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THE RIFLE IN z

YOUR HANDS
GETS SLIPPERY YOU AFRAID, LAD?
WITH SWEAT...

DON’'T YOU WORRY, LAD.
- I'LL GET YOUR HIDE BACK
TO THE POST ALL RIGHT. J

SOMETIMES I
FEEL LIKE I
AIN'T NEVER
GONNA MAKE

IT BACK... LIKE
I'M GONNA |

DIE OUT HERE.

THIS IS MY FIRST TIME,
MISTER WAYLAND, AND--

I'M gonna take
up MY position

YOU WATCH MISTER
WAYLAND CRAWL
AWAY THROUGH THE
LINDERGROWTH.

ONE MOMENT
HE’S THERE...

]

...THEN THE
FOREST
SWALLOWS

A HUNGRY
BEAST...

¢: |

7 | ...AND YOU'RE
ALL ALONE.

l HIM UP LIKE

=




YOU WISH YOU HAD
NEVER VENTURED THIS
FAR INTO THE WOODS.

SHOOT ME,
7 ; FOR
MISTER : CHRISSAKES/!

WAYLAND. [
10— §

PLEASE,




I'D HEARD
ABOUT THEM
THINGS, MISTER A
WAYLAND, -
BUT I DIDN'T R fela
BELIEVE...

SEE, LAD!
WEREWOLF B
LEATHER!

STOPS ANYTHING _
THAT AIN'T GOT -
/ YOU'D BETTER, LAD.

NO SILVER IN IT. & /4
: ’ f ) - EVERYBODY WANTS
! 1 THESE PELTS.
HELL, SOLDIERS
d LOVE 'EM MORE
THAN THEIR
OWN MOMMAS.

. : Wi AND YOU HAVE TA R
A A';%%‘}Y TR L SKIN ‘EM AFORE |
SoELTY | - SUNRISE, OR ALL
RE A \ YOU GOT IS A
BWEEE_ e ] BLOKE IN LACK
CRITTERS, O’ BRITCHES.
THEY ARE
TOUGH |
BASTARDS el

DOESN'T
THAT TURN
YOU INTO
A WOLFMAN
YOURSELF?




DRINK
THIS,

LAD!

THAT'S THE
JUICE, LAD. WEREWOLF
PISS MIXED WITH A
R ©00D OLD-FASHIONED
) BIT O’ WHISKEY.

i1
{

THE ONLY
CURE, WHEN ONE
O’ THEM CRITTERS

BITES YOU.

""'l'.l_l.l‘lﬂll‘i".m.. .............. watitl

MISTER WAYLAND HAS TAKEN ! E .
UP HIS POSITION ON THE
OTHER SIDE OF THE CLEARING. '

S5 0 N

BETTER
LEARN TO i
DRINK IT )
IN TIME. 1




YOU HADN'T =
EXPECTED -~
IT TO BE
THIS BIG.

IT COULD CRUNCH YOUR
SPINE IN A SECOND...

B —
- . kb,

_ st
...REND YOUR -
1 INSIDES IN
. AHOT SPRAY
OF BLOOD...

...MAUL
You
TO A
PULP

AND--




' YOU SEE
~ THE BEAST
FALL.

THEY’'LL PAY A
KING’'S RANSOM
FOR THIS
RASCAL'S PELT!!

IT'S EVEN BIGGER

~ THAN IT LOOKED

@' FROM THE DISTANCE.
.

G0 GET A
CLOSER

A SHUDDER
RUNS DOWN
YOUR BACK...
LUNEASY AND
COMFORTING

THANK GOD,
IT IS DEAD!

You JUMP UP.

YOU FIRE
YOUR SILVER.
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THAT BOTTOMLESS PIT...




ONLY
NICKED IT!

YOU LET THE
BLOODY CRITTER
GET AWAY, You
IDIOT! DO YOU
KNOW How
MLCH MONEY
YOU LOST ME?

I'M SORRY,
MISTER
WAYLAND.
I__.

YOU BETTER BE SORRY, you MISERABLE
YOU LITTLE TURD. I W A Ln
OLIGHTA BEAT YOUR HEAD ~ 10 /
THE SHIT OUTA You! STARTS Yy 7 WRONG,
i)
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KINDA
WEIRD,
MISTER
WAYLAND,
SIR. LIKE
I'VE EATEN
SOMETHING
WRONG.

-

YOUR
STOMACH
CRAMPS...




A

HURRY ... |
PLEASE...
y y/ X
fr "

GIMME THE JUICE,
MISTER WAYLA
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HELP ME,

MISTER
WAYLAND.



S ...TEARS AT YOUR QUIVERING FLESH...
YOUR BODY
BETRAYS
YoU YET
AGAIN.

BUT THERE |
IS NO HELP...

...AND THE BEAST
CRUSHES YOUR
BRITTLE BONES

UNDER ITS
GNASHING TEETH...

COARSE HAIR
BREAKS THROUGH
/ YOUR SKIN...

..LIKE THOUSANDS ‘

"AND THOUSANDS
OF NEEDLES..

f

SORRY, LAD, BUT
YOU LET THE
WOLF SLIP AWAY.

AND I DEMAND gy
COMPENSATION! [JI"=

...AND I
WILL KEEP
MY PROMISE,
ALL RIGHT!
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