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Stitch Head,
you're DEAD!




No, DEADER
than that.

At least THREE
times deader.

If you're going to be in the CASTLE

GROTTESKEW CREATIVE CREATIONS

COLLECTIVE, you need fo understand
the RULES of theatre!




Sorry, Creature, His newest creation
I'm just distracted. is nearly complete.

I can hear my
master’s mad cackles
echoing through
the castle...

And as SOON as the professor
awakens it, we'll CURE it of its
monstrousness, as USUAL.

But for now, | need you
stone DEAD. What's a MURDER
MYSTERY without a corpse?

Tomorrow night, this theatre will be
BURSTING with creations, all here to see
you act Like you've met a SORRY end...

That's right!
First night!

I've got butterflies in
my stomachs already...




Sorry, I'lL be dead, | promise.
No more distra—

Who said
that?

Someone said
my name...

| said, ‘who
said WHAT, Stitch
Head?' And then

YOU said—




No! I'm sure
| heard...

Was it the
professor?

I - I'm sorry, Creature!
I have to qo...

Stitch Head, wait!

There, | said his
name AGAIN.

Come BACK,
Stitch Head!

I'm coming,
Professor!




understand...!

‘Give it back?’

Give what
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But I heard
my name...

| heard—
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father’s shiny

bald patch, who

wakes me from

my most insane
of naps?

Where did it go?
It - it was right
there. It was—

;

No visitors in
the Laboratory!

No visitors in
the castle!




I - Im not Stitch Head?
a visitor, S What an absurd

Master— 5 - . name...
It's me, o A . »
Stitch Head. If I'd made you,

I'd have chosen a name
thrice as insane!

Your first
creation.

After all, am |
not the maddest mad
professor of all?

And soon, | will
awaken my greatest ever
creation, ever!

Stitch Head...

You will 4ive
it back...

However long it
takes, you will...
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Give it back! =7 o~ e it bace!




Give it
back.




The way | see it, there's You're being
only one explanation...

No, by a
goldfish.

Of course
by a ghost, you
damp sock.




POSITIONS, everyone! Time to
ACT your arms and legs off!

He keeps saying
‘give it back'...

But | don't know
what | have to give.

Arabella, what
are you DOING
on stage?

We're about fo
start the STRESS
rehearsal!

Disembodied voice ...
mysterious floating figure ...
unreasonable demands...

This has ‘ghost’
written all over it.

It's dress
rehearsal, you
soggy bog roll.

‘7 And we've got
| bigger things fo
_worry about...

Stitch Head's
got himself a ghost
problem.




A GHOST?
Like, an actual
spirit of the
DEAD?

Do you think it has any
ACTING experience?

But ghosts
aren’t real.

Pt My nan's foilet was haunted
by a poltergeist last year. Took me
three days to send it packing.

It looked ...
human.

Lucky for you, I'm wearing

my ghost-kicking boots. But not Like you

- he was huge...

So, what
did this grotty
ghoul of yours

Look Like?

And sort of
see-through.




So far, so seen == Anythin )
it all before... Al Vs M A craggy face, Like
: an old wall...

Hands like
stone turrets...

Eyes Like
shadows...

A fur coat... JN

A chain of
bones...

Wait ... did you €2V - We have to
say bones? get you out
' e of here.

They rattled
around his
neck, like —

What?
What is it?




Best your heart is
qood and frue...

Or Mauley's
ghost will come
for you!

Arabella, stop!
Where are we going?

Anywhere!

Don't you get it?
You're being haunted
by Mawley Crackbone!

Who's CRAWLEY
BACKBONE?

That's a long

But if he's haunting Stitch Head,
we've got to get him as far away
from the castle as we can!




What?
But | can't leave
the professor!

And don’t forget
the PERFORMANCE
is tomorrow...

Forget the play! Crackbone wasn't - isn't

And forget that like other wrong ‘uns.
old lizard!

, Wicked,
He's bad. inside and

But what N ol out.
about your :
ghost-kicking

Forget the boots!
Crackbone don't care
about no boots!

It's OK, Whatever’s happening,
Arabella... it's going to be 0—









