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To Magic, for helping awaken my imagination, and to Ron,
for telling me of the Night Things.







Few Worns Ebout
Chifaren, ‘}g’hfnlarecs,
m Outeasts

Childhood is a much darker world than most adults care to remember.
If anything, childhood is even more full of terror and passion than life
becomes after a few decades spent killing off brain cells. Small children are
straight outta nature, all id, tribal survivalists to the core. They drive the
weak away from the village, instinctively hating those who are different,
ugly, or slow. Sure, they’re preoccupied with stockpiling toys instead of
guns, but the principle is always the same. Behind the big shiny eyes and
dimples is The Lord of the Flies, ticking and buzzing. We learn sweetness
and the ability to sit still later on in order to fit into society and get grown-
up things like jobs and apartments and girl- or boyfriends, things that
seem yucky and boring until the moment we’re ready for them. Among
the byproducts that boil off and are lost in the process of growing up are
simplicity, lots of dreams, and a huge amount of fear.

Children understand fear. But there are also childhood terrors that go
even deeper than the social torture experienced daily in every grammar
school in the world. One of the worst nightmares I ever had seemed to be
trying to explain the bedtime fears that all kids go through. While I was
asleep, my brain told me a story about children and their common, silly
childhood fears: the dark, the bogeyman, the creature in the closet, the
monster under the bed. The stuff we learn to laugh at and later humor and
comfort in our own children. Then I saw the human predators, the real-life
monsters such as serial killers and child murderers, and their helpless prey.
My mind suggested that it was the terror suffered by these victims that, via
some kind of collective unconscious, shows up as the Thing at the Foot of
the Bed. That even the most sheltered kid lovingly tucked in every night
somehow knows about these very real bogeymen and feels the horror of the
unlucky ones, the ones who got caught. At 4 a.m. I woke up screaming and
sat with all the lights on and my back to the wall until the watery winter
sun came up. I’d never been so glad to be an adult before.




Strangely enough, despite all of the more or less real terrors they contend
with on a daily and nightly basis, children love to be scared, love to be
grossed out, love, above all, to be shocked.

The only children’s stories that are truly classic, timeless, and beloved
are also subversively honest about life’s ugliness. Kids experience reality
on a much simpler level than adults, and don’t buy stories that are too
sugary. They’re realists in the sense that they know there’s much more to
reality than what we see around us every day or what we learn in school.
There almost has to be a tragic, a bitter, or a vicious edge to the story,
or they know it for the load of bull it is. Mark Twain, Roald Dahl, and
Judy Blume, three of the all-time best-beloved children’s authors, knew
this. Their books are often banned from schools and libraries because of
parents’ need to believe that children are innocent of pain and cruelty and
can be protected from knowledge about the darkness of human nature.

I grew up on those and other great authors, whose books gave me a glimpse
at life’s beautiful and horrible truths. Now that I’m an adult, at least in the
sense that I have to pay taxes and worry about gingivitis, I see that I'm a
part of the diaspora of kids that was driven from the village, for various
reasons, and spent adolescence observing it all from the outside. We’ve
formed our own tribes, and as far as I can see, we, the geeks, won. We’re
smarter, we’re independent, we’re more courageous, and we value each
other more than the kids who fit in without effort, blending in and never
really getting to know themselves. I only wish I could tell my little sister,
who’s about Courtney’s age, and rapidly moving from the unicorn stage
to the moody poetry stage and reading everything she can get her hands
on, to hang in there. Sure, it’ll be a rough eight or ten years, but at the
end of it, she’ll be a conscious, brilliant, confident woman with a loving,
like-minded community and her own unique style. It’s worth the pain you
feel now. Trust me. And grown-up geekboys do make the best partners. I

should know.

Actually, come to think of it, that doesn’t sound particularly comforting—
eight years is a lifetime to a kid. And of course, you can’t tell kids anything.

—KELLY CRUMRIN, FaLL 2002

Kelly Crumrin is a freelance writer who lives in San Francisco and would head
the campaign to elect Emperor Norton as president if only he weren’t so dead.




YEAR TO GET WIS
NOSE FIXED UP.

THEY LIVE
IN MORTAL TERROR
O' TUE OLD PLACE,
BLESS 'EM.

oLD
PROFESSOR
CRUMRIN DON'T
TAKE KINDLY TO
YOUNGSTERS
GALLY-VANTIN'
IN ‘IS BACK-
YARD.,

I SAW
CRUMRIN HOUSE
BUILT.

IT WERE
THE FIRST HOUSE
IN ‘' [LLSBOROUGH,
BEFORE T BECOME A
POsH NEIGHBORUOOD
FULL ‘A SPOILT
LITTLE BRATS.

COMPARED
WITH WHAT REALLY
GOES ON IN THERE,
ALL TUAT'S JUST A

SPLASH IN THE
KIDDIE-POOL.
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DO YOU KNOW TUAT UTTLE
BOROUGH OUTSIDE THE CITY,
THE ONE WITH ALL THE BIG
MANSIONS AND TREES?

DO YOU KNOW THAT ONE HOUSE,
THE MOST TALKED ABOUT HOUSE
IN THE WHOLE NEIGHBORHOOD?

W7

NOT THE FANCY MARBLE-COLUMNED
OUDLER MANSION, NOR RADLEY HALL
WHERE PRESIDENT MIXON ONCE DINED N [
THE SEVENTIES. NO, I'M REFERRING TO
THE HOUSE OF OLD ALOYSIUS CRUMRIN.

—3
¥

IT 15 WELL KNOWN THAT
TERRIBLE THINGS HAPPEN
THERE, AND THAT OLD MAN
CRUMRIN |5 MADDER THAN
A VICTORIAN HATMAKER.

WELL, THAT'S THE

| HOUSE THUAT COURTMEY
(h1] CRUMRIN WOULD SOON
BE CALLING HOME.



UNCLE ALOYSIUS WAS
GETTING ON IN YEARS,
AND WOULD SOON NEED

. AND COURTNEY'S PARENTS WERE
RUNNING OUT OF CREDIT CARDS,
S0 THE CHANCE TO LIVE RENT-

FREE IN A WEALTHY SUBURB

WAS TOO GOOD TO PASS UP.

A

3
SHUE UAD BEEN TO ==
|

THE HOUSE BEFORE
AS A YOUNG CHILD.

UER MENORIES ~ "
OF IT WERE NOT
PLEASANT ONES. 8 THE DISREPAIR AND GENERAL
R GLOOM OF THE PLACE ONLY
ADDED TO HER APPREHENSION.

HE SHOT HER A
WITHERING GAZE WITU
HIS TERRIBLE EVES.

DARE sTICK YOUR NOSES IN
MY PRIVATE CHAMBERS.

WOULD You
CARE FOR SOME
HOT cocoa?




NG, THANK
you, siR.

THE PROSPECT OF LIVING
UNDER WIS ROOF BEGAN TO
SINK IV THEN, AND COURTNEY'S
STOMACH TURNED TO ICEWATER.

UNCLE ALOYSIUS WAS EVEN
NASTIER THAN SHE REMEMBERED
HIM, WITH A FACE THAT WOULD
CURDLE NEW MILK.

"I MUST HAVE BEEN REALLY
ROTTEN IN MY PREVIOUS LIFE"
T COURTNEY.

"MAYBE A GYM TEACHER."

I/
BN
J J'I.'.

HER ROOM WAS COLD, DUSTY AND
COMFORTLESS. COURTNEY DEALT
WITH HER DISAPPOINTMENT THE
BEST WAY SHE KNEW HOW...

IT WAS DIFFICULT TO
SLEEP, FOR THE COVERS
SMELLED OF AGE, AND
THE HOUSE'S TIMBERS




BUT MORE ALARMING

BY FAR WAS THE SOUND ; .| g |
' l AT FIRST SHE COULDN'T
OF SOMETHING STIRRING 4 REMEMBER WHERE SHE wWaS,

AT THE FOOT OF HER BED.
\
(\\

£
|\

BUT AS WAKEFULNESS
TOOK HOLD, A SINGLE STRAY
DREAM SEEMED TO REMAIN.

3 o<t/

CONFUSED THOUGHTS STRUGGLED
IN HER SLEEPY MIND TO EXPLAIN
WHAT SHE WAS SEEING.

IT WASN'T TILL SHE UAD /

THE LIGHT ON THAT IcY
| PANIC BEGAN TO TAKE HOLD
- 7




BLOOM, BELINDA?

cruney, AV
COURTNEY?

youNG LaDy,
TUE PROPER RESPONSE
15 "PRESENT.” }




COURTNEY HAD COME FROM A
RELATIVELY MODEST NEIGHBORHOOD
IN THE CITY, AND STOOD OUT AMONG

HER PRIVILEGED CLASSMATES.




I DUMO,
I THINK HE'S
JUST A JERK.

DON'T KNOW.

S0 DOES

HE REALLY HAVE A
BUNCH OF DEFORMED
KIDS IN THE
BASEMENT?

RETIRED ADULT

THE BOY'S NAME WAS AXEL.
HE WAS TUE SON OF AN EX-
FOOTBALL STAR, IT TURNED
OUT, THOUGH HE SEEMED TO
HAVE INHERITED LITTLE OF
HIS FATHER'S MAKEUP.

UNDER THE CIRCUMSTANCES,
COURTNEY WAS HAPPY TO HAVE
MADE A FRIEND ON HER FIRST
DAY, EVEN IF HE WAS A DORK.

o
A t,y‘

BRI\ HILLSBOROUGH

THE GREASE
STAIN HAS A
B, GIRLFRI

THAT'S A
GIRL? SHE LOOKS
LIKE A @-TTP.

a-Tip!
HA UA! TUAT'S
AWESOME!

FRIENDS? |5 THIS
WHERE vou aLL war M
\  FOR THE stiorT i
e, BUS?




THE STAIN
ISN'T REALLY A FRIEND,
HE'S JUST MY FINAUCIAL
BACKER.

] TUAT'S RIGHT.
HE AND SOME OTHER
LAME-ASSES CONTRIBUTE

2 UM, RIGHT... Z = TO OUR CAUSE.

T,

S5
=~ 61?:

STAIN, WHAT'S\ >
MY QUARTERLY =

@
38
5

MY DAD'S
RICH. I'M SURE
YOU'VE HEARD OF
HIM. AUGUSTUS

OUDLER?

I THOUGHT
You aUysS WERE
ALL RICH 'R




HE TOLD ME
THAT I HAVE TO LEARN

THE VALUE OF THE DOLLAR

BY EARNING IT MYSELF,
S0 THAT'S WHAT

oKaY,
I'M NOT GETTING
THE JOKE.

WHAT'VE
You GOT FOR ME,

ABOUT THIS
NE? YOU LIKE
APPLES?

o]

you LIKE THEM
APPLES!?!



.L1

| |
el /£1<

vou BETTER

UAVE MORE THAN
L MBEANZON,)
-TIP.




MASSAGES
AVAILABLE TWENTY-FOUR
. HOURS

MUCH TO COURTNEY'S DISMAY,
HER PARENTS SEEMED TO
BE SETTLING IN NICELY...

HEALTH cLUB.

IR

THIS MORNING. YOU
KNOW, THE DA.




THAT MNIGHT, COURTNEY
AGAIN FOUND HERSELF UNABLE
TO SLEEP. SUE WANDERED THE

STILL, QUIET HALLS, FILLED

WITH A NAMELESS DREAD.




THE LIGHT UNDER THE DOOR
FELT WARM AND INVITING.

COURTNEY WAS AFRAID
TO INCUR HER UNCLE'S
WRATH, BUT HER DREAD OF
THE LONELY HOUSE WAS
MUCH MORE POWERFLIL .




FOR A MOMENT SHE [ Sl i
FORGOT HER FEAR, AND | S
STARED (N WONDER. |}

0\ &

IT WAS LIKE A WIZARD'S DEN,
s FILLED WITH COUNTLESS
el STRANGE AND MAGICAL THINGS.

LIGHT READING
FOR THE MENTALLY |
UNBALANCED.




v, T BOOK
IS FOUR HUNDRED
1

YEARS OLD. DO
BE CAREFUL

I'M SORRY,
SiR. I COULDN'T S
SLEEP. 2

TO COURTNEY'S WONDER
AND RELIEF, THE OLD MAN'S
EXPRESSION SOFTENED.

S

HOUSE TAKES SOME
GETTING USED TO. I'LL
\ TAKE YOU BACK TO
YOUR ROOM.

DON'T
WORRY. NOTHING
IN THIS HOUSE WILL
HARM YoOu.




GET SOME SLEEP. !
\ T WILL BE MORNING
M =0 OR]._]

THE NEXT DAY, COURTNEY
FELT LIKE DEATH WARMED

OVER. SHE WAS BEGINNING
TO MAKE A DECIDEDLY
INPRESSIO O\ ek TEACHER

WSS CRUMRIL,
I MUST INSIST TUAT You
) e TR
MY CLASS.

TUE DAY WAD SEEMED

INTERMINABLE. LITTLE DID

SHUE KNOW THAT THE WORST
WAS YET TO COME.




WE SHOULD

& @-TIp.” I HOPE YOU HAVE
\ " MORE MONEY TODAY,
a-Tip.

THEY'RE HERE
EVERYDAY. MIGHT
AS WELL GET IT

f WE UAVEN'T GOT
ALL DAY. WE HAVE
TO WIT THE MALL

WELL I AINT
INTERESTED IN THEIR
OPINION. LATER.




GOES INTO THE
WOODsS. THEY'RE

50 COMPLETEL
PATHETIC?

WHERE DO YOU
THINK YOU'RE
GOING?

BEFORE LONG SHE FOUND
SUE NO LONGER KNEW
WHICH wAY THE ROAD LAY.
COURTNEY HEARD AXEL'S
FOOTSTEPS FADE BEMIND
HER AS SHE PLUNGED DEEPER
AND DEEPER INTO TUE TREES.
HIS CALLS SLOWLY RECEDED.

JEEZ,
COULD THIS TOWN
POSSIBLY GET
WEIRDER?




YOU BET IT COULD. AND
COURTNEY WAS ABOUT
TO FIND THAT OUT.

ANOTHER ONE
FOR DESSERTY







WE DIDN'T
RAISE OUR LITTLE
GIRL TO GET INTO

FlaHTS.

AT LEAST
TRY TO GET
ALONG WITH THE

| DON'T 4
W EMBARRASS US.
| THOSE KIDS HAVE
\  IMPORTANT
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AXEL WAS NEVER
SEEN BY ANYONE IN
HILLSBOROUGH AGAIN. B

I'M SORRY TO sAY !
THAT NO ONE MISSED
HIM ALL THAT mucH. [

AFTER ALL,
COURTNEY HAD
HER OWN PROBLEMS
TO DEAL WITH.

Y'VE GOT THERE,
MR. BUTTER-

{ MR. BUTTERWORM. IT

gl COME OFF A PERFEK'LY

8, TOOTHSOME LITTLE
ELLER.

é:
COULDN

RIGUTLY TELL,
MR. BUTTERWORM.
P'RAPS ON WIS way

TO ME LOWER

INTESTVNES.

" WHY THAUKEE,

‘oW
DELIGHTFUL,
MR. BUTTERWORM.
AND WHERE BE THIS
LTTLE I'-'ELLED!




DECENT OF
YE TO PROVIDE ME
SOME EXCERSIZE, LASS!
I WERE BECOMIN'
SLUGESH!

\

IT WAS A VERY HELPFUL CHAPTER
THAT COURTNEY HAD FOUND.

COME BACK,
ME DARLIN'! TI'M
STILL A MIGHT
PECKISH!







"LUNTIL YOU CAN
SECURELY BIND
IT IN COLD [RON."

YE JUST

THINK Y'RE ALL \

KINDSA CLEVER, DONT /) P
YE. MISSY? /

THREE NIGHTS, AND
RETURN AT DUSK ON
THE FOURTH DAY."




"IF THE GOBLIN THEN
ACCEPTS FOOD FROM YOU...

N k,
IT MUST GRANT R
vou A Book." R

ALRIGHT,
MISS SMARTY-PANTS.
WHAD'YER WANT
ME TO DO?




|I|I|_III |i$ |. b
T
.ll.llll;l I" | |

illr.||i'||",_|

{ I iy
ik

YOU'VE DECIDED
TO STAY AND MAKE
THE BEST

Rl |
T of

IVE MET 2 /
SOME PRETTY Bl S
INTERESTING
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AS I'M SURE YOU CAN IMAGINE, COURTNEY
HAD LITTLE SUCCESS IN MAKING FRIENDS
AT HILLSBOROUGH SUNIOR HIGH.

SUE KNEW SHE WASN'T GOING TO BE

MISS POPULARITY, BUT THUS FAR, A _
FULL THREE WEEKS AFTER HER ARRIVAL,

SHE STILL HAD NO FRIENDS AT ALL...

AT LEAST, NONE WHO
HADN'T BEEN EATEN.

/ 50 I
WAS THINKING
=\ ICE CREAM.




FOR A WHILE HER PRIDE KEPT HER FROM

BEING TOO BOTHERED, BUT LITTLE BY
LITTLE, SHE BEGAN TO FEEL...

... BIT LONELY.

i
=y

HER NEW HOME, HOWEVER, WAS
ANOTHER MATTER ENTIRELY.

..ENORMOUSLY
INTRIGUING...

...OR TO BE PRECISE, HER
UNCLE'S UNUSUAL HOBBY...

(IERTAENE




IF MORE OR LESS
INCOMPREHENSIBLE.

{{,’,’r““\\\‘“ : :-':.: |
\\\“ -<gfly
) -

MEAN SOMETHING,
SHE TOLD HERSELF.

SURELY HER UNCLE WOULDNT
OWN STACKS OF BOOKS FILLED
WITH TOTAL GIBBERISH.

IT WAS DIFFICULT TO DECIPUER, PN
BUT SHE THOUGHT SHE WAS
BEGINNING TO GET THE IDEA.

ST




SPRITES O
EARTH, I THEE COMMANDE,
GRAUNT UPON ME EARTHLY
SPLENDOUR....

|
|
|
|
|

I

h. -

THE HERES REQUIRED WERE
SURPRISINGLY COMMON, AND
COURTNEY FOUND MANY OF THEM
IN HER MOTHER'S HANDSOME
BUT UNUSED SPICE RACK.

© /\(/s

|
. AND
P [ PEAUTY'S POWER
Rl ©\ TAC ENGENDER.




COURTNEY TRIED TO
FEEL PHILOSOPHICAL
ABOUT HER [SOLATION.

"TUERE ARE WORSE THINGS B
THAN SOLITUDE," SHE
THOUGHT TO HERSELF.

"I JUST CAN'T THINK
OF ANY RIGHT NOW."

v
—2
JIs®

<

p
A N =y S
W= LE
‘ =
| i‘@ﬁ"":“!m‘& - ‘4
You

WHAT DO
THINK OF THAT GARETH
ROSSER? CUTE,
. HUM?

Uy
|

%/




AND FOR THE REMAINDER OF THE
DAY, COURTNEY CONTINUED TO
BE THE CENTER OF ATTENTION.

{ VERY.. CREATIVE
ANSHWER. VERY GOOD,
COURTNEY.,

h ALSO BECAUSE
W\ (MPORT TAXES WERE
EXTREMELY WiGH, AND
THE COLONISTS FELT
TUEY WERE BEING

b;d) éuuf »’WJCE;‘:EUJ- 5

Qg over onthe
5 i

(. g




BY LUNCHTIME, COURTNEY WAS
BEGINNING TO SUSPECT SUE'D
MADE A SERIOUS MISTAKE.

HE'D STOPPED HER MID-THOUGHT,
AND LOOKING UP AT HiM, HER
INSIDES TURNED TO ICEWATER.

WE HAVEN'T
ACTUALLY HUNG
OUT, HAVE WE?




COURTNEY CAREFULLY AVOIDED
BOYS LIKE GARETH FOR EXACTLY
THIS REASON. THEY MADE UER
FEEL STRANGE IN WAYS TUAT
SHE DIDN'T GUITE UNDERSTAND.

BUT YOUu
DEFINITELY SEEM
LIKE YOU'RE WORTH

I WAS
THINKING ICE CREAM.
I KNOW THIS PLACE.
TS PRETTY
COOL.

\
VA

. ili
X

” N

MAYBE THIS SPELL
CASTING WASN'T SUCH
A BAD IDEA AFTER ALL.

T

L
~anyl




I I 1
| =)/

OKAY. TUE BEST S ‘1"—‘—_1-"5-l lrmlmgﬁ& |
ICE CREAM COMES FROM %_‘ — ﬂ

A PLACE IN TUE - == = =<

LET ME GO EITHER.
HE HAS WIS PA, DRIVE
OUT THERE AND

CEO OF THIS REALLY
BIG SOFTWARE
COMPANY.

HE WAS
BROUGHT IN TO MAKE
THUE COMPANY SALEABLE,
AND THEN WHEN THEY GET
SOLD HE'LL GET A
HUBE BONUS.

gl

HE PROMISED
ME A MERCURY
MOUNTAINEER FOR MY
SIXTEENTH BIRTHDAY. fig
THAT'S A REALLY A




YOUR PARENTS
WILL BE EXCITED
THAT YOU'RE FRIENDS

BEEN WANTING
TO MEET MY
DAD.

I'M

' l-"'?'- COOLER THAN

YOU'VE — i HEY,
HAD YOUR CUANCE. Wi %0 COURTNEY. -
T\ LET ME SHOW You Low A = 0y, is THiS 6ty e
IT'S DOME. SN 9 — BOTHERING SN0
|| .‘:—QQ e you? e
l,'.b 1[ b ,’ | T \ I ﬁ
.l'n ..ll "| [ A l!. '\ ‘I\)\l - ”.Illl 'll'

!l | | -




=1 (T WAS MORE OR LESS AT THAT
POINT WHEN COURTNEY DECIDED
TO MAKE A DISCREET EXIT.

Q%

: Y
YU BY NOW HER NEWFOUND POPULARITY

|~ HAD GROWN STALE. SUE DECIDED THE

Al BEST COURSE OF ACTION WAS TO AVOID

PEOPLE UNTIL SHE COULD FIGURE OUT

A WAY TO REMOVE TUE SPELL.
F
¥

COURTNEY,
WE WERE
FRIENDS.




v l
V' DARE YOU? vou
WERE MY BEST FRIEND/ %

G0ING TO HAVE '
ICE CREAM. ; |
— ; - N YOU STABBED ME IN THE B8
: F HEART!!! AM 1 SOME
. " (I0 OF JOKE !

L
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"u,l'l:". TV
| Tuives weren'T Looking Goop

XS FOR CATUY. COURTNEY OPTED
N NOT TO STAY AND WATCH.

WG,
¢ \g v

AT HOME, THINGS WERE JUST AS UNSETTLING.
COURTNEY WAS DEEPLY DISTURBED TO REALIZE
THAT HER PARENTS' ADORATION WAS EVEN
LESS PLEASANT THAN THEIR INDIFFERENCE.

1 HEARD
YOU'VE BEEN
SPENDING TIME WITH
GARETH ROSSER'S KID.
THAT'S MY
GIRL.

YOU ACTUALLY
LOOK NICE TODAY. ARE
YoU DOING SOMETHING

WITH YOUR HAIR FOR
A CHANGE?




BY CONTRAST, UNCLE
ALOYSIUS SEEMED
THE SAME AS EVER.

a
J

Iy
COULD TOMGHT
POSSIBLY GET ANY MORE
UNCOMFORTABLE?

!
-
=
=
-
H
=
=
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[ ([T
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4 BUT I'VE
Y BEEN OBSESSED
WITH You SINCE THE
FIRST DAY YOU
APPEARED.




YOU'LL GO
BACK TO IGNORING
ME, LIKE NATURE
INTENDED.

W, AND
I PROMISE YOU'LL

WHAT ARE
You saviNG” YOU'RE
REDECTING ME!!!







HH e
y
H




DRAW ATTENTION TO
YOURSELF, SOMETUING
AN INTELLIGENT
WITCH TRIES TO
AVOoID.




MORE TUAN MY FAIR
SHARE OF ATTENTION FROM
THE GENERAL PUBLIC

OVER THE YEARS.

I INVITED
YOUR PARENTS TO
IVE HERE TO PROVIDE
MYSELF WITH SOME

BUT RIGHT Now
I'M GOING TO HELP YOU




THEY GATHERED INGREDIENTS AND
ALOYSIUS TAUGHT COURTNEY THE
PROPER INCANTATION, PATIENTLY

CORRECTING HER WHEN SUE
MISPRONOUNCED THE WORDS.

i

SINCE COURTNEY HAD CAST THE L
SPELL TWICE, SHE NEEDED TO CAST THE
COUNTER-SPELL A SECOND TIME AS WELL. Bl

SUADOWS LO' 'l [ifl
BENEATH THUE MOON,
ATTEND THIS UNCOUTH SouL, i
STRIP AWAY ILL-GOTTEN GRACE, A
_ AND TRUTH TAKE ;
ITS TOLL.




YOou. T'M JUST
3 THINKING OF YOUR

MENTION IT.

WELL IT'S
JUST TUAT, YOU KNOW,
BETTER IF YOU DIDN'T

=) »

WERE Your

TUAT HAPPENED... TO ANYONE.

S0 YEAH,
COURTNEY. I WAS




——- &0
==l ( cLiMB A ROPE,
i )~ @areETH.




Chapter Three

G






THE WHOLE MESS ESSENTIALLY
BEGAN OVER DRINKS AT THE
HILLSBOROUGH MIDDLE
SCHOOL PARENTS' SOCIAL.

.\\\\_\\ |

MAYOR TATE WOULD
HAVE A BETTER BEHAVED
DAUGHTER.

THIS WAS A CAREFULLY ORCHESTRATED
MANELVER OF THE SORT THAT
MRS. CRUMRIN WAS WELL PRACTICED.

WATCH CLOSELY...

I'VE HEARD
YOU'VE HAD TROUBLE
FINDING ADERUATE
CHILDCARE.

BUT HONESTLY/ WHO KNEW
T TEENAGERS COULD

THA
CAUSE SUCH DAMAGE?




THEY'D
TURNED THE HOUSE
INTO A DISCO.
THERE WERE

SIX OR SEVEN OF THEM,
PLAYING THAT LOUD
MUSIC. TUE CARPET IS

Y ISN'T ROERDERER :
A THOUSAND DOLLARS
A BOTTLE?

JEBEDIAH FINCH, IN ADDITION TO 58

BEING THE DISTRICT ATTORNEY
FOR THE WHOLE COUNTY, CAME
FROM OLD MONEY.

ADD TO
THAT SIX BOTTLES
ER. CAN

IF YOU'RE STILL IN
THE MARKET FOR

HE AND HIS WIFE WERE SOME OF THE MOST
RESPECTED MEMBERS OF THE COMMUNITY...

OF ALL TUE
GIRLS IN THE NEIGHBORHOOD,
COURTNEY CRUMRIN |S THE
LEAST LIKELY TO THROW
A WILD PARTY.




IT'S FUNY.
WHEN I WAS A KID,
WE ALL LIVED IN MORTAL
TERROR

JUST IN CASE.

I THINK
THE WORD YOU'RE
LOOKING FOR IS
"BANAL."

SOME DAY. GOOD |
THE BOY.




GREAT.
THAUKS. WELL,
TUAT'S IT, I THINK.
LET'S GET GOING,

THIS |S MORE OR LESS HOW
COURTNEY ENDED UP BABY- Fu,
SITTING THE FINCHES' NEWBORN. . Huthis
COURTNEY DIDN'T LIKE BABIES AT THE
BEST OF TIMES. AS FAR AS SHE WAS
CONCERNED, ANYTUING THAT EXISTED
SOLELY TO EMIT DROOL, VOMIT, GHASTLY
ODORS, AND LOUD, ANNOYING SCREAMS
WAS MORE TROUBLE THAN IT WAS WORTH.

[ Ll

B NEEDLESS TO SAY, LER PARENTS
HADN'T BOTHERED TO CONSULT
HER IN THE MATTER.

THE ONLY UPSIDE WAS THE
FINCHES' SATELLITE DISH.

L

4 YOU'RE
( WATCUING THE FAMILY
A\ LEARNING CHANNEL. A




BET HE
GROWS UP TO
BE A DIVORCE

ATTORNEY.







you
GOTTA BE
KIDDING...

SERIOUSLY WRONG
WITH THAT KID.




FOR ONE
THING, YOU SMELL
EVEN WORSE TUAN A
HUMAK INFANT.

YOU CARE? IT'S
\_NOT YouR KID.

FOR THIS
I'M MISSING THE
POWER PUFF

GIRLS!




HEY!H!

WHERE DO
YOU THINK YOU'RE
GOING WITU TUAT

Bagyl?!




CAREFUL,
GIRLY. YOU'LL
GET YOURSELF IN A
WHOLE MESS OF
TROUBLE.

OH, DEAR
ME. WHAT WILL
TUE FINCHES SAY

I'M GONNA
KiLL you!!!




TO TALK
N OF TUESE TUINGS

THUE CUHANGELING
UNION BYLAWS.




BE MY
GUEST. WE'RE
GONNA BE SPINNING
ALL MGHT.

. T'LL Wi
TELL YOU N\
WUERE THEY '\
TOOK THE CHILD,
IF THAT'S WHAT [T |8
TAKES TO GET
\ SOME PEACE

E
IN THIS
HOUSE.

GONNA BE
ONE OF THOSE MIEHTS,
I GUESS,

S0, BOO,
YOU WERE FILLING ME
IV ON TUIS MUNCHKIN'S
LITTLE DEAL?

GREAT,
GIVE AWAY THE
WHOLE SHOW, WHY




THEY FETCH
A GOOD PRICE ON THE
DARK MARKET. TUE ELDER
ONES RAISE THEM AS
THEIR OWN

BOO, WHAT'S YOUR
STORY, ANYWAY? JUST YOUR

GARDEN VARIETY

TALKING HOUSE
CAT. GOTCHA.

HELLO,

BUTTERWORM.
WE WERE JUST
TAKING A STROLL
DOWN TO GOoBLIN
TOWN.

I COULDN'T
BEGIN TO IMAGINE.
I CERTAINLY HAVE

NO USE FOR

THEM.

CONSIDERING
YOUR LINEAGE, MISS
CRUMRIN, I'M SURPRISED
HOW LITTLE YOU KNOW
OF THUE WORLD.




HEY. YOU ARE
WHY DIDN'T You THE FINCHES' CAT

STOP THOSE GUYS AREN'T YOU? WHAT
WHEN THEY WERE < : ABOUT LOYALTY?
KIDNAPPING THE % f

BABY? !

IF TUEY'D
WANTED LOYALTY,
THEY'D HAVE GOTTEN
A DOG. I STAY OUT OF
THEIR AFFAIRS, AND
THEY STAY OUT
OF MINE.

FOR A MOMENT, COURTNEY GAZED, TRANSFIXED,
INTO TUE VELVET DARKNESS OF TUE TUNNEL.
SHE SUSPECTED THAT SHE WAS ABOUT TO
BITE OFF MORE THUAN SUE COULD CHEW.

YET, SHE HAD LITTLE CHOICE BUT
TO PRESS ON, IN THE HOPES TUAT UER
WITS AND HER LUCK WOULDN'T FAIL HER.

REMEMBER,
CHILD. TAKE MO
FOOD NOR DRINK ONCE
YOU PASS WITHIN.

MY WAY.




, OR WE CAN
YOU'RE SEE WHAT HAPPENS
GONNA TAKE ME WHEN WE PUT THE BABY
RIGHT TO HIM. IN TUE MICROWAVE.

DESPITE HER BRAVADO, Y
COURTNEY WAS FIGHTING %
OFF A BRIEF IMPULSE TO RUN 1
SCREAMING INTO THE MIGHT. Y

TAKING A DEEP BREATH,

SHUE RESOLVED HERSELF TO THE
TASK. "AFTER ALL," SHE THOUGHT
TO HERSELF, "THIS CAN'T BE AS
BAD AS CHANGING DIAPERS..."

CHANGELING,
ARE TUE PATUS OF THE
MGUT FOR MORTAL
FEET?

Y TUHAT'S RIGHT.
[ I LOST MY WINGS N
A FREAK ACCIDENT,
OoKAY?




S00N COURTNEY
COULD NO LONGER
RECALL WHICH way
THEY HAD COME.

] s e SPOKE, THE TUNNEL OPENED OUT, :
fli] AND COURTNEY FOUND UERSELF BREATULESS,
| LOOKING UPON A CITY OF NIGHT THINGS. &5
il T RN !: :
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b | SiE saW STRANGE OUTLANDISM 1]
S| creaTUREs Everywiere, stouTivg [l | IT]
S AND LAUGHING IN UNEARTHLY VOICES, [
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E BRILLIANT LANTERNS DASZLED HER
EYES. SUE BEGAN TO GROW DIZ2Y.




SUDDENLY COURTNEY FOUND
HERSELF CcAUGHT IN A CROWD
OF OTHERWORLDLY MONSTERS, ||
ALL PUSHING AND sSHOVING [
UP AGAINST HER.

A ]
’ HONEY WINE.

FROM THE NECTAR
OF MALLORN

NEXT WE
HAVE A MORTAL CHILD,
FINE STOCK AND FULL

BIDDING AT
Hu

ONE HUNDRED
SOVEREIGNS.
WHO WiLL
BEGIN?







el
lhi,li,,. il

AND TUEN COURTNEY ||| s
REMEMBERED NO MORE. i[ ;

WHEN SHE CAME TO

HERSELF AGAIN, SHE

DISCOVERED THAT HER
PREDICAMENT HAD
GONE FROM BAD... i

AND NOW, LADIES
AND GENTLECREATURES,

N A MORTAL MAIDEN, OF THE

SORT QUEEN TTTANIA




COURTNEY STARED OUT FROM HER CAGE s

AT THE GATHERED BIDDERS. THEY WERE
GRIM AND MYSTERIOUS, AND SHE
UNHAPPILY CONTEMPLATED WHAT THUEY

MIGHT HAVE IN MIND FOR HER.

NO OME BIDS
FIFTY? HOW ABOUT FORTY?
FORTY SOVEREIGNS FOR
THE MAIDEN,

FORTY
SOVEREIGNS SAVE TUIS Y
POOR WRETCH FROM A

IF NO ONE
TAKES UER, WE'LL BE
FORCED TO THROW HER
INTO THE MARL PIT FOR

SUDDENLY, EVERYTHING BECAME CLEAR.
THE NEFARIOUS ANIMAL HAD TRICKED
COURTNEY, LURING HER DOWN INTO

GOBLIN TOWN FOR SOME DREAD PURPOSE.




7 EIGHTY FROM
WIS LORDSHIP.
NINETY FROM HER
DREADFULNESS

DO I HEAR ONE Af
HUNDRED?

N T ) ]
A iT! &

2t

COURTNEY WANTED TO SCREAM, SHOUT INSULTS
AT THE AUCTIONEER, ANYTHING TO STOP WHAT WAS
HAPPENING. BUT HER SHOCK AND DISORIENTATION
RENDERED HER QUITE INCAPABLE OF ACTION.

) 1) —-—

ALL SHE COULD DO WaAS
WATCH IN MUTE HORROR
A5 HER FATE WAS DECIDED




you SET |

AFTER A TIME, THE CARRIAGE
SLOWED TO A HALT, AND (TS
SOLE OCCUPANT STEPPED OUT.




AND
LUCKY FOR
YOou TUAT HE
DID.

1 WouLD
NEVER HAVE IMAGINED
A CLEVER GIRL LIKE You
COULD GET WERSELF INTO

~  EXPLAIN
/ TO MRS. FINCH
THAT HER BABY'S

I'M RIGHT

HERE, COURTNEY.

YOU'RE
NOT ESPECIALLY
SHARP TODAY,
ARE You?

YOUR
LITTLE FRIEND
HERE TIPPED
ME OFF.

EVELYN
FINCH? SHE'D
NEVER NOTICE.

I'M
TOUCHED BY YOUR
CONCERN. BUT THESE
THINGS HAPPEN,
COURTNEY.




I WOULDN'T

LITTLE ROGER WAS
LONG GONE, BUT THE
CHANGELING STILL
HAD A J0B TO DO.

THEY FOUND HiM AT A LOCAL ALEHOUSE, GAMBLING
AWAY THE MONEY HE'D MADE SELLING COURTNE

Hoo! .
LOOKS LIKE MY
LUCK IS FINALLY

CHANGING....

) L1

T

ULTIMATELY TUEY PERSUADED

HiM TO RETURN TO HIS DUTIES.
IS =Ty

CAREFUL NEXT TIME.
I WON'T ALWAYS BE
THERE TO RESCUE

you.

-
ny
b

AND AFTER A FEW HELPFUL SPELLS TUAT DEALT WITH
TUE REFORMING OF DISDOINED MATTER, HE DEPARTED.




WE SURE DID.
50 couLp You
COME BACK AGAIN
NEXT WEEK?
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STILL
CAN'T BELIEVE TUEY
CANCELLED ALLIE
MCSHPEAL.

HEY, GUYS,
WHAT'S WITH THE Blg
ouT T

T
WRONG WITH HIM?!
IS UE OKav?




HE IS
YOUR FATHER'S
GREAT UNCLE,

AFTER ALL.

NONSENSE.
I'M JUST OFF TO
TAKE CARE OF SOME
BUSINESS. p

I DONT ’\
WANT TO COME HOME
= AND FIND YOU'VE SOLD
YOUR PARENTS INTO
FAERY SERVITUDE.

HOW,
I DIDN'T
KNOW HE
WAS THAT
oLD.

I THOUGHT HE
WAS MY GREAT
UNCLE.




AND S0 TUE DAYS WENT BY.
BUT COURTNEY FOUND HERSELF
MISSING THE STRANGE OLD MAN

MUCH MORE THAN SHE EXPECTED,

[

) 4| sHe TriED TO FALL BACK
NCLE A GO MOM ON HER OLD WABITS.
AUD DAD TO KEEP ME ST
ENTERTAINED. === LTI

SAW HER AT
THE GROCERY STORE,
BUT I COULDNT

FOR A
WOMAN PUSHING
A SHOPPING CART
FILLED WITH WINE, SHE
SURE CAN MOVE
FAST.

E

< s




BUT WATCHING HER PARENTS DIDN'T PROVIDE
AS MUCH DIVERSION AS IT ONCE HAD.

W s0 how
[ IT'S YOUR TURN.
2 TAKE THE

DICE. _

!

ey gl
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..GRUMBLE...

SCRUNCHZ
SCRUNCHZ

P wez
a

»
s
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| COURTNEY'S DESPONDENCY SLOWLY
GREW. ALL AROUND HER, THE OTHER [—
CHILDREN HAPPILY BABBLED AWAY...

4

Nl

2




COURTNEY WAS A PRACTICAL GIRL,
AND IT BEGAN TO OCCUR TO HER THAT
PERHAPS SHE WAS MISSING SOMETHING
ABOUT THUE WORLD. SOMETHING IMPORTANT.

i |."l.ll|'][!i."!"'I

Tl

—

[>  AFTER ALL, WUAT Was |

A\ MORE LIKELY? TUAT THE
WORLD WAS FILLED WITH
COMPLETE DOOFUSES?

THAT THERE
MIGHT BE SOMETUING




BREAKFAST,
COURTNEY!

COURTNEY WRESTLED FOR THE STRENGTH TO RISE,
BUT IT WAS NO USE. THUANKFULLY, HER MOTHER
SEEMED TO HAVE FORGOTTEN ABOUT




SHE WAD NO APPETITE,
BUT WORRIED ABOUT
LOSING WHAT LITTLE

STRENGTH SHE HAD LEFT.

SHE FORCED HERSELF
TO TAKE THE LONG
TREK DOWNSTAIRS.

HER FATHER WAS STILL
AT THE DINNER TABLE,

e
THE NEXT MORNING SUE FELT EVEN WORSE.
THIS TIME HER MOTHER DIDN'T BOTHER HER,
AND ONCE ASAIN SHE SLEPT UNTIL EVENING.




A LITTLE UNDER THE
WEATHER LAST
D NIGHT.

THE UNSPOKEN THREAT OF A VISIT
TO THE DOCTOR LOOMED MENACINGLY.

REALLY?
DOES TUAT SOUND
LIKE ME? f




I KNE
ALL THAT PERFUME
WOULD EVENTUALLY
EAT AWAY HER




THE FOLLOWING MORNING, COURTNEY'S CONDITION
STILL HADN'T IMPROVED. IF ANYTHING, SHE FELT
WORSE THAN EVER. BUT FEAR OF DR. GRACE'S

GHOULISH BEDSIDE MANNER SPURRED HER OUT OF BED.

DON'T START CALLING HARVARD
JUST YET, FOLKS.

GO0D 208,
MISS CRUMRIN. SEE
WHAT YOU CAN DO WHEN
YOU JUST APPLY

DON'T BE
SiLLY, YOU DID
GREAT.

FOR HELPING
ME OUT.

way TO &0,
COURTNEY.

A\

COURTNEY, NEEDLESS
TO SAY, WAS TOO -
PERPLEXED TO ANSWER. &




I REALLY
DON'T THINK
up FoR

RACKET-
BALL TODAY.

I'm

BE 50 >
OH, BY TUE WaY,
YOUR {.%;FDRM (=]

SURPRISE ME.
YOU'VE REALLY BEEN
GOING FOR IT TUESE

SURE. 1
HAD TO PULL A FEW N&&
[ STRINGS TO GET You -
S| ON THE TeAM TUIS LATE, |22
USIASH Jot

IDONT
THINK ANYONE'S EVER




OF COURSE, IT WAS EASY TO WRITE OFF HER PARENTS'
WEIRD BEMAVIOR AS BRAIN DAMAGE, BUT THIS WAS ANOTHER
MATTER. HAD SHE GONE TO SCHOOL THE PREVIOUS DAY AND

BEEN TOO SICK TO REMEMBER? IT DIDN'T MAKE SENSE.

DESPITE HER GROWING CONFUSION,
COURTNEY'S ENERGY SLOWLY DIMINISHED.

SHE AWOKE HALF AN HOUR
LATER, AND REALIZED SHE
WAS LATE FOR CLASS.




TO PARIS", NOT "WHO L
TRAVELED TO PARIS

VERY GOOD. A
YOU'RE REALLY ON THE
S\ BALL TODAY, YOUNG
. LADY.

COURTNEY HAD NEVER BEEN
S0 HORRIFIED AS SHE WAS TUAT
MOMENT. AND A SECOND LATER...




SHE STAGGERED

AWAY, WITH NO

- GOAL 1N MIND

IT WAS AS THOUGH HER DOPPELGANGER'S R Fr o GeT
GAZE HAD REACHED OUT AND STOLE d k

EVERY SPARE OUNCE OF HER STRENGTH.

S0 THEN
CATHY SAYS "GET




S0 HER
ATTITUDE SUAPED UP
AFTER THAT.

oH YEAU,
CATHY SAYS WE CAN COME
TO HER PARENTS' COCKTAIL
P SUNDAY.

Qg\l

I ALWAYS

SAID YOU'D MAKE FRIEMDS &
IF YOU HAVE THUE RIGHT
ATTITUDE. .

TERROR
AND REVULSION
MIXED PAINFULLY IN
COURTNEY'S GUT.

WITNESSING TUE EXCHANGE
BETWEEN THE IMPOSTER AND
HER FAMILY, SHE SUDDENLY
SAW JUST HOW OUT OF PLACE
SHE HAD ALWAYS BEEN.




IT HAD USURPED HER
LIFE EFFORTLESSLY
AND WAS WELCOMED BY
EVERYONE WITHOUT
QUESTION.

WHAT REASON HAD THEY TO LIKE
HER MORE THAN IT? WHAT
DID SHE OFFER THE WORLD?

uer TRUE seLe [N
ED TO ANYONE... [

HAVE EXISTED AT ALL.




DUH/
I'M Y0U NOW,
OBVIOUSLY.

_@
@&ﬂ.‘-—_q _...

m.m b.s.x‘
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i

AND YOoUu
GET TO FINALLY

ADMIT IT.
I'M MUCH BETTER
AT BEING COURTNEY




WOULD KiSs A
| DISEASED MOLLUSK
IF IT COULD GET HER ==
INTO A COCKTAIL
PARTY.

HAVE M

You
O FRIENDS.

YOU CAN KISs Ass.
DON'T BREAK YOUR ARM
PATTING YOURSELF
ON THE BACK.

JUST THE
FACT TUAT YOUR
LAME PERFORMANCE
ACTUALLY FOOLED THESE

\ PEOPLE SHOULD TELL

YOU WHAT WTHITS




IF You
WANTED TO BECOME

COURTNEY CRUMRIN, YOU
SHOULD HAVE DONE

A LITTLE MORE
HOMEWORK.

SO

—_—

T T







ICAN
TAKE CARE OF MYSELF,




SHE AND OL' MAN CRUMRIN ARE THICK AS
THIEVES NOW. NEVER THOUGHT A LITTLE

YEU ;
STILL HANGIN' b —
ABOUT? THOUGH 'E TRIES TO

KEEP 'ER AWAY FROM
CERTAIN BOOKS. |
—

'ER FOLKS'RE STILL TRYIN'

il TE BE ALL POSH, FIT IN WITH
| THE NEIGHBORHOOD GENTRY.

A'COURSE,
IT WON'T LAST. NOT

TUCKED IN THERE
ALL o2y NOW,
BLESS 'EM.







Court ney
Crumrin
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Initial character sketches for Courtney Crumrin and the Night Things.




More of the original character designs for the debut issue of Courtney Crumrin.







Cover for Issue 1 of Courtney Crumrin and the Night Things.



Cover for Issue 2 of Courtney Crumrin and the Night Things.



Cover for Issue 3 of Courtney Crumrin and the Night Things.
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Cover for Issue 4 of Courtney Crumrin and the Night Things.




—— TED NAIFEH % +—

Ted Naifeh first appeared in the independent comics scene in 1999 as the
artist for Gloomcookie, the goth romance comic he co-created with Serena
Valentino for SLG Publishing. After a successful run, Ted decided to strike
out on his own, writing and drawing Courtney Crumrin and the Night
Things, a spooky children’s fantasy series about a grumpy little girl and her
adventures with her Warlock uncle.

Nominated for an Eisner Award for best limited series, Courtney Crumrin’s
success paved the way for Polly and the Pirates, another children’s book,
this time about a prim and proper girl kidnapped by pirates convinced she
was the daughter of their long-lost queen.

Over the next few years, Ted wrote four volumes of Courtney Crumrin,
plus a spin off book about her uncle. He also co-created How Loathsome
with Tristan Crane, and illustrated two volumes of the videogame tie-in
comic Death Junior with screenwriter Gary Whitta. More recently, he
illustrated The Good Neighbors, a three volume graphic novel series written
by New York Times best-selling author Holly Black, published by Scholastic.

In 2011, Ted wrote the sequel to Polly and the Pirates, and illustrated
several Batman short stories for DC Comics. He is currently writing and
illustrating the ongoing Courtney Crumrin series, which will celebrate its
10th year in 2012.

Ted lives in San Francisco, because he likes dreary weather.




Courtne
Crumrin

COMING IN 2012

COuRTNEY CRUMRIN, VOLUME 2: COuRTNEY CRUMRIN, VOLUME 3:
THE CovEN OF MYSTICS THE TWILIGHT KINGDOM
By Ted Naifeh By Ted Naifeh
136 pages » 6"x9" Hardcover « Color 136 pages ® 6"x9" Hardcover ® Color
ISBN 978-1-934964-80-4 ISBN 978-1-934964-86-6
$19.99 US $19.99 US

COMING IN 2013

COURTNEY CRUMRIN, VOLUME 4: COURTNEY CRUMRIN
MonsTrROUS HOLIDAY TALES
By Ted Naifeh By Ted Naifeh
136 pages ® 6"x9" Hardcover ® Color 136 pages ® 6"x9" Hardcover ® Color
ISBN 978-1-934964-92-7 ISBN 978-1-62010-019-6
$19.99 US $19.99 US

Look for the continuing adventures of Courtney Crumrin in

single issues at your local comic shop, in 2012!

A1so BY TED NAIFEH

PorLy AND THE PIRATES, VOLUME 1 PorLy AND THE PIRATES, VOLUME 2
By Ted Naifeh By Ted Naifeh & Robbi Rodriguez
176 pages ® Digest ® Black & White 176 pages ® Digest ® Black & White
ISBN 978-1-932664-46-1 ISBN 978-1-934964-73-6
$11.95 US $11.99 US
GROOND)

d

For more information on these and other fine Oni Press comic books and graphic
novels, visit www.onipress.com. To find a comic specialty store in your area,
call 1-888-COMICBOOK or visit, www.comicshops.us.
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‘Ted’s created something wickedly imaginative, yet strangely classic
in this creepy world of lovely monsters and hideous people.”
—Jhonen Vasquez, creator of Invader Zim and Squee

@ Yorume ONE

The Nghf ﬁl'hu}gg
Courtney Crumrin grumbles about everything, but now she’s really
got something to grumble over. Having run out of credit cards, her
parents are moving to the wealthy suburb of Hillsborough, to live rent-
free with their creepy old uncle Aloysius. Courtney is now an outcast
among her rich, snobby classmates. And if that weren’t bad enough,

the musty, decrepit old mansion that she now calls home is occupied
by stranger creatures than just her parents or Uncle Aloysius.

They crawl about the house, just out of sight. They crunch bones in
the corner. They climb up on the bed and watch Courtney while she
sleeps. Mom and Dad don’t notice them, but Uncle Aloysius calls
them the Night Things.

GRAPHIC NOVEL / FANTASY $19.99 US

DI II ISBN 978-1-934964-77-4
PRESS 51999
www-onlp'ess.com ‘||H|”|||‘||‘I
9 1781934ll964774
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