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Dedication

For Cyndi L. Collins,

You believed in me

and taught me how to believe in myself.

For that I will be eternally grateful!

Rest In Peace!
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Introduction

This is a derivative work based on the old pre-code horror comics of the 1940's-1950's, laid out for you in an illustrated, short story format.

Zombies during this time period, usually resulted from some type of voodoo curse. They were not the zombies you find now. They were however, quite frightening in their own way.

I hope you enjoy this trip down memory lane, as you immerse yourself in these 13 zombie tales!  
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The Corpse Who Prowled By Night
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Christopher Carter was such an evil man in life that the people of the town buried his body in a mausoleum in a separate part of the cemetery. They wanted to keep his vile, hideous spirit isolated from the rest of the dead that were buried there.

When progress threatened his ill-omened resting place, the corpse of Christopher Carter battered its way out of the mausoleum that contained him. He in turn brought a horrible wave of death and destruction to the poor people of a tiny, isolated village.

They called the tiny village Sorrow Valley. Hidden deep in the mountains, it was a place of forbidden gloom!

Yes, progress had come to Sorrow Valley, but what was the ultimate cost? The workers readied their equipment and soon a modern interstate highway system would cut through, exposing the village's dark secrets!

"There it is," one of the workmen stated as they approached in their truck.

"This has to be the loneliest village in the whole countryside! There won't be much excitement here for you guys while you're building this road!" exclaimed the foreman as he looked around. 

"Yeah, there probably isn't a bar in the whole damned town," grumbled another workman.
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"WHEN WE'RE THROUGH moving the graveyard to its new site, we'll run our road right over the crest of the hill and hook up with Highway 32," said Mr. Williams, the manager in charge of operations. 

"We'll have all the graves exhumed by sundown, Mr. Williams," said the foreman.

But later, as the last body is removed..."Stop! You can't go any further in this direction," one of the villagers cried. "We heard your highway would swing to the left of this hill!" This was the very hill where the body of Christopher Carter lay in his isolated mausoleum.
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"THE PLANS HAVE BEEN changed!" the foreman yelled. "We're going to go right over the top of that hill!" 

"Walter Lee...you had better tell him why they can't do that!" exclaimed another frightened villager.

"No person has dared to go beyond this point in 30 years," Walter Lee stated. "There is evil and death up there. That's the tomb of Christopher Carter, known as the Vulture of Sorrow Valley!"

"What the...?" screeched Raymond Williams. "Say, look, I'm just doin' my job here. Now step aside, Lee! We're going to remove that tomb, along with the other graves!" 

"No! We won't let you bring evil down on us again," shouted Walter Lee. 

"Sir, Christopher Carter was a crazed fiend who killed fourteen people in this valley," pleaded a village woman. "Not only that, many folks also vanished under mysterious circumstances. He had the power of evil in him. If you disturb his tomb, he will return and wreak havoc on this village yet again!"

The town spokesman, Walter Lee, stepped forward and stated forcefully, "We will break the skull of any man that tries to release this evil on us again! We buried his evil soul up here to keep his evil spirit away from the dead on the other side of the cemetery."

"That's nothing but a bunch of crazy, superstitious crap!" exclaimed Williams. "I guess I will have to get a court injunction and have you all removed by force if necessary!"

The following morning the townspeople watch in angst as Raymond Williams approached them with a paper clutched in his right hand. "Here's the injunction," he stated. "These state troopers will remove you by force if you don't go peacefully."

A village woman began to sob uncontrollably. "Y-You fool! Setting free that monster's body will rain horror down on this entire village," screamed Walter Lee.

Shortly afterwards, workmen enter the forbidden tomb. The chains and locks are torn off. "Ugh! The dampness in this place penetrates through to the bone," one of the workmen grunted.

"Yeah! Let's get this rotten job over with fast!" said another.
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CHRISTOPHER CARTER's hideous coffin is carried out into the brilliant morning sun. "Whew! What a freaky job," sighed Raymond Williams, wiping his brow. "Get that damned coffin out of my sight and over to the temporary morgue. Maybe now, we can finish building our highway."

"It can't be too fast for me, boss," said one of the workers.

That night deep terror settled over Sorrow Valley. Curtains are drawn shut, and shades are pulled. Clammy fingers of fear clutch at the very heart of the village!

"Robert, come inside quickly!" a woman calls to her child.

"Suffering cats!" scoffs Raymond Williams, observing the scene before him. 

"They're locking the village up like a bank vault! The entire village is scared stiff. What a bunch of lily-livered idiots!" The foreman with Williams shook his head in disbelief.

"Boy, will I be glad when this job is over," said Williams. "No place to go see a movie, no restaurants. Nothing to do on our down time. This place is a joke!" 

The foreman glanced toward a man crossing the street. "There's at least one person out walking around. I'll ask him if he knows where the action is. Some kind of strip club or something."

Turning in the man's direction, Williams approaches him and asks him, "Hey buddy, can you...YIIIIII!"

"Good God in Heaven!" screamed the foreman.

"Help! It's not human!" yelped Williams, just barely keeping his wits about him.
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THE FOREMAN'S SCREAM pierced the dark night. A heavy chain finds its way around his neck as Williams runs away in terror. 

"I really should go back and help him," Williams pants, "B-But he's beyond help now. H-He's dead now for sure!"

Moments later, Williams stammers out the story in the road worker's shack. "It was awful...awful! The thing came out of the shadows and grabbed my head foreman, Lloyd Hubbard!" 

"You must be out of your mind, Williams! Have you been drinking?" shot back Darrel Barksdale, the other foreman in charge. Barksdale turned to the other men he was playing poker with, "We better go check this out. I have a gun just in case we run into any trouble."

As the men searched the eerie woods surrounding Sorrow Valley, Williams stood frozen. There before him, hanging on a tree branch was the body of his main foreman, Lloyd Hubbard, a construction chain wrapped around his neck.

"Dead! Poor Lloyd, he won't be clearing any more brush for highways. Look! L-Look over there!" yelled Barksdale. A blood curdling moan was coming from someone standing by the Carter mausoleum up on the hill.

"I-It’s the killer's corpse," stammered Williams. "The villagers said he would come back, and they were right! He came back because we disturbed his tomb! He's a zombie!" 

"Shut up," said Barksdale, this kind of crap doesn't happen. We'll just go down to the morgue and you will see he is still there."

But later, when Christopher Carter's coffin is opened..."He's gone!" Williams shouted, "The damned thing is empty, Barksdale!"

The following morning, Williams appears desperate as the work continues. "Some guys have quit because of the crazy killings going on around here," he said a bit concerned, "The work must go on! We will be working day and night on two shifts until this project is complete! Hey you over there...get moving that gravel for the highway!"

"Yes sir. Right away," said the gravel truck driver reluctantly.

The work continues at break-neck pace throughout the day. As the gravel truck rolls through the center of the village, dusk descends. 

A villager cries out from a second story window, "Eeeee! It's the corpse of Christopher Carter on top of that truck! Great glory! Have mercy on us! He's carrying a headstone under his arm!"
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A SPLIT SECOND LATER, the corpse of Christopher Carter was on top of the truck's hood peering in at the driver. The driver screamed!
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IT WASN'T A HEADSTONE he was carrying, but a heavy granite placard that was placed on his tomb. It read, "Here lies the Vulture of Sorrow Valley."
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"HEEE, HEEE! I'M FREE to slay once more!" screeched Carter. "Die! Die!" he yelled as he hurled the heavy granite slab through the windshield, striking the gravel truck driver a fatal blow to the head.

As the workmen observed the wreckage later that evening they saw the sprawled out body of the deceased gravel truck driver. Beside him lay the heavy granite stone. One of the workmen named Bottoms gasped, "The monster's burial stone! What are we supposed to do now, Mr. Williams?" 

"You'll do what I tell you to do, Bottoms. Start tarring that road! The job has to be finished-zombie or no zombie! The police are on their way to protect you!" exclaimed an exasperated Williams.

"Y-Yes, sir!" stammered Bottoms.

The grim work continued. "You stupid fools! Once again you have released the evil of Christopher Carter upon yourselves!" yelled Walter Lee. 

"Y-Yes Walter. A-And that in-human fiend will come for the rest of us next," sobbed a young village woman.
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LATER THAT NIGHT, AS the moon rose high in the heavens, a man wielding a pickax stood atop a tar container. A worker coming up below him called out to him, "Working night and day and some crazy fiend killing us off one by one! Bull! Williams is bat-shit crazy to go on with this job! Greed is all it's about. Pure greed. Well, better get back to work my friend. Yikes!" 

"Hello there," Christopher Carter moaned in a sinister voice from atop the tar container.

"No, no! Don't kill me!" bellowed the doomed worker. The axe descends, a fearful wave of hot tar gushes forth frying the innocent worker's legs in their tracks.

Raymond Williams and a couple other men appeared. Bottoms cried out, "It was the zombie!" 

"Good Lord, t-the thing's got Bottoms trapped in the hot tar!" gasped a stunned Williams. "It's no use," he admitted. We are no match for this zombie. I'm calling an end to this job. My bonus be damned." 

"Poor devil", a worker said, "It's about time you did the right thing, Williams."

The corpse had won. Game over. And that night a frightening form creeps into the morgue, a corpse returning to its empty coffin. The zombie shuffled across the room. His cold, gaunt fingers touch the coffin lid.  

A voice calls out in the darkness, "Alright you murdering fraud! I knew you would come back! Don't move or I'll shoot!" 

"Yipes", yelled Christopher Carter.

[image: Panel-09.jpg]

THE CORPSE RAISED HIS hand in a threatening gesture. Bullets streak through the night and
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