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v, NO FRIEND
TELY FREE,
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*THE ROOM HAD BEEM
ADVERTISED IM A
LOCAL PAPER.
SOMETHING ABOUT
IT HAD DRAWN ME.

STRANGE EMBRACE

e

B

)
3
1]

Mrs. PILGER?
I PHONED
YESTERDAY.




DAVID HIMNE

I'LL TAKE
YOoU UP AND SHOW
YOU., THEN WE CAN
HAVE A CUF OF TEA
AMD T'LL EXPLAIM THE
ARRAMGEMENTS.

THAT'S

Mr. CORBEAL!

A SERIES OF PSYCHIC IMAGES,
MORE INTENSE THAN I HAD
EVER EXFERIEMCED, FLASHED
THROUGH MY MIND.




YOU WON'T
BE SEEIMNG MUICH
OF HIM.

WELL.

THIS IS IT. IT'S NOT
EXACTLY LUMURIOUS,
I'M AFRAID, BUT
IT IS BIG

o,

: ey { I'M AL A ——
DO THEM, ALEX? | \
IF YOU DOMN'T MIND | _ WRITER. "IT WAS ALL FALLING INTO

MY ASKING -7 B FLACE. I WAS A WRITER AND
STUDENT? i 4 3 CORBEAL WAS MY STORY.




DAVID HIMNE

[HIT 1 I3

"THE HOUSEKEEPER SEEMED TO HAVE LITTLE TO DO AND WAS
GRATEFUL TO FIND SOMEONE TO TALK TO. I DECIDED TO
DISCOVER AS MUCH ABOUT CORBEAU AS I COULD FROM HER.

I CALL THEM
THAT, BUT I GUITE
LIKE THEM IN
A WAY,

I WENT TO
ART COLLEGE FOR
A WHILE, WHEN I
WAS YOLUNGER.

HE'S A BIT ODD
REALLY: I SUPPOSE.
HARMLESS ENOUGH

THOUGH. USED TO

BE AN ANTIRUE

DEALER.

IT HAD
A TERRIFIC
INFLLUENCE OMN A
LOT OF MODERN
FPAINTERS YOU)
KNOW, AFRICAN
ART.

THAT'S WHY
THERE'S SO
MANY OF THOSE
MONSTROSITIES
ABOUT THE
PLACE.




"IT WAS LIk
THE NE

E THE OPENING CHAPTER OF A NOVEL. - I TYPED, AN IMAGE
%T DAY, I WENT OUT AND BOUGHT . - THE OLD MAN BEGAN
SECOND-HAND TYPEWRITER. = TO COME INTO FOCUS,

ANTHONY CORBEAU

Every morning he would wash and dress
carefully, comb his hair and beard and stand
before the mirror as he had done every day
of his adult life, to check that his appearance
was one of impeccable normality...

But as the day progressed. he would run
his fingers throiigh his hair, scratch at his
beard; his eves would lose their focus as he
gazed into the past. His starched collar had
titted snugly when he had first worn it.
Mow his neck protruded like a turkey’s.

He was a ghost haunting the clothes of a
younger man.




*IT WAS GOING TO BE DIFFICULT.
HIS MIND WAS AS FULL OF SHADOWS
AND DARK CORNERS AS THE HOUSE,

DAVID HIME

*THE HOUSE..
HE HAD LIVED
HERE ALL
HIS LIFE.




STRAMGE EMBRACE

"WITHIN A FEW DAYS, "CORBEALU WAS MORE DIFFICULT.

I HAD LEARNED ALL HE SEEMED TO BE SUFPFRESSING
THAT Mrs. PILGER SO MUCH, BURYING IT DEEFR IM HIS
KMNEW, WHAT SHE UNCONSCIOUS. BUT THINGS FILTERED
DIDN'T TELL ME. THROUGH WHEM HE SLEPT.

I READ EASILY FROM =
HER THOUGHTS. \ i

*I WOLLD CLOSE
MY EYES.. “AND LET MY MIND DRIFT
THROUGH THE CORRIDORS
OF THE HOUSE..

"DAST HIS SILENT RS e
GUARDIANS .. AND I WOU

DREAMS.




DAVID HIME

\
/1
“LITTLE BY LITTLE. FRAGMENTS OF

TOGETHER.

THE FPIECES CAME 1 NIGHTMARES.

T WOLULD WAIKE L'-'-.(}C?‘D
DREMCHED IN SWEAT ﬁiﬂﬂ“lﬁu. Mrs.
AND SHAKING AS T | FILGER.
FELT CORBEAU'S
FEAR CLUTCHING
AT MY HEART.

"WEEKS WENT BY,
SUMMER CAME AND
I RARELY LEFT MY
ROOM EXCEPT TO
BLY FOOD OR
CIGARETTES.




: NOT MIUCH CHAMCE
DONT OF THAT. SINCE ALEX
KMNOW WHAT IT MOVED IN, THERE
15 ABOUT THIS b= HASN'T BEEN A SINGLE
HOUSE, ALL THE y ; ENGUIRY ABOUT THE
MEM TURM INTO OTHER ROOMS.
HERMITS. :

ANYWAY, T ! I
THOUGHT YOU WERE : /E YOU | DONT KNOW.
WORRIED ABOUT . GoT I'VE BEEN

HAVING THE PLACE j 1 EINDING THEM
OVERRUN WITH ROWDY 5 EVERYWHERE.
LAYABOUTS NOW ;
CORBEAL'S LETTING

LTHOLU THER
I DECIDEDR TO BE

*THE OPENING
CHAPTERS WERE
SOOM COMPLETE"

SoRBEAU
CORBEAU
Ch

sler O

-
3 FURPOSE . e
boau was o strange. A LIFE WITHOUT PURPOSE

rbeau was ALrange.
L his

While others slept, he walked the city
*ets, his slow footfalls echoing from
e silent walls as he wandered aimlessly.




DAVID HIME

Each morning, the grey dawn light m His mother had died many vears earlier,
and his father was concerned at Anthony's
apparent melancholy. He had no friends.
no purpose in life.

=al

drove him back to his father's house.
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I SEE YOuU
WERE OUT ALL NIGHT
AGAIN. FERHAPS IT IS NOT
MY BUSINESS TC INTERFERE.
BUT I BELIEVE THAT IT'S
TIME I HAD SOME INFLUEMC
IN %OUIR LIFE. Y'OU MAY
FEEL THAT YOU HAVE MNO
MNEED TO FIND EMELOYMENT.
FINANCIALLY THAT MAY
BE TRUE. BUT THE
MIND..

THE
MIND NEEDS
EMPLOYMENT,
AMNTHOMNY.

; MY MIND
IS VERY WELL
EMFLOYED,
FATHER




[ DR S

- VTASIEST Al | g WELL TO READ.. AS
ANT‘ ol e - : 11 1 RELAXATION. AT THE

" THE DAY, IT MAY

AVELL BE A GOOD
THING TO ENTERTAIN

OMNESELF, BUT IT SHOULD

FOLLOW A DAY OF WORK

READING CANNOT BE AN
EMND IM ITSELF
- ‘-

YOU ARE NOT A
I HAVE FOOL. YOU WILL LEARN,

I HAW
DECIDED... IF YOuU
HAVE MO OTHER CAREER
TO PROPOSE.. THAT ¥OU
SHOWLD ENTER THE ; U
. 1|.|- -| oy = b - al
als UP EASIL
=R R ERSler!

I WILL NO
BE CONTRADICTED
IN THIS ANTHONY.
AT NINE O'CLOCK Of
MONDAY MORNING,
YOU WILL OFEN UP
THE CAMNAL STREET
SHOP —- AS ITS
MAMNAGER




S

THERE
NO TRUTH IN
THEM. IT'S NOT

LIFE, ANTHONY.
THERE'S NO
LIBSTITUTE
FOR LIFE.
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MNO
SUBSTITUTE
B FOR LIFE.




Monday morning came and His heart sank as
Anthony's life took a new direction. he loocked about him.

at

vas his father's idea of life. e TT I L
A musty collection of knick-knacks
and curios = the flotsam and jetsam
of other people’s lives washed up in
thizs backwater of the antique trade.
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Then a current passed through him...
a movement in the air.




fID HIME

The other objects in the shop were lifeless...
cold, but this... he could imagine the craftsman
who had made it, touching this same wood,
seeing this timeless face already living in the
mahogany as he cut into it.

Mmm?

I CAN'T FIND
THE RECORD OF
THE PURCHASE

oOF THIS
STATUE.

Ch? Ah, WELL,
SHOULDMN'T YERY I SHOULD
. LIKE TO KMNOW REALLYT WELL.
THE SORT OF THING HOW WE CAME E HAVE A
PECIALISE IN REALLY £ IT. .
HOULD STICK IT
BACK OUT OF THE
PURCHASES,




CH WAL CAUSELY.
LAST YEAR FROM A REGENCY DRIVE. WELL.
BATCH BROUGHT BACK TRENT. YOU MAY INFORM
FROM THE BELGIAN MY FATHER THAT I SHALL
CONGO. BOUGHT OUT BE AWAY FROM THE SHOP
OF CLRIOSITY, 1 TOMORROW VISITING
SHOULD SAY. Mr. WILLIAM CAUSELY..

ON BUSINESS.

The next morning, Anthony took the first i
step along the path which would become his &
obsession and his damnation. I EE ME, Mr
- CORBEALR I wWisH TO
PURCHASE YOUR
COLLECTIOMN.




DAVID HIMNE

THERE
I AM A LITTLE I8 ALSO T

-~ HE
CONCERNED, SIR. Beliils
THIS... CONCENTRATION ) e e
ON ACQUISITIONS FROM ) i oy o
THE, ah..DARK CONTINENT. WHLES e D R R A
I'M SURE THERE |S SOME : lnisade A L

OF THING., BUT THE CAMNAL | - =) =7
STREET SHOP IS REALLY FOR BUaESE.
MNOT IDEALLY
SITUATED..

THAT IS NOT FOR
YOU TO SAY, TRENT. =
THERE 1S A MARKET Mrs,
FOR THESE THINGS. WINDSOR
IT IS UP TO MY 0 H*’;,\— ARRIVED,
e T WS A WSS AT
) TO ALLOW HIY Y e
A CERTAIN AMOUNT b WINDSOR. THAT WILL
OF LATITUDE. BE ALL FOR
NOW, HUGO.

EMILY..
AND SARAH, HOW
WONDERFLUL TO
8EE YOU BOTH.




IN FACT, IF YOU
ANTHONY HAS ARE AGREEABLE, I
PR e BEES P HAD INTENDED TO
» W, ’ [ i
MANAGING ONE DF PAY HIM A VISIT.
OUR SHOPS,

And so the wheels of fate
turned. Had Sarah not met
Anthony until that evening in
the mundane setting of the
dining room, the spark might
never have been struck which
was to set a fire that would
consume them all.

ANTHONYF
WHAT ON
EARTH -/




INSPECTIN
YOUR NEW
STOCK?

Yo
REMEMBER Mrs.
WINDSOR, AND THIS
IS HER DAUGHTER,
SARAH. MY SONM,
ANTHOMNY..

WITH SOME
EMNTHUSIASM.




IT WAS
EXACTLY THAT -
AN INSPIRATHON!

I CAME
ACROSS AN
EXAMPLE IN THE
SHOP AND WAS
FORTUNATE
EMOUGH TO TRACE

THE E

HE STILL
HAD THE BULK OF
HIS COLLECTION, AND,
BEING IN SOME
FIMAMCIAL DIFFICLILTY,
WAS WILLING TO PART
WiTH THEAM

BUT,
ARG AR
AMND DARE I ASK OT A MUSEUM. THIS
HDM\-F:'\‘\LE-H IT '.I'?:!{vn-c 15 A BUSINESS. WE
TO PERSUADE HIM

F SELLING GUR STOC
- = OF SELLING OUR STOCK
TO PART WITH HIS... IT WAS A VERY AT A EET*-.-—-.’_I;JNAE-LE
REASOMNABLE PRICE. EROFIT.
THEY ARE EXCELLENT
EXAMPLES. ANY g
.ﬂ‘lLJEELg‘E WOoULD

TREASURE?

WELL... WE CAN
DISCUSE THIS SOME

OTHER TIME. FOR NOW,

I SUGGEST YOU RETURN ES

HOY WITH US. I HAV AL Lol -

INVITED THE LADIES TO e R ki
DINE WITH US THIS e
EVENING. I'M SURE © HEAR ANTHONY"S
YOU'LL WELCOME oA 82 L
THE PROSPECT OF S MY

COMPANY.




WID HIME

IT'S THE
DIFFEREMCE
BETWEEMN ART
AMD ARTIFICE. YOU
SEE ALL AROUND %OU
THE ACHIEVEMENTS O -
OUR GREAT ¥ ans THAT IS SO TRUE.
IT ALL O ALL SOPHISTICATED

2 i

B M ' D MND AAAR )
EXTERIO /| ! H. BUT BEHIND
NOTHIMG AT THE = L THE FINERY--

CORE.. NO

- S0 ¥YOou /
Ay T LURFACE AN W BELIEVE THAT IT O ANGE 1T
) DNSEA C 1S IN PRIMITIVE ASPEL NNG TO ;
ART THAT THE ZHION, T
LESS THANM IN THOSE FAR-OFF R TRLITH LIES - | HE
COUNTRIES WE PFLUNDER IN =l - LR EXISTENCE

THE MAME OF EMPIRE. | | OK, UPON THEM 1S

Mt ' ] . = | {10 TO LODK UBPON THE
L V. '] S RVAT 1N :

AL

Pt




WHAT ARE YOuU
YOUMG PECPLE
WHISFERIMG

ABOUT?

AMNTHOMNY
nHA'E- SOME
IDEAS ABOUT THE
AMTIGUE BUSINESS.
I HAD NO IDEA THE
SUBJECT COULD BE
SO STIMLUILATING.

I HAVE ALWAYS

FOUND IT SO, BUT I
AM GRATIFIED MY SON

SHOLULD BE OF LIKE
MIND. ONE CAN ONLY

HOPE THAT HIS
'HH'." - IHLI r_!..;].ih ﬂ"l.vr_" 'I.-\-"iﬂp
glass into his flesh. If only he could be so free.

How he wished at thaot moment that he had
courage to ta I
into his tather’s ta

EMTHUSIASM WILL
BE !/
= E‘r]ﬂ:"

HIS TASTE.

YES, 1
BELIEVE I

AFPROVE OF
ANTHOMNY,




DAVID HIME

HIS WIFE
KILLED
HERSELF.

COME ON,
OLD MAN, LET
ME INTO YOUR




STRAMGE EMBRACE

What was he thinking that night, as he lay awake
through the long cold hours with Sarah lying at his @
side, an infinite distance away?

He remembered... L \ ...l Walk he had taken ...50me vears before she died.

. w with his mother...




DAVID HIMNE

He couldn’t remember why he should be out |
walking with her. He only ever walked in the
street with his governess. and never through
siich a common part of the city. The street
smelled of rotten meat and humanity.

EUICKLY,
AMNTHOMNY,
GUICKL ¥

FASTER!
FASTER/




THREE TIMES SHE SAID IT. WS

to a dark place in_lTu: mir neves
® be thought of again.

15



DAVID HIME

By the time they returned from IV EY55 Anthony was no young romantic. He was
their disastrous honeymoon, Sarah S a lost soul. They would never again speak
had realised her mistake. o s W i as they did on the day they first met...

««cfid there would never again be even
the pretence of love between them.

'™ NOT
HUMNGRY.
I WOLLD RATHER
NOT BE DISTURBED
FOR THE REST OF
THE EVENING.




STRAMGE EMBRACE

THEMN WE
SHALL DINE
TOSETHER, AND »OL)
CAM TELL ME ALL
ABOUT ¥OUR
TRIP

YES...

YES., OF COURSE.
EXCUSE ME. I MUST..,
UNPACK. JOSEPH.
BRING MY CASE,
WOULD yOou?

As the last daylight ebbed How many would Fifty? Fifty years
ah gazed | there be? T"Q'L"'l_}-':!" of this life?
er life,
of her.

Within a yvear, Sarah
would be dead.

TO BE CONTINUED
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HE DEATH OF HIS FATHER
ONLY SEEMS TO MAKE
ANTHONY CORBEAU'S STRANGE
OBSESSIONS MORE EXTREME.
AND SARAH BEGINS TO
DISCOYER A SINISTER FAMILY
SECRET CONCERNING
ANTHONY'S MOTHER...
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PLUS: A SPECIAL EXTRA SHORT STORY
“UP ON THE ROOF"™ BY DAVID HIMNE
: . I M-
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