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Born:
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Joined the angels:
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Witches! Who doesn't enjoy a delightful, cauldron stirring tale about an evil witch casting a spell or putting a curse on someone to exact revenge?

Learn about the demure librarian who finds an old book on witchcraft in a secret area of the library's basement.

Does a family have to suffer for the mistakes of their ancestors?

Can an evil rich man get away with throwing a poor family out into the cold?

Will a man playing an ancient flute open a portal into the world of witchcraft?

Does an old, abandoned well hold the key to another realm?

Can a preacher save a young man whose life is being destroyed by a witch determined to send him to the depths of hell?

Read on and discover the answers to these and other tales if you dare!

This fully illustrated volume brings 13 pre-code horror comic tales back to life in written form.
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Witches Terror
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Under the guise of civic duty, Edward Miller hid his cruel heart, but there are those who can see through evil and find justice.
Edward Miller was a law-abiding man. When the authorities banned black magic rites on his small island, he considered his obligation with great care and then decided his course of action. Long had he suspected Old Elizabeth of practicing witchcraft, and besides she was behind on her rent, so he decided to pay her a visit.
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Edward knocked on her door with determination. Old Elizabeth's daughter, Veronica opened it carefully. She was cradling her little baby in her arms. 

"What can I do for you, Mr. Miller?" she asked, with a look of worry on her face. 

"Another month and no rent!" he huffed. "I've taken all I can from you and your mother putting me off. Consider this your eviction notice. I want you off my property ASAP!"

"But if my husband had not been killed working a threshing machine on your plantation, we would have your money. Please, I beg you, you can't put an old woman and a baby out in this kind of weather!" the young widow pleaded. 

"You bring tears to my eyes!" Edward Miller scoffed. "What do you think I am? Some bleeding-heart chump?" 

"At least let us stay until morning! The baby isn't well and I am afraid to take him out in the storm. Have pity on us, Mr. Miller!" she begged him, but to no avail. Her cries were falling on deaf ears.

[image: Witchcraft-Panel-02.jpg]

Old Elizabeth looked straight at Miller and pointed her bony finger right in his face, "Long have you accused Old Elizabeth of practicing witchcraft, sir. It has all been false accusations, but evil must be punished. You will know my curse and you will rue what you have done this night for the rest of your days!"

Now, turned out into the raging tropical storm, Old Elizabeth, Veronica and her baby son were insulted by Edward Miller once more as he grabbed the old woman forcefully by the arm. "You don't frighten me, you old hag! You are nothing but a lawbreaking old bitch!" he lashed out, "Your chanting doesn't mean a thing to me."

"Please don't strike her! Veronica screamed, "She's a helpless old woman!" Just then Edward Miller backhanded the old woman, causing her to cry out in pain.
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Safe within the confines of his luxurious home, Miller's lovely wife Lolita, and his young son await his return. 

"Daddy! Daddy!' the boy squealed when he walked into the living room. 

"Darling, whatever took you away on such a wretched night?" Lolita inquired. 

"Just a bit of business, my dear. It's all taken care of now." he returned.

Edward scooped up his son in his arms, holding him above his head. "How's daddy's precious boy? My, what a fine, healthy young man you are! My pride and joy, that's what you are!" The boy giggled at the attention his father was paying him.

Edward Miller called it an unpleasant task to his conscience, but then shrugged it off into nothingness as he basked in his own happiness, but all was not well with Old Elizabeth. On that rain-swept night, death had already claimed her grandchild and now her daughter lay stricken as well. 

"Oh, woe. A fire rages within her brow. She'll not last longer than the night!" Old Elizabeth wailed as she fell to her knees beside her daughter's prone form, wringing her withered old hands.
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One short hour after death claimed another of Elizabeth's small family, somewhere out in the stormy night, a strange sickness suddenly seized Edward Miller's son. 

"I've never seen the likes of this before!" Reba Brady, the young boy's black nanny exclaimed. 

"Oh, darling, will the doctor never get here?" Lolita cried as she rubbed her handkerchief on her eye. "Soon, dear. He's on his way now." Edward said, trying to comfort her.

"We've got to do something! He can't die! Don't let anything happen to my baby! If he dies, I want to die, too!" Lolita wailed hysterically. 

"Now, now, Mrs. Miller," the doctor patted her on the back, "There's no sign of the child dying. He is however, manifesting some strange changes that I can't seem for the life of me to account for." 

Lolita continued her sobbing. Edward grabbed her, pulling her close. "Shh! The boy will hear you. I want you to get some rest I will have Reba get you a cup of tea." 

"Alright, Edward," she nodded in agreement.

Just then, Reba came running out of the boy's room, flailing her arms in the air. "Something terrible has happened to the little one! Something terrible! It's a curse! I just knows it!"
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The Miller's entered their son's room. Standing on the bed was a hairy, hunchbacked little creature slobbering. 

"Nice daddy!" it uttered in a low growling voice. 

"No, it can't be! Don't look, Lolita, this can't be happening!" Edward gasped. 

"I think I'm going to faint," Lolita sighed. 

"Old Elizabeth's curse," Edward voiced inwardly.

"Conjure doings," said Reba, "The boy has been cursed. Such things have been known to happen on this island." 

"No! This has got to be some kind of cruel trick! It just can't be real!" Lolita cried out.

"Old Elizabeth. I must go to her and have her break this wretched curse. Only she would find reason to do this. She has indeed carried out her threat!" Edward cursed, inwardly.

Edward Miller spent the next several days tracking down Old Elizabeth's whereabouts. Then he learned of a little hut on the river bank. Strapping on his gun belt and revolver, he grimly went forth into the night, seeking out the ancient old crone.

At last he was face to face with Old Elizabeth. "You cursed my son. Take it back, or I'll kill you old hag!" he screamed, pointing his pistol in her direction. 

"I didn't curse him and killing me will be no cure." she mumbled as she sat by her small fire trying to catch a little warmth in her old bones.

"How can I bring him back to his normal self?" he demanded, sticking his pistol barrel in her face. "I've just got to, do you understand?" 

"There is a way. Yes, Old Elizabeth knows a way. I will tell you," she said.

Helpless against any unknown power, Edward Miller, the once ruthless, cold-hearted man became a whimpering beggar of Old Elizabeth's graces. Gazing into her ancient hate-filled eyes he promised her anything and she proceeded to give him the directions sought.

He left her small hut and proceeded to walk down a small, sloping hillside where he came to a clearing. "This is the third night after the full moon as I was told and yes! I hear the chanting, the rites are on!" he thought to himself.

Suddenly he came upon the gathering. "Fantastic devil dancing! It's like a whole other world!" he whispered.

[image: Witchcraft-Panel-06.jpg]

Suddenly Old Elizabeth stepped out from behind the dancers. "Ha! There you are! We have been waiting for you! The sacrifice has not yet been made. It's up to you. Are you willing to give a life for a life?" she questioned him.

"A life for a life?" he gasped, "But whose?"

"What does it matter?" she hissed. "You asked no questions when you caused the death of my daughter and grandson!" 

"All right, I'll do it," he gave in. The old woman passed him the dagger she held in her hand with a small skull ornament adorning the top. A young woman was laying on the altar with a sheet draped over her. She was shackled so she couldn't get away. "A girl! Good thing I can't see her face or I would be sick," he gasped.

"Ha! Ha! How evil multiplies itself!" Old Elizabeth cackled. "What is a life to him as long as he gains what he wishes! But there is a price. Oh, yes! Lives are not free!"

"It is done, son of the devil!" she hissed at Miller. "Go home. You will find your son as he was before. Of course you are prepared to pay the price. Death costs so much, you know."
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"Yes, I'm ready to go. But I will pay no price except to you, hag. Death is cheap to me. Now your curses will be over forever!" he cried out as he emptied his pistol into her wrinkled old body.

Without remorse, Edward Miller hurried home to his family. He was jubilant to find Old Elizabeth had kept her promise to him, but baffled to find his son home alone. 

"Where did your mommy go?" he questioned his son.
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There was an urgent knock on the door. Swinging the door open, Edward found two uniformed police officers standing there. 

"The police!" he gasped. "What are you doing here?" 

"Mr. Miller, it is our painful duty to be here, but we must inform you that your wife has been murdered. She was slain by a dagger with a skull ornament. It appears that devil worshippers are responsible for the crime. It seems she was used as a human sacrifice. You have our deepest sympathies, sir. 

Suddenly a look of abject horror spread across Edward Miller's face. "It was my own wife!"

Never had the island seen a man so grief-stricken. Indeed, poor Edward Miller completely took leave of his senses and had to be taken to a local asylum. As the years passed, and the guards changed, his sad tale was still whispered about. They said he kept babbling about sacrificing his own wife. Everyone knew the local natives were held responsible for the crime. Rumor has it, his grown son has the mind of a six year old, too.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
VOLUME-3

g i
 OPRLLARG
W

CH. PEERY

I





d2d_images/image030.jpg





d2d_images/image140.jpg





d2d_images/image097.jpg





d2d_images/image083.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image101.jpg





d2d_images/image032.jpg





d2d_images/image044.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





d2d_images/image107.jpg





