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Introduction

“Art is not handicraft, it is the
transmission of feeling the artist

has experienced.”
—Leo Tolstoy

his is my story, about growing up with a spanking
fetish. I’ve been fascinated by spanking for as
long as I can remember.

One of my earliest memories is nap-time at preschool,
when I must’ve been about three or four. In the afternoon,
the teacher would tell us to put our blankets down on the
floor and take a nap. I could never fall asleep, so instead I’d
close my eyes and tell myself what I called “spanky stories.”
They were rather elaborate fantasies. Sometimes, I’d
imagine myself as a character from a TV show or a book.
Other times, I was me, except with magical powers or living
in a different place, like an orphanage in NYC. But, the
scenario was always the same: I’d get in trouble for
something and get spanked at the end.

My other carly memories are about doing art. Looking
back at snapshots my dad took of me as a child, it’s rare to
. find one of me without a crayon, colored pencil or marker
in my hand. I still have my Dr. Seuss “My Book About Me”
from when I was in Kindergarten. On the page where it asks
what I wanted to be when I grew up, I wrote “ARTIST,” in
big, shaky, block letters (complete with backwards “S”). I
did plenty of typical drawings of things like princesses and
horses. But, I also did many, many spanky illustrations,
which I’d hide under my mattress. Some actually survived
the years, and I’ve even included a few here.

I created lots of spanking art up until I was a young
adult, then I stopped for a long time. There were many
reasons. Maybe I’ll go into that in my next graphic novel.
But, about four years ago, I started up again. It happened
out of the blue. I’d just gone through a really tough period
emotionally that’d lasted years. I was finally starting to
work again and had to learn a new 3D program called Daz
Studio for a project. To entertain myself, I made a spanking
pose with 3D figures. Then, something tripped in my brain
and took me back to a younger me, when those spanky
stories held so much power. Over the next few months, I
made dozens and dozens of spanking illustrations.

Then, something even stranger happened: I had an urge
to share my spanking art. For more than four decades, I’d
never shown this part of me to anyone. I think the
loneliness finally got to me. I grew up before the Internet.
For the longest time, I thought I was the only one in the

world with these feelings. The closest thing I’d found were
descriptions in books on mental illness, about people with
sadism and masochism fetishes. Later, as a young adult, I
found a few spanking personal ads in racy tabloid papers,
and started to realize I wasn’t quite the only one. When I
started to use the Internet in the nineteen-nineties, I found
spanking sites, of course, and I’d look at pictures and
stories on them. But, I never got up the nerve to post

anything, until I was almost fifty years old. To my surprise,

people liked my art. I’d often post little reminiscences to
accompany my art, and those really seemed to resonate with
people. Soon, I made some very close friends and I talked
to them about things I’d never shared with anyone before.
So, about a year after first posting my spanking art
on-line, I decided I wanted to create something bigger.
There’s almost nothing out there about the spanko
experience. Jillian Keenan’s groundbreaking book, “Sex
with Shakespeare,” is one of the few. When I first read it a
couple years ago, I cried. Finally, I didn’t feel so alone. One
thing Jillian doesn’t talk much about in her book, though,
is the connections to childhood. It’s a difficult topic for
many reasons. I’ve talked to some spankos who developed
their interest as adults. But, for many of us, the feelings
started very early in childhood. It’s especially complicated
for me, because I have what I call “Little tendencies.” I
don’t literally dress-up and sit on the floor and draw with
crayons (though that might be fun). But, I often regress in
my mind to a simpler, littler me when I get spanked. It’s a
part of who I am. It’s fantasies and role-playing, though,
and has nothing to do with real children. There probably
are spankos and age-players who want to hurt actual
children. After all, there are evil people in all walks of life.
But, most of us find anything like that abhorrent. :

When I started researching graphic novels, I found a
bunch of amazing coming-of-age stories with lesbian®

narrators, like Emil Ferri® “My Favorite Thing is
Monsters,” Alison Bechdel’s “Fun Home” and Tillie
Walden’s “Spinning.” T feel like the spanko community is
where the gay community was fifty years ago. We’re just
starting to come out. But, there’s still tons of prejudice and
misunderstanding. In movies and books, when we’re
mentioned at all, it’s mostly as comic relief or we’re
portrayed as evil psychos. At best, the mainstream accepts
spanking as a kind of kinky foreplay, but not a whole
identity, like being queer. At worst, we’re seen as crazy and,
as child molesters, especially for those of us with age-play.
elements to our fetish. That’s why I’m still not out.
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Obviously, my name’s not really Rude Rumps. It just
popped into my head when I first posted on-line. The
“Rude” part was inspired by my mom’s catch-phrase when
I was growing up, “Excuse me, young lady, but is your
middle name Rude?” The “Rumps” part is more obvious.
The two together are kind of an homage to a famous
spanking artist. If I were more courageous, maybe I’d sign
my real name to my work. But, I fear I could lose my job,
my friends and my romantic partner, if they learned about
.this part of me. I hope someday things will be different. I’ve
also changed the names of other people and certain details
in my story to protect the innocent (and not so innocent).

It took me over a year and a half to finish this. When I
started, I thought I’d be done in a few months...my whole
life story, up to present day! Part of it is that I have a
full-time job, and I had to work on my graphic novel in the
middle of the night. The other part of it is that I’m not a
professional comic book artist and I’d no idea how much
work it is! I’ve always loved comics, but the most I'd
finished were some short comic strips, never anything like a
graphic novel. I don’t know why I didn’t know better. I’ve
been a commercial artist for over thirty years and know it
can take weeks to do a single illustration, so I should’ve
known how long it’d take to do hundreds!

Doing this in 3D also probably slowed things down. I
know many comic fans don’t even like it, and some fine arts
people don’t consider it art at all. I myself have a love-hate
relationship with it. I’'m sure I would’ve scoffed at it in art
school, if it’d been around then. It lacks the simple beauty
of hand-inked lines or the exquisite texture of oils. Yet,
over time, I’ve come to appreciate it. Some days, to my
Little self, it feels kind of like playing with dolls: dressing
them up, posing them, and making them talk! I guess, it’s
more like photography or cinematography in some ways.
There’s almost a purity, a peeling away of everything but

_light, shadow, and space. For me, there’s also something
about 3D graphics, that when done right, evokes feelings of
dreams and memories. Things look almost real, but are
slightly off-kilter, uncanny. I tried to bring this out with
techniques like distressing filters, saturated colors, and
quite a bit of hand-painting in Photoshop. I know it’s not a
typical comic book style. It kind of brings together all my
weird artistic influences, from comic books, to video game
and digital art aesthetics, to traditional painting!

The other reason this took longer, though, is I kept
wanting to add things to the story. I’ve heard it said that life
is a tapestry. Being a spanko is at the core of me, woven
together by all these other threads, like art, music, my
parents and my friends from childhood. Without all that,
the story of my life doesn’t hold together. I know people

will find some things in here controversial or disturbing. I
touch on corporal punishment of children, bullying, mental
illness, religious dogma, magick, child molesters,
developing sexuality, teenage sex, self-harm, suicide and a
romantic relationship between a high school student (me)
and her teacher, to name just a few topics. I try to keep
things tasteful, and never show anything explicit. But, this
is a graphic novel, so there are pictures. I’m sorry if any of it
offends people. That’s not my intent; it’s to tell my story,
warts and all. If it touches even one spanko, and makes them
feel less alone, then I’ll be happy I made this.

When I finished the pages, I resisted the temptation to
go back and re-do the art. I edited the text to fix typos and
make it flow better, and I re-lettered every page to make
the type all the same style. But, the art reflects a journey, so
Ilet it stand. In part, I got better at using the software and
the technology got better, so I could do things like more
complicated lighting set-ups in later pages. Also, as the
story evolved, I experimented with different techniques to
get across how I felt throughout the stages of my
childhood. Sometimes, I tried to pay homage to famous
painters and illustrators who influenced me artistically
along the way. See if you can find all the “Easter eggs!”

The other part of this journey, though, was COVID-1.
I started on my graphic novel in November 2019. In
February 2020, when I was staying in NYC, I got very sick.
I had a high fever and it was hard to breathe. At times I felt
too weak to get out of bed, but I kept working on my
graphic novel on my laptop. Vivid memories of being in the
hospital as a child came flooding back, and I incorporated
them into the story. When my fever finally broke, I had a
vision of summer and freedom and horses. That ended up as
the illustration at the end of the first chapter. I only learned
much later that I was sick with COVID-19. Other events
during the pandemic provoked more memories and feelings
that melded with the story. The brutal murder of George
Floyd made me remember the racist attitudes of my
childhood friends and their parents. The crazy conservative
political climate reminded me of struggling to grow up as a
goth-punk teenager during the Reagan years. And, being,
stuck in quarantine brought back the sense of confinement
I felt in the small town where I grew up.

As I finish my graphic novel and write these words
now in July, 2021, the pandemic seems to be receding, at
least in the United States. I know I’ heal, and the world
will heal. But, that’ll take time. It’s been a very strange
journey, indeed. In an unexpected way, it gave me a
blessing: time and space to reflect and to create.

(OB RIS)
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On Rude Rumps, Spanking Art, Important Stuff, Rock N Roll, Pulling
Off Scabs, The Weirdest Kid In School and G.U.S.® By DROOAYGAH

ET ME TELL YOU, at the outset, that I'm not even
sure what to say. Most of it’s been said already, in
the foreword, and in the story proper, which
speaks for itself anyway. But R.R. is a friend

of mine and she asked me and that’s good enough. Plus I'm
flattered to have been asked. And I have a big ego that
responds to flattery like a cat to catnip. So here I am.

But I guess if I'm going to offer any worthwhile insight,
I will go for this.

See, it was a guy named Spankart who, as far as I know
was the first to say that there was such a thing as a genre of
spanking art. Which was kind of a cool thing. It made us
(well, me anyway) feel like members of a club. And the
members ranged from genuinely talented to spiritedly
amateur—or in some cases merely amateur—as in more
power to them for trying anyway.

However, while some of the art was impressive, and
some titillating, the one thing I couldn’t say about any of it
(and that very much includes my own) is that any of it
could be called “important.” Bur rest assured R.RUs
autobiographical work here is important.

It is important because it breaks ground, delving into
corners of the spanko world that even a lot of
self-proclaimed spankos would rather deny even existed
(already detractors have claimed it “glorifies” the corporal
punishment of children. If anything, the adults in the story
mostly come off as well-meaning doofs who can't think of
anything else to do when their kid acts like...a kid) (p.s. I'd
have been pissed off about the glasses too).

But art (and yes, this is art, not just artwork, if one must
distinguish) (must one?) is not required to soothe or
reassure, and most of what we consider the best of it does
exactly the opposite. Greil Marcus once parodied an
unbearably simpering ad for genteel soft-rocker Jonathan
Edwards by swapping Edwards out for Mick Jagger, with an
appropriate change in tone: “his songs are loud, brutal, and
mean, containing feelings you like to pretend you do not
have, recollections you would like to forget, and
temptations that up until now you have wisely avoided.”
While I wouldn't call“G.U.S.” (the fact that it acronyms as
“gus” is one more reason to like it) loud, brutal or mean, as
to the rest of it ... well. If Rude Rumps is willing to pull the
scabs off maybe it’s time for more of the spanko world to

look under the band-aid.

But it would be important anyway, because it is not
merely a series of illustrations of erotic fantasies. It is a
story about growing up in small-town America in the 70%.
And it is a story about people unwilling or unable to see a
bigger picture. And it is a story about being the Weirdest
Kid in School, which, it turns out, is an honorable thing to
be.

Okay, so I'm quickly running out of brilliant and
profound things to say. Not because the story doesn’t
warrant them but because it is more brilliant and profound
than Tam. So I will leave you with what I said to R.R. when
the tale first started appearing online:

This is, hands-down (should I say pants-down?) the
most remarkable thing I've ever seen in the genre of
spanking art—in fact, it completely transcends the genre
entirely—it’s art, plain and simple. If it weren't for the
subject martcer, it could be professionally published. I
suppose it still could.

Absolutely, it pushes plenty of spanko buttons. Probably
most of us can relate to some or all of these experiences and
see ourselves here. But more than that—it's beautifully
drawn, the flow from panel to panel is perfect, the writing
is excellent. It's also funny, moving, disturbing, surreal and
very, very human, Just in these few pages, we see the great
love the parents have for their treasured child, and yet
within that context their need to do what they think is
their duty by using corporal punishment; the child's
confusion and anguish over having pain and humiliation
inflicted on her by loving parents; the father's remorse and
guilt over doing something he's obviously ambivalent about
(whether he fully realizes it or not); a parent’s frustration at
not knowing how to deal with a gifted child whose
imagination is too big and fertile to be bound by a lack of
papet...

And finally, how brave to make this autobiographical in
nature. This is going to be controversial. It takes a huge
amount of courage to come out like this. Rude—you're
making the “Citizen Kane” of spanking art. I bow down to
you, in awe,
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HI, I'M RUDE RUMPS
AND I'M AN ARTIST.
AND A SPANKO.

A SPANKO IS A PERSON
WHO WANTS COR NEEDS TO
BE SPANKED (A SPANKEE)

" OR TO SPANK (A SPANKER).
WE HAVE DIFFERENT
REASONS.

SPANK (V): TO STRIKE,

ESE ON THE BUTTOCKS

WITH AN OPEN HAND, AS
A PUNISHMENT.

SOME OF US FIND IT
EROTIC. OTHERS FEEL
THE NEED TO BE
DISCIPLINEL.

i/ AND SOME OF US, LIKE

| ME, ARE ALSQO INTO THE

A AGE-PLAY ASPECT AND
FEELING LITTLE.

THIS IS MY
STORY, ABOUT BEING A
SPANKEE. LIKE MANY OF

US, MY FASCINATION
WITH SPANKING STARTED
WHEN I WAS VERY

I GREW UF IN THE 1970'S, IN A
SMALL TOWN IN THE NORTHEAST

BOTH MY PARENTS WERE SCHOOL
TEACHERS. MY MOM TAUGHT ME TO
READ WHEN I WAS FOUR, BEFORE

i I STARTED KINDERGARTEN.

I REMEMBER I'D PULL THE

DPICTIONARY OFF THE SHELF \

AND LOOK UP THE WORD LI O A

“SPANK.” OVER AND OVER. ;\\\\“\.\ TR
T o B LAY A R \\ \\_ AWRLRW

TR HERERM \\\\\ W\ \\\\\§\\ WA

/) I \\\. BT R B R W

UI... DAVLUL AR LR R RN

DEFINITION FROM OUR

MERRIAM-WEBSTER'S EDITION.



DUMPING THAT POT :
OF HONEY ALL OVER \ :
THE FAIRY KING WAS L

VERY MISCHIEVOUS OF ; / WE SHOULD NEVER HAVE
US, WASN'T IT, RUDE? 2 DONE T, FLOOEY! NOW

S I'M SURE HE'LL SPANK US!
MAYBE EVEN ON OUR
UNPERFANTS!

I'M AN ONLY CHILD AND
GOT LONELY. SO, | INVENTED
IMAGINARY PLAYMATES LIKE
FLOOEY THE FAIRY,

LA L4 D

hil

WE'D PLAY TOGETHER IN
MY ROOM OR THE
BACKYARD FOR HOURS.

"YOU WERE A VERY BAD | 7 BEDTIME WAS ANOTHER CHANCE TO USE
GIRL, RUDE! YOU'VE - MY IMAGINATION. T HAD TROUBLE
EARNED A TRIP TO THE MAN FALLING ASLEER SO, I'D SOOTHE MYSELF
WITH WHITE GLOVES!” WITH “SPANKY STORIES” AS T LAY IN BED.
THE STORIES WERE YERY
EXCITING TO ME, BUT ALSO A
BIT SCARY, LIKE FAIRY-TALES.

THEY BECAME MORE AND MORE
ELABORATE AS I GOT OLDER, WITH
A NEW “CHAPTER" EVERY NIGHT AND

MANY TWISTS AND TURNS.

ONE OF MY ABSOLUTE
FAYORITES WAS ABOUT
A "DISCIPLINARIAN" T
WAS SENT TO.

/ -

e

AND, FOR SOME
REASON, HE ALWAYS
WORE WHITE GLOVES
WHEN HE SPANKED ME.

THE MOST THRILLING PART WAS THE
BUILD-UF, WHERE I'D GET IN
TROUBLE AND GET SCOLDED AND
| HAVE TO WAIT FOR MY PUNISHMENT.
o WF"' I'D DRAG THAT OUT FOR A
§ LONG TIME, AND PRETTY OFTEN
FALL ASLEEP BEFORE EVEN




P v vl )

i
AT SEWING AND MADE : ] : ) :

I'M AFRAID YOU
NEED A GOOU, HARDP
SPANKING LIZZY!

4 4, b -
= (el R “I BEGIN TO FEEL MY
HE LOVED OLD JAZZ ! . HEART BEATING ALONG THE
RECORDS AND I'D SIT OLD LINES THAT THE CANE
ON HIS LAP LISTENING MADE ON MY BOTTOM
WITH HIM AFTER DINNER. SOME 55 YEARS AGOC..."

QUITE A FEW

BOOKS HAD

SPANKING MY PULSE WOULD

REFERENCES P QUICKEN EVERY

BACK THEN. TIME I HEARD
THOSE STORIES.

I ALWAYS LOVED ART
MY FAVORITE THING TO
DPRAW WAS SPANKINGS,
OF COURSE.

BY AGE FOUR, I WAS
. ILLUSTRATING MY SPANKY
g ¥ : oy P g / STORIES AND HIPING
,‘gv QDE = A Savy Y ' ] MY MASTERPIECES
L ] e % ey ) | UNDER MY MATTRESS.

I DI AS A CHILE |
= B




i so, How was
flT ACTUALLY
DISCIPLINED?

I CAN'T BELIEVE
HOW RUPE YOU
WERE TO MRS. GRAY, /=
YOUNG LADY! £

YOU CAN STAY IN
YOUR ROOM UNTIL
YOU'RE READY TO

APOLOGIZE!

d 5 P 5
MY MOM WAS PRETTY STRICT.
SO, SHE WAS ALMOST ALWAYS
THE PARENT WHO DECIDED |
WHEN AND HOW TO PUNISH ME. |

= [0

Cooh, IT'S SO PRETTY
FLOOEY! THIS'LL MAKE A
FRIENDLY GHOST WANT TO
COME TO OUR SEANCE, &
FOR SURE!

I TOLD YOU THREE
' MINUTES. ONE
MINUTE FOR EVERY
TIME YOU SAID THAT

FILTHY WORD!

A FEW TIMES, SHE

WASHED MY MOUTH
CUT WITH SOAP FOR
SAYING BADP WORDS.

IT WAS /VORY SOAR I STILL
REMEMBER THE SLIMY,
BITTER TASTE. I WON'T USE
THAT BRAND TO THIS DAY!

d IT DIDN'T HAPPEN ALL THAT OFTEN,
ESPECIALLY WHEN I WAS REALLY LITTLE.
MY PARENTS RESERVED IT FOR WHAT
THEY CONSIDERED SERIOUS OFFENSES.

ONE OF THE FIRST I REMEMBER
WAS FOR PLAYING WITH FIRE,
WHEN I WAS AROUND FIVE.

[T HAPPENED EARLY IN THE MORNING, BEFORE MY
PARENTS WERE UP SOMEHOW, I GOT THE /PEA TO
HAYE A "SEANCE.” WITH CANDPLES. T KNEW WHERE MY
MOM KEFPT THE SPECIAL ONES WE L/T AT CHRISTMAS.

WHAT ON EARTH WERE

YOU THINKING, RUPE?/?

YOU COULD'VE BURNEDP
O THE HOUSE DOWN/

I USED OUR STOVE TO TRY
TO LIGHT THEM. IT WORKED
FOR THE FIRST ONE, BUT
THE SECOND ONE MADE
LOTS OF SMOKE AND SET
OFF THE ALARM.

MY MOM CAME RUNNING INTO
THE KITCHEN FRANTICALLY. AFTER
SHE PUT OUT THE CANDLE, SHE
GRABBED A WOODEN SPOON
OUT OF A DRAWER.

THEN, SHE TURNED ME OVER
HER KNEE AND GAVE ME
SEVERAL GOOP WHACKS ON
THE SEAT OF MY PAJAMAS.

| I CAN'T SAY I NEVER PLAYED WITH
FIRE AGAIN, BUT I WAS MORE CAREFUL
NOT TO GET CAUGHT. LET'S JUST SAY
THAT PARTICULAR LESSON GOT BURNED
INTO MY MEMORY--AND MY BOTTOM/




e
HE i

NE, TWO, THREE,
FOUR, FIVE, SIX!
AND, ONE TO
GROW ON/

SHE PRAGGEDP ME TO THE
PRINCIPAL'S OFFICE. HE
TOLD ME I WAS A VERY
BAD GIRL AND I'D BETTER
APOLOGIZE, OR ELSE.

I WAS INPIGNANT OVER

HAVING TO TAKE A STUPID i

NAP AND REFUSED TO
SAY I WAS SORRY ABOUT
ANYTHING.

| SO, HE SPANKED ME. YVERY
HARD, AND REPEATEDLY,
UNTIL T APOLOGIZED

TEN SWATS ON MY

UN'ERPANTIES WITH THE
PANCAKE TURNER FOR
, TELLIN' A BIG FIB/

BIRTHPAY SPANKINGS
WERE ANOTHER SOURCE
OF FASCINATION.

MY PARENTS DIDN'T FOLLOW

THAT TRADRITION, BUT MY

KINDERGARTEN TEACHER

DID THERE WAS ALWAYS

LOTS OF GIGGLING, UNLIKE
| WITH A REAL SPANKING.

| T REMEMBER I
FELT FLUSHED
WITH EXCITEMENT
THE WHOLE WEEK
BEFORE IT WAS
MY TURN.

BARE BUTT FOR
HITTIN' MY LITTLE
BROTHER.

I WAS FASCINATED BY
OTHER KIDS' PUNISHMENTS,
TOO. SPANKING WAS VERY
COMMON BACK THEN, AND

] KIDS WOULD OFTEN TELL |

| "WAR STORIES.” B

£ o,

A LS "é«%"f;

] AR

¥l SO, NO ONE SEEMED TO

(] THINK IT WAS TOO WEIRD
] WHEN I BROUGHT UP THE
4 TOPIC. I SOON FOUND OUT

MANY KIDS GOT IT WAY
WORSE THAN I DID

| T'VE ANOTHER MEMORY

- | FROM KINDERGARTEN THAT |
WASN'T SO PLEASANT,
5 THOUGH.

YOU'RE A BIG,
FAT, STUPID

ENGROSSED IN A BOOK DUMMY!

AND WOULDN'T STOP
READING IT.

I ENDED UP HAVING
A HUGE TANTRUM
AND THROWING
THE BOOK AT MY
TEACHER.

A

ARE YOU
GOING TO
APOLOGIZE
NOW?

NO?!? OK, ANOTHER ¥ =
FIVE SWATS ON WAS TERRIFIED

HH
YOUR THEN. 4 #:d I'D GET IN
okl ‘J , 2 i1| TROUBLE WHEN
I

GOT HOME.

=

| NOTHING HAPPENED,
MAYBE THE PRINCIPAL
DID THIS ALL THE
TIME AND DPIDN'T
THINK IT WAS WORTH
MENTIONING TO )
PARENTS...7




AGAIN, RUDE?? T
CAN'T BELIEVE IT!
|| NOT LONG AFTER T TURNED
|| SIX, SPANKINGS SEEMED TO

BECOME MORE FORMAL.

- | MY MOM STOPPED ADPMINISTERING
| THEM HERSELF. INSTEAD, SHE'D
- | TELL MY DPAD AND T'D HAVE TO
| WAIT IN MY ROOM FOR HIM TO
| COME HOME AND DO THE DPEED

7

I DON'T KNOW EXACTLY WHAT

BROUGHT ABOUT THE CHANGE. 1 Vdi#

GUESS SHE FIGURED I WAS OLD
ENOUGH FOR STERNER MEASURES.

*——— | THE FIRST TIME I REMEMBER
IT HAPPENING LIKE THAT WAS
IN THE SUMMER, RIGHT AFTER
I FINISHED KINDERGARTEN.

THAT'S THE FINAL STRAW!
YOU'RE GETTING A REAL
SPANKING THIS TIME!

OVER YOUR FATHER'S
KNEE! GOOD AND
HARDP! WITH YOUR

PANTS DOWN!

NOW, GO TO YOUR
ROOM AND WAIT
THERE UNTIL HE
GETS HOME!

%h“ 20202 NN
: 1| THE LONG WAIT WAS

‘} AN AWFUL MIX OF
TEARS...

\
t

"B-BUT I WAS OUTTA |

FPAPER, MOMMY! AN’
I DIDN'T WANNA
FORGET MY IPEA!

ART WAS ALREADY AN
OBSESSION FOR ME,
AND LET’'S JUST SAY I
HAD SOME TROUBLE
CONTROLLING MY

§°| CREATIVE URGES.

P-PLEASE NOT
THAT, MOMMY! T'LL
CLEAN IT ALL UP!

B00-Hoo)

AND
BOREDPOM.




MAKE SURE TO DO IT -
GOOD AND HARD! g JUST HOLD STILL AND
SHE NEEDS TO LEARN , TAKE YOUR MEDICINE,

A SERIOUS LESSON 4 s D YOUNG LADY! LET'S GET
THIS TIME! e - - THIS OVER WITH!

I WAS ALMOST RELIEVED
THE WAIT WAS OVER. BUT, I
SURE WASN'T PREFARED
FOR WHAT CAME NEXT.

WHILE MY MOM STOOP THERE

AND MADE SURE MY DAD CARRIED |
OUT MY SENTENCE CORRECTLY, HE
TURNEDP ME OVER HIS KNEE AND
YANKED MY SHORTS DOWN.

THEN, BEFORE I COULD
CATCH MY BREATH, HE
LANDED THE HARDPEST
SMACK I'D EVER FELT IN
MY LIFE, RIGHT ACROSS
THE UPTURNED SEAT OF
MY PANTIES.

WHEN HE LET ME UR
I HOPPED AROUND,
CLUTCHING ONTO MY
WOUNDED RUMFP AND
HOWLING [N PAIN.

MY MOM LOOKED ON
STERNLY AND FURTHER
ADPMONISHED ME NOT TO
SCRIBBLE ON THINGS.

T REALLY HURT, ESPECIALLY WITH ) ‘ BUT, MY DAD JUST
ONLY THIN COTTON UNDERPANTS FOR Pt} TURNED AWAY AND
PROTECTION. OBYIOUSLY, THAT WAS — HUNG HIS HEA
EXACTLY WHAT WAS INTENDED. ; - il PRSP

I TRIED TO SQUIRM AWAY, BUT MY DAD
HELDP ME DOWN AND ADMINISTERED
SEVERAL MORE VERY FORCEFUL WHACKS.

THEN, AS MY PARENTS LEFT MY
ROOM, MY MOM TOLD ME TO CHANGE
INTO MY PAJAMAS. T WAS GETTING AN 2
EARLY BEDTIME, TOO, AS PART OF IS IT REALLY RED, N
MY PUNISHMENT. FLOOEY? LIKE WHEN e b, S /2
THE FAIRY KING /0 e . T, RN Oh, MY! YES,
SPANKS US? — = ; g IT'S REALLY
I CRIED FOR A LONG TIME. T HATED A T TRULY RED!
EVERYTHING THAT'D HAPPENED--MY ' 2 S %
PARENTS BEING MADP AT ME AND
THEN BEING HIT HARD BY MY DAD,

BUT, THE ACTUAL PAIN PROBABLY
ONLY LASTED A MINUTE. AND
THEN, AS I BEGAN TO CALM
DOWN, MY CURIOSITY TOOK OVER.

I REMEMRBER INSPECTING MY REDDENED
BOTTOM INTENTLY IN THE MIRROR, WHILE
POKING THE SKIN GINGERLY WITH MY NAILS
TO SEE IF IT WAS TENPER (IT WAS).

THE FLOOP OF CONFLICTING
EMOTIONS, THAT MIX OF HORROR
AND FASCINATION, CONFUSED ME.




i

i == : - o —
BY FIRST GRAPE, SPANKINGS o i - = 2 ‘
SEEMED TO BECOME MORE ! Ly ‘_‘ T DIDN'T USUALLY PROVOKE
FRE®UENT. OR, MAYBE I Ve

JUST REMEMBER THEM
BETTER, BECAUSE T WAS
SOMEWHAT OLDER.

=

| Um, LETTING MY IMAGINATION
| RUN A BIT WILD:

IT WASN'T LIKE I WAS SPANKED DAILY, : BN FARTY” IN THE BATHTUB

BUT ABOUT EVERY MONTH OR SO, : % 28 \W(TH MY DOLLS AND

I'D DO SOMETHING THAT MY MOM 3173 4 STUFFED ANIMALS. IN THE

DEEMED BAD ENOUGH TO MERIT =55 ] — MIDDLE OF WINTER.
NOTHER TRIP OVER MY DAD'S KNEE. . ‘ ‘ T Q

. s ,//// /‘//1/,‘, /

Vs

e, N
7 > o™ N
SHE FLOODED THE N\ : V“GZR?EA‘S’TI"C’C’%EIRY -
WHOLE BATHROOM! ) i i
A\ THE FLOOR'S PEELING . - "" X
A UP NOW! / 732 AP, :
7 YOU'RE DOING IT!

~\ YOU'RE POING 1T!

I-I WAS JUS’
PLAYIN' POOL :
PARTY! 4 LY

...IN SPITE OF
HIS JOB AS
DESIGNATED
SPANKER.
WA Ll Sl
PR 4 B ¥ V]
I KNOW IT'S A JOB
HE NEVER WANTED.

WELL, LUCKILY YOU
DIDN'T FALL FAR!
[=IT CAN'T HURT

TOO MUCH.

IT DOES REALLY )
HURT, DADDY! -

I-I'M SORRY,
RUDY. I'M SO,
SO SORRY.

A-ALMOST AS™
MUCH AS WHEN
YOU HIT ME!




I REMEMBER ANOTHER INCIDENT
VERY WELL. T WAS SEVEN AND T WAS
THE DAY OF MY FIRST COMMUNION.

WE HAD CLAY SOIL IN CUR YARD
AND I'C DISCOVERED I COULD
MAKE “POTTERY” FROM IT. T WAS

ALL PRESSED UP AND READY TO
GO TO CHURCH. BUT, I JUST HAP

| TO CHECK ON THE “VASE” T'D LEFT
OUT TO DRY THE DAY BEFORE...

WHAT ON
EARTH DID YOU
DO TO YOUR

S

NEW DRESS?!? 4

7 NO, DADDY!

LEMME ‘SPLAIN/

SEE IT RAINED 'N
MY VASE...

YOU'RE GETTING
THE SPANKING OF
\YOUR LIFE, MISSY!

MY DAD WASN'T
INTERESTED IN MY [}
EXPLANATION.

HE'D GROWN UP POOR, AND
RUINING NEW CLOTHES WAS
SIMPLY INEXCUSABLE TO HIM.

IT WAS ONE OF THE FEW
TIMES HE DECIDED ON
HIS OWN TO PUNISH ME.

%

‘ THE SPANKING WAS
EXTRA HARD. BUT, WHAT
ALMOST HURT WORSE

WAS THAT HE WAS TRULY
ANGRY AT ME THAT TIME.

S92,

7 enede
g_\',‘!"\\‘l.l

MY MOM PID HER BEST TO CLEAN ME UP
FOR CHURCH. BUT, SHE DIDPN'T HAYE TIME TO
REDO MY HAIR. AND, THE ONLY OTHER WHITE
DRESS I HAD WAS AN OLD, HANPMADPE ONE.

AR T I N

SO, IT WAS A PRETTY MISERABLE FIRST
EUCHARIST. AND, THE START OF MANY
UNHAPPY MEMORIES OF CHURCH.

I'VE OFTEN WONDERED IF I RUINED
THAT PRESS ON PURPOSE, BECAUSE I
SUBCONSCICUSLY DIDPN'T WANT TO GO
THROUGH WITH THE RITUAL.

EVEN AT AGE SEVEN, T MUST'VE
KNOWN MUD? AND WHITE SATIN ||
DON'T 60 TOGETHER.




o

B THAT SUMMER WHEN I TURNED EIGHT,

THOUGH, I HAD THE MOST WONDERFUL |4

EXPERIENCE EVER--BROWNIE CAME
FOR A WHOLE WEEK!

WE PACKED YOU LOTS
OF POSTCARDS, SO
WRITE EVERY DAY!

AND DON'T GO

SWIMMING FOR

AN HOUR AFTER
YOU EAT!

AND |F YOU GET
HOMESICK CALL
COLLECT WHENEVER

~ Shady Lane _YOU WANT! AND..._,
Brownie Camp <5

I-I CAN'T
BELIEVE HOW

HONEY, SHE'LL
BE FINE! IT'S
SUMMER CAMP/

% THE ONLY THING SHE
HAS TO REMEMBER
IS TO CHANGE
HER UNPERWEAR
EVERY DAY! f

| JENNY CONNERS WAS THE YOUNGEST. [3

SHE WAS SERIOUS, SMART AND
SCARED OF EVERYTHING!

YOU FOUR WILL BE N
IN THE "MIGHTY

MOHEGAN MIDPGET

PADDLERS” CABIN.

I'M SURE YOU'LL
ALL BECOME BEST
FRIENDS!

A

CHARLEY (CHARLOTTE) D’ANGELO WAS
THE OLDEST IN OUR CABIN. SHE WAS :
CONFIDENT, FUN-LOVING AND TOMBOY/SH. 8

SAM (SAMANTHAD WHITE  F

WAS THE SECOND OLDEST. (&
SHE WAS PRETTY, GIRLY




AN’ THE CAMPERS
TRIED TO PROWN
THE WICKED
BROWN OWL...

...BUT, SHE WAS A
WITCH, SO SHE
CAME BACK EV'RY
FULL MOON/

I WAS THE SECOND
YOUNGEST--THE
PARK, ARTISTIC,
IMAGINATIVE ONE.

AN’ SHE'S STILL QUT THERE,

CATCHIN' SLOW-POKE CAMFERS I = *L s

WHO GO OUT TO PEE WHEN IT'S IF SHE CATCHES YOU, SHE'LL

A FULL MOON! GIVE YOU THE WORST SFPANKIN’
EVER WITH HER AWFUL BONY
WITCHY HAND THAT'S CRACKLIN
WITH HELLFIRE THAT'LL BURN
YOUR FULL MOONS RIGHT OFF!

WELL, I
THOUGHTED (T
WAS pumB!

Beenci g A EVER'BODY KNOWS
i e g WITCHES DON'T SPANK
e R KIDS! THEY BOIL ‘EM
: SO AND EAT EM. _g

I-I'M NOT GONNA

BE ABLE TO SLEEF

FOR A WEEK AFTER
THAT STORY!




GOOD NEWS, CHARLEY!
AS PRES'DENT OF THE
POP'LAR GIRLS'
SECRETS CLUB, T'M
VITIN' YOU TO JOIN!

'NEAT-O! ARE
RUDE ‘N JENNY
WITED, TOO?

FINE! WE'LL JUS’
START OUR OWN

NO WAY/ JENNY'S A CLUB THEN!

BIG CRYBABY 'N
RUDE'S A TOT'L
WEIRDO!

I WAS USUALLY PRETTY SHY, BUT WHEN I GOT TO
USE MY IMAGINATION, I COULD REALLY SHINE. HOW ‘BOUT WE CALL IT
- e % THE ‘MAGINATION

WHEN OTHER KIDS COULDN'T THINK OF WHAT TO CLUB?P WE CAN PLAY
PLAY, T COULD COME UP WITH A MILLION IPEAS ALL SORTSA GAMES!
(AND MOST INVOLVED SPANKING SOMEHOW). S ———

START! IT'S CALLED THE
VON CLAFPER SISTERS.
OUR PARENTS'RE DEAD SO
WE HAFTA SING ‘N DANCE
TO GET FOOD 'N STUFF.

IT'S KINDA LIKE THE
FARTRIPGE FAMILY, 'CEPT
IT'S IN OLDEN TIMES ‘N
WE'VE ALL GOT DIFF'RENT
MAG’CAL POWERS...

-
AND, SO BEGAN THE
IMAGINATION CLUB!




FOR THE NEXT WEEK, WHENEVER WE
HAD A BREAK FROM ACTIVITIES AT
CAME OUR “CLUB" WOULD MEET.

I'M MAEVE, THE
OLD'ST SISTER! b * R
I'M STRONGER'N SR 4! :
R~ Ly - . I'M CASSIPY, THE
il ' MID'L SISTER!

T'LL PUT THIS GIANT N\ s o ey \ I CAN SEE THE
LOG ON TOPPA THE I e Vs _ FUTURE!

I'M PARCY, THE TREASURE SO NO ONE

AN A e 5 A P,
1 CAN STEAL IT! B} iy { ; AL I CAN SEE WE'RE
YOUNG'ST SISTER! MY ‘ A 2 TGS it GONNA LOSE THE

POWER'S TALKIN’ TO , - , : . ’%1 \ é ,
FAIRIES! e . NEARY S oor TN

LOCK, MY FAIRY
FRIEND'S LED US RIGHT
TO THE TREASURE!

I CAN'T BELIEVE 3 ‘ Yep. YOU'RE
YOU TRADED ALLA Uh oh. A-ARE YOU ot GETTIN' A GOODJ
THE TREASURE FOR [ S A ‘PUmIsH ME PADDY-WHACKIN
MAGIC CARROTS/ FOR IT, BIG SIS?

OFTEN, I'D FIND
SOME WAY TO -
INTRODUCE PLAY : THERE WAS SOMETHING
SPANKINGS INTOC 2 VERY EXCITING AND

OUR GAMES. " FORBIPPEN ABOUT IT.




" WHAT ON EARTH ARE
YOU GIRLS POING?!?
YOU'RE SUPPOSED TO
BE IN THE CRAFTS
CABIN NOW!




T —

IF I CATCH YOU f

GIRLS SNEAKING AWAY b WE DID SNEAK AWAY
AGAIN, I'LL CALL . AGAIN, BUT LUCKILY WE
YOUR PARENTS. A DIPN'T GET CAUGHT!

AND, T DON'T THINK
: YOU'LL GET PATS ON
W[ THE HINEY LIKE YOU'VE
f\y‘y‘y BEEN PLAYING AT--T
B\ BET YOU'LL GET REAL
h\ FEMP ROASTINGIE] = A BY THE END OF THAT WEEK,
‘ CHARLEY AND T WERE
INSEPARABLE.

IT TURNS OUT WE LIVED
4 ABOUT TWO MILES APART. IN
=y THOSE DAYS KIDS ROAMEDP
Y FREELY, SO FOR THE REST OF
& THE SUMMER I SPENT ALMOST
S EVERY DAY AT HER HOUSE.

— 2= HE WAS OUTGOING, LOVED FAST

CARS, AND YERY HANDPSOME,
WITH THICK BLACK HAIR.

EVERYTHING WAS
SO PIFFERENT

-| TALKED ALL THE TIME, AND ‘.

GOT HER HAIR AND NAILS [t

SHE HAD AN APORABLE
BLONDE-HAIRED LITTLE
SISTER WHO LOOKED
LIKE AN ANGEL.

THEIR HOUSE WAS BIG,
WHITE AND HAD TWO ; R )
STORIES AND TWO TV'S/ D THEY SEEMED TO WELCOME ME
] INTO THEIR WORLD, GLAD THAT
CHARLEY HAD FOUND A PLAYMATE.

IT WAS A LOUD, BOISTEROUS PLACE, AND, MY MOM WAS
ONLY TOO GLADP TO

WHERE SOMETHING FUN ALWAYS s A
1 SEEMED TO BE GOING ON. IS A : 2 HAVE ME OUT OF HER
; Y : HAIR FOR THE SUMMER.
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AND THEN, THERE WAS /
| CHARLEY'S ROOM.

T A
W ‘”% Was A
‘
. (i'a
LV
v

s
ot
S

wd

T COULD HARDLY BELIEVE
MY EYES. IT WAS LIKE fla
STEPPING INTO A VAST PINK, | “:
(g} . | FAIRY-PRINCESS CASTLE.

~3y
LoV

) A s
n 18 T8 ; :
IWASN'T THIS BVERY | 4w o0
‘| LITTLE GIRL'S FANTASY? | ' L ¥

L) LY

‘ 4 T
YRR PR
W ¢ uy

{,} IN CONTRAST, MY ROOM

WAS PAINTED A DRAB
BEIGE, AND SO SMALL IT
WAS CLAUSTROPHOBIC.

Sl C47 1 i g
; I
7 10 W oW

/" WELL, T WANTED IT
SPORTS THEMES. BUT,
MY MOM DEC'RATED /]
IT LIKE THIS. 4,

G-GOSH! I LOVE
YOUR ROOM! IT'S SO
BIG 'N PINK 'N

PRETTY!

I PON'T LIKE ALLA
WHITE ‘N PINK MUCH.

Y so, T'VE BEEN DOIN'
MY OWN DEC'RATIN'.

" .7 7\

‘f) m ; _«? R U {} &
BUT, T ALSO SAW SOME [+ ¥ ¥
STUFF ON THE WALLS

AND FLOOR OF HER
{@ ROOM THAT DIDN'T

QUITE SEEM TO FIT.
o7 VW
! THEN, I NOTICED ONE
VERY INTERESTING

o {} /| PECORATION NEXT TO
Y HER BED

T T

A
Yy
W

AT THAT T-SHIRT
SHOP AT THE MALL.
YOU KNOW, THE ONE
WITH THE [RON-ONS.

So, um. PO YOU
GET SPANKED
LOTS?

Oh my. THAT
NO SIGN! WHERE'D
SPANKING YOU GET IT?

T KEEP TELLIN' MY

ON YOUR
I COULP SURE FOLKS THEY GOTTA
USE ONE OF OBEY TRAF'C UN’ERFPANTIES?
THOSE WHEN I SIGNS. BUT, THEY DOES IT HURT
DON'T LIS'EN!

GET IN TROUBLE! TO SIT AFTER?

WELL, T WASN'T
ABOUT TO MISS A
CHANCE TO GET
MORE PETAILS
ABOUT CHARLEY'S
SPANKINGS...

B~ S

WA




WP LB b R
“IT WAS THE SECOND TIME I BROKE OUR
WINDOW PRACTICIN' BASEBALL. HE WARNED
ME I'D GET IT GOOD NEXT TIME I WASN'T
CAREFUL PLAYIN'. SO, BEFORE HE CAME HOME
I PUT ON LIKE FIVE PAIRS OF SPANKY PANTS*! s
T )
\ (( . || WELL, T WASN'T 'PECTIN’ IT, BU

JUS' ON MY
PANTS ‘N DOESN'T |
HURT MUCH.

THIS ONE TIME I
THOUGHT IT WAS

WHEN HE TURNED ME OVER HIS
KNEE, HE SAID IT WAS GONNA BE
i ',/ Wb QNA BAKE CUZ' T WAS SO BAD!
£, BT Z Z Ll =/

i _' BUT, WHEN HE TOOKED MY PANTS DOWN ‘N

7| SAW MY BIG OL' LUMPY BUTT WITH ALL THAT
UN'ERWEAR ON IT, HE STARTED LAUGHIN’!

e e /.4 AT .
. // HE DID PULL DOWN ALLA MY UNERPANTIES
/77 /] ‘N TRYTA BE SERIOUS, BUT HE WAS LAUGHIN’
SO HARD, ALL HE COULD DO WAS GIVE ME
LIKE THREE LITTLE PATS ON MY HINEY WITH
THE HAIRBRUSH. IT DIDN'T HURT AT ALL!"

EE, MY DAD SAID HE
WAS GONNA USE THIS
HERE HAIRBRUSH ON
MY BUTT...

F JEn@iry

1 Smnaues
@hiell

up ||| #CARTER'S SPANKY PANTS WERE
| ar || A BRAND OF UNDERWEAR FOR
o | | WOMEN AND GIRLS THAT WERE
\ Carters {\| VERY POPULAR WHEN I WAS
\ Spanley | | SROWING UR THEY WERE MADE
i Pamts | | OF A WEIRD, INDESTRUCTIBLE,

BAGGY MATERIAL THAT ALWAYS
ROPE UR I REMEMBER CHATTING
ABOUT THEM WITH OTHER GIRLS
AT SCHOOL, COMPLAINING HOW
THEY NEVER FIT RIGHT OR
CONTINUING THE ETERNAL
DPEBATE ABOUT WHETHER THEY
MADE SPANKINGS HURT MORE, OR
LESS. I'M TOTALLY CONYINCED
WHOEVER CAME UP WITH THE
NAME WAS A SPANKO!




KNOW! IT'S SO
MANY CHOICES!

‘N I CAN'T BELIEVE

WANNA DO A YOUR. MOM. LETS W Yeah. BUT, EAT ONA
FIRST? et YOU EAT'N YOUR / FLOOR. SHE SAID SHE'D

SNACKS? il g <& PFADDLE BOTH OUR

VON CLAPPER FANNIES IF THERE'S

SISTERS? YOU GOT ‘g CRUMBS ONA BED!

B\  vpEROOS! A
h Vd

B /DEA WHATTA
. DO FIRST!

THEN, A LONG GAME OF THE VON
CLAPPER SISTERS. SOMETHING
ABOUT FINPING A MAGICAL
GOLPEN HAIRBRUSH.

¥OK, I DON'T REALLY REMEMBER THAT [
THERE WAS A SHOW ON THAT NIGHT
WITH A SFANKING SCENE, BUT THERE
WERE FLENTY BACK THEN THAT DIr/
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THE NEXT MORNING AT
BREAKFAST, CHARLEY
AND I WERE BOTH VERY |
TIREDZ AND, SHE WAS
ACTING VERY SILLY.

(

ALLY, T'M
FINE, MRS. "SEE IT'M KINDA A
D'ANGELO!  picKY EATER. BUT,
: THIS PLAIN TOAST
LOOKS DELICIOUS!

Y YOU SURE YOU DON'T

WANT ME TO MAKE

You

AN EGG ‘N A SAUSAGE,

TOO, RUDE?

Hmmm. |F ONLY
CHARLEY ATE LIKE
THAT. YOU'RE NEVER TOO
YOUNG TO WORRY
ABOUT YOUR WAIST/

Oh, 'N I LOYE YOUR

NIGHTY! |F ONLY CHARLEY

WOULD WEAR SUMTHIN'
WITH FLOWERS!

N CHARLEY s
B DIDN'T LISTEN.| 1/

I TEN | MR SRS

THEN, AS SHE PLAYED AROUND,

|| DOWN HER WINDPIPE.

SOME TANG ACCIDENTALLY WENT

HEY RUDE, WANNA
SEE ME GARGLE
MY TANG LIKE
MOU'WASH?

g

DON'T YOU START
THAT AGAIN, CHAR!
YOU KNOW IT DRIVES
YOUR MOM CRAZY/

HER DAD WAS
NONE TOO HAPPY
ABOUT WHERE HER
DRINK LANDPED




| I WAS RIVETED TO k i || IT WAS A REAL SPANKING, ALL RIGHT. HE
| THE SPOT, WATCHING 1 g 4[] RAISED HER NIGHTY AND ADPMINISTERED
WHAT UNFOLDED NEXT. | : 1| | TEN GOOU, HARDP SMACKS (YES, I 4
‘ COUNTED) ON THE SEAT OF HER PANTIES. i

TO THIS DAY, I REMEMBER \ ‘ : '
EVERY LITTLE DETAIL VIVIDPLY, HiE YET, IT WAS SO PIFFERENT
! : I FROM THE WAY I WAS PUNISHED:

| ! e o d| N ™ wasNT DRAWN-OUT AND SOLEMN, BUT |-
i THALS: [ GRT YOUR Y | INSTEAD SPONTANEOUS AND RAUCOUS. |,
BUTT OVER HERE 5 > 1
, NOW, CHARLEY! G| , i [

—\.7‘3‘

N-NO DADDY! T’
CLEAN IT ALL UP!
I'M REALLY SORRY/
P-PLEASE NO!

"I WARNED YOU,

LITTLE MISS! NOW

YOU'RE GETTING A
SORE TUSH!

| HER DAD WAS
ALMOST PLAYFUL
AFTERWARDS

THAT HURT, YOU
BIG MEANIE!

= THAT EXPERIENCE MADE ME
I WAS SURPRISEP SHE EVEN DARED TO BE A REALIZE SO MUCH OF HOW WE
SHE DIDN'T CRY, bt £ LITTLE SASSY (THOUGH SHE REACT TO SPANKINGS ISN'T REALLY
EVEN THOUGH IT 3 3 PIDN'T PUSH IT TOO FAR)! | | ABOUT THE PHYSICAL PART, BUT
OBYIOUSLY HURT. : = | | ABOUT WHAT'S IN OUR HEADS.
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I WANTED SUMMER TO LAST FOREVER. BUT,
THIRD GRADE STARTED ALL TOO SOON.

N 1

LISA Ahem. 1S

THERE A RUPE

M alse it b o tak HERE?

. JENNY WAS IN MY CLASS. BUT, 3 R R o RUMPS HERE?
IF CHARLEY WENT TO A PRIVATE ) Yo
SCHOOL. I MISSEDP HER TERRIBLY. 2 nl::‘mv,ﬂ

Y SHE'S BACK THERE,
MRS. BLACKHEAD,
POOPLIN' LIKE

w—
7 Psst! RUDE!
1 sHE'S cALLIN
\° '\ YOUR NAME!
~ ~

MAKING [T EVEN WORSE,

MY TEACHER THAT YEAR ‘ /

WAS THE INFAMOUS MRS.
BLACKHEAD!

SUFFICE TO SAY, I
PIDPN'T MAKE A GOOD
\e3ll FIRST IMPRESSION.

RUDE RUMPS, eh? \! \ WHAT AN oPD

THAT'S A RATHER kil DOODLE! WELL,

UNUSUAL NAME! A N Y : YOU WON'T BE
A \ A\ NEEDING IT.

COME SEE ME
WHEN ROLL'S OVER,
YOUNG LADY.

WOULD YOU
CARE TO SHARE
WHAT YOU'RE
WORKING ON?

CONGRATULATIONS,
RUDE, YOU'VE EARNED
YOUR FIRST PINK
SLIP!
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KNOWIN' YOUR
MOM, SHE'S NOT
GONNA BE HAFPPY!

HOW WAS YOUR
FIRST DAY OF THIRD
GRADPE, HONEY?

SO I COULD TRACE ART.

USING THAT, AND MY LIBRARY

CARD (PARENTS HAP TO SIGN |-

MY MOM'S SIGNATURE ONTO
THE PINK SLIE

i g ROOM ‘TIL DINNER. /8

Yeah, SHE'S

\ GONNA KILL ME.

T MEAN, [T'S ONLY ¥

THE FIRS' DAY OF
SISTER ONCE

ALREADY IN FAKED MY MOM'S

TROUBLE. ﬁ \ SIG'TUKE ON HER

REPORT CARD..

SHE'LL TELL MY
DAD TO WARM UP
HIS 'PANKIN' ARM.

Sigh. IT'M 'PECTIN’ '

TIRED, SINCE IT
WAS THE FIRS’
DAY ‘N ALL.

I'M JUST GONNA
GO PRAW IN MY

MOST THIRD
GRADPERS COULDPN'T
HAVE PULLED IT OFF.

IN THE MORNING,
I WOKE UP REALLY
SCARED THAT I'D
GET CAUGHT.

TO EASE MY FEARS, I PUT ON
MY LUCKY UNPERFANTS--A
WORN-OUT, OLD PAIR MAPE OF
PURPLE, FLOWERED COTTON.

BUT, T HAD A
.| SECRET WEAFON. |
R L R




OVER THE NEXT MONTH, THE PINK SLIPS
KEFPT PILING UR ABOUT ONE A WEEK. AND, |
I KEPT BLISSFULLY FORGING AWAY, WHILE
WEARING MY LUCKY UNDERWEAR.

ALL RIGHT,
THEN!

S
I HOPE YOUR
PARENTS HAD A : — _
GOOD “TALK” Student: 2y o O, 5 T
o = j; €
WITH You! il iy Oehay o

misbehayior
A talkmg w/o Permission

: ; Se,
x rudo/dlsrespt‘c‘tful i — iy, i
: ddy Mgy O per,
E :;ntipaymg attention ads ;‘ﬂw ! = é’ymg N0tfy.
— faray Nay,, ")(4,7,(, v % :‘ lel ]an
— destruction of Property Te: w?ik%—ﬁz Uage
: p 2D 2

jc_ stealin/%
<% other: Aor

TO MY DELIGHT, MRS. BLACKHEAD
DIDPN'T SUSPECT A THING. IT
SEEMED MY LUCKY UNDERPANTS
HAD WORKED!

Parent sj ghature;

IN OCTOBER, THOUGH, I RAN INTO
TROUBLE. T'D FORGOTTEN ABOUT
PARENT-TEACHER CONFERENCES/

T’LL NEVER FORGET THAT AWFUL
DAY. T STILL REMEMBER I WAS

- | WEARING MY FAVORITE DRESS, A
RED CHECKERED JUMPER.

B-BUT MOM,
HALLOWEEN’S
THIS MONTH!

ROOM, YOUNG
LADY! MARCH!

YOU'RE GROUNDED Y=
FOR A WHOLE g
MONTH/

| HALLOWEEN WAS THE
HIGHLIGHT OF THE WHOLE
| YEAR! MY MOM COULDN'T
BE THAT MEAN/

PR S 1 o
4 BUT, MY PUNISHMENT WAS ABOUT
| TO GET WORSE. MUCH WORSE!

Oh, THAT'S
NOT ALL.
GETTING GROUNDED IS ¥ EN) : :
ONLY FOR MISBEHAVING / TR 4 : : % \

AT SCHOOL. ki %
THE HORRIBLE WORDS | -

FOR LYING AND

CHEATING, T'M GOING
TO TELL YOUR FATHER
TO GIVE YOU...

=N MY MOM HAD THREATENED IT Bfm

BUT I'D NEVER DONE ANYTHING QUITE | =
 BAD ENOUGH TO DESERVE THEMOST |
| DREADED f PUNISHMENTS! | e | =




YOU BROUGHT THIS
ON YOURSELF
RUDE!

NOW SIMMER
DOWN, SC WE
CAN GET IT
OVER WITH.

P-PLEASE DADDY,
NO! NOT ON

THE BARE!

THE WAIT FELT ENDLESS. BUT, I
FINALLY MY DAD ARRIVED
HOME AND DID THE PEED

THE SLAPS ON BARE SKIN MADE
DISTINCTIVE LOUL, WET, FLESHY
SOUNDS, WHICH SOMEHOW ADDED YOU'VE BEEN MOST

TO THE EMBARRASSMENT. - 29 PO vauGHTY, Youns
LIS MISS RUDE.

I'VE NO CHOICE BUT
TO ADMINISTER
A BARE-POTIOM

SPANKING!

ALTHOUGH THE SWATS DEFINITELY STUNG,

THEY REALLY DIDPN'T HURT THAT BAD--MY
DAD WAS OBVIOUSLY HOLDING BACK, AND
| NOT HITTING NEARLY AS HARDP AS USUAL.

BUT, THE AWFUL MIX OF FEAR AND

HUMILIATION LEFT ME CRYING MY EYES > iggﬁiﬁ;ﬁ;ﬁgﬁg&%iw
OUT AND SWEARING I'D NEVER EARN | YET T KEPT
ANOTHER SPANKING AS LONG AS I LIVED! —

IN TRUTH, MISSING
HALLOWEEN WAS FAR, FAR

SORRY, GIRLS, BUT
WORSE THAN A SPANKING.

RUDE'S STILL GROUNDED
FOR HER ATROCIOUS

BEHAVIOR! _
TO THINK I

GAVE RUDE 488
THE IDEA! 4

; %ﬁ;‘j“ X | -
Aw, SHUCKS! WE
THOUGHTYA MIGHT
LET ‘ER OUT JuS’
FOR HALLOWEEN.

WELL, I GUESS
DAT'S THE WAY
THE COCKIE
CRUMBLES.




el AFTER THE PINK SLIPS INCIDENT, T
RUDE, WHY ON 41 .| REALLY TRIED TO BE GOOPD IN
EARTH DID MRS. M| SCHOOL. THAT LASTED UNTIL ALMOST
BLACKHEAD GIVE THE END OF THE TERM, AND THEN
YOU A “D" ON YOUR SOMETHING TERRIBLE HAPPENED...
\_BOOK REPORT? : e

/'S-SHE SAID IT
WASN'T S'POSED
TO HAVE
DRAWIN'S.

I WAS SURE I
WAS IN FOR

§ AN AWFUL
PUNISHMENT!

THAT'S NONSENSE! IT'S
WELL-WRITTEN FOR A
THIRD GRAPER, AND THE
DRAWINGS ARE CHARMING.

=< I'M GOING TO HAYE
A TALK WITH THAT
WITCH, er, WOMAN!

F| WAS MY BIGGEST HERO.
TAKE THAT, YOU POOR
) EXCUSE FOR A TEACHER! © \
, RUDE'S REPORT WAS THE L SHOULD KNOW! I WAS
BEST EVER! a4 AN ENGLISH MAJOR AND
A GRADUATED SUMMA CUM
LAUDE!

YOU'RE LOSING YOUR
JOB AGAIN? WE
CAN'T ECONOMIZE
MUCH MORE!

RUDE'LL BE CRUSHED
THAT SHE CAN'T GO TO
SUMMER CAME

I-I CAN TRY TO
TAKE PRIVATE
PUPILS UNTIL T FIND
ANOTHER SCHOOL.

A

T
e

MALERR T A
PR "‘—-“1"- A ruuEe NS

RUDE ALL A'SI' T
PROMISE/

I HAVE NO [PEA WHAT MY MOM
ACTUALLY SAID TO HER, BUT THIRD

GRADE DID GO A LITTLE BETTER

==

YOU DO THAT! IN THE
MEANTIME, T'LL REACTIVATE
MY TEACHING CREDENTIAL.

MIDDLEBRIDGE JR.
HIGH IS LOOKING FOR
A NEW ENGLISH
TEACHER NEXT YEAR. /|

]

YES, SHE WAS
= MY HERO.

-
L & -




i AT LONG LAST, SCHOOL LE

OUT AND MRS. BLACKHEAD'S B
REIGN ENDED.

| NINE AND GOT TO GO TO
GIRL SCOUT CAM

SN ASHEGh o
THAT SUMMER WAS
HEAVEN ON EART

THERE WOULD NEVER BE
i ANOTHER QUITE LIKE IT.

J T e TR T




The Stubborn Years: Ages 9-10



DON'T WORRY, MOM.
I'M A GIRL SCOUT
NOW! IT'M ALWAYS

PREPARED!

REMEMBER, |F THERE'S
AN EMERGENCY, GO
NEXT-DOOR AND GET

MRS. GRAY!

SUDDENLY, I HAD A
COUPLE HOURS ALONE
AFTER SCHCOL.

THE VERY FIRST DAY, I
GATHERED A FEW
THINGS AND PULLED
MY JEANS DOWN FOR
A LITTLE EXPERIMENT.

e Za

THE WOOPEN
SPFOON WAS

’ MY FAVORITE. IT
THE HAIRBRUSH A SMARTED LIKE
STUNG, BUT IT WAS THE DICKENS!
TOO HEAYY AND !
AWKWARD TO

EAL WING.
MY HAND WAS REALLSEE

TOO WEAK TO
STING MUCH
i AT ALL.

NOT ANYMORE! IT'S
SO FAT'NIN'! YOU ‘N
PAD SHOULDN'T
EAT IT, EITHER!

BUT, RUDE, YOU
ALWAYS LIKED
SPAGHETTI!

SUIT YOURSELF
MORE FOR ME,
THEN! IT'M
STARVING/

AND, GUESS WHAT SHE
USED TO SERVE DINNER
WITH THAT NIGHT?

AFTER THAT, I HID LE BUTT SPOON UNDER MY
MATTRESS. MY MOM WAS CONVINCED MY DPAD
ACCIDENTALLY THREW IT OUT CLEANING UP!




ABOUT A MONTH LATER,
I MET THE FIRST LOVE :
OF MY LIFE. / RUDE! YOU
g =| HAVE A SPECIAL
VISITOR!

WHO IS IT, MOM?
I'M NOT '‘PECTIN'

—
HE'S A PYTHON.
DON'T BE AFRAID
OF HIM, HONEY.

HE'S VERY GENTLE.
GO AHEAD, TRY
HOLDING HIm!

MR. FOSTER THE
SCIENCE TEACHER
RETIRED LAST TERM.

HE WANTED THE
CLASS PET TO GO
TO A GOOP HOME!

I'D ALWAYS WANTED A CUPDLY
PET, BUT MY DAD WAS TERRIBLY
ALLERGIC TO ANYTHING FURRY. B

1 YOU SEE, MY MOM
WASN'T A TYPICAL
SUBURBAN HOUSEWIFE.

7 Oooh, T THINK HE
LIKES ME! IT
FEELS LIKE HE'S

' ME!
HUGGIN' ME! HE LIKES YOUR

WARMTH! SNAKES
ARE PRETTY SIMPLE
CREATURES.

WHAT DO YOU WANT

TO CALL HIM? MR.
SHE'D GROWN UP ON A FARM I ’ FOSTER DIDPN'T TELL
A . & -

AND HAD WANTED TO BE
VETERNARIAN. SO, CREEPY
CRAWLIES DIDN'T FAZE HER.

ME HE HAD A NAME.

| BECAUSE OF MY DAD'S ALLERGIES, MY
MOM HAD GOTTEN ME UNUSUAL PETS,
LIKE FROGS, ANTS AND EVEN WORMS.

I'M GONNA e N -
CALL HM 8 ' \ Oh, IT WON'T BOTHER
SLITHER! : SN L ME, MOM. IT'S NATURAL

' FOR SNAKES.

DAD'S THE
SQUEAMISH ONE,
NOT ME/

ONE THING ABOLT,
SLITHER, HONEY--

HE HAS TO EAT
HE CRIES MORE'N ME
LIVE MICE. WHEN HE HAS TO
'PANK ME!

I CAN TAKE HIM IN
THE BASEMENT TO
DO 1T, IF YOU'RE
TOO SQUEAMISH.




AS SOON AS T GOT UR T
PUT SLITHER IN MY BIKE

BASKET AND TOOK OFF
FOR CHARLEY'S.

' | TO SHOW SLITHER
M TO HER!
R | =

ey
| I COULDN'T WAIT

WHEN I GOT TO CHARLEY'S,
EVERYONE WAS OUTSIDE, INCLUDING
JENNY, WHO'D COME OVER TO PLAY.

HE'S NEAT, RUDE!
BUT, YOU BETTER
\ TAKE ‘IM HOM

I THINK HE'S
FREAKIN' EV'BODY
ELSE ouT!

—

] CHARLEY'S MOM
CALLED MY MOM
7 IN A PANIC.

SHE WAS WORRIED SLITHER WAS
-| POISONOUS. BUT MOSTLY, SHE

YES, EVERYTHING SEEMED TO BE
GOING MY WAY THAT YEAR. EVEN
MY TEACHER SEEMED TO LIKE ME!

The Hestory of

‘/‘r v | i) 4
Lorpr L F’u‘)'fﬂff} Wre it

THOUGHT T WAS WEIRD A GIRL

SURPRISINGLY, MY MOM TOOK
WAS PLAYING WITH SNAKES.

MY SIDE. SHE JUST TOLD ME
TO BE MORE CAREFUL ABOUT
WHO I SHOWED SLITHER TO.

*REAL PRAWING
DCONE BY YOURS
TRULY IN CHILDHOOL?

1 THAT HALLOWEEN WAS
GLORIOUS. UNLIKE THE,

B ahem, PREVIOUS YEAR.

CHARLEY TOOK US ON
A FIVE MILE WALK TO
WHERE THE MANSIONS
WERE. JUST LIKE SHE
SAID, THEY GAVE OUT
FULL-SIZEDP CANPY.

W T s W

WINTER CAME. OUR DRAFTY

| EVERY DAY WHEN T GOT HOME
FROM SCHOOL, I'P TAKE SLITHER
OUT AND LET HIM CURL UP UNDER

A BIG LAMP TO WARM HIMSELF I'D ALSO TAKE MY

BOTTOM OUT AND
WARM THAT UE TCO.




Yep. EYERYTHING

WAS GOING GREAT. , r Ry i g S w WHICH FRAMES “\i8
DO YOU PREFER, )4
ay
. YOUNG LADY %
HOW MANY
FINGERS AM I
HOLDING UR
RUDE?

MY MOM WAS THE FIRST TO
NOTICE THE PROBLEM. I COULD [§ ) # ~ =
SEE FINE CLOSE-UR BUT FAR i 4 : r

AWAY EVERYTHING WAS A BLUR. [i5 . - : — 1 _ INETHER " | ‘

OV T O e e 5 o S %

\|

Ty

Yl
AND MADE MY |
FACE SWEA {
AR SN

[ ier were AR S0.. P I DIDNTKNOW % | S B °SHE'S SO WEIRD/
| MAGNET FOR BULLIES. BCRE G Nl MIDDLEBRIDGE HAD YRR | LA TS Ta gy B 1'VE HEARD SHE
‘ PRt A A COLONY OF FOUR- ) : : A ‘ PLAYS WITH

EYED MARTIANS! 4% ¥ - J SNAKES, TOO!

[ 1 mADE LP MY MIND
| THEN AND THERE.




SO, I SNEAKED INTO A KINPERGARTEN
CLASSROOM AT LUNCH AND THREW MY
GLASSES IN THE TRASH.

I FIGURED THEY'D ENDP
UP RIGHT AT THE PUME
WHERE THEY BELONGED.

= e g

| THE NEXT MCRNING, DURING
BREAKFAST, TERRY CALLED

| APPARENTLY, SCHOOL NURSES
START THEIR DAYS EARLY.

TERRY?
Oh, THANK

=
/' MRS. OLSEN LE

YOU A NOTE? SHE
THOUGHT SHE SAW

i =

| LOOKING BACK, IT WASN'T

A BRILLIANT PLAN. BUT,
HEY, I WAS NINE.
—

SO WHAT IF
IDior?

I HATE THEM AND
YOU CAN'T MAKE
)\ ME WEAR THEM!

Um, TERRIBLE

| NEWS, MOM.

SCOMEHOW I
LOST MY GLASSES
AT SCHOOL!

" MRS. OLSEN FOUND THEM

IN THE TRASH WHEN SHE
WAS CLEANING UR

AND, SHE THOUGHT
SHE SAW YOU GO
INTO HER CLASSROOM
I, AT LUNCH.

RUPE! I TOLD YOU
TO BE CAREFUL/
THEY COST $40!

T'LL ASK TERRY¥* '\
TO CHECK AROUND
AS SOON AS SHE
GETS TO SCHOOL!

*THE SCHOOL
NURSE AND MY |
MOM’S FRIEND

. —

[

TO YOUR ROOM!
NOW! MARCH,
YOUNG LADY!

3

YOU WOULDN'T HAPPEN
TO KNOW ANYTHING
ABOUT THAT, WOULD

YOU, RUDE?!?

I'VE NEVER BEEN A
GOOQOPD LIAR. MY FACE
ALWAYS GIVES ME AWAY.

NO, BUT I CAN
TEACH YOU TO TREAT
EXPENSIVE THINGS
WITH RESPECT!

NOW, GET YOUR PANTS
OFF! YOU'RE GOING TO
HAVE TROUBLE SITTING
_IN SCHOOL TODAY!




IT ALL SEEMED |}

SO UNFAIR! T
NEVER ASKED
FOR GLASSES.

USUALLY T WOULD'VE BEEN |

il SOBBING CONTRITELY THE

& BUT, THIS TIME, I
WASN'T LOOKING
THY.

I WANTED TO SHOW HIM HE
WASN'T THE BOSS OF ME.

=

Fine/ GO AHEAD
AND BEAT ME INTO
SUBMISSION.

I COULD
VERY DR

iy BE
: AMATIC.

IT HURT. LOTS. BUT,
I WAS DETERMINED
NOT TO GIVE IN.

AND, HE WAS

DETERMINED TO

MAKE ME CRY

DON'T YOU DPARE
GIVE ME ATTITUDE
LIKE THAT, MISSY/




n-—-ﬂ
I COULDPN'T TAKE MUCH
MORE AND STARTED TO
STRUGGLE LIKE CRAZY.

IT FELT LIKE MY

RUMP WAS BEING

ROASTED IN THE :

FIRES OF HELL. = I DID ALL I couLD B - = EFFORTS, IN THE BATTLE
= TO REMAIN STOIC. e OF HAND VS. BUTT.

HE DELIVERED A |
FLURRY OF VERY | i
HARD BLOWS TO BUT, HE JUST PINNED ME
MY ALREADY ! DOWN, LOCKED HIS LEGS
SCORCHED SEAT. fi OVER MINE, AND PADPLED
| AWAY WITH GUSTO.

>

" |-LET THAT BE
A LESSON TO
YOU, RUDE.

= NOW, GET YOUR PANTS
BACK ON, AND GO

FINISH BREAKFAST, SO

YOU'RE NOT LATE FOR

HUNDRED ReD HOT NEEDLES AFTER BEING |5
STUNG BY A NEST OF HORNETS. ¥AS I SAIG; TEETS
mbtte” - VERY DRAMATIC. IT WAS A

—_— — SOUND SFANKING, ALL RIGHT. |
THE WORLD BECAME A BLUR [ W BUT I CERTAINLY WASN'T

OF EXPLOSIVE SMACKING || | BEATEN BLACK-AND-BLUE
SOUNDS AND SEARING PAIN¥. g (EVEN IF I ACTED LIKE IT).
e




LET'S JUST SAY THE WALK TO [ Seuteuie Ve a1l ok THAT NIGHT AT DINNER,
SCHOOL THAT MORNING WAS J& Sl s ! ‘. ‘_ I REFUSED TO UTTER
A BIT UNCOMFORTABLE. ¥ S 4& 5 O R A WORD TO HIM.

PLEASE PASS X
THE KETCHUR

Oh, HE SPANKED
ME SO HARD
YOU WOULDN'T
BELIEVE IT!
Gosh/ WELL, AT

I'M NEVER GOING Y& LEAST HE DIDN'T
TO TALK TO HIM A "5aSm HIT YOU WITH YOUR
AGAIN! GLASSES ON/

CAN I READ @
YOU SOME
ROALD DAHL?

PN W /AT T

| JUST WHEN I THOUGHT THINGS i e ‘
COULDN'T GET ANY WORSE... : , Geez, IT'S NOT
y ¥ W1l iy - THE END OF THE
S w" - 1 WORLD! WE CAN STILL
7 GUESS WHAT? I HANG OUT LOTS
DID SO GOCOD IN & { AFTER CAMP / N
TRYOUTS, I'M GOING B-BUT THAT'S ‘ - | YES IT IS THE
TO TENNIS CAMP , TERRIBLE! YOU \ N\ END OF THE
ALL SUMMER! WON'T GET TO GO
, TO GIRL SCOUT
CAMP WITH ME/




gy -

‘| IT REALLY DID .WEEK AFTER WEEK

SEEM LIKE THE ENP
OF MY WORLD.

3 A\ b
W T oion'T FeeL LIKE [
DOING ANYTHING.

WHEN 1 CAME HOME
FROM SCHCOL, I'D
JUST LIE IN BER

{ ..I DIDN'T WANT TO
PLAY WITH SLITHER. T [

4 JUST LEFT HIM ALONE |
IN HIS CAeE...

AND, T STILL WOULDN'T f g : ONE DAY I T—'ELT :
TALK TO MY DAR. NOT - B ; =" bl WOrSE THAN EVER. |

ONE WORD.

I OVERHEARD MY MOM o RS
TELLING HIM TO BE PATIENT |~ i —

MY TENTH BIRTHDAY.

“IT'S JUST A PHASE,"
SHE TOLD HIM. SHE v
| SAID I WAS ASSERTING |

-..|T FELTHL(KERTEEE ™
DARKNESS WAS
ol CLOSING IN.

ON FOR OVER
A MONTH.




THAT NIGHT... ; ' oD THE

MoUNTAINS OF
THE MmOoh.
W-WHY AM
I HERE?

EhoUGH I PON'T REMEMBER MUCH.

QUESTIONS!

P : JUST WAKING UP TO THE
TﬁégFiglLHEDéggg SOUNDS OF HOT JAZZ.

.50 COLP

ALL WILL BE | @ | € = §g ,‘:’,?ﬁff
REVEALED oh AN/ cRcTCHED ' : T~
THE OTHER Gl OUT ON A LONG 3
SIDE. > WHITE TABLE...
“T WENT POWN N
TO ST JAMES
INFIRM'RY...

Shhhh, HONEY.
DON'T STRAIN ‘ Oh, T PROMISE,
YOUR VOICE. o ey DADDY. I DO.

D-DADDY?
WHAT HAPPENED
O ME?

H 7 1usT PROMISE
[ ME YoU'LL NEVER

“_ANP I THINK
10 MYSELF..

" WHAT A
WONDERFLL
WORLE”

I KEPT THAT PROMISE

SR | ~OUND OUT T COULDN'T =
\ O BREATHE WHEN T WENT : Rgpaghcc

-..UNTIL THE MOMENT
HE BREATHED HIS
LAST BREATH. R.L.LP




THE WORDS “BELT”
AND “BUTT” MADE MY
HAIRS STAND ON END.

WORSE'N
A REG'LAR
SO, SHE SKIMPED AND SAVEL SO I
COULD TAKE EQUESTRIAN LESSONS

! ' = MY DAD
TWICE A MONTH WITH MY BEST FRIEND i S Y7
' i 7 —r . BELTED MY

Y Gosh!/ DIDJA
FALL PLAYIN
N, TENNIS?

W sors T ot § : ' DiDia GETA
SORE, I DUNNO Vil Ziom ’
IF I CANEVEN ¥ TN SPANKIN'?

I TRIED TO SOLIND CASUAL BUT
MY EARS REALLY PERKED UP AT

“T GOT INNA BIG FIGHT
| WiTH MY MOM ‘N CALLED
'ER THE ‘B’ WORE .
= I A ] UNDERWEAR
DOWN, TOO!

YOU'RE
GETTING THE
BELT ON YOUR
BARE HINEY.

| “HE GAVE ME SIX GOOP
LICKS. IT FELT LIKE MY
BUTT GOT FRIED INNA FPAN!

I FELT A STRANGE MIX OF
HORROR, SHAME AND EXCITEMENT
WHEN SHE TOLDP ME HER STORY.

SO R‘UBBED SUMMA |

MY DAD'S LINIMENT FOR |

SORE MUSCLES ON EM.”

~E o |

I DON'T GET
IT, RUDE.

AT AGE TEN, I WASN'T
VERY GOOD AT HIPING
MY EMOTIONS.




IF I COULD GO BACK AND OR, THAT BOYFRIENDS WILL
TALK TO MY TEN-YEAR-OLD . ‘ : & LEAVE YOU BECAUSE OF IT?

SELF WHAT WOULD I SAY? ;
: I\ : .’ . THAT THERAPISTS
' : . ; : WILL CALL YOU
DIFFERENT? 0l "\ P OU SICK?
10 ACCEPT S y | L THAT YOU'LL HATE
YOURSELF? { Lo YOURSELF FOR IT?

o T —— ] THAT YOU'LL PRAY
TO BE HONEST WITH \ : | IT GOES AWAY?
THE PEOPLE YOU LOVE? : ; ‘ g

Y & 4 @ a4 THAT YOUR SECRET WILL
THAT BEING A SPANKO IS ' VA ) e KEEP BURNING INSIDE YOU
PART OF WHC YOU ARE? K W EVERY DAY OF YOUR LIFE?
TO SHOUT IT FROM L] ' AFTER ALL THESE YEARS, I STILL
THE ROOFTOPS? | | DON'T KNOW WHAT I'D SAY.
= ] = T N ‘

MY FIRST INSTINCT THAT DAY WAS |l
TO PENY IT OR MAKE A JOKE OF IT.

Well, um...THAT'S
KINPA WEIRD,

BUT, CHA RUDE.

FRIEND.
BUT, I PON'T MIND

HAVIN' A BEST
FRIEND WHO'S A
LITTLE STRANGE.

T WHEN MY DAD
DOES IT TO ME.

PRETTY GOOD JOB

P
e ACCEPTING ME.

MAKE UP STORIES
ABOUT IT. AND, T'S
FUN WHEN YOU DO
: IT TO ME.

— - LI % b5 NOTHING MORE |}
HONESTLY, FOR A TEN-YEAR-OLD, [ o i ; NEEDED TO BE

I THINK I DIDN'T DO TOO BAD A [ 7 : SAID ABOUT [T
JOB EXPLAINING T. R P , - 7 DAY,

b FOR THE FLEETING INSTANT

B| THAT IS CHILPHOOD, WE
& SHARED A SPECIAL WORLD.

Nah, T THINK
WE'RE TOO OLD
FOR THAT

SAY, YOU WANNA 3 ¥ ’é_. B BUT, HOW ABOUT
PLAY A LITTLE || IS WESERES]  OUR GAME ABOUT
VON CLAPPER A Falie L S THE MARTIANS?

SISTERS?




e R i o
DECISIONS! THE STRANGE THING IS, MY

THAT SUMMER, I WAS DECISIONS!

CLOSER THAN EVER
TO MY DAD

DON'T RUSH ME, \*
F‘ : RUDE! ROME WASN'T
HE LIKED TO SPEND BUILT IN A DAY! 4

EVENINGS LISTENING
TO OLD RECORDS
AND PLAYING CARDPS.

e

.| WE DID IT ALMOST EVERY
| NIGHT. WITHOUT MY MOM.

| RIGHT AFTER DINNER, SHE'D
SAY SHE HAD A HEAPACHE
AND DISAPPEAR TO HER ROOM.

DIDN'T UNDERSTAND (T THEN, BUT
o| NOW I REALIZE SHE HAD BAD
NGS. JUST LIKE ME. S
D T T Ry Vil ]
THE DOWN SWINGS COULD LAST FOR
MONTHS. SHE WAS LIKE A GHOST IN
THE HOUSE DURING THOSE TIMES.

!

i I KEPT PEEKING, UNTIL HE
| CAME BACK. I WANTED
TO GET CAUGHT.

A BIT TOO TR IBE 4z } ;
MUCH TEA. BE e B - \ é"thg?E
RIGHT BACK. ' ‘ ' \ : Y i
S0

..SAVIN' MY S
e i ‘ ¥ ..LIKE JACK
LOVE FOR = @7 €\ HoRNER...

| WHEN HE WENT TO THE I DIDN'T UNDERSTAND WHAT I
BATHROOM, I PEEKEP A % | WAS DOING AT THE TIME, BUT
AT HIS CARDS. s .~ .| SPANKOS CALL IT BRATTING.

= | IT'S A THRILL. YOU KEEP PUSHING, %y Hmmm, THAT'S NOT A '\ ,
“| AND SEE WHAT HAPPENS. e | BAD IDEA, YOU WELL, I'VE LET YOU
T | \\LITTLE CHEATER! STAY UP LATE ENOUGH.

= e = : \
= p SO, IT'S OFF TO BED
IT'S KIND OF PLAYFUL. YOU'RE KIND OF : WITH YOU, MISSY/
IN CONTROL. AND, YOU'RE KIND OF z : ~ ! :
| NOT, THAT'S WHAT MAKES IT EXCITING.

K w | . HE BARELY TAPPED
{ - : MY BOTTOM, BUT IT
; WES -5 ; FELT LIKE A JOLT
" , h S b, e OF ELECTRICITY
44 idpionies - \MISBEHAVIN'... ] o | 5~ Jas S| WENT THROUGH MY
BouT e Ny U | _ N wroLe Bopv.
SPANK ME? . 3‘ e o,
THE SCOLDING, THE SOUND
| OF THE LITTLE SLAR THE
GENTLE STING--ALL FELT
| so peLzcrous.

BED UTTERLY
CONFUSEP.




| NEAR THE END OF THE SUMMER,
| SOMETHING HAPPENED THAT REALLY
| PUT THINGS IN PERSPECTIVE.
e R VO WU T
=| IT WAS A VERY HOT, MUGEY DAY
AND WE WERE SWIMMING IN THE
LAKE AT THE EDGE OF TOWN.

;3 N [ \

THE YEAR BEFORE WHEN WE SWAM,
WE'D? CHATTER ABOUT HORSES ANDP
BARBIES. BUT, NOW WE HAD A BIT MORE

Hey, T'VE GOT
AN IDEA FOR A

!
FLNGAME YOU HAFTA TOSS THE

BALL TO SOMECNE,
AND THEY GET TO ASK
YOU ANYTHING. £

YOU HAFTA ANSWER!
NO MATTER HOW
“\_EMBARRASSING!

YOU WANNA GO
FIRST, CHARLEY?
ASK ME ANYTHING!

Ok, HERE'S YOUR
QUESTION!

WILL T GROW
BIG BOOBIES
NEXT YEAR?

“Oh Gosh, THAT'S
SO RUDE! WAIT,
I'M RUDE!

HAHA! X%

Ok, THE ANSWER IS N2
YES! YOU'LL HAVE
B-BIG B-BOCEIES!

: HEENEE)

Um, Uh, Ok. D-DO
YOU EVER NOT LIKE THE
WAY YOUR STEPDAD,
Er, T MEAN YOUR DAD,

TOUCHES YOU?

g

Well, DPuh! THAT'S A
DUMB QUESTION!
Yeah, T DON'T LIKE
IT WHEN HE BELTS

-

MY BUTT! dls.:

Ok, JENNY, YOUR
TURN! ASK ME

Um, NO, CHARLEY, I
DON'T THINK THAT'S
WHAT SHE MEANS.

IS IT LIKE ON THAT
ABC AFTERSCHOOL
SPECIAL, JENNY? [-IS

IT BAP TOUCHES
LIKE THAT?

IT WAS LIKE THAT.




I CONVINCED JENNY TO TELL
MY MOM ABOUT HER STEPUAD

STAY BACK, YO
FOOLS! T'VE GOT WAX
DOLLS OF YOU RIGHT
HERE IN MY BACKPACK!

IF I STICK PINS
IN THEIR EYES,
YOU'LL GO

SHE KNEW
il WHAT TO DO.

—

¥ | SHE ALWAYS oo

< SHE PULLED HERSELF
TOGETHER, ANDP WENT TO
TALK TO JENNY'S MOM.

SHE TOLD ME THEY

TALKED A LONG TIME. B
IN THE FALL, NOT LONG AFTER
FIFTH GRADE STARTED, JENNY'S
STEPDAD MOVED OUT.

Well, Well, IF IT ISN'T \
WEDNESDAY AND
HER SIPE-KICK,
SMELLY JENNY!

SAM HAD TORMENTED
ME FOR YEARS. 5
——
BEFORE, I'DP ALWAYS JUST
TRIED TO IGNORE HER.
BUT, AFTER WHAT'D HAPPENED
TO JENNY, I FELT PROTECTIVE.
A e

IT WAS THE FIRST TIME I REALLY FE
RESPONS'IBLE FOR SOMEONE ELSE

45

AND IF I LET MY PET
SNAKE BITE ‘EM, YOU'LL
BE POISONED

1 — : 2
HER STEPS WERE LIGHTER.
— — - -
SHE DIDN'T SEEM SO AFRAID
OF EVERYTHING ANYMORE
Bl . TS .
F\FTH GRADE BROUGHT
CHANGES FOR ME, TOO.

1 —— —

I STARTED TO REALLY SEE

= MYSELF AS AN ARTIST.

I BEGAN TO DRESS THE PART, TOO.

MY MOM HAD GIVEN ME A BLACK
VELYET DRESS FOR SPECIAL OCCASIONS.
I STARTED i[(®] WEAR IT ALL THE TIME

T MADE ME FEEL
VERY SOPHISTICATED
AND AVANT-GARPE.

SO, I USED MY
ONLY WEAPCN.
,_-’

FIRST, YOU'LL BLOW
UP LIKE THAT GIRL
IN WILLY WONKA.

THEN,

YOU'LL PIE.
J- r’ A!"'

W C‘R‘R’ 7,, JENNY! I
MADE IT ALL UF!

I DID NOTHING TO

DISPELL THE RUMOR. §

By T P - oA e 2




4 OTHER THAN BULLIES, MOST -

OF THE KIPS AT SCHOOL

Bl AT RECESS, I'D OFTEN
&l HEAD TO A REMOTE
| PART OF THE YARD
5| AND SKETCH.

AFTER A WHILE, SOME
KIPS PID NOTICE T WAS
GOOD AT DRAWING.

- INE
YA'KNOW, T
LOVED THAT
COMIC YOU DIP
FOR JENNY.

WOULD YOU DO
ONE FOR ME?

5

¥ Hi, RUDE!

WHATCHA

EVEN THEN, I UNDERSTOOD THE
BASICS OF COMMERCIAL ART.

IF YOU'LL GIVE ME
YOUR PING PONGS
FOR THREE DAYS IN

A ROW.

= -

WOW/ NEAT! IT
LOOKS JUST
LIKE YOU!

PEAL! MAKE [T
‘BOUT ME AS A

garh, FAMOUS BALLERINA!

1 LOTSA PAGES

OK. HOLD THAT
POSE, LONG
S AS YOU CAN.

7 é:‘ = YES, I HAVE SOMEWHAT OF
é #;‘E A HISTORY WITH COMICS. ®

= == ~ —r

THERE WAS A DIME STORE IN MIDDLEBRIDGE, WHERE THEY SOLD USED COMICS FOR
FIVE CENTS EACH. T'D BUY STACKS OF THEM WITH MY ALLOWANCE. MY FAYORITES

o] WERE LITTLE LULU AND LITTLE DOT, BECAUSE THEY SEEMED QUIRKY, LIKE ME.

I'tL TEACH YOou TO B8R

HOME A REPORT CARD|
LIKE ThAT! 7

7. TAKE
ANP THAT-/

CHILPH
Y

OO PRAWING.
,"‘ 4

THE OTHER REASON I WAS FASCINATED WITH THOSE COMICS
IS THAT THEY WERE FULL OF SPANKINGS! I'D LOOK AT THE
PANELS OVER AND OVER, AND GET A FUNNY FEELING IN MY
STOMACH. IT ALL STUCK IN MY MIND FOREVER--THE FRILLY
WHITE PANTIES, THE WHACKING SOUNDS, THE YOWLS, AND
THE STARS SHOOTING OUT OF SMACKED BOTTOMS.




LIBERAL, AND FOUND A "BETTER” ONE.
AW MRl LI R . L T T = = = & 5 i e Z12 Mk [

IT WAS AN HOUR’S DRIVE INTO THE 7 . E . SRR ‘ | WE HAD TO WEAR OUR COATS INSIDE.

| MOUNTAINS. WE'D LEAVE WHEN IT | 5 E : s APPARENTLY, FATHER BURNS THOUGHT

TURNING ON THE HEAT WAS A SIN.

il REALLY, HE THOUGHT
EVERYTHING WAS A SIN.

AFTER THE SERMOCN, I \ THE TEACHER, SISTER BOYLE, WAS
WAS TREATED TO THREE > FOND OF RAPPING MY KNUCKLES
HOURS OF CATECHISM - == g WITH A SPLINTERED OLD RULER

CLASS IN THE BASEMENT | ~ i WHEN I WASN'T PAYING ATTENTION.
OF THE CHURCH. ; :

7 T d B PG SHE DID FAR WORSE [
G sl = ; ‘ By A . TO THE BOYS, THOUGH. (SR

T SAW HER PULL THEM BY
THEIR EAKS, AND SLAP
THEM ACROSS THEIR FACES.




SISTER BOYLE TOLD
ME YOU HAYEN'T BEEN

. e = -

WHY SPENDING THE WHOLE DAY AT
CHURCH EVERY SUNDAY WAS A BIT

MY MOM JUST COULDN'T UNDERSTAND i
|
]
TOO MUCH FOR ME. .'f

YOU MUST LEARN
NOT TO SIN! YOU
HAVE MANY/

WHAT OF GLUTTONY?
DO THE WORDS PING
DONG RING A BELL?

SHE'D TALK A MILE A MINUTE,
LIKE SHE WAS HOOKED UP TO H
A FIREHOSE THAT PRESSURED
THE WORDS TO COME OUT.

=il

PAYING ATTENTION
AGAIN!

I'M SO ASHAMED
OF YOU! CATECHISM
IS FOR YOUR OWN
Goop!

YOU'RE PLAYING WITH,
RUDE! YOUR SOUL! YES,
YOUR VERY SOUL!

GO TO YOUR

ROOM, YOUNG
LADY, TO THINK

THIS HAD PRACTICALLY .
BECOME THE ROUTINE &=
ON SUNDAYS.

GOING TO MY ROOM WAS
A RELIEF HONESTLY.

AND, IMPUGNING THE
KNOWN TRUTH?
FORGET NOT YOUR
FORGERIES?

Oh, AND SINS

AGAINST THE HOLY
SPIRIT? WHAT OF YOUR
OUIJI BOARDPS?

. AND, ENVY? OF Y@
=\ BLONDPE HAIR?I? \{

AND, SHE'D ALWAYS CALM
DOWN BY DINNER, ANYWAY.

AND, ONCE SHE GOT
REVVED UR, SHE'D
RANT AND RAVE THE
WHOLE WAY HOME.

| BUT, THE SUNDAY AFTER
| THANKSGIVING, SOMETHING
|| IN ME FINALLY SNAPPED

: : 7 NOW YOURE
2 i 2 GROUNDED! FOR

'M
GONNA cALL||
h CHARLEY!

CHARLEY'S BIRTHDAY WAS COMING UR
AND I'D BEEN WAITING ALL DAY TO
TALK TO HER TO FINALIZE OUR PLANS.

T-T'M GONNA
GO MAKE

b SOME TEA.

EITHER OF
YOU CARE
FOR A CUP?

SUDDENLY, My FOREKEAD
BURNED, AND | SMELLED
A WHIFF of SULFUR.

CHARLEY'S
BIRTHDAY'S IN A
WEEK AND YOU

KNOW 1T

I HATE YOU! YOU'RE
A STUPID, UGLY
WITCH, AND I HOPE
YOU GO TO HELL!

|| YOU SEE, I'D JUST SPENT

HOURS BEING LECTURED
ON BEELZEBUB, SATAN,

| LUCIFER, OR WHATEYER
HE'S CALLED...

ME EVEN ANGRIER.
ST

IT WASN'T ALL
THAT HARD, REALLY.

BUT, SHE'D NEVER
HIT ME BEFORE
(WELL, EXCEPT
ON MY BOTTOM).

i "_"\ i o
.50, T WAS GODPDAMNED ! / .
READY TO SIN. i 7%

;n_& TR e R B R VL R




{ I-I

HEARD i

SHOUTING.

W-WHAT'S |
GOING ON?

YOUR PEAR
DAUGHTER CALLED ME
FOUL, SACRILEGIOUS
THINGS THAT I SHAN'T
REPEAT!
3 I TELL YOU, SHE

DESERVES THE ;
SPANKING OF HER /

T-T THINK SHE'S

'\ GETTING TOO OLD

FOR THAT.

RUDE, HONEY,
APOLOGIZE TO
YOUR MOTHER.

IT'S THE CHRISTIAN
THING TO DO, AND
I'M SURE SHE'LL

APOLOGIZING MIGHT'VE ENDED IT. BUT,
KNOWING MY MOM, MAYBE NOT. ANYWAY,
| T WAS WAY TOO MAD TO THINK STRAIGHT.

y &

S-SHE SHOULD
APOLOGIZE!
S-SHE HIT ME!
SHE'S AWFUL/

7 I CAN'T HELP ===
HATING THAT ¥ g57ER BOILFACE
L\ STUPID CHUrRCHf HITS ME, TOO. SHE'S A
2, EITHER! o a7 GROSS BITCH WHO

SHOULD BE BOILEDP
# 9\ IN HER OWN BLUBBER!

AND, FATHER
BURNS IS A
PATHETIC, DIRTY,
OLD BUGGER!

'©| ONCE THE DAM
BROKE, THE BILE |
JUST SPEWED OUT.

IT FELT RATHER
SATISFYING TO
| BE FOUL AND
| BLASPHEMOUS.
ey
UNFORTUNATELY,
B MY DAD WAS
B NOT AMUSE

Ok, YOU HAD

MOTHER'S RIGHT--YOU
DO NEED YOUR
BOTTOM BLISTEREDP!

MY DAD WASN'T KIPDING.
HE DIDN'T HOLD BACK.

" 1| BUT, I WAS TEN AND A HALFE I
1| WASN'T GOING TO CRY EASILY,

YOU'RE GETTING N
IT GOOP THIS
TIME, MISSY!

I EXPECT YOU'LL

STILL BE FEELING

THIS ONE NEXT
SUNDAY!

I§ SO, HE HIT
HARPER. @
g




" WHATRE YOU ; N0 TS TIME TO
WAITING FOR?/? TURN ‘ e TURN THE OTHER 5‘;‘;‘ EARJS:,,TB?:P:??NR
HER BACK OVER  PULL DOWN HER , e CHEEK! e -
YOUR KNEE!  PANTIES! IF ANYTHING . >~ LT 7 =
_—— MERITS A BARE . & L /it I THINK WE EACH KNEW
BOTTOM SPANKING, 4 v " M WE'D DONE WRONS IN OUR

THIS DOES! -~ Qg THERE’S BéE;J < = \ LITTLE FAMILY PRAMA.

SHALL I FETCH 3 FAR TOO MUCH
THE HAIRBRUSH? ~\,_HITTING TODAY.

A WOOUDEN
SPOON?

7 BETTER YET,
4 GIVE HER THE
BELT/

\ 4
YOU TWO WILL HAVE ¢

TO FIND SOME OTHER
WAY TO RESOLYVE YOUR

DIFFERENCES. ;i L

THAT NIGHT, I TOSSED
AND TURNED (N BED,
i RACKED WITH GUILT.

R ——

BY THE TIME I GOT HOME ' == i a1 7 i I'D DECIDED I DESERVED
FROM SCHOOL THE NEXT —§ . ¢ MR LR | | TWENTY WHACKS WITH
I GATHERED UP SIX OF | = | LA N g e R/ | EACH IMPLEMENT.
THE NASTIEST SPANKING : ; ! Y :
IMPLEMENTS FROM
UNDER MY MATTRESS.

THEN, I TURNED UP THE RECORD
PLAYER FULL BLAST, TO DROWN
OUT ANY SMACKING NOISES THE
NEIGHBORS MIGHT HEAR.

B IN LOVE THIS
MORNING...

..WITH You <
DON MY MINE:..




I'D TAKE A LITTLE BREAK, THEN START
IN AGAIN WITH A NEW IMPLEMENT.

I SPANKED MYSELF AS
HARP AS T COULD.

BY THE TIME I WAS THROUGH,
MY BOTTOM FELT LIKE IT'P
BEEN FLAYED ALIVE.

THE PAIN JUST KEPT
BUILDPING UE

| I WASN'T VERY STRONG, |
| BUT I MADE UP FOR THAT |
WITH SINCERE EFFORT.

IT HURT FAR WORSE
THAN ANY SPANKING
FROM MY PARENTS.

...BACK
HOME...

...SCARED
TO CALL...

THE TENNIS RACKET DID THE TRICK. IT LEFT LONG,
BLACK-AND-BLUE MARKS. THE PAIN WAS INTENSE.

I MANAGED TO GET MY
RUMP REDPPER THAN IT'D
EVER BEEN BEFORE.

I REMEMBERED CHARLEY
HAD LOANED ME AN OLD
STEEL TENNIS RACKET.

o z
- |'s’| I FELT RAW, TORN APART, |

IT WAS HEAVY AND || PESTROYER,

HAD A LONG HANDLE.

WHAT'D I PONE
TO MYSELF?

...PREAMS
) COME TRUE...

I WAS TERRIBLE AT
TENNIS. BUT NOW, T
HAD A USE FOR IT.

AR T dk a :‘

PEACE AND CALM N |
CAME OVER ME, LIKE ﬂ‘

{ I'D NEVER FELT BEFORE. |&
RS, Gl
5 | THE GUILT AND SADNESS

= | WERE GONE. I WAS
+v| WHOLE AGAIN.
P

Z i L 2 2

== HIGH ABOVE
B )\ ALL TIME AND
SPACE...

~ I-I'M SO

SORRY, MOM. I
DIPN'T MEAN
ANY OF IT.

CH HONEY, I LOYE
YOU, TOO! AND, I DO
FORGIVE YOU. I
TRULY DO.

T'LL CONSIDER

YOUR PUNISHMENT OVER, \ |
IF YOU'LL CONFESS
EVERYTHING TC

FATHER BURNS...

" Shhh, MY DEAREST
f{ LITTLE ONE, YOU DON'T

NEED TO SAY IT. I'M THE
b ONE WHO'S SORRY.

I LOVE YOU SO
MUCH! PLEASE
FORGIVE ME!

I SHOULD'VE
TOPPED HITTING YOU
LONG, LONG AGO.

AND, T'VE MADE UP

7~ AND DO MY MIND. T'LL NEVER )

(7] P WLATEVER
PENANCE HE
GIVES YOU.

| MY DAD KEPT HIS WORD. THAT
| WAS THE LAST TIME HE EVER
| SPANKED ME.

i amini Fi

'&5‘ THE NEXT SUNDAY, T HAD MY TALK
WITH FATHER BURNS. IT WENT OK.

SRS T - -
BUT, I LEFT OUT A FEW DETAILS. LIKE,

THE PART WHERE I BEAT MY BEHIND
PURFPLE WITH A TENNIS RACKET. %




ey A

4 IT WAS LIKE THE WORLD DISSOLVED, AND I WAS
ALONE WITH THAT SOARING, EXQUISITE SOUND, 3
ALL IN PERFECT HARMONY FOR A SINGLE, -
LUCID MOMENT THAT LASTED FOREVER.
ON SUNDAY AFTERNOONS TO EARN EXTRA _ 2 | ¥ 7 AR
MONEY, AND COULDN'T GET HOME SO LATE. #* ok, G R =74 S :
9 7 S - : X f ; y s : 3

g

- | T A

1% IT MIGHT'VE BEEN BECAUSE OF MY DAR HE S
] CLAIMED HE HAD TO START TUTORING PUPILS

TIME MARCHED CON. BY SPRING WE STOPPED
| GOING TO THE CHURCH IN THE MOUNTAINS.

BUT REALLY, I THINK (T'S
.| BECAUSE MY MOM'S RELIGIOUS
\ MANIA HAD BEGUN TO WANE.

AND SO, I'D FOUND MY THREE
¥ PASSIONS: SPANKING, ART AND MUSIC.

FOR A FEW MONTHS, IT FELT LIKE
I HAD MY OLD MOM BACK.
i BT 3

| BUT, BY THE SUMMER WHEN
I TURNED ELEVEN, HER
PEFRESSION SET IN AGAIN.

o A S

AND, THEREIN LIES THE |
NEXT PART OF MY TALE.

il s -“_..hn“

SHE USED TO GO TO THE CONCERTS MY I
DAD CONDUCTED AT HLS SCHOOL

-4 i

SHE'D SIT IN THE FRONT ROW AND
CLAP THE LOUDEST OF ANYCNE.

¥ AS A VERY SPECIAL TREAT, THEY'D HIRE
3| A BABYSITTER TO WATCH ME, AND GO
FOR A NIGHT CUT IN THE CITY TO SEE
THE METROPOLITAN OPERA.

SO, I BECAME MY
DAD'S “DATE” INSTEAR.

—

AT FIRST, I JUST ENJOYEDP PRESSING e
UP AND FEELING SOPHISTICATED.

5 BUT, THE MORE I LISTENED TO THE
<3 = MUSIC, THE MORE I FELL IN LOVE.

el

S -

= - — F - —3

ESPECIALLY WITH Bfgb" = 'i = = "_.
e - e &_‘,‘!r e
= -_; - = et :"--—{ = -




The Awkward Years: Ages 11-12



SEAN WAS N MY SECOND, peme®®888 lf N FACT, FOR YEARS, T
T TURNED ELEVEN SITTING UNDER A : Gap' 2. 4 ; THIRD AND FIFTH GRADE  (SEESPUIS il DIDN'T EVEN KNOW
| TREE AT THE END OF OUR STREET. S : CLASSES... 8| )| HOW TO SAY HIS NAME. |
i , AL i f : : r ™ ¥ avll!
" &N 84 . BUT I HADN'T PAID DRSS 1'D THOUGHT IT WAS
E e o e T L = E MUCH ATTENTION TO HiM B EXTEBl PRONOUNCED “SEEN* FROM
B BE AROUND \UHER | : B8 BACK THEN. | [==#%8] THE WAY IT WAS SPELLED
SED. F N ! ~ EEE L e

ANYWAY, [T WAS THE PERFECT
PLACE TO DAYDREAM, SKETCH,

THEN, WHEN T
ND KEEP AN EYE

‘ i L ' - | TURNED ELEVEN,
N SEAN O’'LEARY/! 7 — ;e I SUDDENLY

FOUND HIM VERY §
INTERESTING.

THE PROBLEM IS, HE
DIDN'T SEEM THE LEAST

Uk 2N S| &7 NTERESTED N ME.
he was graceful as a gazelle, SENNEF W 1 Me
as swift as a wild stag. | :

o He was like a bouquet — f‘
of henna blossoms.

By i

He gazed into my soul, : B AL
ering through the portal. TN = e
— g — g It : R RERES, y A FEW TIMES, I GOT UP
= o, THE COURAGE TO TALK TO
HIM. BUT, THE MOST HE'D
} DO WAS GRUNT "HELLO.”

11

A

3 33 W

APPARENTLY, T WASN'T COMPLETELY B
INVISIBLE SITTING UNDER THAT TREE. |

- : R et e T8 17 e : CHARLEY
SAY! YOURE (SR L G AN R i TALKS ABOUT YOU
CHARLEY'S FRIEND, i iy : : : e i D ALL THE TIME! ;
EREBTT Y ST SRR R Y LcAsED TO _ sHE sars
{ WITH THE PET : uflf D IMAISHA. 4R  ciRL wHO CAN Bl FACE SHE
- i WHIP HER BUTT DOESN'T!
AT TENNIS!




. R [tk Lol o IN CASE YoU

SAY, WHY DON'T YOU W B i : ! =y ‘ JENENT NG SOk, &

f : : ‘ N Lo " | DPON'T LOOK LIKE THE

STOP BY CHARLEY'S /& e A '- ‘ 3 | OTHER KIPS IN YOUR
SOME TIME? : B = Az BUT, THAT'S S :

3 . !
Y .1 LIVE ON THE ACTUALLY CLOSER NEEHECHCEE
)7 I SEE HER LIKE g8l OTHER SIDE OF || TO CHARLEY'S THAN
¥ EVERY DAY. WE COULD 8B THE BRIDGE. b
ALL DO SOMETHING! FAN s«
IT'D BE FUN’ ,

AT FIRST, I REALLY DIDN'T
KNOW WHAT SHE MEANT.
MY PARENTS NEVER SAID
ANYTHING PREJUPICED
ABOUT BLACK PEOPLE.

IT MAY NOT : Sl NERNS NSRS N o/, T BETTER
NS MATTER TO YOL!/ fo i . 2 Wi i FINISH MY RUN TR
W-WHAT DO (e 3 VG, o g s BEFORE T GETS M
- BUT, [T MATTERS ] 3 A AN - L
YOU MEANE 10 PLENTY OF OTHER | i AR ORI, JOOHOL
FOLKS AROUND B | Solp S TR A N (e I'M SURE il
HERE... L Ay SR At B T'LL SEE You [
= |48 . ; Pl A A AROUND,
BUT, WHAT et 0 ..LIKE CHARLEY'S B e L 77 4
DIFFERENCE |b. .  JSEuEe PARENTS! A I8 TR, - et B8’ 1 GO BY HERE
DOES THAT Jemse. S cx - il S R e Ll  MOST EVERY
Ll : i\ ] 4 gt i @ _ MORNING. %

e |

I SAW AISHA QUITE
OFTEN OVER THE YEARS.

THERE WERE THINGS
ABOUT MIDPLEBRIDGE
# THAT I'D NEVER NOTICED
| BEFORE THAT SUMMER.

8| AND, ONCE I STARTED TO
L | SEE IT FOR WHAT IT WAS, - r .-
‘r‘p-ﬂ I FELT ITS SMALLNESS . : J i BUT, SHE'D NEVER GO INSIDE
= SLOWLY, INEXORABLY B MY HOUSE, EVEN THOUGH I
CLOSING IN ON ME e

MY MOM DIDN'T WORK IN THE SUMMER AND WAS
HOME ALL THE TIME, SO I COULDN'T SPANK MYSELF
MUCH. INSTEAD, I MADE UP LOTS OF STORIES.
YOU'RE NEXT,

YOU TWO! i
IT WAS THE FIRST TIME I'D \ -
FANTASIZED ABOUT A BOY.

AT ELEVEN, I WAS STILL
™| PRETTY INNOCENT.

ME GETTING INTO MISCHIEF AND
RECEIYING SPANKINGS TOGETHER.




IT WAS ON A SATURDAY. CH WAS BUSY, AND JENNY AND I
WERE ROAMING AROUND TOWN LOOKING FOR SOMETHING TO DO

BEHIND THE OLD TRAIN STATION, WE
CAME UPON A MOST CURIOUS SCENE...

¥ WHAT DOES [T

SEAN, HIS OLDER BROTHER AS -
| SEAMUS, AND A WEIRD KID WE R, LOOK LIKE? |
| CALLED “BIG MIKE” WERE UP TO 3
i/ WE ARE MAKING A FILM,

SOMETHING VERY INTERESTING! e
_ ; ABOUT NOBLE KNIGHTS

AND BLACK KNAVES OF

Hey, WHAT'RE THE MIPPLE AGES!
YOU 6UYS et

¥ 1 DO! DIRECTORS

PLAYING BIT PARTS IN

THEIR FILMS COMES
FROM A GREAT

Well, HOW 'BOUT
PARTS FOR JENNY

- b ;'; w
Um, WHO PLAYS ‘

THE SQUIRE? YOU'VE
ONLY GOT TWO
ACTORS'

Oooh NEAT!

{ WHAT HAPPENS )

THERE ARE NO
ROLES FOR
GIRLS IN MY
PRODUCTION!

7/ Abem! Well, |F ""l' 3

YOU MUST
KNOW...

r .AFTER THE KNIGHT
VANQUISHES HIS FOE,
THERE IS A COMEPIC

SCENE WITH HIS
OUNG SQUIRE.




Pip S E SR
SAY, I COULD 0% Hmmm, THAT

: - , S5 ) Gosh/ IT'D BE AN
PRESS P AS A ) Ay CAMERA LOOKS o O S S AWFUL SHAME IF
BOY AND PLAY [} D THEIR DAD'S N

5 3 HE FOUND OUT,
THE SQUIRE! <& = b €[ OUTTA TOWN AND : : : . SOMEHOW...

COMMON IN MEDIEVAL I
. TIMES, YOU KNOW. 4

DRESSED AS
N A BOY! £

>
WE SHALL
NOT WAIT LONG!

JENNY DIDN'T QUITE
SHARE MY ENTHUSIASM.

i

b
TELL ME ALL ABOUT
THE SCENE WITH
ME AND SEAN, MR.
DIRECTOR! TEE HEE/

Oh boy, THIS IS JUST WATCH
GONNA BE SO OUT FOR BIG !
MUCH FUN! 5 = ‘ i
; MIKE. IT WASN'T A HALF-BAD
' ! B COSTUME, THOUGH NOT
MY SISTER SAYS HE

STEALS STRAWS # = RS S
AND SNIFFS GLUE. ; < ] I'D PIECED TOGETER MY MOST BOYISH
> CLOTHES, AND COMPLETED THE OUTFIT

FEAR NOT! T SHALL *
DIRECT YOU EXPERTLY

BUT, KNIGHTS

FIRST THE SQUIRE | ARETHE gooP

DOES SOME AMUSING 1
PRATFALLS! Ah, HE CAN i}

SOMETHING ELSE, )
INSTEAD?

i THE KNiGHT GROWS N KRB - cpani mE

SO MORE AND MORE

Tras e ANNOYED! A WITH THE FLAT OF
SOt 2 ! HlS SWORD? _

..AND HE RUNS THE &
FOOLISH LAD THROUGH
\_WITH HIS SWORD!

IT JUST POPPED OUT
OF MY MOUTH. I FELT




PP TN ALY LT A

3 SURPRISINGLY, SEAMUS " el HERE IS THE
il LIKED MY SUGGESTION. o Rve v , VORPAL BLADE O
97 Sl s - o x il | YOUR FOE, SIRE!

MAYBE HE THOUGHT A LITTLE
MEDIEVAL-STYLE CORPORAL
\ & e PUNISHMENT WOULD ADP AN
TN AZE AUTHENTIC TOUCH TO HIS "MOVIE.”

'f"x'\ ;

;| OR, MAYBE HE JUST RELISHED

THE IDEA OF SEEING ME GET - N
[ WHACKED, AFTER T'D I TOOK MY ROLE . INDEED, I'D EVEN C

1 BLACKMAILED HIM. sz 5 VERY SERiOULY . . MY ACTING INSPIRE

R R L D TR

Uh, Um, FOOLISH
GIRL--I MEAN BOY
--YOU GOTTA, Um,

H 50, WE DID THAT
| SCENE OVER, AND
OVER, AND OVER.‘

...UNTIL SEAMUS
FINALLY LOST HIS § }
PATIENCE. e *s ; : |
- GIVE ME THAT ./ B-BUT YOU'LL HAVE
HELMET! T SHALL TO FILM ALL THE
SCENES WITH SEAN
IN THEM OVER/

NONSENSE! FEW & SEAN HAD ENOUGH OF HIS B : AND NOW BOY, YOU
WILL NOTICE THE BESIDES, WE ; . OVERBEARING BROTHER, fEiiyfis!lsfalden SHALL HAVE FIFTY
SWITCH! _a FOLLOW A GREAT AND STALKED OFF. WITH THE FLAT OF
sl TRADITION! e - 4. % p, MY SWORD!_
: THINK THE e _ =
{ PARTRIDGE FAMILY! , Al ;
THINK PLAN NINE!

SEAMUS WAS A PRETTY
GOOP SPANKER.

IF HE WASN'T SO
ANNQOYING, I MIGHT'VE
ACTUALLY ENJOYED IT.




m 4.l Sl

SEAMUS’ MOVIE WAS ONE OF THE LAST &
TIMES I WAS OPEN ABOUT SPANKING. [

| BETWEEN SAM'S RELENTLESS BULLYING
AND MY UNREQUITED LOYE FOR SEAN, IT'S

P TR I T W

SOON AFTER, I FELT TERRIBLY SELF-CONSCIOUS ‘
JUST SAYING THE WORD "SPANK” ALOUD. D

( Mﬂ"} 5

IN FACT, IN SIXTH GRADE, JUST ABOUT |8l I\ (o T0 You,
2| EVERYTHING SEEMED EMBARRASSING. K n3 ﬁ{""

HEY, HOW COME
YOU NEVER WEAR
| \ THAT BLACK DRESS
f ANYMORE?

7 Y-YEAH T GUESS
~\ HE JUST DOESN'T
A\ LIKE ME.

> &
Um, IT'S KINDA

SMALL ON ME

NOW.

YEARS LATER, I
REALIZED I GOT
SEAN WRONG.

[
T

‘SIDES, SEAN
MIGHT THINK IT'S J&§
WEIRE

“ | HE DIDN'T TALK
=| MUCH, BECAUSE =
HE STAMMEREL...

...AND, BEING NEAR
A GIRL HE LIKEDP
MADE IT WORSE.

= - —

I STARTED TO WORRY
CONSTANTLY ABOUT
WHAT OTHER KIDS
THOUGHT OF ME

i | BUT, I SOON FELL EVEN HARDER
/| FOR SOMEONE ELSE--A CERTAIN
YERY FUNNY SPACE ALIEN ON TV.

CALLING
KORSON...COME IN
KORSON! NANU,

God! ISN'T HE 5 A I v . .HE WAS HANDSOME,
CUTE? AND, 7/\ = AW\ - 4 T HILARIOUS, QUIRKY,
SO FUNNY! - N a7/ = — | HAD MAGIC POWERS...

...AND, HE WORE THOSE
SILVER GLOVES!

HE SENT MY IMAGINATION [ #~
INTO OVERDRIVE. . = S-SORRY, KORK.
; P-PLEASE DON'T

PUNISH ME!

SHAZBOT, RUDY!
YOU'RE SUCH A BAD
GIRL/ T WARNED YOU
ABOUT TOUCHING THE

GLEEK!

*¥OK, THIS HAS TO BE ABOUT THE MOST
EMBARRASSING FANTASY I'VE EVER
ADMITTED TO! IF ANYONE FOUND OUT
WHEN I WAS ELEVEN, I'M SURE I'D

HE SEEMED LIKE THE
PERFECT BOYFRIEND
FOR ME...




L~
RUDE, WILL YOU
BRING ME THE ...AND THE
DAISIES... WATERING CAN ON
- THE STEPS?

THAT SPRING, MY MOM SEEMED
HAPPIER, AND WE WERE GETTING
ALONG FOR A CHANGE.

- BETWEEN MY FOOLISH
. LITTLE KID YEARS THAT'D

Wl MY ADOLESCENCE THAT'D ROB

l
Vi k‘\m HER OF HER PEACE FOREVER

{ SURE, MOM!R
<o
L ¥

.~ === | IT WAS A BRIEF CALM...
e T oG SN r*
| _;ﬂ s St W o Yo

I LOVE WHAT YOU'RE
DOING WITH THE GARDEN!
IT'S LIKE A NEW RAINBOW

OF COLOR EVERY DAY!

L

o

Oh, I HAVE SOME
NEWS THAT I THINK
YOU'LL LIKE!

WHAT
IS IT?!?

'D BEEN BUGCGING MY MOM FOR
VER A YEAR TO LET ME BABYSIT...

1 _8UT SHE KEPT SAYING ]
I WASN'T READY YET. S0, SHE SAID

o YOU SHOULD GIVE
Well, LAST WEEK ~Ygel HER A CALL... -
TERRY TOLD ME ; ol

SHE NEEDS A NEW
BABYSITTER...

INTERESTED,
. /

S T WSAATACE. e

I WAS ECSTATIC! GETTING
TO BABYSIT MEANT...

g

TS\ KIDDING?!I?

YOU'RE

OF COURSE I'M
INTERESTED!

nn
wltim
mm

v |

“TEN HARD BLOWS ON THE
BUTTOCKS WITH A HAIRBRUSH
IS AN EXPERIENCE THAT THE

CHILD WILL BEAR IN MINC...”

Yep, ALL FIVE iy
BOOKS. s

I'M STUDYING TO

BE A BABYSITTER!

1 . I'D HAVE SOME
MONEY TO BLY

YOU WON'T
REGRET THIS,

THE BEST
BABYSITTER

" My, SUCH A
DILLIGENT
YOUNG LADY!

I'D BEEN SCOURINE PARENTING
BOOKS FOR SPANKING REFERENCES [
SINCE I WAS IN KINPERGARTEN.

IT WAS SUCH A RELIEF NOT
| HAVING TO READ THEM (N
SECRET ANYMORE.

LOOKING BACK ON IT THOUC—SH SOME
OF THE CHILP-REARING ADVICE IN

THOSE BOOKS WAS TRULY HORR’IFYING’



o UdtorTel-—0 Rewy spankes onlfne hove
caked me ® T “aod” o spank any oF dhne
kids T bobuscd: 1 don'd even bndw where
40 2dard m%»»h dhad goesdTon.

‘Fov‘wonaq—ei PGrrend-8 never ashked me 4o
do anyihng [fhe 4hnad. m%be Tu's ecsfer
be‘i‘n‘%a spankee, beccvse

wonded 46 spank someone else. Boy, even
68 a child, T ondersdond dhad Tnvelvin
angong Tn my spankTng fedTeh ag_a?ns¢
et Wil o wrona. 1 Reld ver

2 Protvecdive over ddae kids oL Ioa\oassm\- and

NE NeNer

decesddscotd i bdddd

2 never wovld've dreamed of hordeTng dhem.
 The sponkfng qomes At ployed o8 a chfld

° were clioug wikh kids My oun age and

7l q,lnca were m?lt?napar¢?c?panq.s,
..

RUDE'S A
DUMB NAME!

/NO, IT'S AN
OLD FAMILY

I ONLY EAT MAC ‘N
CHEESE ‘N JUS' THE
WAY MY MOMMY €
MAKES IT. A\

T'LL HOLD MY \
BREATH 'TIL I TURNS
BLUE IF T DON' GET
MY WAY!

I TRIED THAT ON
MY MOM ONCE,
AND SHE LET ME
TURN PURPLE AND
N PASS OUT.

THE F WAS A

PRETTY TOUGH CUSTOMER. I HAD
ABSOLUTELY NO CLUE WHAT TO PO.

R a® T R TINON VS wdT

P R T
| BUT ONCE AGAIN, ART
AND [MAGINATION CAME
i| TO MY RESCLE.

5 e
L, g 2

L3 1

; :

IT SOUNDS
BORIN', BUT OK,
I'LL TRIES IT. A

\ @ S0, she dold her

~
-
5 onTeorn 46 poop
:: Tn ITe Soce.
‘ﬁ
>
, @&
-
\ «»

o

. ) :‘-’ Onee Opon G 4Tme, dhere .
TRUST ME, =
T'LL BE FUN/ j: Wee o princess With 0 domb bba‘?n her
-
~ - rqaué preddy blonde hofr. aloss named
NOW, JUST MAKE UP - ; - - Deven was alwaus
A STORY AND T'LL > : ST
DRAW WHATEVER - Jbre hod o otherfng her,
YOU TELL ME TO. g ped- nfeorn,
\ <> == X
! -
-
-
-
-
o
S -

F

SURE, YOU CAN KEEP
THE FIRST PAGE. BUT, T
BETTER HOLD ONTO THE
UNICORN FPOCP ON

B [voe0ec. . (oo

Lg -
'\r e

WE CAN DO
MORE THE NEXT TIME
1 BABYSIT. BUT, YOU'RE
VERY SLEEPY NOW!

CAN I KEEPS
THE DRAWIN'S?

CAN WE DO
‘NOTHER ONE?
PRETTY PLEA...

AND, THAT'S HOW I GOT MY
FIRST REPEAT CUSTOMER.

obodde...Soddaneddddes




THAT SUMMER WHEN I TURNED
TWELYE, I COULD ALREADY
FEEL CHILDHOOD RECEDING.

AS SEVENTH GRADE LOOMED
CLOSER, IT SEEMED LIKE
EVERYTHING WAS CHANGING.

BUT, I STILL HAD CHARLEY
AND HORSES.

WELL, AT LEAST SOMETIMES. SHE '
KEPT GETTING BUSIER WITH SPORTS |8
AND HER OTHER ACTIVITIES.

AND, SHE'D HAYE EVEN
LES'S TIME IN THE FALL.

HER PARENTS HAD DECIDED TO SEND
| HER TO AN ALL-GIRLS SCHOOL, ;
WHICH WAS ALMOST AN HOUR AWAY.

God, I DON'T
KNOW HOW YOU'RE
GONNA SURVIVE SEVENTH
GRADE WITH NO BOYS
AT YOUR SCHOOL!

Yeah, Haha, BUT
NOT LIKE HOW I

L.'KE SEAN! A&
T

NO, THAT'S
EXACTLY HOW I L
LIKE GIRLS! £

BUT, PON'T
TELL ANYONE! o

DON'T WORRY,
I WON'T!

B BUT, Um, YOU ™

*.i{ DON'T LIKE ME
A LIKE THAT, CO

YOou?

¥

NO, SILLY! IT'S NOT
LIKE I LIKE EVERY
GIRL LIKE THAT!

M-MOSTLY
\JUST AISHA.

R i ad it

I DIDPN'T KNOW WHAT TO SAY.

r.’_ I'D ONLY HEARD VAGLUE THINGS ABOUT [&
GAY PEOPLE. MOSTLY BAP THINGS, LIKE |.
FATHER BROWN CALLING THEM SINNERS. |

e TSRS VLW




Ugh. Y-YOU Naw. AND, EVEN
THINK IT'S WEIRD, : IF IT WAS...
DONCHA? K 2
...I WOULDN'T MIND
HAVIN' A BEST FRIEND
WHO WAS A LITTLE
STRANGE.

o ] i e 2
/| THE WORDS CAME EASILY. T couLp
i | NEVER FORGET WHAT A CERTAIN
& ‘ £ Wi FRIEND HAD TOLD ME WHEN I'D
N SRR/ 4| REVEALED MY SECRET TO HER.
i o ) e

| T was scon ocToBER. THAT [EEEEEEREEE e b 14 , FOR THAT
WAS THE LAST YEAR WE P ¢ Skt VR RT3 B ON THE OTHER S
| WENT TRICK OR TREATING. : ol '

8 IN NO TIME, WE'D LEAVE BEHIND
OUR LAND OF WISTFUL PONIES |8 SRR TN i S 5 o
AND MAKE-BELIEVE FOREVER... | 8 T T S SR s : : R e i :
- e ] e e MK : Vo gl .. AND THE CANDY ALL i
e G e T A b \ S TASTED, Oh, SO SWEET. j§
NING B . < A e, G, E - Bl
RIVER OF HOMEWORK, ACNE | o QA s ol p T R e
AND BROKEN HEARTS. ™ ' : e




e ' WHATCHA
SCHOOL DAYS WERE LON WANT FOR

BORING AND LONL .-\ CHRISTMAS?

I COULD ONLY BEAR THEM
KNOWING PECEMBER
WOULD COME.

THE WHOLE MONTH WAS
KIND OF A CELEBRATICN

Yep, THE
V8 WY 1APS HAVE US
WHOOPED!

Yah, INNA COUPLA
YEARS, IT'LL ALL BE
SPANKIN’ NEW JAP CARS
MADEA NUTHIN' BUT

PLASTIC! -

IT STARTED ON IR 1 . /" THEY'RE LIGHT
DECEMBER SIXTH, oz N, : : BUT SUPER
WITH HER BIRTHDAY... - ‘ 3 STRONG!
- Hmm...1 ; 3 ‘
WONDER HOW

{ ...THEN LOTS OF
SLEEPOVERS DURING THAT'C SPANKE

THE SCHOOL BREAK... [
...AND FINALLY, BIG E :
CHRISTMAS AND NEW |1 |

YEAR'S EVE PARTIES
WITH HER FAMILY.

I LOVED BEING AROUND
CHARLEY, BUT IN TRUTH
THE BIG PARTIES HER
FOLKS THREW ALWAYS
MADE ME SORT OF
UNCOMFORTABLE.

; HOHOHD! ¢ \ Y VA KNOWS, N
I'D WHALE PA TAR ; ¥ BILLIE KIN WHIP
\ OUTTA ‘ER IF SHE ; ANYBODY'S BUTT
WAS MY KID! . b, ONNA COURT!




THE ADULTS WOULD DRINK AND o9} Bk s HE HAD THESE SHIFTY, [
DRINK. AND, ACT REALLY WEIRE? LIKE ; ) - e EMPTY EYES.
THE MAN WHO KEPT STARING AT ME. 2 : | ’

B , @ { BEST FRIENDS, HUH?
% Um, RUDE. T'M YOU TWO MAKEA, hic,
£ - CHARLEY'S BEST ) | CUTE COUPLE
A'RIGHT!

THIRTEEN BELATED
SMACKEROOS FOR
THE B'DAY GIRL!

GATHER 'ROUND,
FOLKS! IT'S TIME
FOR THE BI&

LUCKILY, THERE WAS A PISTRACTICON
JUST THEN. WHEN I WAS YOUNGER,
I'D WANTED TO TAKE CHARLEY'S
PLACE IN THIS BIRTHDAY RITUAL.

BY EMBARRASSMENT. FROM HIM. RESTROOM. _«
| ESPECIALLY ARCUND =

e )

TEN. ELEVEN.. V"~ = r Uk, 'SCUSE ME, T Qi C'MON, ONE
BUT AT AGE TWELVE, MY I JUST HAD : '
TWELVE... , —RAAANLC.. : GOTTAUSE THE M MORE!TA
THIRTEEN! ¢ EXCITEMENT WAS TEMPERED TO GET AWAY GROW ON!




HEY, I
FORGOTTA ASK.
WHAT GRADE'RE

YA IN? I

YA KNOW,
FRIEND'S ALREADY
GOT, hic, TITS..

YOUR

BOYS AT SCHOOL
TALKED LIKE THAT.

@ ~]
...BUT, T LIKE YOU'RE

STILL FLAT. DAT'S,

} hic, CUTE!

. | HE wAs A
| GROWN MAN.

[ SenseD HE Was
HOLLOW INSIPE,
AND TRYING TO FILL
HIMSELF UP WITH

| SOMETHING T HAD.

GET BACK TO
THE PARTY/

2 = .13 '
(. UNFORTUNATELY, I LIKE YA GOTTA £ 3
I DIDN'T ESCAPE \ REAL NICE, hic, SOF

UNSCATHELD,

I TOLD CHARLEY I HAD A
] BAD STOMACHACHE AND
| HAD TO LEAVE EARLY.

I WAS IN SUCH A HURRY,
I FORGOT MY COAT.

AS T RAN IN THE SNOW,

I KEPT LOOKING OVER |
4 MY SHOULDER, THINKING *

HE WAS FOLLOWING ME.

WHEN I GOT CLOSER TO

MY HOUSE, I PECIPED I

BUTT, TOCH

| MRS
| HE MANAGED TO
| TAKE A FART OF

| ME THAT NIGHT.

WAS SAFE, AND STOPPED

O THROW UR

| I'VE OFTEN WONDERED IF HIS
PREDATORY INSTINCTS HELPED
HIM SEE INSIPE ME, SO HE
COULD HURT ME MORE.

o ESEAREN FAS:

\‘ FOR ME, AS A SPANKO ABOUT TO
ENTER ADOLESCENCE, THAT SLAP
ON MY BOTTOM WAS AN ESPECIALLY
AWFUL VIOLATION

1 FELT SO SCAREDP AND
HUMILIATED THAT NIGHT.

I NEVER TOLD ANYONE
WHAT'D HAPPENED.




e SCESBETININD

I O REMEMBER ONE
PARTICULAR DAY WELL. IN
THE MORNING, THERE WAS
A SPECIAL ASSEMBLY
ABOUT “COMPORTMENT"...

I DON'T RECALL MUCH
OF WHAT HAPPENED AT
SCHOOL, EXCEPT IT WAS
PRETTY MISERABLE.

N

THERE WAS A
STRICT HIERARCHY.

—y

TO BE AT THE TOR YOU
HAD TO BE WHITE-ANGLO
SAXON PROTESTANT...

NOW, THERE'S BEEN
SOME BAD BEHAVIOR
LATELY AND WE DON'T
TOLERATE THAT!  FOUR GIRLS GOT
DETENTION LAST WEEK
AND SIX BOYS WERE
SENT TO ME...

...THIN AND VERY
PHYSICALLY DEVELOPED
FOR YOUR AGE...

....AND YOUR PARENTS
HAD TO HAYE MONEY.

—

EVERYONE KNEW
YOUR STATUS.

A1A11N

I KNEW GIRLS WHO'D GOTTEN DETENTION,
BUT I'D AVOIDED (T MYSELF--I TRIED TO
] STAY OUT OF TROUBLE AND BASICALLY BE
| AS INVISIBLE AS POSSIBLE IN JR. HIGH.

T UNTIL THAT ASSEMBLY, THOUGH, T HAD NO
IDEA HOW THE BOYS WERE DISCIPLINED...

AL i T T i A 3 BN WP W a " SiP TER 5

T WAS LIKE YOU HAD A SIGN
FLOATING NEXT TO YOU.

T AR A PR

..SO, HERE'S

WHAT THEY GOT! THERE'S ANOTHER

REASON I REMEMBER
THAT DAY, THOUGH.

RIGHT ACROSS
THEIR HINEYS,
LIKE THIS...

AT LUNCH, T STARTED
HAVING STOMACH
CRAMPS’

SUDDENLY, THE
PRINCIPAL

PULLED OUT A
GIANT PADDLE.

T'LL NEVER
FORGET HIS
"DEMONSTRATION"
ON THE POPIUM.

l &Y DismissaL, T was |
REALLY IN PAIN.

THE BOYS LET OUT A PAINED,
COLLECTIVE GROAN, WHILE ALL
THE OTHER GIRLS EXCEPT ME
SNICKERED IN COUNTERPOINT.

AS FOR ME, T WAS MUTE,
RIVETED TO THE SPOT.

I HAD SO MANY

| QUESTIONS ABOUT

| THE PETAILS, BUT

| WASN'T FRIENDLY

|| ENOUGH THEN WITH
ANY Bovs TO ASK.

IT WAS MARCH, AND ONCE I GOT { ALL MY BRAIN TOLD []
SNOW WAS STILL ON HOME, I JUST | = ME WAS, IF THERE'S |
THE GROUND, | FILLED THE —= ; = - | BLoor..
; BATHTUB AND |\l = E‘_J =
, SR
AS I WALKED HOME, I FELT STEP?ED IN. Al 4 g ..THERE MUST BE

SOMETHING WARM AND WET
| TRICKLING POWN MY LEGS.

DYING FOR SINS.

%] T LOOKED BACK, AND SAW A
a TRAIL OF BLOOD BEHIND ME
IN THE WHITE, VIRGINAL SNOW.
o =
oo [ N DS o, 1 DESPERATELY R
i \ic.anil “7| TRIED TO WASH IT
SPOTS IN MY UNDERPANTS [ - =/ 74/ ALL AwAY.. N [
" THE LAST FEW DAYS... o — oy e 1Y,
an i B— ; Y, . 7acy ] - 1
...BUT, MY BRAIN ...AND AS I DID, T FELT e
ALL TOGETHER. A\ ’ /| TO JOIN PERSEPHONE IN E
B - Y - A THAT LAND OF ETERNAL [N
ol A MOONLIGHT AND RUBY
e 7/’ < /8% TS| FOMEGRANATES. ]
P G - . : L N [




=

+| T'D PLANNED TO STAY
- 22| IN THAT BATHTUB
"4 | FOREVER.

RUDE? WHY'S THERE
BLOOD ALL OVER THE
FLOOR? WHY AREN'T
YOU ANSWERING ME?

THAT'S IT! I'M
GETTING A PAPER

THE DOOR!

= : P
Ee N

CLIP AND OFPENING

HONEY, IT'S OK. \
| HERE, LET ME
HELP YOU.

MY MOM WASN'T FREAKED
OUT IN THE SLIGHTEST.

e
. | AFTER ALL, SHE'D GROWN

| UP ON A FARM WHERE SHE'D
| SEEN HOGS SLAUGHTERED.

| WHAT WAS SEEING HER
DAUGHTER FLOATING IN A FEW
. /| GALLONS OF MENSTRUAL

.| BLOOD, COMPARED TO THAT?

—

=
Oy

FIRST, SHE CLEANED ME
AND THE BATHROOM UP

THEN, SHE INDUCTED
ME INTO THE MYSTERIES
OF MAXI FAPS.

DON'T BE
UPSET, SWEETIE.

IT'S WONDERFUL,
REALLY. YOU'RE A
WOMAN NOW!

I FELT SO LOVED, SO NOW RUDE, AS A
WOMAN THERE ARE
TWO THINGS YOU ]

MUST NEVER DO... FIRST, YOU

MUST NEVER LIE
WITH A MAN OUT
OF WEDLOCK!

WELL-TAKEN CARE CF.
5 : ?f”" 3

7

...BUT THEN,
THE RELIGIOUS
TALK STARTED.

=

L~ SECOND, YOU MUST
NEVER TOUCH YOURSELF

DPOWN THERE FOR
. PLEASURE!

EITHER CAN SEND
YOU STRAIGHT TO
; HELL!

AND, THAT WAS THE
EXTENT OF MY
MOM'S “THE BIRDS
AND THE BEES” TALK.

D-DON'T WORRY,\
MOM! T WON'T EVER
DO THAT STUFF! I-I
WANNA GO TO
HEAVEN!

I WAS BEING SINCERE. MY BRAIN DIDN'T CONNECT
WHAT SHE WAS SAYING WITH WHAT I WAS POING.

I WAS SPANKING MYSELF
ALMOST EVERY PAY,

WHILE I DID [T, I'D
OFTEN PUT A PILLOW
BETWEEN MY LEGS
AND RUB AGAINST IT.

SOMETIMES, I'D PUSH THE
BLUNT END OF A PENCIL
INTO MY BOTTOM.

BUT, I ASSOCIATED
ALL THAT WITH
PUNISHMENT, NOT
PLEASURE...

...AND BESIDES, T WASN'T
TOUCHING MYSELF--IT WAS THE
IMPLEMENTS OR THE PILLOW OR
THE PENCIL DOING (T!




AT RN

I TOOK OFF MY SHORTS [§
AND T-SHIRT AND EAGERLY [

I'D BEEN IN A DAZE ALL |
DAY AT SCHOOL, HAYING

§ SPANKY PR N LAID OUT MY SUPPLIES.

IT WAS IN JUNE, NEAR
THE END OF SEVENTH
GRADE, JUST BEFORE
I TURNED THIRTEEN.

..AND BAKING THE oLD 8
WOOD ON THE WINDOW SILL [
IN MY ROOM, UNTIL IT
EXHALED THE SCENT OF
ANCIENT MAPLES TREES.

THES

PUNISHED IN A
THOUSANDP
SCENARICS...

...AS T FLIPPED
THOUGH MY
OLD SPANKY
DRAWINGS...

ﬁtFFERENT IMPLEMENTS
i FIRMLY SLAPPING MY RUME..

l

...AND, WHEN I'D
BEEN AT IT A GOODP
LONG WHILE

S| I REACHED ALL THE WAY
| BACK TO MY MOST
| PRIMORDIAL FANTASY, THE
ONE ABOUT THE MAN WITH
THE WHITE GLOVES...

k)




ds it spread into mp stomach, &
¥ felt Llight filling mp body.

@@ben it veached my navel, the
world began to shimmer and
contract in wabes of rainbolos.

¥ felt a warmth begin to bloom |- :
deep in my chest.

Ffinally, it coursed through myp legs
and bottom and I was engulfed in
its illimitable potwer.




entered the Original Garden. N

gmelled ebery {loter, satw each qreen
blade of grass, felt the fluttering of a
million butterfly wings, tasted all the
fruitg, and beard the trumpets of angels
and the trombones of debils.

Ffor the fivst time, I felt truly alibe, and it wasg
then that I understood what my mother and the
Church feared most, this potwer in all of usg that

is stronger and more mpsterious than eben death.
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The Boy-Crazy Years: Ages 13-14



NEAR THE END OF JUNE,
T TURNED THIRTEEN.

IT WAS AN IDLE SUMMER. | :

ASIDE FROM EXPLORING MY
NEW-FOUND POWERS ALONE
IN MY BED, I MOSTLY JUST
DREW, BABYSAT, AND HUNG
OUT WITH JENNY.

SHE WAS TOO eusv WiTH _
SPORTS, SCHOOL, FRIENDS, |-
| AND MOST RECENTLY,

| COTILLION ON SATURDAYS.

|| THAT'S THE DAY WE USEDP

,, TO GO HORSEBACK RIDING.
,:5,., = -

i 1 TRIED RIDING
a2 WITHOLJT HER, BUT IT

| 1 REALIZED I
‘| DIDN'T EVEN LIKE
HORSES MUCH.

4
e THEY RE BEAUTIFUL ?{-
TO LOOK AT, BUT LP
CLOSE, THEY'RE BIG

AND SCARY.

WHEN DECEMBER, THE
MONTH OF CHARLEY,
FINALLY ROLLED AROUND,
MY HEART LEAPT WITH JOY.
I MET UP WITH HER
AFTER HER COTILLION
CLASS. T HADN'T
SEEN HER IN WEEKS.

q‘l

l\

I LOVE THE NEW
HAIRSTYLE...

\;;w .BUT I DONT
THINK THE DRESS IS
_REALLY YOU!

1| passep 1o

SO, SUMMER

AUTUMN.

OH, TRUST ME,
RUDE, NONE
OF T'S ME!

BUT, MY MOM'S
STARTING TO SUSPECT,
SO I GOTTA PLAY

B-BUT HOW LONG
CAN YOU KEEP T
HIDDEN, CHAR?

SOMEDAY,
YOU'VE GOTTA

LOOK, RUDE, THE
WAY I SEE IT.. /

21 GOTTA SURVIVE
FOUR MORE YEARS IN
MIDDLEBRIDGE...

THEN, WE CAN N
MOVE TO NEW YORK
AND BECOME
HEROIN ADPPICTS
TOGETHER!

| WELL, SHE WAS
RIGHT ABOUT
PART OF THAT.



SO, WHAT'RE WE
GONNA DO FOR
YOUR BIRTHDAY?

BE

WANTED TO TALK TO |\
YOU ABOUT THAT...

y
/\f.;gE, MY MOM JUST

WANTS MY PARTY TO

Wi:-u ~

S0, YOURE JUST
GONNA DO WHAT
WITH GIRLS FROM YOUR MOM SAYS?

MY SCHOOL.

e,

1 g IT'S GONNA BE REAL
BORING. THIS DUMB DANCE A

“\ LESSON THING, THEN DINNER

AT THIS STUFFY FRENCH
RESTAURANT.

| -

-

-

) o

LOCK, I TOLD
YOU. I GOTTA
PLAY ALONG.

”HOW 'BOUT IF YOU "\

SLEEP OVER THE

_NIGHT BEFORE?

———
- e
-

.'I W-WE COULD DO
\ SOMETHING SATURDAY,
MAYBE?

' /SORRY, I'M BUSY
SATURDAY--AND FOR
THE NEXT HUNDRED

)
<)

WHAT SHOULD I DO? RUN OUT
THE BACK DOOR IN MY
PAJAMAS WHEN YOUR REAL

OR, HIDE IN THE
CLOSET, SO THEY
. DON'T SEE ME?

I REFUSED TO TALK
TO CHARLEY FOR
LIKE A MONTH.

EVENTUALLY, WE MADE UP
SORT OF. THE TRUTH IS,
WE'D BEEN PRIFTING
AFPART FOR A LONG TIME.

.7 T -y )Y

"
\.‘ MORE AND MORE, SHE'D? BEEN &

BURYING HER TRUE SELF

Rk

o
I WAS BECOMING THIS

ODD-BALL REMNANT OF
HER PAST THAT DIDN'T FIT

T

AS EIGHTH GRAUE WORE ON,
WE GRADUALLY SAW LESS
AND LESS OF EACH OTHER.

UNTIL ONE DAY, THOSE TWO
DARK-HAIRED LITTLE GIRLS

| WHO'D MET AT BROWNIE CAMP

{1 AND LOVED EACH OTHER SO
FIERCELY WERE GONE FOREVER.



Bl | TN R e P L R A

T WON'T TORTURE YOU WITH il P- LIFE WASN'T ALL GLOOM g’- o
PANEL AFTER PANEL OF ME - _ ; AND DOOM THOUGH
LOOKING DEPRESSED By TR T

SUFFICE TO SAY, I PONT K
Bl HAVE THE BEST MEMORIES
| OF EIGHTH GRAPE.

10| 1T WAS PRETTY MUCH BOREDOM, ||
S INTERRUPTED BY PAIN.

LOSING CHARLEY WAS ONLY THE
TIP OF THE ICEBERG. MOODY,
ARTISTIC ME REALLY DIDN'T FIT
IN AT MIDDLEBRIDGE JR. HIGH.

1 REAGAN HAD JUST BEEN ELECTED. [ - 4.
4l ALL THE KIDS DRESSED LIKE MINI | © 3 F ‘
i| WALL STREET EXECUTIVES, AND Ay -’

| TALKED ABOUT NUKING COMMIES. |- T A I'D DISCOVERED I COULD
e - . ENTER MY SECRET GARDEN

JUST BY THINKING ABOUT -
SPANKING (AND MAYBE A BIT [ &
OF PILLOW RUBBING). aEt

] WEREN'T EXACTLY GOOD ROLE __ -.\_ %
| MODELS FOR FITTING N, EITHER. , g w. - S ° 1 %

ART WAS TAKING ON NEW
DIMENSIONS FOR ME, TOO.

| I WAS LEARNlNG FRENCH

{ IN SCHOOL, SO I STARTED
CALLING MY BEDROOM MY
ATELIER.” T KNOW,
PRETENTIOUS, HUH?

@ WHEN SHE HAD THE ENERGY, |
SHE'D RANT ABOUT HOW THE
COUNTRY NEEDED A GOOD
CATHOLIC LIKE JFK AGAIN.

AND, MY DAD, WELL, HE [t .y . =
SEEMED CONTENT TO STAY & AN~ : MY MOM JUST CALLED IT MESSY.

: :| LOST IN HIS WORLD OF - e, - v I WAS EXPLORING DIFFERENT
| VINTAGE RECORDP'S ANP . : - — MEDIA AND LEFT ART SUPPLIES
MUSTY BOOKS. : o = e N AT ol STREWN ABOUT EVERYWHERE.

e N R e e — - - e h i

¥ \

' N ot Wow! DID YOUR Nl
87, 1 HAD SLITHER T0 KEEP = i wll SISTER REALLY SCRATCH IT, OR
BUT, T HAD SLITHER TO KEEP : | ;
ME COMPANY. - ] 5 B iy \ SAY I COULD SHE'LL KiLL YOUu!
e . AV - ; \ BORROW (T? .

SNAKES ARE VERY
UNDERRATED.

DESPITE HER FEAR OF
3| SLITHER, SHE REMINDED

SHE POSSESSED A KIND
OF QUIET WISDPOM, TOO,

. BEHIND THEIR UNBLINKING
GAZES IS ANCIENT WISDOM, | E
| AND CALM, STEADY LOVE.

e o - =




) L | 1 1

THE OTHER PART OF GROWING UP

WAS BRANCHING OUT MUSICALLY. |

\ A ! ==
NOW THAT I WASN'T PAYING FOR

EQUESTRIAN LESSONS, I STARTEDP

b

TO BUY RECORPS.

\"‘ USING MY BABYSITTING MONEY

\ \ T
I BECAME A SERIOUS FAN
OF NEW WAVE BANDS.

: lfl o T
THEM FOR MY PAE |8
> *

HE TRIED TO BE OPEN-MINDED,
BLESS HIS SOUL.

ISN'T (T NEAT,
THE WAY SHE

IT'S A VERY, uh, -
. HAUNTING MELCDY.

MY

e ¥

N I STILL LOVED BACH,

] THOUGH...

Tl

i

§ ...AND KEPT GOING TO
THE CONCERTS AT ST.
VINCENT'S, THE FANCY
BOYS' SCHOOL WHERE

B-B
PERCUSSIVE FOR

V” STOP THAT
HORRIBLE NOISE!
IT'S GIVING ME A
HEADACHE!

UT, A BIT

TASTES.

. GONNA
GET YA, GET
YA, GET YA

: 1 MY MOM WAS
Q@ ANOTHER MATTER,

-

7 ...I'LL TAKE IT TO
THE MUSIC ROOM
AND SEE IF T
CAN FIX IT.

MY DAD TAUGHT.

Ah, EXCUSE MY
MANNERS! WILL,
MEET RUDE, MY

DAUGHTER.

\ &Al““l

([ 1111

RUDE, MEET WILLIAM
WHITE, TRUMPETER
EXTRAORDINAIRE.

; 2 n‘ »< el
1 A BOY IN THE ORCHESTRA
| HAD A FAULTY VALUE ON
| His TRUMPET.

Bl 5= 7 5 A s ——
/a»,.,‘/”f_. /’, TR T AL % = ———

;,,._‘ﬁei-s';iam.‘r';- 1k 4
AND, ONE FINE N AT
SPRING NIGHT,

FATE INTERVENED.

PAAAp)

THE BAND'S
BLONDIE! SHE'S
DEBBIE HARRY!

7 RUDE LIKES
MUSIC, TOO.

Well, um, PLEASED ™
TO MEET YOU, uh,

AND, um, yeah, MR.
RUMPS, THE SINGER’S
DEBBIE HARRY--A, uh,
HOT BLONDE!

MOST RECENTLY,
A SINGER NAMED
BLONPIE.




SHOW ME AROUND,
WHILE MY DAD

[T
—' SO, YOU LIKE
CLASSICAL MUSIC,

TOO, huh?

WHAT KND N
OF BUSINESS? /4

[ MONKEYS?

HAHA

BUT, MY, uh, OLD
MAN SAYS PLAYING ‘
TRUMPET'LL HELP GET )
ME INTO, um, YALE.

| MY DAD HAD TAUGHT AT
ST. VINCENT’S FOR YEARS,
SO I KNEW MY WAY
| AROUND VERY WELL...

J BORING
AS FUCK.

STOBUT T, um, N
\ MAKES SHITLOADS
N\ OF MONEY...

Wow, YALE! WHAT

DO YOU WANNA
STUDY THERE?

ELECTRIC SPARKS
DANCED ON MY

B LIPS, AND SPREAD [0
 ALL OVER MY SKIN.

I FELT MY HEART
FLUTTER, AND THAT
GLOW PULSING IN

oy

=<

>

JUST SOMETHING I
GOTTA, um, DO, BEFCRE
MY OLD MAN BUMFS
OFF AND I TAKE OVER
THE, uh, FAMILY BIZ.

..AFTER ALL. I'D NEVER
GOTTEN A TOUR FROM A ;
HANDPSOME TENTH GRADER! <

LIKE, uh, PORSCHES
AND HOT BLONDES

KINDA MONEY' 4
= {ﬁx

MY CHEST.

I'D DISCOVERED A
KISS WAS ANOTHER [
GATEWAY TO MY
SECRET GARDEN.

F Wow! T LOVE
PENCILS. SEE, I
WANNA BE AN
ARTIST--

SEEM REA‘-"-Y Uh, V'SAY, ub, WANNA TRY
COOL, RUDE.  K/SSING BEHIND THE, um,
: STATUE? NOBODY'S,
uh, AROUND.

"B WELL, IT ALSO
HELPED THAT HE WAS




’ YEZ, DEAR, THAZ
RIGHT, THIZ 1Z
MIZZUZ WHITE.

A BRI

" PLEAZ PUT WILLIAM

‘| HE TOLD ME I SHOULD CALL
AT 3:45 PM, WHEN HE HAD

AFTER-SCHOOL ACTIVITIES.

Um, SORRY, I'M
THREE MINUTES
LATE!

MAYBE YOU'LL HAFTA
GIVE ME A GOOD
LICKIN’ FOR THAT!

HAHA

EF BREAK FROM HIS

= T WENT O CONCERTS,

|| REHEARSALS, WHATEVER--
| JUST SO I COULD MEET UP
WITH wm.

ON. YEZ, I SHALL
WAIT. THANK YOU
VEPPY MUCH.

= THAT SOON LED TO MORE
SECRET KISSES BEHINP
THE STATUE, AND A
ROMANCE. OF SORTS.

| SOMETIMES, I'D CALL

A TINY BIT LATE.

] i 1 1% . ¥ b ‘\.) W ’ ; { /
= I PN SR . ) L. g
%g- ' WILL DIDN'T HAVE HIS OWN B
| PHONE IN HIS DORM, SO WE ) ' ¥ o
WORKED OUT A WAY I COULD
CALL WITHOUT AROUSING

SUSPICION.

1| T BECAME QUITE GOOD AT
| MITATING A STUFFY, WASPY

I ALSO KEPT TRYING TO
DROP LITTLE HINTS ABOUT
SPANKING. BUT, WILL DIDN'T

" | TAKE THE BAIT.

| MIDDLE-AGED MOM YOICE.

IN FACT, HE DIDN'T SAY
MUCH ON CUR CALLS.

SO, JENNY'S ;
SISTER DROVE US \
TO MCDONALD'S
YESTERDAY...

1 I, ON THE OTHER HAND,
COULD BE A CHAMPION
BABBLER WHEN THE
MOOD STRUCK ME.

...AND, SHE GOT
A BIG MAC, FRIES
AND A SHAKE! CAN
YOU BELIEVE ITTf‘<

SYE G ¢ B '{‘:“é. i

‘f" Ll 41 i /T JusT GOT
" AFTER A WHILE, WE'D EVEN FRIES.
{ WORKED OUT A WAY I COULD HARA
4| VISIT HM ALONE. <
L —=7 THEIR
y' L7 J HAMBURGERS
& ARE SO000

I'D GO ON SATURDAYS, AND TELL ‘v}'-; A
MY PARENTS T WAS SPENDING
THE DAY AT JENNY'S

s g ‘ E,tu‘,-"-.—frr;_r :
" I HAD TO TAKE TWO BUSES TO |
" GET TO ST. VINCENT'S.

——

.WED

ARRIVED.

‘{__, ! , o IIRGEE

\\"\\\

PAYPHONE WHEN T [RIRGERS AN ) | | | woors, BEHIND

2 < o | #1D -

g
I MEAN, THE BUT, SHAMROCK
NORMAL SHAKES, SHAKES, THOSE ARE

THEY'RE GROSS, TOO!  WORTH WAITING ALL
YEAR FOR!

-
g I GUESS I LOVE

‘EM 'CUZ OF MY
IRISH ANCESTORS!

HAHA

I KNOW YOU SAID

YOU'RE ENGLISH... *Qﬂ’ '

4

...BUT, YOU'VE GOT THE
CUTEST LITTLE
FRECKLES AROUND
YOUR NOSE! THAT'S
. SOOO0O0 [RISH!

MEET IN THE W

CHOOL.

AND, WHEN I GOT J THEN T GOT TC)\(WHAT IF GOD'S NOT Wl THEN
HOME, MY HAIR THINKING, IN  BIG, BUT REALLY, REALLY

SMELLED LIKE FRIES/! THE BATH... SMALL, LIKE INSIDE OF
SO, I TOOK A EVERYTHING?

BATH. I BET YOU'D

HALF

GROUND AND MAKE
OUT FURIOUSLY, FOR

% DO YOU EVER N
THINK ABOUT STUFF
LIKE THAT, WILL? T

, WE'D LIE ON THE

AN HOLUR...

LIKE TO SEE ME IN A
BATH, fuh?

HAHA

-

I'D BRING SNACKS

I'D BOUGHT WITH MY
BABYSITTING MONEY.

T'D BABBLE, WHILE [ |
WILL GUZZLER WL | 4 . B
‘ = 5 3 , S ; A | he

(T
g8 i 3
(ODDLY, HE NEVER OFFERED _,,—-'
| TO USE ANY OF HIS VAST P

PAY FOR THE SNACKS.)

o

...BEFORE I HAD TC RUN

PENCIL FORTUNE TO HELP [ ‘s.,'. - '_ et Bl T WAS ALL VERY
I ¥ /2 V- & | | RomAnTIC, INDEED,

Um, I GOTTA GO
RUDE. SEE YA, uh,
SATURDAY. BRING, um,
COKE 'N PING
DPONGS AGAIN!

ACK TO THE BUS STOR, SO |-
WASN'T LATE FOR DINNER. |

i e



"u e PP R e U U " T

o
T VISITED WILL AT HIS SCHOOL "‘ >
ALMOST EVERY WEEK. .
2| HE WAS RECALLED TO THE FAMILY
%] PENCIL KINGDOM IN PENNSYLVANIA.

b B T MAILED HIM LONG, FLORID LETTERS PAILY, USING J‘&?
‘ “ MALE PSEUDONYMS AND FAKE RETURN APDRESSES, -3 b
| AND WAITED WITH BATED BREATH FOR HIS e

| OCCASIONAL TERSE, TYPE-WRITTEN MISSIVES.

FINALLY OLDP ENOUGH TO BE A JUNIOR
COUNSELOR AT BROWNIE CAMP!

WHEN SHE DOESN'T ” iﬁ*" g

WANT TO DO ANYTHING CR SHE'S POWN, >t
BE AROUND ANYONE, IT'S DEPRESSED, WHATEVER
NOT HEADACHES. :

THIS TIME, ONLY MY DAD SAW
~ | ME OFF. MY MOM WAS HAYING
- FROBLEMS AGAIN.

il g

IT'S COMPLICATED,
RUDE. WHAT'S IN HER
HEAD IS THE REAL
PROBLEM, I'M AFRAID.

THEN THERE'S THE

TIMES IT'S THE OPPOSITE,

LIKE WHEN SHE GETS UP AT

A FOUR AM AND REPLANTS
b THE WHOLE GARDEN.

CAN'T THE DPOCTOR
DO ANYTHING ABOUT
MOM'S HEADPACHES? /

" T KNOW, HONEY.
HONESTLY, IF WE
DIDN'T HAVE YOU...

G-gosh, T C-CAN'T
IMAGINE HER ANY
MORE DOWN.

WELL, HE GAVE HER

‘. IT'D BE LIKE SHE YGult®”  AND, WE WEREN'T
LITHIUM WHEN YOU WAS TOTALLY GONE. CATHOLIC, I DON'T KNOW

WERE LITTLE... | BN |- WE'D STAY MARRIED,

...BUT SHE SAID THAT
< MADE HER FEEL
& EVEN MORE DOWN.

C-CAN'T THE
DOCTOR HELP
WITH THAT, THEN?

CHA|

| IT WAS A LONG DRIVE TO CAMPI j
! ‘z ’ TF i 1 j’ aly " *"!‘* h‘ n'n-\
MO PRGN ﬁ f? AT FOURTEEN, THE WHOLE { ’
W | ’ \
&1 |

| JX‘ ‘ W11l WORLD FELT UNSTEADY.
VYA RN 1)), N M \ L .u
! | AND, REALIZING MY PARENTS HAD BIG ’i‘ §
41| PROBLEMS DIDN'T EXACTLY HELP '& it
AN 1N % s ST YL

AW LB (T WAS LIKE HAVING THE RUG PULLED
¢ M OUT FROM UNDER MY FEET, AFTER

F ¥ 1D ALREADY STARTED TO TRIP

. e AR SRS A | N T

e




~ it Swes = '- NI e AT | [P ‘

FINALLY, WE i % R RE A BREATHE [T ALLN/-.SO /L STAY
ARRIVED AT ; e 2772 s | R _( IN, RUDE, DEEP ~ WITHYOUA )
cgﬁn e ¥ A S5\ AS YOU CAN... A WHOLE LIFETIME &
. - i LONG! by

IT SEEMS LIKE SO 4 N
LONG AGO WHEN YOU e _;l -
DROPPED ME OFF B A
HERET;?; ;i%;FiRST ‘ W =ost, (T SEEMS LIKE

< 5 ‘ - a ONLY YESTERDAY !
= Sniff = SMELL THAT TO ME, RUDE. ) <
AIR! |T'S PINE TREES AND Ji= ‘ YES, IT'S THE

DIRT AND CAMPFIRES ’ R | n w MOST WONDERFUL
AND HORSES! A M85\  SMELL N THE

\ g ‘ WORLD, ISN'T [T?
& g -7~ hf
HAFES 2
=Pl X Sy 7 -\

-~ o~

Brownie (zpi

IV .AND THEN, BEFORE YOU
KNOW [T, YOU'LL BE MY
AGE, LOOKING BACK.

(s

Ay
BECAUSEJ IN THE N7
BLINK OF AN EYE,
YOU'LL BE ALL




—

WHEN I GOT HOME THAT
-| SUMMER AFTER BEING A CAMP | ~
COUNSELOR, I FELT DPIFFERENT. | -

THAT'S GREAT MOM!
IT'LL BE REALLY
SPECIAL FOR YOU

AND DAD!
=7 AND, DONT
WORRY ABOUT

YOUR FATHER AND I
HAD A TALK WHILE

YOU WERE GONE,
RUDE.

| MORE GROWN UR T GUESS. | .~ =i/ YOU KNOW, IT'S OUR
— I S TWENTIETH ANNIVERSARY

3 L~
g = =t IT'LL ONLY BE A
; || FriDAY AND A
WEEKEND. 50, WE DECIDED
YOU'RE MATURE ENOUGH
TO STAY HOME ALONE.

e Z ME!
o et = MY MOM SECHEE IN SEPTEMBER. OF COURSE, TERRY ~ %
2 AND YOU CAN ALWAYS A SENIOR IN
: By WE'RE GOING TO CELEBRATE CALL US IF THERE'S AN GIRL SCOUTS
- IN THE HAMPTONS, WHERE EMERGENCY!

THIS YEAR! 4

% 7

\WE HAD CUR HONEYMCON.

A FEW WEEKS LATER... HAHA DID SHE SENSE I
Well, HOME'S
] WAS A LITTLE TOO
WHERE THE ;
THIS TIME, WILL HEART IS. ENTHUSIASTIC?

TOOK TWO BUSES.

WANNA START WITH
SOME TV? I THINK [~

Uh, T DIDN'T KNOW THERE'S WESTERNS
YOUR HOUSE WAS N ON NOW.

\ THS, 0, SMALL. 0 0 \ate winh 3
YOU LIKE THOSE? MY

ALL THE, um, OLD '
FAVORITE'S MCLINTOCK

STUFF? (T'S LIKE A, 3
um, MUSEUM. -\ WITH JOHN WAYNE!

Uh, WESTERNS
ARE, um, BORING.
DONCHA, um, HAVE
CABLE?

| OF COURSE, WE BOTH
KNEW HE HADN'T COME
ALL THIS WAY TO WATCH TV.

: I WISH. BUT,
¥ I'M SURE WE'LL FIND
OTHER STUFF TO DO.

HAHA

SNACKS. I GOT
COKE AND
POPCORN!

o
>

i | ¥
[ I HAD A PLAN. [

_ QS ey X Wi - 4







BUT, uh, WHO
CARES '‘BOUT
UNDIES...

Uh, yeah,
POPCORN.

HAHA  \yuarcha, 1k, WORRIED
'BOUT? TED SOLD ME
A WHOLE, um, PACKA

JIMMYHATS *! <

NOW, uh, C'MON, LET'S
vk, GO TO YER, um,
ROOM. YOU CAN SHOW
ME YOUR, uh, ART/

...'CUZ WE'RE
GONNA, um, GIT
NIKKID, RIGHT?

I'D KNOWN THIS WAS PART
OF THE PLAN, BUT IT WAS
ALL HAPPENING SO FAST.

oz |

*¥SLANG FOR CONPOMS
AT ST VINCENT'S.

Um, D-DON'T YOU
WANNA FINISH THE
POPCORN FIRST?

SUFFICE TO SAY, WILL
DIPN'T SPEND MUCH TIME
LOOKING AT MY ART.

=4 | Oh, uh, yeah,
| yeah BABY!

= NN
BESIDES, MY FANTASIES |
ONLY GOT AS FAR AS
2| THE SPANKING PART.

o T

SEX WASN'T
WHAT I'D
EXPECTEDR

MOSTLY, [T JUST
FELT SWEATY AND
UNCOMFORTABLE.

IT DIDN'T HELP THAT WE
WERE DOING [T IN MY
ROOM, WITH ALL MY OLP
TOYS STARING AT LS...

IT SEEMED A LONG
1 WAY FROM MY
SECRET GARPEN.

AR W L
'

|| ...BUT THE BIGGEST THING IS, I
.| KNEW THAT ACCORDING TO MY
| MOM AND FATHER BROWN...

...I WAS HEAPED
| STRAIGHT TO HELL!

A =

- w -




THAT FALL, NINTH

GRADE STARTED.

| i1 suckep Bur
AT LEAST I HAD
WILL, RIGHT?

I VISITED HIM EVERY WEEKEND

WHEN THE

WEATHER WAS GOOUD.

WE FOUND A PLACE OUT IN THE WOODS TO
HAVE SEX. IT WAS BETWEEN TWO BOULPERS,
WHERE NO ONE COULD SEE US.

o =
f =
I\

4 .

(¥

AFTER HOW HE REACTED, I NEVER
BROUGHT UP SPANKING AGAIN.

BUT, I FIGURED OUT I COULD ENTER
MY SECRET GARDEN DURING SEX,
BY FANTASIZING ABOUT HAVING MY
BOTTOM WHACKELD.

AND NOW, WHENEVER I IMAGINED I §
WAS OVER WILL'S KNEE, T ALWAYS
PICTURED MYSELF WEARING FANCY |
RED PANTIES INSTEAD OF THE

PLAIN COTTON KINE.

SR SN S :

"z

MOM. Al
B-BUT, T CAN'T

CONCENTRATE
__IN SCHOOL.

ESPECIALLY

¥ RUDE, WE
g NEED TO TALK/

Oh, God/ SHE
KNOWS!

WELL, YOU'VE GOT
TO TRY HARDER,
YOUNG LADY!

YOUR GRADES
WILL START TO
COUNT TOWARD

NOT COLLEGE SOON!

IN MATH. IT'S
IMPOSSIBLE!

Fhew! AND, T
THOUGHT IT WAS
GOING TO BE
ABOUT HAYING

SEX WITH WILL... |z

2o o, o=
...OR, HIPING
WOODEN
SPOONS UNPER
MY MATTRESS!

et

b I1's aBoUT
SCHOOL. WE CAN'T
HAVE A REPEAT OF

LAST YEAR! £

FALLING ASLEEP \'
IN CLASS, A ‘D’

Y-YOU DPON'T

UNDERSTAND. I'M
NOT SMART, LIKE
YOU AND DAD!

B-BESIDES, I
DON'T KNOW IF T
EVEN WANNA GO
TO COLLEGE.




YOU'RE PLENTY
SMART! YOU JUST

DONT APPLY  aND, YOU HAVE TO GO
n, YOURSELF! 15 cOLLEGE TO BE A

TEACHER OR A
NURSE, LIKE WE'VE
TALKED ABOUT!

7BUT, I DON'T WANNA 4
TEACH KIDS OR BE y
AROUND SICK PEOPLE!

I WANNA BE
AN ARTIST!

.

LOOK RUDE, I KNOW
YOU LIKE ART. AND, IT'LL
ALWAYS BE A FUN
HOBBY FOR YOU.

BUT, YOU CAN'T il
MAKE A LIVING
AT IT! '

Y vou'vE GoT 10
(WA BE PRACTICAL/

‘I"v 3‘ f
DON'T THINK YOU CAN ¥

RELY ON A MAN TO I
TAKE CARE OF YQU!

DID YOU KNOW WE

ALMOST LOST THE
HOUSE, BECAUSE YOUR
FATHER REFUSED TO
TEACH ANYTHING 4 :
BESIDES MUSIC? 4

f
t.
)
!
I

lt'l' A
ilh‘ 1
o, oo o |

S |T FELT LIKE WHEN I TURNED
FOURTEEN, MY PARENTS DECIDEDP
i IT WAS TIME TO DUMP ALL THE

FAMILY SECRETS ON ME.

I TOLD MY MOM I'P TRY
HARDER IN SCHOOL. I
REALLY MEANT I[T.

r// X
1 I KNEW I WASN'T GOING TO
BE A TEACHER OR A NURSE...

= "“' X NN AT e,
T

1 _.BUT I GUESS I FIGURED
. | DOING BETTER IN SCHOOL
MIGHT OFFSET MY MANY SINS. | -

ANYWAY, T HAD A
PLAN TO IMPROVE MY
CONCENTRATION...

Ahal IT'S A TRICK
QUESTION! IT'S

"HOW MANY SQUARE T CIRCLE FEET, NOT

FEET IS A CIRCLE WITH - ~ UNLESS THEY MEAN A
A DIAMETER OF SEVEN _ CIRCLE WITH SQUARE

FEET?”" Hmmm... s 3 FEET. AND SHOES!

DRAW THAT!

Oooh, T HAFTA

o | BESlDES WHEN WINTER

CAME, T HAD MORE
TIME ON MY HANDS.

| PUT MY TRYSTS WITH
WILL ON HOLE

...AND, GET A HANDLE
ON MY TWO HOUR
POOPLING SESSIONS.

THAT'S IT, YOUNG LADY!
DISTRACTED AGAIN/
FOUR PEMERITS!

YOU BETTER TAKE YOUR
SWATS NOW, OR IT'LL
BE POUBLE LATER!

UNFORTUNATELY, MY
PLAN CAUSED OTHER
DISTRACTIONS.




—_— = 3 Wow! THE IS T Ha/ I PIDN'T
M AFTER A LONG, HARD e . % HIGHEST GRADE - o A EVEN TELL HER.
F] WINTER, SPRING ARRIVED. Pl b 26 ON YOUR TEST? . - S &

- SRR LA PR  AND YOU'RE (N 4 . o

R B <t SHE'S TOO BUSY
ALGEBRA! adi 3 w® ‘ TEEING UP STEP-DAD

NUMERO TRES.

I ALWAYS SAID
YOU'RE SMART!
Well, YOUR MOM
MUST BE PROUD! 48

DELILAH TOOK ME
TO MCDONALD'S TO
s CELEBRATE, THOUGH.

& ME, I JUST GOT A g
'D' AGAIN. AND, T'M Jo ¥ -
IN DUMMY MATH!

"ACTIVITIES" WITH WILL.

2 HONESTLY, THOUGH, |
THAT WAS STARTING TO | |
FEEL KIND OF EMPTY.

SPEAKING OF YOUR

U DO YOUR HAIR? TOTALLY BUSY IN /. L
I LOVE IT! T GUESS THE WINTER. e
SHE'S GETTING A’'S IN

BEAUTY SCHOOL, huk? | | NOW, I'M SEEING
HIM LIKE EVERY

WEEK AGAIN. &
ey

Oh, SAME OLD, Geez, DO YOU TWO

DO ANYTHING ELSE
BESIDES SCREW?

LIKE GO TO
THE MOVIES?

c OR, HANG
OUT WITH FRIENDS,

LIKE I'M THE LAST WE FOUND A OR SOMETHING?

GIRL IN THE WORLD NEW PLACE
WITH LONG HAIR! TO PO IT!

HAHA

I MEAN, I
STILL HAVEN'T
EVEN MET HIM!

P Yeah, SHE SAID T
WAS GETTING TOO
_OLD FOR PIG-TAILS.

-/ YOU KNOW, SHE'LL DO
YOURS TOO, IF YOU
EVER WANNA TRY A
DIFFERENT STYLE.

ANYWAY,
\ HOW'S WILL?

I-I PID MEET ANYWAY, HAVE

Wewell, YOU o

KNOW WE HAVE HIS FRIEND TED YOU NOTICED
TO KEEP IT A b ONCE, WHEN SAM'S GETTING  SHE'S GAINED
N SECRET. _ {n WILL SNUCK ME WORSE? LIKE FIFTY

INTO HIS DORM.

POUNDS... 4

...AND, T SAW HER
"PANTS” TWO

SEVENTH GRADERS

ON MONDAY.

P T -‘““"i Q
Ve

W
e




WAY TO GO, PUMMY/!
ANOTHER GREAT
PERFORMANCE IN

NO QUESTION, YOUNG
LADY! YOU DESERVE
WORSE PUNISHMENT!

AS NINTH GRADE WORE ON,
T FELT MORE AND MORE
LIKE I WAS JUST GOING
THROUGH THE MOTIONS.

: S| WITH WILL, WITH [ S w0 - | Many Davs, T JusT [
: %] scrooL, WiTH AR 4 { PRETTY MUCH FELT :
s | EVERYTHING. SETRTHL RE P < | WORTHLESS. 5
T L RS I DIDN'T KNOW - S R —
I ALSO KEPT PUTTING | wHar 1 BELIEVED [} o .| EVEN MY SPANKO TENDENCIES WERE |:
4| IN ANYMORE. ] s 5

.| OFF MY CONFIRMATION. | +| TAKING ON DARKER DIMENSIONS. |4

T AN S SO T Y

R ~ A R

o ‘wmmw B N

| AT FIRST, I'D SPANKED B : S| | EVENTUALLY, SPANKING |

| MYSELF OUT OF CURIOSITY.. o i et WASN'T ENOUGH. |

T e ] : L m T
Bl HAD A NEW IDEA.

MORE THAN JUST A
I HEATED A FRYING

SPANKING THIS TIME!
\ PAN UNTIL IT GLOWED |

L | ..AND LATER, TO
| ENTER MY SECRET
GARDEN.

BUT THEN, I
STARTED TO DO IT
TO HURT MYSELE

| I PLANNED TO HOLD |
IT TO MY BOTTOM

I TOLD WILL T WAS
GROUNDED, SO HE
WOULDPN'T SEE WHAT
I'D PONE TO MYSELE

I ONLY MANAGED TO
HOLD IT THERE FOR
ABOUT FIVE SECONDS.
B -
BUT, THAT WAS ENOUGH TO
CAUSE HUGE BLISTERS.

IT SMELLED LIKE
FRIED BACON IN
MY ROOM.

&3

MY BOTTOM TOOK

TWO WEEKS TO HEAL.
2. : TH 2
‘»ka I HAD TO TAPE GAUZE
CN THE BLISTERS, SO

THEY DIDN'T OOZE ALL
OVER MY UNDERWEAR.

3 !
E . .

.INSTEAD, I TRIED THE BRISTLE
SIDE OF A HAIRBRUSH, NEEDLES, |4
AND A MEAT TENDERIZER.

A T AL

‘_\ - BUT, NONE OF THAT
W | WAS ENOUGH. ’

e




P T e SRS,
; SO, I LIMPED ALONG, PBES
UNTIL THE END OF MAY.

Well, T WAS ¥

I SAVED UP LOTS
THINKING...

OF MONEY
BABYSITTING.

. — w8 s
THEN, THINGS REALLY [ 5
’ FELL APART. N

Hey, MY DAD TOLD
ME YOUR JAZZ
BAND’'S GONNA PLAY
AT THE PROM.

AND, ALL THE BOYS
IN THE BAND CAN
BRING DATES, NOT
JUST THE SENIORS!

[ Uk, YOU KNOW
YOU CAN'T, um,
GO, RUDE.

WE'YE GOTTA,
um, KEER uh, US
. A SECRET. )

EMBARRASSED
BY ME, ARE YOU?

> I SWEAR, X
SOMETIMES T FEELS
LIKE I'M NOT REALLY

YOUR GIRLFRIEND,

I SUPPOSE THERE'S
ALWAYS THE STRAW
THAT BREAKS THE
CAMEL'S BACK.

I—I GUESS ' Well, COULDN'T WE

YOU'RE RIGHT. PO SOMETHING

ELSE FUN THEN? ,,AYBE GO SEE A

MOVIE? NOBODY'D SEE
WE WERE TOGETHER,
IN THE PARK.

I COULD BUY A
DRESS YOU THINK'S
REALLY COOL. NOT

LIKE MY HOMEMADPE

I COULD EVEN
GET A BLONDPE
WIG! WOULDN'T

Um, WELL,
THERE'S NOT

REALLY, uh, TIME. o, aLways, uh
HAVE TO, um, RUSH

BACK ON THE BUS,
AFTER WE, uh,

Uh, NO RUDE, um,
NOTHING LIKE, uh,
THAT. YOU'RE THE,

uh, COOLEST.
B AND, YOU'RE, b,

TOTALLY MY, um,
GIRLFRIEND.

YOU, uh, KNOW,
YOU'RE MY, um,

KNOW I LOVE IT
WHEN YOU CALL
ME THAT!

JUST PROMISE ME
YOU WON'T INVITE

ANOTHER GIRL TO
THE DANCE.

RUDE.  y5u kNOW, I

1

IT'S GETTING,
uh, LATE.

AND, T'M, uh,
SUPER HORNY.

“C'MON, LET'S, um,

SCREW, BEFORE YOU
HAFTA, uh, GO.




SEEMED TO ENJOY

_ [_ 2 &4 ]
‘ TWO WEEKS LR THE HOW WAS THE F!‘?PT AR ~ success, 1 H-HOW
: ?
PROM THING? ‘y; OO THINK. THE BOYS AEOI WAL
: . THEMSELVES! =

I TRIED TO ACT 8
NONCHALANT WHEN
MY DAD GOT HOME.

BUT, I'VE NEVER BEEN
GOOD AT HIPING MY
TRUE FEELINGS.

WILL? Af, YES, N
THE TRUMPET
PLAYER. A

ACTUALLY, I PO
REMEMBER.

HE WAS PLAYING SO
BADLY, I TOLD HM TO Y
TAKE THE NIGHT OFF AND
JUST ENJOY HIS DATE.

Oh dear, 1
SHOULD'VE
REALIZED.

YOU KNOW, I
THINK HE NOTICES
YOU, TOO!

YOU MIGHT
TRY CHATTING

HIM UP A BIT. BOYS THAT AGE

CAN BE SHY I
SURE WAS!

SURE, ALL THE
BOYS SEEMED TO
; HAVE ONE.

I CERTAINLY
RECALL HIS...

...BECAUSE SHE WAS A
GOOD HALF-HEAD TALLER
THAN HIM. ESPECIALLY
WITH ALL HER CURLY,

% BLONPE HAIR.

IHELDIT IN
UNTIL MY DAD
WENT TO BER

THEN, I CRIED
UNTIL THE SUN
CAME UP




—
HI, WILL.
GUESS WHO.

YEZZ, THIZ |1Z
MIZZUZ WHITE.

[T MUST SPEAK
WITH WILLIAM
RIGHT AWAY!

THERE'ZZ BEEN
A DEATH IN THE
2 FAMILY!

WANTED TO
TELL YOU...

SR
| IN THE MORNING, T A S
B KEPT THROWING UR [ >

y
¥

ol S S i TP ‘ 4
MY PARENTS THOUGHT
T HAD THE FLU.

M As SOON AS THEY [& .\

| LEFT FOR CHURCH, [ =%

I DIALED UP A
| wiLL's porm. :

AND, T DON'T
\ EVER WANT TO
| SEE YOU AGAIN/

WAS TED'S
SIS--

»l"v
(o Ya il o)

AT TR WA ..

AND, THAT MONDAY, I GOT MY YEARBOOK. WILL DID SEND ME A LETTER. BUT,

ADDING INSULT TO INJURY, THERE WAS A LITTLE I SHOVED IT UNDER MY MATTRESS, YEARS LATER, AFTER I'D

SURPRISE INSIDE FOR ME. I KNEW SAM HAD TOO ANGRY TO LOOK AT IT. GRADUATED FROM COLLEGE,
I FOUND IT IN AN OLD BOX

DONE [T. SHE WAS ON THE YEARBOOK STAFF.

AND OPENED [T.

Dear Rude:

I was trying to tell you it was Ted's
gister but you hung up. I just took
her to the Prom as a favor to him,
She's butt ugly. You're way cuter and
cooler,

You're reall apecial. Your art is
Teally great. I'm not kidding. Someday
I think you'll ke famous. Me, T'11 just
have a fucking cocksucking pencil
factory.

But I know you won't take me back. I
don't deserve you. I'm really sorry I
never treated you right, I think T'm
fucked up inside., I'm like my old man

{1
JENNIFER REDFORD RUDE RUMPS

L}
“Most Likely To Drive A Brand “Most Likely To Become A I gu%af' u%k! I can't even tell my own
New Silver Bimmer” Zodiac Killer Groupie” mom ove her.

Jr. Glee; Student Council; Candy Jr. Coven; Snake Handlers; Holly
Stripers; Majorette; Jr. Business Marshall Fan Club; Glue Sniffers

Well I'll keep the picture you drew of
me forever. I shouldn't have taken
you for granted. I miss you. I hope
you'll call me again someday.

Pl N T § £ PN
I WONDER IF MY LIFE WOULD'VE
| BEEN DIFFERENT IF I'D OPENED
WILL'S LETTER THAT SUMMER.

Bl G U "ﬁ"
2 BUT THAT'S NOT by
WHAT HAPPENED. [iohd
T I T et

Sincerely,
Will

I WAS SUCH A BASKET
CASE, CRYING AND
MOPING AROUND..

- {

‘wiLLaBeLLE [

7

| wHEREVER YoU GO,
THERE YOU ARE.
AND, IT ALSO SEEMED |

LIKE WHEREYER I WENT,
THERE WAS WILL.

PIRECTOR SENT ME
HOME AFTER ONLY |4
_| TWO WEEKS. ‘
(l S . RS i




L~
| AND, IT SEEMED THAT SUMMER, ..YOU KNOW I'M
WHEN T RAINED, IT POURED.. SO CAREFUL

g SLITHER...
...BUT, SOMEHOW HE
ESCAPEDP! I LOOKED
EVERYWHERE!

RUCE,
HONEY, SIT
DOWN.

I HAVE
SOME VERY
BAD NEWS.

I'VE ~o< _—

IDEA HOW [T
HAPPENED...

HE'S G-GONE.
I'M SO SORRY,
HONEY.

! e
IN MANY WAYS, LOSING
SLITHER WAS WORSE
THAN LOSING WILL.

PTG ISR WA AP .S

' E o YL |
5

& T'VE HEARD SNAKES CAN

N LIVE A LONG, LONG TIME. [
R

RS c\EN TODAY, I LIKE TO |4

TELL MYSELF SLITHER'S |

STILL OUT THERE...

...CRAWLING ARCUND IN THE WOODS
SNIFFING OUT SQUIRRELS AND FIELD
MICE, IN A KIND OF SNAKY HEAVEN.

N

s /2

OVER THE WEEKS

THAT FOLLOWED, HIGH SCHOOL I DECIDED I JUST
I SUNK LOWER WAS COMING DIDN'T WANT TO
AND LOWER. UP FAST. S udine il BE ANYMORE.

I VISITED THE LIBRARY, |
AND RESEARCHED THE
| BEST waY To DO IT

SCCON, I CAME
UP WITH A PLAN.

HONE i




Un uh, ~ NOT ON
KIDDO. , MY WATCH.

I'D READ [T'S ALMOST
PAINLESS, |F YOU PO
IT UNDERWATER.

THE SUNPAY BEFORE
SCHOOL STARTED, I
FAKED A FEVER, SO
I COULD STAY HOME.

BUT, EVEN [F IT HURT,
WHAT'D I CARE?

THEN, AS SOON AS
MY PARENTS LEFT
FOR CHURCH...

...I UNDRESSED
AND CREPT INTO
THE BATHROOM,
TO CARRY OUT
MY PLAN.

F-FLOOEY?
( B-BUT, YOURE
D\, NOT RE--

Shhh...DON'T
SAY [T ALoup!

THAT'S YERY
UNHEALTHY FOR
US FAIRIES!

o
| =

NONSENSE, VIS TIME WE
LITTLE ONE!  SAIL AND SAIL
THE SEAS...

P B-BUT, T WANNA
STAY HERE. IT'S

WARM ‘N COZY...

> ~
DIDN'T YOUR
MOM EVER TELL
YOU NOT TO PLAY
WITH SHARP
OBJECTS?
E YOU KNOW, MISS, N ‘ . = %
EVEN MORE THAN A Ty . o VS : :
GOOD SPANKING, ' . :

YOU NEED A
MAKE-OVER!

IN OTHER WORDS,
IT'S TIME FOR YOU
10 BE YoU!

...AND THEN, WE
SHALL COME TO
BYZANTIUM.




ALL THE SADNESS HAD
HOLLOWED ME OUT, LEAVING
BEHIND A RAW, JAGGED SPACE.

WITH A TRIP TO THE THRIFT ‘ -
OF DELILAH'S SCISSOKS... 3 L VOICE REVERBATED IN THAT ROUGH
3 - CATHEDRAL INSIDE ME, UNTIL IT
EMERGED, PARK AND UNBRIDLED.

...I'D KILLED THAT INNOCENT,
WIDE-EYED GIRL WITH THE
LONG, STRAIGHT BRAIDS.

| IN HER PLACE WAS A
L] TOUGHER, GRITTIER ME, WHO
' SWOONED AT THE BEAUTY OF

o
...AND DANCED WILDLY TO

THE HOWLING WINDS AND
BOOMING THUNPER OF

g0 0 0caaa 0o

IN MY EXCITEMENT, T DIDNT
CONSIDER AT ALL THAT MY
PARENTS MIGHT BE A TEENSY-
WEENSY BIT FREAKED OUT.




The Goth Years: Ages 15-17



A =R — " YOUR HAIR! PGonT worsy pADI
' pE ' ASPRRS.. [ Y-vourR LONg, || 1T’ qusT HaR! T
wiar iy r 4 s R\ DARK BEAUTIFUL GROWS BACK!

HEAVEN'S : 7 SIS BRAIDS! g

THE IMPORTANT
M-MY LITTLE THING IS, FAIRIES

y RUDY?I? ARE REAL!
G-GONE?/? <
X X I WAS IN THE

BATHTUB, YOU
KNOW, AND, BOOM!
THERE WAS THIS
BRIGHT LIGHT!

WAS IT BRIGHTER
THAN A THOLSAND
SUNS? MAYBE! I
SAW THE WHOLE
UNIVERSE--

W-WHAT'S
WRONG WITH
HER? IS SHE ON /
DRUGS?I?

A-ACTUALLY (
HONEY, SHE SCUNDS
LIKE YOU, WHEN
YOUR MOOP IS UP
TOO MUCH.

( 7ALK THIS OVER

A\ WITH YOUR
G FATHER!
idpuw-ull."bl —

F o

AND, YOU'VE _
GOT TO HAVE YOUR Y
CONFIRMATION /.~
RIGHT AwaY!

WANT WITH IT.

n YOUR SOUL IS
A\ IN EXTREME

NO MAKE-UR 4.

THOUGH, UNTIL N ™

JEOPARDY!
A YOU'RE OLDER!

FIRST, ABOUT YOUR
HAIR. WE DON'T LIKE IT.
BUT, IT'S YOURS AND
YOU CAN DO WHAT YOU

QUITE A WHILE ALL RIGHT RUDE,
LATER... HERE'S WHAT
WE'VE PECIPEL
N
-

SURE, MOM! NOW,
LET ME TELL YOU
ABOUT FAIRIES...

AND, YOU'LL WEAR
“( NORMAL CLOTHES
TO CHURCH AND
SCHOOL!

il g/ /

IT SEEMED LIKE A VERY
LIGHT SENTENCE, INDEED.

T

I THINK MY MOM KNEW
=N 25| SHE COULDN'T REALLY PUT
L =~ % THE GENIE BACK IN THE
‘ BOTTLE AT THAT POINT.

— = =




\ [
SOMEHOW IT WAS EASIER
TO GO THROUGH WITH IT
| NOW THAT I PIDPN'T REALLY
BELIEVE ANYMORE.
i OVER THE LAST MONTH, I' COME
| POWN FROM MY MANIA AND COULD
SEE THINGS MORE CLEARLY.
THAT NIGHT WAS ODDLY
A WARM FOR FALL.

I FELL ASLEEP AT PEACE, AS A PRY,
SULTRY BREEZE BLEW THOUGH MY WINDOW.

Then, I was standing on an
endless highway. Everything
around me looked parched and

lﬁyrniout.

The smell of stale
casoline wafted on .
an arid wind.

5
Y piskup truck |
approaghed.

The trugk stopped.
The man insjde was
N gaunt, with dirty,
Y blonde hair. His age
was hard to tell.
. 7 ! YR




Five hun'red
miles 'way
from home.

The sky turned to
twilight and he began
to sinﬂ in a dark,

|l "well, I playtd him 'gainst an age
He was a-starvation in my fage
Jagk of diamonds was a hard gard
to play“

" Where've you'
been anyway,

Your trugk
looks like
it'a been to
hell and

I been doing
gome hard
travelin' I
thought you
knowed.




| We drove on into
(Iniecht for a long
until we game to
tired, old motel.

Darbing, " AR P

darling, Wb - - ﬁlfollozed' ,
stand by me, § : : im. f don't
oh stand byy 51 % know yhy.

7/ Rudy, pretty
Rudy, some go
along with

return pretty ) = Whoa Blagk Rudy
Rudy=-0, if ever | =R ’_ BAKM-BA-LAM
I return, all e : ‘Bl Blagk Rudy needs

your gities I R LS wh;:/*'~r“v- a spankin'
will burn... s 55 A Yo

He moved from song o /" 2 the
to song. But, they [ : songs were
were all about me. =7 lall about me.




Then, the room wag £3lled
with the sgent of a hundred
thousand roses and I was
over th knee.

i THAT MORNING THERE WAS

A SUBSTITUTE PRIEST AT

MY CONFIRMATION.

- e I
APPARENTLY, FATHER |
BROWN HAD THE FLU. |

i
|
5
:
|

—

I DIDN'T FEEL LIKE A HYPOCRITE
TAKING THE SACRAMENT, EVEN
THOUGH I DIDN'T BELIEVE ANYMORE.

-

THE RITUAL PLEASED MY MOM,
AND THAT MADE ME HAPPY.

BUT, I SWEAR MY BOTTOM
WAS ACTUALLY SORE. AND, I
THERE WAS THE UNMISTAKABLE
S| METALLIC TASTE OF BLOOP IN
| THE WAFER.




A AN R ol R
MY MOM THOUGHT SHE'D
SAVED MY SOUL.

: "I DON'T KNOW

WHAT YOU'RE il
TALKING ABOUT, \
DOUCHE-BAG. yoU GONNA SELL i

i US A PIME BAG,
OR NOT?

Heh, heh. YOURE
THAT GIRL SEAMUS

SLAPPED ON THE
\ BUTT. AREN'T YA?

"
ey e

I'D DISCOVERED OTHER
MISFITS IN MIPDLEBRIDGE, SO
I WASN'T QUITE SO LONELY.

I WAS REALLY UP TO...

IF SHE ONLY KNEW WHAT

VR

DO YOU THINK WE
COME BACK AFTER WE
DIE? LIKE WE KEEP
GOING 'ROUND AND

'ROUND? ‘

ONE WAS JENNY'S FIRST
BOYFRIEND, BOB HICKEY.

IT'S NOT, LIKE,
JUST ONE SOUL.

THERE'S YURGAS FOR
HUMANITY. FOUR MILLION,
THREE HUNDRED
THOUSAND YEARS.

HE WAS ACTUALLY
REALLY SMART.

U/h, YOU PROBABLY
OUGHTTA LAY OFF
THE SHIT FOR A

WHILE, RUDE.

ANOTHER BOY WE HUNG OUT WITH, JASON
CROW, WAS ARTISTIC AND PLAYED GUITAR.
> . N S

| HE CLAIMED TO BE NATIYE AMERICAN,
T THOUGH IT WAS RUMOKRED HIS
,{;ﬁ’ MOTHER WAS VIETNAMESE.

YT T* T

P

THAT'S DEER MAN. I
SHOULDA BROUGHT
MY WALKMAN.

INNA GADDA DA
VIDA WOULD BE
PERFECT NOW.

3 T -y s
\
- \v

A

Um, PID YOU
GUYS JUST GET
TALLER?

I'VE TOTALLY GOT
THE MUNCHIES.
MCDONALD'S
ANYBODY?




THEN, THERE
WAS SCHOOL...

ALL RIGHT, CLASS
DISMISSET.  EXCEPT YOU, MS.
ding RUMPS. PLEASE
VI, STAY AFTER.
\ O'Corwmavy v oy

ON ITS OWN, IT'S A
FINE, SENSITIVE
READING OF HOPKINS.

P’ BUT, WITH YOUR
ILLUSTRATION OF
THE WINDHOVER--
_(T'S EXQUISITE.

I BELIEVE X
THIS IS YOURS.

W-WHAT'D I
DO WRONG
THIS TIME?

LET ME GIVE YOU A
PIECE OF APVICE,

YOUNG LADY. 5o 7o ART

SCHOOL. YOU'VE
GOT REAL TALENT

I ALWAYS SAT IN THE
BACK, SO I NEVER SAW

8 MR. TACK UP CLOSE.

——— =

FOR THE FIRST TIME, I
NOTICED HE WORE A
SINGLE, GOLP EARRING.

AND, GET YOURSELF
FAR AWAY FROM
MIPDLEBRIDGE.

Willians T o o gl 5
sl ¢ 'f‘_io,""“’f‘ YOU DON'T WANT TO
The W“ {4"7“‘ END UP CLEANING
Life . %\ BLACKBOARDS
Wit . lKE E.

AR TS

8| I LATER LEARNED HE'D
GRADUATED WITH HONORS ~‘
FROM THE UNIVERSITY OF - £
CHICAGO, AND WON PRIZES (| He'D PLANNED TO MAKE HIS
FOR HIS SHORT STCRIES. LIVING AS A WRITER, BUT
THINGS HADN'T QUITE TURNED
OUT THAT WAY FOR HIM.




8 MY MOM WAS SO THRILLED T [l

1 Was DOING WELL IN ENGLISH, [SAS
b THAT SHE AGREED TO LET ME g

Bl START LEARNING TO DRIVE.

e 1t . E - E
8| T STILL GOT A ‘D' IN MATH,
| THOUGH, AND HAD TO MAKE
| |7 UP IN SUMMER SCHOOL.

AS SOON AS I TURNED
SIXTEEN IN JUNE, T
GOT MY LICENSE AND
A JOB AT THE MALL.

WOULD YOU
LIKE FRIES WITH
THAT, DOUCHE-BAG?

»

DAY AFTER MY MATH
| cLASS, AND COME HOME

WITH MY HAIR SMELLING
| Like FRENCH FREES.

MY DAD ALSO
ENCOURAGED MY
INTEREST IN ART.

HE GOT ME TO SPREAD MY
WINGS AND TAKE AN EXTENSION
CLASS ON SATURDAYS AT THE

L i

| IT WAS A FORTY-FIVE | ~ /?
MINUTE DRIVE FROM AN
|| OUR HOUSE. o

Y T 1
/,/(" GETTING OUT OF

~_ | MIDDLEBRIDGE ON MY

- | OWN WAS COMPLETELY

* | LIBERATING, EVEN FOR
| JusT A FEW HOURS.

. 2 \\\\\\\\\\\VG 3

THE COURSE WAS
LIFE-PRAWING.

CALLING.

MY MOTIVATION: MY DAD
AGREED TO SELL ME HIS
OLD CAR, WITH A PAY-OFF
PLAN OF $15 A MONTH FOR
THE NEXT TWO YEARS.

TAiAE

FOUND MY i| T WAS ESPECIALLY GOOP

R T NEW I'D _ ?m{\ J

THE ANATOMY, AS YOU
| MIGHT'YE GUESSED.




WHEN ELEVENTH GRADE ROLLED AROUND,
I KEPT FLIPPING BURGERS AFTER SCHOOL
AND TAKING ART CLASSES ON SATURDAYS.

I ALSO FOUND OTHER [ -
THINGS TO DO AT NIGHT. [ =
A VAt Y

T >
/ IR
AWM o o v T T T
BN “s:o:o:O:o:o:c:o:o:
A Tt tetete et e e
L ERPE00252520 00

4 SOMETIMES, WE'D EVEN DRIVE TO

| A BAR NEAR THE STATE COLLEGE,
i AND GET IN USING FAKE IP’S BIG

NO, IT'S IN WHEN WAS THE
PRETTY MUCH, WHEN I LAST TIME YOU

WAS AWAKE IN SCHOOL, T
WAS DAYDREAMING ABOUT WERE AT THE MET?
BEING OVER HIS KNEE.

THE HIGHLIGHT OF EVERY
WEEK WAS MY SATURDAY
FAINTING CLASS, THOUGH.

I'D STAY AFTER TO TALK
TO THE TEACHER, MR.
NICK FIRENZI, ABOUT ART.

A
E us
i LTS.

HE WAS TWENTY-FIVE,
| TALL, DARK AND
& HANDSOME.

<

Oh, YOU'LL
LOVE IT!

= 2
Gosh, NOT SINCE MY

DAD TOOK ME FOR MY
THIRTEENTH BIRTHDAY.

SEEN VELAZQUEZ'S
g [AS MENINAS?

i [T W y
HE TOOK ME SERIOUSLY, F‘{k
UNLIKE MOST ADULTS. [
J - A o 8

T'LL LEND YOU A

BOOK WITH A GREAT
CHAPTER ABOUT IT.

SERIOUSLY?
MAYBE WE'LL HAYE
TO ORGANIZE A

FIELD TRIP! £
f'r,-" =\ Vv o) '




WERS ) ¢
NICK ENCOURAGED ME TO
APPLY TO ART SCHOOL, TCO. =7 i y
AND, FOR THE FIRST TIME I : WP W . Eh, YOU'RE NOT

A A REAL FOSSIBILITY. » U TS MG e\ ArE You? -
i . SOUND WEIRD, :

L % - " -
— g . o
fs A b ar N £ 7 CouLp I

i HE TOLD ME I'D NEED A PORTFOLIO, 3 ~od T . FAINT YOU?
§ SO I STARTED LOOKING AROUND FOR [l A\
SUITABLE SUBJECTS TO PAINT.

w7 I Y
8 T STILL BUMPED INTO AISHA QUITE A BIT,
".. WHEN SHE JOGGED NEAR MY HOUSE.

AL L

Hmmm. Well, ok,
REMBRANDT. WHAT

WORKING ON DO I HAVE TC DO?

FIGURE STUDIES
FOR ART CLASS..

...AND YOUR
MUSCLES ARE
PERFECT!

&)

PUT YOUR ARMS
BACK A LITTLE
MORE. GOOD! NOW,
, HOLD THAT POSE/

I WANTED TO MAKE
@ SURE I GOT EVERY
4 MUSCLE RIGHT.

W SHE WAS A GOOD SPORT
ABOUT IT, BUT BY THE END, T

THINK SHE WAS CONVINCED
I WAS NUTS.

2.

I WORKED FOR MONTHS
ON A PAINTING FROM
THE SKETCHES I'D
MADE THAT DAY,

T

| ART CAN BRING OUT
| MY OBSESSIVE
/| SIDE FOR SURE.




AS SUMMER DREW NEAR,
| I STARTED TO LET MY

HAIR GROW BACK. ) e
=y g
; Ml I FELT SOFTER, MORE

OPEN TO THE WORLD. 3

B MY STYLE CHANGED FROM %
ANGRY PUNK, TO...GOTH HIPPIE?
: ﬂn‘;k".. f
T'M SURE THE FACT I SAW
NICK EVERY SATURDAY HAD
4 SOMETHING TO DO WITH IT.
\

3 &

F . Y
IT WAS BECOMING MORE A
THAN JUST A CRUSH. N

PUT TWO AND ORI, Sy
TWO TOGETHER. [#vSkigs

CAN YOU BELIEVE
[T? I'M GONNA
PASS GEOMETRY!

IT'S GONNA
BE A GLORIOUS
SUMMER! NO MAKING
UP CLASSES!

JUST FRENCH-FRY
HAIR BY DAY, AND
GETTING WASTED

;& AL BY NIGHT!
LR b A e
Ny \ RE.

WE'RE MOVING TO |

ABILENE, TEXAS
NEXT MONTH.
STEP-DAD NUMEROC
FOUR'S IN OIL.

N
WHO WOULDA

THUNK IT, MY
BABY’LL BE

BORN IN TEXAS! |

JENNY HAD A HABIT

OF FORGETTING TO

TELL PEOPLE THINGS. §
B B/G THINGS.

YEAH. IT'S
BOB'S ALL
RIGHT.

HE WANTS ME TO
GO TO PLANNEDP
FPARENTHOOL.

MY SO DOES
A MY MOM.

BUT, I'M
GONNA KEEP
b THE BABY. /s

B-BABY? Oh
my God. I-1
DIDN'T--

I-IT'S BOB'S,
ISN'T IT?

" T'D NOTICED JE

WAS GAINING

| WEIGHT THE LAST

(17's A BOY, T
CAN TELL.

'» AND, HE'LL BE
TINY AND WARM AND
MOIST, AND IT'M
GONNA LOVE HIM LIKE
NOBOPY’'S EVER

LOVED ME. !

JUST TOO MUCH
MCDONALD'S.




THE GREENWOOD'S A
WONDEROUS PLACE
THAT TEEMS WITH LIFE.

2

BUT, IT ALSO HAS PARK
SPACES, IN THE SHADOWS OF
TALL TREES, WHERE SIMPLE,

BEAUTIFUL THINGS ENE

Lo WHERE DO I
B FUT MY HAND?

4| MOVED TO LIVE WITH
| HER SISTER IN ARIZONA.

SHE WROTE TO BOB FOR

YEARS, BUT HE NEVER

ANSWERED HER LETTERS.
T L 1Y

HER MOM AND STEP-DAD
CALLED HER A LOSER

AT SOME POINT, SHE

~ A F e

4 J NNY NEVER COMPLAINED, THOUGH, §
i ABOUT PLAYING SECONDP-FIPPLE.

..

oo -
SHE WAS USED TO BEING TAKEN
Sl ACVANTAGE OF, T SUPPOSE.

B we STAYED PENPALS
| FOrR A coUPLE YEARS,

ALL RlGHT WITH BEAUTIFUL
""% CURLY RED HAIR.

SHE PROFFED OUT

Wow/ 1
REALLY CAN
FEEL HIM A
KICKING" <

| I DON'T REMEMBER WHY
| WE STOPPED WRITING.

' PROBABLY I WAS TOO
BUSY WITH MY NEW
FRIENDS IN COLLEGE.

OF HIGH SCHOCL TO
TAKE CARE OF HIM.

T'LL MISS YOU
JENNY. MORE
\ THAN ANYTHING.

I'VE TRIED TO FINP HER
MANY TIMES OVER THE
YEARS, BUT NEVER COULD.

A b -

I'VE A FEELING SHE'S A
5| GRANPMOTHER NOW. A
VERY, VERY LOVING ONE.




WHEN I TURNED SEVENTEEN
THAT JUNE, JENNY HAD
L| ALREADY MOVED AWAY.

I'D PLANNED TO TAKE
THE DAY OFF FOR MY

BUT, A GIRL CALLED IN
SICK AT WORK, AND MY
BOSS TOLD ME I HAD

TO TAKE THE FIRST SHIFT.

. WHEN I WAS DONE, I

NICK, I RUSHED OVER
WITHOUT CHANGING.

WAS SO EXCITED TO SEE |

SMELL LIKE
FRIES.

-
SORRY, IF I

1
“HEY, T JUST GOT AN
IDEA OF SOMETHING
ELSE YOU COULD
GIVE ME!

'S AN OLD ¥
TRADLTION

e mnms
I HAD A SUDDEN
IMPULSE.

" Haha. HERE,
I GOT You
SOMETHING.

IT'S A
([ BOOK I THINK
YOU LL LIKE.

ol .

C'MON!
OVER HERE!

Oh, wow! T'LL
BET IT'S A
GORGEOUS

YOU'VE GOTTA |
DO THIS SITTING

I HADN'T PLANNEPD 1T,
LIKE I DID WITH WILL.

I'M SURE I'D HAVE
LOST MY NERVE, IF
I'D THOUGHT ABOUT
IT TOO MUCH.

f‘

FOR THE FIRST TIME, I FELT
LITTLE AND INNOCENT, AND
GROWN-UP AND NAUGHTY,
ALL AT THE SAME TIME.

DON'T FORGET,
ONE TO GROW

BIRTHDAY
GIRL.

¥ AND, T'VE GOTTA
GET IN THIS
POSITION...

TO THIS DAY, THE SMELL OF
FRENCH FRIES TAKES ME
BACK TO THAT MOMENT.

I GUESS EVERYONE HAS THEIR
OWN PERSONAL MADPELEINE.




| HE SMACKED SO GENTLY, T , _— % : Ry . TL\I;ETLEVE’—:EN
ONLY FELT THE MILDEST STING o .\ : - ; 3 S , s

MAGIC ELECTRIC
HAND SPREAD
THROUGH ME...

...SMOCOTH AND
JAGGED..FIRE AND
ICE...QUICKSILYER
AND [RON...

...FIFTEEN... {
...SIXTEEN...
...SEVENTEEN...
...AND ONE TO

...AND, THE EIGHTEENTH
SWAT TURNED THE
WORLD BRIGHT AN

by

PRI U B

...50, WITH ONE SOFT,
SIGHING BREATH, THE
ORIGINAL GARPEN

7§ ZM-'L MVAVAVE 4 SRR MVAVAVE J O LA W W -’L‘

(e o ARl (TA E
INSTEAD, I SETTLED
FOR A KISS.

...BUT, T WAS AFRAID HE'D
THINK T WAS A FREAK IF
I PUSHED IT TOO FAR.

A LONG, FASSIONATE |
KISS. WITH TONGUES. g

M




Um, NICK.
NEXT TIME WE
MAKE LOVE...

..WILL YOU DO
WHAT YOU DID ON

Hmm? WHAT
DO YOU MEAN,
BABE? TALK
ABOUT ART?

AND, THAT GAYE ME

| THE COURAGE TO
| ASK FOR MORE.

NO, SILLY!
I MEAN
§-SPANK ME!

IT WAS SCARY EVEN
SAYING THE WORP
ALOUD, THOUGH.

NICK SAW SPANKING
AS AN S&M THING.

—ae— =
Nars e -

I DIDN'T UNPERSTAND MY
SPANKO FEELINGS VERY WELL YET,

SO THAT SEEMED TO MAKE SENSE.

e Wi 1
HE ADMITTED HE WASN'T INTO [T,
-4 BUT HE DID IT BECAUSE HE
| WANTED TO PLEASE ME.

| FIRST, HE'D KIND OF WRESTLE
(| WiTH ME, AND BITE MY
EARLOBES A LITTLE.
7 k| |
Ml THEN, HE'D ROLL ME OVER
| AnD smack my BoTTOM.

[ 4 TG T 1
ikl IT WASN'T HARD AT ALL,
ALMOST LIKE CARESSES. |

i s -
STILL, IT FELT LIKE
THE GREATEST THING
IN THE WORLD.

AR/ STILL A LITTLE
PUNKETTE, ARE
You?

WHIPS AND CHAINS
AND LEATHER
GOQUS, eh?

AND, THAT CLASS, IS
HOW I SPENT MY
SUMMER VACATION.




T . DY

‘| NICK HAD ENCOURAGED ME
| TO ENTER MY PAINTING OF
| AISHA IN A COMPETITION
FOR YOUNG ARTISTS. :
T 178 X
S e, PO Wk, U I|! /
=] TO MY UTTER
.~ ‘| AMAZEMENT, 1 GOT |
1.« | A LETTER SAYING I'D jf| p
| BEEN PICKED AS A |iB=i g
.+ | FINALIST. N ) i

p ;-',‘L; ) : R
R A T .
1‘{\‘ THEY INVITED ME TO
4. | EXHIBIT MY PAINTING
«' | AT AN ART SHOW IN

| manHATTAN THAT ||
[ ocroger. &
>« 71 ParenTs were IviTED, ToO.

2 sy | MY DAD CAME, OF COURSE.
iy | BUT, MY MOM STAYED HOME
4 .| WiTH “HEADACHES.”

R

o i, A

PRINK,

£ | THERE WEREN'T MADAME?

PEOPLE LIKE THIS
IN MIDDLEBRIDGE.

: | Rude Rump,
1 Middic
Lt | Fg

|

‘| MY DAD TOLD THE

| SERVERS I WAS
OLP ENOUGH TO
DRINK. I FELT YERY
SOPHISTICATED. 5

FINALLY, T FELT
LIKE T WAS IN
MY ELEMENT.

A T —
IT'S SO...Ahem, 3
I ALSO STARTED TO
EPRESENTATIONAL.
|| FEEL VERY PRUNK. SR TErAL g
B - YR

IT WAS A HARBINGER OF 3

A LIFELONG PROBLEM. 1 4
GET ANXIOUS ARCUND
LOTS OF PEOPLE, SO I
DPRINK AND DRINK, TO TRY |
TO CALM MY NERVES.

Y T T

-




—a
Hmm. A e
PASTICHE OF L FINALLY IT WAS

@UAINT STYLES. TIME TO ANNOUCE
[ IRONIC KITSCH?  \ou THE WINNERS.
CONFRONTATIONAL?
BEWILPERING.

FIRST PLACE GOES _..THE DOMINANT
TO GEORGE GEEF OF FPARADIGM
LAGUARDIA HIGH A DELICIOUS THROUGH BOLD
FOR “REDR” _, ABSTRACTION OF ~~ oRrR WITHOUT
! ANGER THAT )
SUBVERTS...
s

THEY WENT ON AND ON
LIKE THAT, FOR WHAT
SEEMED LIKE HOURS.

=

—— I 87 - o . -
T WAS SO PLASTERED, I] © Lagt © | e
COULD BARELY STANZZ | e Nt (-

THIRD PLACE GCES
TO RUDE RUMPS OF
MIDDLEBRIDGE HIGH
FOR “RUNNER.” )
BT AN IRONIC WORK THAT

' SHOCKS WITH ITS STARK
REPRESENTATIONALISM...

\ _ N
[¥ _ ) & | ..WHILE FORCIg

US STRIDENTLY TO
CONFRONT THE
BEAUTY OF THE

HUMAN FORM.

THE ROOM KEPT
SPINNING AROUND
AND AROUND.

]
SECOND
PLACE GOES
TO MICHAEL
GREENBLATT...

I WAS CONYINCED THE
WHOLE CEREMONY WAS
A BAD HALLUCINATION. §

N et O T NN

...OF ALEXANDER N
HAMILTON HIGH FOR )
"DEAD DOT"...

THE NEXT THING T REMEMBER = ;' |
WAS WAKING UP IN BED WITH |
A TERRIBLE HANGOVER.

WHEN I FINALLY GOT UP TO GET
A GLASS OF WATER, IT WAS LATE
AFTERNOON THE NEXT DAY.

A MYSTERIOUS CHANGE
HAD HAPPENED IN OUR
LIVING ROOM.

THE HORRID PAINTING
WE'D HAD ON THE WALL
FOR YEARS WAS GONE.

v [_—“.’\‘é'f/
IN ITS PLACE WAS
MY PAINTING.
Lo
AND, I NOTICED AN [(5> <
ENVELOPE SLIPPED [\ %
IN THE CORNER OF [ <,
| THE FRAME. /




THE WINTER OF TWELFTH GRADE
WAS A HARD SLOG, THROUGH
BORING CLASSES AND ENPLESS
BURGER FLIPPING.

P

BUT FINALLY, SPRING ARRIVED,

AND WITH IT, A BIG ENVELOFE [ ‘\“ |

FROM NESFFAX,

THEY EVEN GAVE ME A | Iaiiiith
SMALL SCHOLARSHIF ey

IT WASN'T MUCH, REALLY.
I'D STILL HAVE TO BEG,
BORROW, STEAL, AND
WAITRESS TO ATTEND.

I COULD HARDLY SAY
NO TO MY PREAM ART
SCHOOL, THOUGH.

IT FELT LIKE I'D
| WON THE LOTTERY.

R
NICK WAS THE FIRST
. PERSON I TOLD THE

NEWS TO.

Y

*NEW ENGLAND SCHOOL
FOR FAMOUS ARTISTS
(NOT A REAL PLACE, BUT
BASED ON ONED.

— e’

]

I KNOW, BUT \Z BESIDES, THAT'S
AUGUST'S WHEN  THE RIGHT TIME
FOR US, TCO.

BUT
CAN’

I LOVE YOU BABE,

YOU KNOW WE

T KEEP THIS UP

FOREVE' YOU'LL BE

I /" EIGHTEEN IN

A FEW MONTHS,

AND GOING OFF

B\ TO COLLEGE<
T'LL BE TWENTY

SEVEN, AND IF I

STAY HERE, T'LL

KEEP GOING
NOWHERE.

I HAVE SOME NEWS,
TOO. I'M GOING TO
CALCUTIA...

..IN AUGUST. )

WHEN WE FIRST MET,
NICK HAD TOLD ME HE
PLANNED TO JOIN THE
PEACE CORPS SOMEDAY.
P I
BUT, I'D THOUGHT THAT
WAS JUST A FAR-OFF
PIPE-PREAM.

e
I-INDIA?
A-AUGUST?

I-I THOUGHT I'D
COME BACK ON
WEEKENDS, AND
SEE YOU!

THAT SUMMER REMINDED
ME OF THE MOVIE
"HAROLD AND MAUDE.”

: g7

NICK AND I TRIED TO
PACK ALL WE COULDP
INTO THOSE MONTHS.

ElE

WE CRIED, WE LAUGHED, WE
HAD SEX, WE ATE CAVIAR.

| BUT, A PEATH HAD BEEN

| FORETOLD, AND EACH DAY, d
THE END DREW NEARER.




; T SAY, THIS ¥ ..AND, NOT G-gosh, DAD,

WHEN AUGUST CAME, I COULDN'T ; BRINGS BACK  ENTIRELY EVERY PARENT

| WAIT TO LEAVE MIDDLEBRIDGE. / T A\MEMORIES... ., GOOD ONES. S-SPANKED IN
B-BESIDES, IT

N\ THOSE DAYS.

L |

NEVER REALLY

THERE WAS NOTHING LEFT T'M S-SORRY R e

TO HOLD ME THERE, EXCEPT WE WERE SO :

GHOSTS OF THE PAST. HARD ON YOU : .
SOMETIMES, THE FIRST PART OF

RUDE. WHAT I SAID WAS

MORE OR LESS TRUE.

ESPECIALLY
H-HITTING
YOuU.

OF COURSE, THOSE
MEMORIES WERE FAR
MORE COMFLICATED
THAN MY DAD KNEW.

BUT, ON THAT LAST DAY
AT HOME, I NEEPED TO
KEEP THINGS SIMFLE.

DON'T JUST E
STAND THERD——\ |

| was VERY |
HELP HER || SPECIAL.
WITH THAT

| LUCKILY, MY MOM
WALKED IN AND WE
DROPPED THE SUBJECT.

I-I'VE GOT IT MOM.
[-IT'S JUST LIGHT
ART SUPPLIES.

DAD CAN HELP WITH
THE HEAVY BOXES
ON MY BED.

| T CONTAINED

HUNDPREDS OF MY
| SPANKY DRAWINGS...

...DOG-EARRED BOOKS
AND COMICS CONTAINING
SPANKING REFERENCES...

...NOTEBOCKS FILLED WITH
UNSENT LETTERS TO WILL
AND MY BAD ATTEMPTS AT

FOR PECADPES I'D CARRY AROUND
THAT BOX FULL OF SECRETS, AS 1
MOVED FROM CITY TO CITY.

UTENSILS T'D STOLEN
TO SPANK MYSELF WITH.
[ —

”DON'T WORRY,
HONEY. SHE'LL
BE FINE! SHE'S GROWN BIG

AND STRONG
CARRYING VATS OF
FRENCH FRY OIL!

N-NO, SHE'S
N-NOT BIG.

PT packep you Tons N
OF POSTCARDS, SO :
WRITE EVERY DAY!  |F you GET
2 HOMESICK, CALL
COLLECT WHENEVER
YOU WANT! <

SHE'S STILL MY
LITTLE GIRL, MY
PRECIOUS LITTLE

BABY GIRL. _ «

/ AND, I BOUGHT YOU
LOTS OF UNDERWEAR,
SO YOU'LL ALWAYS

HAVE A CLEAN PAIR!

B

||
ML

K
AN

'
Y 4




AT AGE EIGHTEEN, I'D
FELT MIPPLEBRIDGE
CLOSING IN ON ME...

...THE SMALL-MINDED PEOPLE,
THE ETERNALLY QUIET STREETS,
THE COOKIE-CUTTER HOUSES...

THE FUNNY THING IS, k
NOW I'D GIVE ANYTHING |
TO GO BACK.

I'VE VISITED THERE
OVER THE YEARS.
RECENTLY EVEN.

NOW, THE OPEN LAKE THAT JENNY
AND CHARLEY AND I USED TO
SWIM IN WITHOUT ANY SUPERVISION,
HAS A FENCE AROUND T AND A
LIFEGUARD STATION.

A STARBUCKS HAS REPLACED
THE ABANDONED TRAIN STATION,
WHERE I'D ACTED IN SEAMUS’
“MOVIE" AND LATER SMOKED
POT WITH MY GANG OF MISFITS.

| Ut 'S NOT JuST
MIDDLEBRIDGE THAT'S
CHANGED T HAVE.

WHEN I VISITED MY OLD BROWNIE CAMP
RECENTLY, THOSE WOOPS THAT'D SEEMED SO
YAST AND MAGICAL TO AN EIGHT-YEAR-OLD,
NOW LOOKED SO SMALL AND ORDINARY.

T
T

I GUESS I'VE SEEN TOO MANY
GRANDER, BETTER FORESTS IN

AT

i

I W

FLOOEY, T'VE A
FEELING WE'RE NOT
IN MIDULEBRIDGE
ANYMORE.

W

B <O NO, T CAN'T EVER GO
BN BACK, NO MATTER HOW [
B MUCH I MIGHT WANT TO.

3

AND THAT WAY, THERE WILL
ALWAYS BE SOMETHING OF /
SUMMERS AND HORSES AND &
CHARLEY IN THIS WORLE.

7




The Man With White Gloves



I thought 1 was done making comics about my childhood when | finished
GUS, but then the spanking artist GM reappeared on the internet after
what seemed like decades. GM had created this whole fictional universe of
comics from the forties that had spanking scenes in them. | loved his
invented history of spanko comics (and, after all, real comics from that
era, like Little Lulu, were chock full o’ spankings). His stuff had certainly
inspired my work! Anyway, one day he posted a panel from GUS, said it
was one of his favorites in my graphic novel, and that he’d love to hear
more stories about it. Of course, | had to do something. At first | was just
going to do a picture or two, but his post sparked lots of memories, and |
decided | had to do a whole story about it. So, here | am, three years after
GUS, doing more comics about my childhood!

This story is about my recollections of my earliest spanking fantasy, about
a man who always wore white gloves. | couldn’t have been older than
preschool or Kindergarten age, because | distinctly remember thinking
about this during naptime at school. The teacher would turn off the lights
and we’d have to lie on these mats on the floor and go to sleep. | hated
naptime, because | wanted to keep playing or reading books. Besides, |
could never fall asleep. So, instead I'd tell myself what | called “spanky
stories.” These were no simple daydreams, but instead were these
elaborate soap operas I'd continue over months.

The stories took place in all sorts of locales and had a big cast of
characters, whose backstories I’d think about constantly. | was always the
protagonist and a good part of the stories had nothing to do with
spanking—I'd make friends with fairies, develop magical powers, go on
adventures, solve mysteries, etc. However, somehow the threat of a
spanking always loomed in the background, and this is what made the
stories so exciting for me. This was obviously long before spanking had
erotic connotations for me. It just seemed endlessly fascinating and |
didn’t really question why at that age.

Where did the ideas for my fantasies come from? Looking back on it, I'm
sure | was influenced by books, comics, TV shows, and movies. | loved fairy
tales, especially ones that were a bit dark. There was something thrilling
about reading the machre parts of those stories, not unlike thinking about
spankings. | loved stories with Victorian and Gothic settings, too, probably
for the same reasons. There were also shows on at the time with those
themes, like Dark Shadows and The Addams Family, which was one of my
favorites (I identified with Wednesday for sure).

What about the white gloves? Well, white symbolizes purity and being
unblemished. It also conveys aspects of class and “special handling” as in
“white glove service.” Cartoon characters, like Mickey Mouse and Bugs
Bunny also wore white gloves. So, maybe | got the idea from that kind of
thing. But, what about the spanking part, or making plaster casts of my
bottom? I really have no idea...I'll have to leave that for the Freudians out

| Ride Romf
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“THE MAN WITH
WHITE GLOVES”

Art & Story by
RUDE RUMPS

WHEN I WAS FIVE, IF T REALLY
MISBEHAVEL, MY MOTHER

WOULD SENP ME TO STAY WITH
THE MAN WITH WHITE GLOVES.

d

[
HE LIVED FAR AWAY, IN A
- BIG HOUSE BY THE SEA.

= & T
- g

HIS PET FALCON, SIR FLEMING, §
AND TWO SERVANTS, OLD
MURKEL AND FLOOEY.




o O S
HE ALWAYS WORE FORMAL,
OLD-FASHIONED CLOTHES. —
YOU MAY READ et
ANYTHING IN MY
LIBRARY.

THERE IS A WHOLE
SHELF OF BOOKS
ABOUT LONELY DPOLLS,
WHICH I THINK YOU MAY
ESPECIALLY ENJOY.

THESE
ART-MAKING
THINGS ARE
FOR YOU.

YOU MAY USE THEM IN

THE CONSERVATORY,

OR OUTSIPE, |F IT IS
GOOD WEATHER.

BUT, OF COURSE, YOU
MUST NEVER DRAW
ON THE WALLS.

"YOUR PANCAKES,
. MISS RUPE.

i HIS SERVANTS WOULD
BRING ME WHATEVER
I WANTED TO EAT.

T

| THEN, I'D TELL HIM LONG

| TALES THAT I'D MAKE UP ON |

| THE SPOT, AS HE SUPPED ON I
HIS TWENTY-COURSE MEALS.

<




...I'D HAVE TO BENP? OVER
HIS KNEE AND RECEIVE A
TREMENDOUS SFANKING.

HIS GLOVED HAND MADE A VERY
S Lour, BUT SLIGHTLY MUFFLED

SOUND, EVERY TIME IT STRUCK

THE SEAT OF MY POOR PANTIES.

AND, STRIKE IT DI,

\ " | HE SPANKED AND SPANKED,
ﬁ . , UNTIL MY BACKS(DE FELT
) : STl LikE 1T WAS ON Fmg,

T g
OVER AND OVER.

AND THEN, HE S‘PANKEP
SOME MORE.




{ THEN, ALL WAS FORGIVEN.
EXCEPT, AS HE GENTLY
CARRIED ME UP TO BED..

WHEN MY SPANKING WAS L AN ..HE ALWAYS REPEATED m
STAND IN THE CORNER UNTIL [l ---WHICH TOOK EXACTLY
AN HOURGLASS RAN DOWN... [l TWENTY-TWO MINUTES ‘ t |‘ J
AND THREE SECONDS.

I REGRET TO INFORM YOU,

MISS RUDE, THAT WHEN [T IS

THE LAST EVENING OF YOUR

STAY HERE...

..IE NO CHOICE
BUT TO ADMINISTER
A BARE-BOTIOM

SPANKING!

AND OF COURSE, I'D

o THINK ABOUT THAT [
' ; : ALL NIGHT LONG.
WHEN I WOKE UP THE A - -

NEXT MORNING, THOUGH, I
ALWAYS FELT REFRESHED

NEXT, I'D FAINT, OFTEN IN
THE GARDPEN, AND FLOCEY |

e BREBAREE WOULD GIVE ME ?’.'PS.

YOUR PLASTER OF

PARIS, MISS RUDE. Oh yes, MISS RUDE,

‘ THAT'S AN EXCELLENT
; / IDEA, PRACTICIN' YOUR
AFTER BREAKFAST, I'D . v - SHADES OF RED
PRACTICE ART, BEGINNING | . — g [
WITH SCULPTURE.

Ip HONE MY SKILLS
EACH DAY, BY MAKING
A PLASTER CAST OF

MY BOTTOM.

THE MAN WITH WHITE GLOVES
WAS AN EXPERT ON SUCH THINGS,
AND WOULD CRITIQUE MY
HANDIWORK WHEN I WAS DONE.

AND, ONCE A WEEK, HE'D SENDP ALL THE
| CASTS HOME TO MY MOTHER, SO SHE COULD
| SEE I WAS LEARNING MY LESSONS WELL.




PRACTICE, WERE A TIME FOR
FUN. OLD MURKEL WOULD :
PLAY GAMES WITH ME. i WELL, WE
TR : Y WERE HAVIN' A
TEDPPY BEAR
WHAT DID YOU &' N PICNIC... _
TWO PLAY AT M e ] pe
§*" ...BUT, THE BIG SILLY 8> ' SO, ME 'N' SIR
GOT BORED WID [T, L 4 FLEMING WENT
‘N' CHANGED INTO A oY o | =, A HUNTIN'/
. HARE 'N' RAN 'WAY... i ; ‘ :

| GOOD RABBIT STEW.
AT

WHEN TWILIGHT FELL,
8 I'D SOMETIMES GET §
HOMESICK.

Oh, PON'T
BE SADP
MISS RUDE.

HE'S NOT o | . g B A
ACTUALLY YOUR . | L) AND ANY TIME
FATHER, YOU . [ g 1 YOU'RE LONELY, YOU
KNOW. ’ . CAN HOLD HIM AND
| ’ 1 \ ' i TALK TO HIM.

THIS |S YOU
REAL FATHER,

THE MOON.

FLOOEY ALWAYS KNEW
JUST WHAT TO S




THE EVENING SPANKINGS WERE
FOR MY MISBEHAVIOR AT HOME, & . - ‘.
BUT I RECEIVED MORE IF I GOT \ / _ ...WHICH EARNED ME LOOOONG
IN TROUBLE WITH THE MAN WITH @ j / SESSIONS ON THE SPANKING
WHITE GLOVES HIMSELE v 1 , / "\ Wl MACHINE IN THE ATTIC,

— : ;

LIKE, WHEN I PREW
ON THE WALLS...

——— e

*ACTUAL PRAWING I
DD IN CHILDHOOR?
Tz

’r
R

Ul
b ¥
OR, THE TIME WHEN HE
WAS NAPPING AND I
DECIDED TO SEE WHAT

H| WAS UNDER HIS GLOVES...

=
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IT WAS ALWAYS IN THE
AUTUMN WHEN I'D KNOW
IT WAS TIME TO LEAVE.

SURE, I WAS HOMESICK, BUT MOSTLY 1
MISSED TRICK-OR-TREATING AND GETTING
THOSE FULL-SIZED THREE MUSKETEER
CANPY BARS OUR NEIGHBOR GAVE OUT.
E._ |

FOR SOME REASON, THEY

DIPN'T HAVE THOSE WHERE THE

MAN WITH WHITE GLOVES LIVER

Y 4 r

SO, INEVITABLY THE DREADED |
EVENING WOULD COME.

IN NO TIME, MY REAR-ENP
FELT LIKE IT WAS BEING STUNG
BY MILLIONS OF BEES WHILE
BEING BOILEP IN OIL.

*I'M PRETTY SURE I HAPN'T
YET GOTTEN A BARE
BOTTOM SFANKING IN REAL
LIFE, SO I IMAGINED IT'C BE
UNBELIEVABLY HORRIBLE!

=

WHEN HIS GLOVED PALM
STRUCK MY BARE SKIN IT
| MADE AN AWFUL SOUNE
5 LIKE A MALLET TENDERIZIN
B A CHUNK OF VEAL.

LOWER YOUR
UNPERPANTS, MISS
RUDE, AND BENDP
OVER MY KNEES.

|| ..AND THEN, I'D WAKE
i P IN MY BED AT HOME,

HE SFANKED AND | FIVE AGAIN, SAFE (AND

| SPANKELD, AND SOUNDLY SPANKED)...
SPANKEDP SOME MORE... B - —

! Yl
...UNTIL THE NEXT TIME
MY MOTHER SENT ME
TO STAY WITH THE MAN
WITH WHITE GLOVES.

§

X
o,
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Two years in the making, Rude Rump’s graphic novel tour de
force, “Growing Up Spanko,” resides in a category all its own.
Her memoir brings to life for her readers the vicissitudes of
growing up with a particularly socially-unacceptable variety of
spanking fetish. Begmnmg with her earliest memories, Ms.
Rumps recounts her experiences growing up in a home with
parents who both loved her and hit her, along with her guilty
secret fascination with the latter. Replete with both humor and
pathos, “Growing Up Spanko” brings to life the human story of a

“pervert’s” journey through childhood and adolescence, and
succeeds to a degree unprecedented in the visual arts.
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— HandPrince

webmaster of The Handprints
Spanking Art & Stories Page




