
ALWAYS |HUNTED A MY7/ AlEEE/
. BEFORE. AND
WHEN (T DIES., MY
- T
“ l [
e L FOREVER.




DER, FORGIVE ME
QUESTIONING YOUR
TEGY HERE, BUT
LON'T WE BE HEAD-
AWAayY FROM THE
LER ROBOTS?

AND IT
LOOKS LIKE
ONE's BEEN

HERE.

WE'LL NEVER
AVOoIo THEM --
THEY'RE TOO
~A

(3

DI YOou
NOTICE THE GUN
AMOUNT ON ONE

WAS LOOSE?>







RE!IT'S ONE
McCASLIN'S
1EN. HE'S
HHR 7

BE THERE
IN A SECOND,




BOON--TIME
FOR THAT

EscArPE WE
DISCUSSED.

AND TRY
TO MAKE IT
IN ONE

EVERY DOG
HAs His oAy,
McCASLIN.
THIS ONE's

MINE.

I THINK

I LL. LET THEM
CcATSAH YOul.
WHILE THEY'RE
BUSY WITH
YOU,, I'LL MAKE
IT TO A BOAT










GRRRRRR!

CGARRRR !
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MULDER! THAT
SCREAM! WHAT

wA4s 'T7

1 HAD [T, SCULLY-- i
iy - Qi

y S ; ) ;
HAR G255 C 5










THE REST OF HIS LIFE, ~WHY THOSE HANDS DID
TAMIN McCASLIN WILL NOT SIMPLY CRUSH HIS
PER WHY HE DID NOT HEAD IN EXCHANGE FOR

TMHAT OAY... ALL THE CRUELTY HE'D

VILL NEVER KNOW
rIN THE LAST

NENT, AS 17 STARED
D THE EYES OF (75
HNT BROTAHER...

- FOR AN IN-
STANT, JL/ST
FOR 4N
INSTANT: ..

AT THOUGHT
17 3AW, FOR
LACK OF A
EETTER
WORD...

- . SOMETHING
MHUM AN,

*THE END-




L 'v‘;f‘siw ETMORUNG O MARS WITH THE DEZD 564 8OTIOM
e 72 : Eag e e R Al
as BUT WHATSOULD
COD LT

THIS BLOO0 QUsST- £ Y IOFE; T RAN
FROM YOUR EARS, YOUR = wS ; OO.( 4 YEAR 7O KILL
TOU. THERE WAS NQ KNOWNAN €L ! & _'wp REMAIMS NG
WOLLD CONTAMMNATE AND KILL THE OTHERS.

THE ONLY S i 0\. WiAS SHOVMG YOU /N A ROCKET AND SHOOT
NG YOU OUT TO EXILE ON MARS,

Adzpred by P CRAIG RUSSELL s ITNICHAEL LARE




£ WANTED VERY MUcH hs TRIE Y WAY "
gE BATK ON S e e
A

AR L.t

S AN AFFLICTION OF
& RUSTES CWES.

TOU'LL GET A% 8AC Af &
AM NOW N ABOUT 5,
WONTMS THEN YOUu WON"Y
ARE p;wa fAm THING
[7%-

SOME TIMES, IF HE SAT RIGHT ANG HELD Hi -s'
HANDS A CERTAN WAY, HE DID IT HE COULD
ALMOST SMELL NEW YORK.

ANOTHER
MORNING, T
WANT EARTH
50 BAT (T

HURTS. 4

COME TOMORROW, T WisSH I u.E;?E AS SICK
PERHAPS T'UL ﬂAJE BN MAYSH
ENOUGH STRENGTH

TO TALK ABOUT

SOME PEACE.

.




A MINUTE LATER, THE WEI(E e

ANOTHER AMMNLTE AND THE
ROCKET RETLRIMED 70 THE
<Y

HELLO. MY NAME'S
LEONARD MARK.

WHAT!'S HAPPENING TO ME?

MEW YORK GREW
UP OUT OF THE

NEOWS EXPLOODED

N ELECTRIC COLOR.

YELLOW TAXIS

GLIDED /N A STiILL
(=

CURTANS ROSE
SFANGLEDMUSIMI.S




B NEW YORK TOWERS FADED MARS Y
RNED. SAUL STOOD ON THE EAPTY g:’hgu;’rotzi"ﬂdé
807 ToM, STARNG LIMPLY AT THiE HERE

NG NEWCOMER.

YOU CAN'T
KNOW HOW
GLAD T AM!

rém MNOOW. THEY HAD BEEN TALKING ALL
T et T Rt s e

MOTHER WAS I
’?LO\L'\_P OF LON:?OM
.u 5 S BORN I USED TOHAVE AN ACT B8AcC!
MONTHS ,A"’-:R (=] _ARTH MOST PEOPLE THO\J(m—(’
I WAs A CHARLATAN.

I QION'T LET ANYONE KNOW
AS REALLY GENUINE, (T

WAS SAFER NOT TO LET T C-JET
AROUND TOO MucH

ROUND THAT WAY, T
THOUGHT T WAS

INSANE.

: twt. PUT DOUN HIS

TR/EC TO
-ato HiS HANDS
ERY STEADY,

I'O LIKE TO BE
ALITTLE CREEK I
USED TO SWIM IN
IN MELLINTOWN,

ILLINOIS WHEN I

wWAS A Kio,

REoaREANY
¢
b4
0
g

9E

i
Owey




NONSENSE, I'M NOT
DOING THIS FOR PAY,
PUT THAT THING BACK

M YOUR POCKET BEFORE
I TURN T (NTO ARATTLING
SNAKE ANO IT BITES YOU.

AU FBLT MHIMSELE
z'wﬂw. OTHER
A0 THE

SEEN
ROCKET FLASH NOW
THEY WERE COMING
TO GREET THE NBW
ARRIVAL.

LOOK,
MARK... T
THINK WE'O
BETTER HEAD
FOR THE
MOUNTA NS,




CON'T YOu M GCO:WEI 10

£ OF THEM
\RE MNSANE!

f-‘ossesil‘JE
MY LIFE'S My
OWN.

THE MEN WNERE OLOSING IMN AROUND HiMl. HE
HEADED FOR THE MHILLS WITH HIS PRECIOUS
GAR GO, WITH NEW YORK ANO GREEN
COUNTRY ANC FRESH SPRINGS AND OLD
FRIENDS HELD IN HIS ARMS




NIGHT FILLED THE CAVE- : COI'J,;?E ;’;Eﬁof“}“F JEMORE YO Say THNGS
AT T AGENT = TH: e
N M.

LL UNTIE
-;Ou ® vou
PRC‘M'\?‘ SE \..O"‘

SALL RAN. N
THE cAvE
ENTRANCE,
PEERNG DOWN
INTO THE MIGHT
FILLEC GULLY...




GOoD
EVENING. COME 1M,
GENTLEMEN,

S’Y AW, E ARGUMENTS
g FW TIES S THL
< ON TINUED. MARK HAD Cas-

way TO SET { : L T , THE Rﬁsf OF THE
O‘ You A TO BE

N ONCE
VORE

SEARCH ! FIND T,
OME WITH THE e r?

E Tl : : O YOU'RE ALL
F!\L*\Ea=|? ™
C"":‘




TOHMSON FELL r
j\g

NEW YORK
GLUNTED O
HARBOR A
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herve in the cold waret
tar from land. we waited every
might for the coming |

and it came and we oiled the

brass machinery and lit the tog
I

tupm i.‘h‘\h‘:h towe

McDunn and I sent the light
touching our, red then white
to eve the lonely ships. And if
theyv did nor see our hight
there was always our voice

the great deep cry of oun
foghorn shuddering

through the rags ot mist

It was a quarter past seven of
a cold November evening. the
heat on, the light swirching its
tail in two hundred directions
the fog horn rumbling in the

high throat of the tower
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The mysteries of the sea,”
MeDunn said thoughfully. “One nighr,
years ago. | was here alone, when all
of the fish of the sea surfaced out there.
Something made them swim in and
liv in the bay, sort of rembling
and staring up atvthe rower light.

Then, withoutso much as a sound,

they slipped away, the million of

them gone: | kind of shink'maybe, in
some soreof way, they came all those
miles-to worship, Think how the tower
must leok to them, standing seventy feet
above the water, the god-lighr flashing
our from it, and the tower declaring
itself with a monster veice”




The great eye of the lig
humming, tirning easily in its

oiled socket. The fog horn was

blowing steadily, one every fifteen

seconds. “Sounds like an animal
don't it?” McDunn nodded 1o
himself. “A big lonely animal
crying in the night, calling out

to the Deeps: I'm here. I'm

About this tume of year.” he
said, studying the murk and
fog, * something comes to visit
the lighthouse. If my calendar’s
marked right from last year

tonight's the night it comes

The tog horn blew. “There
said McDunn, He nodded out

to the deeps. Somerhing was

swimming toward the lighthous

tower. You couldn't see far and
you couldn’t see plain. Bur, ther
far out ar first, was a ripple
followed by a wave, arising

a bubble, a bit of froth

The monster cried out ar the rowel

The fog horn blew

Fhe monster roared again

And then, from the surface of the
cold sea came a head, a large head
fark-colored, with immense eves
and then a neck. And then-- nota
body- but more neck and more!
The head rose a tull forty feet
above the water an a slender
and beautiful dark neck

I estimated the monster at
ninety to a hundred feet.

‘It's impossible!” 1 said

‘No, Johnny, we're impossible
It's like it always was millions
of years ago. It hasn't changed
It's us and the land that have
changed, become impossible.




Allyear long, lohnny, that pooi But that fog hagEaines through So it tiakes you all of three months lew. The monster was

monster lying tar out, a thousand faint and familiarandWeu begin o risc to surface, and then a number of rushing at the lighthouse. “Leét’s seg
milés at sea, and twenty miles deep You M'.I_\'our\c'll'c.m great shakes of cod §  days to swim through the cold t happens.” said Ml‘l'h'uu.
maybe, biding its time. Perhaps it'sa and minnow. on rivers ofjellviish, and £ waters to the lighthouse He switched the fog hornoff
million years old, this one creature vou rise stowly thiotigh the autamn [he monster stoppediand frozesle's
Mavbe it's the last of its kind months. You've 8ot 1o gaslow: ifyou ‘And there you are, out in the night, mouthigaped. It gave asortof rumbie,
surfaced alf at once you dexplode the biggest damn monster in creatiol like'a volcano. lepeéered at the ligheiouse.
; And here’s the lighthouse calling to It rumbled again.

you, with a voice like your voice.” p—
= st -

The fos horn blew
The monster answered

goes, coties and g ! Then its eyes €aught fire. It reared up
trom the muddy bottom of the dee e L ’ threshed thewater, and rushed at the
and your eyes open like the : 3 "ol s tower, its eyes filled With angry torment
mwo-foor cameras and you move W Fi, : : 3 “McDunnt™ | criedaSwiteh on the horn!
slow, for vou have thesea on your N i it < & But even as he switched it on

i the monster was rearing up
shoulders. heavy - e




I had a glinmpse of its gi

paws, fishskin glittering
between the fingerlike
projections, clawing at the
tower. The huge eye on the
right side of its anguished
head glittered before me

like a caldron into which

I might drop. screaming

The tower shook

The tog horn cried

the monster cried

It seized the rower and
gnashed at the glass.
which came shatrering in
upon us. McDunn seized
my arm. “Downstairs!

We reached the bottom as the
rower buckled toward us

We ducked under the stairs
into the small stone cellar

The fog horn stopped abruptly.
The monster crashed upon

the tower. The tower fell

Then it was over, and there was
nothing but darkness and the
wash of the sea on the raw
stones. We waited a moment
The monsrer gasped and cried
The tower was gone.

The light was gone.

The thing that had called 1o it
across a million years was gone.

The monster opened its mouth
sending out great sounds

The sounds of a fog horn

again and again. And so it

went for the rest of the night




; The next year they built ¢
the next afternoon when th lighthouse. McDunn, master waters. | listened ro the nes

rescuers came to dig us out of the new lighthouse, had it horn, sounding four

from our stoned er ceflat ilt to his own specifications minute

rced concrere
It fell apart, is all,” McDunn
said gravely. “We had a few
bad knocks from the waves 1 drove down al ne | sat there wish

and it just crumbled.” evening and ¢ d m was something
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