


ME INTRODUCE You TO ROGER CULP, A LITERARY AGENT, WHO IN HIS OWN
WORDS WILL TELL YOU OF THE EERIE EVENTS AND HORRIBLE

J TO KICK OFF THIS GHOSTLY-GASSER FROM WY GORY GAZETTE, LET
\ HAPPENINGS TAKING PLACE IN AND AROUND. ..

' THE ROCKBOUND COAST OF MAINE IS A LONG WAY FROM
MANHATTAN'S COCKTAIL PARTIES AND LITERARY TEAS, BUT
WHEN MY TOP WRITER WAS LATE TO THE PUBLISHER WITH
A BOOK FOR THE FIRST TIME IN HIS CAREER, I DECIDED
TO MAKE THE TRIP..../F ONLY I HAD KNOWN! "

LASTE!
PEA-SOUP! DRIVING'S
IMPOSSIBLE! MAYBE

I CAN FIND THE
LIGHTHOUSE ON

LISTEN TO THAT SURF
POUND. . ERIC'S PLACE
MUST BE NEAR BY..

ICAN--

HELLO!
WHO'S
THERE?

ENSHROUDED NIGHT BROUGHT
ME CLOSER TO AN ANSWER..."

MATTHEW
FRYE! 15 ITYou,
MATTHEW FRYE?




THE ENVELOPING MISTS..."

Y-YOU'RE NOT
MATTHEW FRYE...

LOOKING FOR SOME-
ONE TOO! ERIC STANDISH
SUPPOSED TO LIVE
IN THE OLD LIGHT-
HOUSE...I CAN'T

FIND IT IN
THIS FOG!

“THE GIRL MOVED WITH
SURENESS THROUGH
THE LAYERS OF FOG.
AHEAD, THE BOOMING
SOUND OF THE ATLANTIC
BREAKING ON THE
COASTAL ROCKs ke
LOUDER AND NEARER..

“SHE SEEMED TO WANDER OUT OF NOWHERE ....UNTOUCHED AND
UNAFFECTED BY THE NIGHT'S CHILL AND THE DAMPNESS OF

“THE OCEAN'S ROAR BECAME LIKE NEAR-BY
THUNDER...THEN WITHOUT WARNING, THE

LANTERN LIGHT WAS GONE/" _——
HEY! WHERE
= ARE You?




“My HANDS BECAME CLAWS SCRAPING AND CLINGING | | “FOR ETERNAL MOMENTS I DANGLED LIKE DEADWEIGHT,
TOTHE WET EARTH AND OCKS OF THE CLFFS EDGE, | WATCHNG N HORROR AS MY FINGERS GREW STIFF AND
WHILE MY LEGS THRASHED IN EMPTY AIR, /00 FEET UMB AND SLOWLY BEGAN TO SLIP..."

ABOVE THE POUNDING SURF!” - -

THANK
HEAVEN I HEARD

/ YOU SHOUTING!

“GROUND WAS BENEATH MY FEET ANDILOOKED ~ “£RIC LISTENED WITH GRIM RESIGNATION AS I TOLD HIM
GRATEFULLY INTO A FAMILIAR FACE... A FACE WHAT HAPPENED...LIKE A MAN HEARING FROM HIS DOC-
SOMEHOW GROWN QUICKLY OLD AND TIRED...  TOR THAT HE HAS A FATAL DISEASE!"

IT'S DESOLATE, BUT

COLORFUL...A LITTLE
RESEARCH MIGHT UN-
COVER MATERIAL FOR

YOUR NOVEL HERE...

1 COULDN'T HAVE LASTED ANOTHER )i/ MY FAMILY HAD THEIR
SECOND... BUT THAT POOR GIRL/ ROOTS N THIS AREA. ..
SHE MUST HAVE 5 ALL MY LIFE, ['VE FELT
WALKED RIGHT OFF! 5 SOMEDAY I #HAD TO

4 COME HERE

GIRL?
WHAT GIRL?

=

“ERIC HAD DONE THE BEST HE COULD TO MAKE HIS
£ QUARTERS SNIG AND COMFORTABLE .. BUT NO
DONE RESEARCH, ! AMOUNT OF HOMEY TOUCHES COULD CUT THE PER-
ROGER...PERHAPS .| VADING GLOOM THAT HUNG ABOUT THE OLD. umnuuse"

TO0 MUCH! THATS

HAT LED ME. THESE ARE MY NOTES, ROGER .
THINGS I'VE DISCOVERED SINCE
MOVING HERE/ THINGS WHICH




“EIGHTY YEARS AGO THE SCHOONER WINDFALL
WAS DASHED TO PIECES ON THE SHOALS OFF

THIS POINT.... TREACHEROUS SHOALS FOR WHICH
THIS TOWER'S BEACON WAS TO GIVE WARNING!"

“BUT THERE WAS NO WARNING LIGHT FOR THE
WINDFALL.... THE KEEPER OF THE LIGHTHOUSE
HAD FALLEN ASLEEP INA DRUNKEN STUPOR, UN-
MINDFUL OF THE STORM OR HIS DUTIES... ”

“ONE SURVIVOR ESCAPED
THE HOLOCAUST, PAINFULLY

INCHED HER WAY UP TO THE
ARKENED TOWER FOR HELP
E INSIDE, ROUSED

THE NOISE OF THE WREKK,
THE KEEPER STAGGERED
ABOUT IN BLIND PANIC..."

“CONFRONTED BY THE ONLY WITNESS TOHIS THAT LIGHT- J B-BUT.. .THE GIRL

NEGLIGENCE, THE KEEPER OF THE LIGHT COM- HOUSE KEEPER %/ 15AW TONIGHT...

POUNDED HI5 DEED WITH AN ACT MORE HORRBLE | WAS MY 3% Y SHE WAS LOOKING
GRANDFATHER FOR.... YOUR
.. MATTHEW B GRANDFATHER?/

0



“DRIVING RAIN BEGAN A TATTOO ON
THE WINDOWS. . A STORM WAS, |
MOVING IN FROW THE SEA.

ERIC STANDISH IS A FINE
NAME....IVE MADE QUITE A
CAREER WRITING UNDER IT, BUT
YOU NEVER ESCAPE THE NAME
YOU'RE BORN WITH..
You SEE, ROGER 1700 M
MATTHEW FRYE!

“EVEN AS T SAID IT, I KNEW THE

WIND HADN'T MADE THE NOISE,

JUST AS WE BOTH KNEW, WHILE

RUSHNG TOTHE STAIRS, WHAT
E'D SEE BELOW.

MATTHEW

§ FRYE! 1S IT YU,
TTHEW
FRYER!

"WAS IT FEAR THAT HELD. ME IN PARA-
LYZED HORROR OR SOMETHING MORE?
ERIC STARED TRANSFIXED, YET HIS FEET
MOVED, CARRYING HIM BACKWARD.. .
ACROSS THE ROOM, OUT INTO THE WIND
AND RAIN, ONTO THE OLD TOWER'S BALCONY.

NOW, MATTHEW
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"ERIC'S FEARFUL SCREAM DROWNED IN T
5

“I ALMOST FELL DOWN
THE SPIRAL STARS OF
THE LIGHTHOUSE AND
OUT INTO THE LASHING
STORM... YET A
COULD FIND BELOW
WERE COASTAL ROCKS
LIKE GIANT GRAVE

“WUNB WITH EXHAUSTION AND COLD, 1 SONEHOW “THE NEXT \x)z\ w 1 WAS AWAKENED BY THE
MADE MY WAY BACK TO THE wam’\;‘dbt MY LAST S S AND CRIES OF LOCAL
MEMORY OF THAT NIGHT 1S CLAWING OPEN THE FISHERMEN

o il

HEAVY [RON DOOR. = Q:JRDY/
(SN 1-IT AT

k’osmam

THERE'S ONE WRITER WHO
REALLY GOT INVOLVED N
HIS WORK. .. PERSONALLY,
TTHINK HE WAS ALL WET,
R AT LEAST WASHED UP!
NOW, GRAB A WEIRD WAVE

THE 5\ur1T 45 CTLN[U r\)KL\ IN MY MIND. . TH AGE XOR ON
DEAD FAC| NOT OF DYING, BUT OF THE THING THAT CLUNG TO
HIM.. Tr\_ CORPSE OF A ONCE -BEAUTIFUL GIRL .

DEAD NOW FOR EIGHTY YEARS! "
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