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PLEASE —HE'S HERE -
I KNOW HE'S HERE -~ HE
MEANS NOTHING TO A
FLOOZ/E L IKE YOU--HE'S
TOO YOUNG, TOO INNOCENT--

“TRASHY TRAMPS,
DOLLOPS OF TROLLOPS!”

—Dan Greenfield, 13th Dimension
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When we first conceived this comic, we thought about calling it
Weird Romance. 1 was buying some vintage issues of romance
comics at Bud Plant’s booth at the San Diego Comic Con and told
him about our plans. Bud pushed for our an alternate name, Weird
Love. 1 was sold!

Bud and many other people helped us along the way. Michele Nolan,
The Scarlet Beam, Jim Vadeboncoeur, Jr., Tillmann Courth, Rebecca
Sevrin, Jeff Gelb, Mike Howlett, Steven Thompson, Carol Tilley,
Karen Green, ComicBookGirl19, Greg Goldstein, Ted Adams, Paula
Adams, and Chris Ryall come to mind.

Don’t forget that Weird Love is also a series of hardback books.
There are six available at your local comic book shop, in book
stores, and online. Wanna get more weird love? Join us at the group

Romance Comics on Facebook.

Meanwhile, stay weird, especially when you’re in love!

— Clgin Gussons @ Craig Wfoe
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and CRAG YOE
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IT was MAD/ CRAZY.! INCONCEIVABLE! YET HERE I WAS, FALLING UNDER THE
MYSTIC SPELL OF A,..

A RECKLESS IMPULSE DROVE ME TO BRAVE AS MY STRENGTH RAPIDLY EBBED AWAY,
A LONE MIDNIGHT SWIM IN THE TEMPEST- THE WATERS CLOSED OVER ME. I RE-
UOUS WATERS FRINGING THE CAPE COD SIGNED MYSELF TO DIE. MY CONSCIOUS-
SUMMER RESORT OF PROVINCEVILLE... NESS FADED.

I...TLL NEVER MAKE =

IT SAFELY BACK TO .z
\_._. SHORE/

Personal Love v.2 #5, May — June 1959. Art: Ted Galindo. Publisher: Prize.



LATER... MY EYELIDS FLUTTERED OFEN.

1 WAS ASHORE, AND BEFORE MY BLURRED

VISION WAVERED THE HANDSOMEST FACE
I HAD EVEE SEEN/

WHO... ARE YOUP WHY
ARE YOU DRESSED SO
STRANGELY P w

THAT/ I...

NO MORTAL MAN COULD BE

SO HANDSOME ! NO MATERIAL
BEING COULDP VANISH, LIKE
I'VE BEEN SAVED
FROM I?QOWNrNC—;- BY A

LATER, IN MY BEACH CABIN,
I RATIONALIZED THE IN-

CREPIBLE.

IT MUST HAVE
BEEN A MALLLIC/INATION.
SOMEHCOW, I FOUGHT MY
WAY ASHORE , THROUGH THE
VIOLENT SEA...

..« AND IN MY EXHAUSTED STATE, MY
MIND PLAYED 7TR/CKS ON ME. YES, THAT'S
IT. IT WAS NOTHING <
SUPERNATURAL . Sy e
SIMPLY A CASE
OF NERVES.

AND YET... SOMEHOW... I CAN'T HELP :
WISHING THAT IT HAD REALLY HAPPENED!
WHY MUST SLUICH A HANDSOME FACE BE
SEEN ONLY IN DREAMS ?




OH, YES, VERY MUCH |
SO. THIS 1S MY FIRST
[ VISIT To PROVINCE -

ENJOYING
NEXT YOUR
MORNING, IN | VACATION,
THE LIGHT MISS

OF DAY, N
THE ol
PRECEDING -
EVENING'S
HALLUCINATION
SEEMED
RIDICULOUS.
I WENT
INTO THE
VILLAGE ON |
A SHOPPING
SPKEE...

OH, Ng% ITS B :
e, IT..IT'S H-MHimM!
PQSSIELE.,_‘ THE GHOST I
" ) AMAGINED. .. I

THIS IS /MPOSSIBLE.! SINCE JOHN N
HALIBURTON EXISTED YEARS AGO &
IN REAL LIFE, MY IMAGINATION
COULDN'T HAVE MADE HIM UP/
THEN... WHAT. .

BRONZE
GIANT... MY
HEART
FLUTTERING
MADLY...
MY MIND
REELING
AND
GROPING
AT THE
UNBELIEV -
ABLE /

THE ANSWER SUDDENLY CAME TO ME, AND EL

I BREATHED A SIGH OF RELIEF.

A STRANGE SENSE
L ANTICIPATION/ .

NIGHT, AS
OF COURSE/ I mUST HEAVY
HAVE SEEN THE = FOG ONCE [ —
STATUE BEFCRE, AGAIN

BUT HARDLY SHROUDED Y=
NOTICED IT. THE

AFTER THAT BEACH,
DESPERATE SOME-

SWIM TC SHORE, THING - %

MY FRAZZLED IMPELLED )
NERVES PLAYED ME TO

TRICKS ON ME ! WALK

' ALONG

THE ;
DESOLAIE. Yl
PROVING
VILLE
SHORE




IT WAS CHILDISH, BUT T HAD
VENTURED OUT IN1Q THAT
FOG IN HOPE OF ONCE AGAIN
ENCOUNTERING THE HAND-
SOME PHANTOM OUT CF
TIME AND SPACE...

DON'T BE A FOOL,
[ MAUREEN/ GO _aff
BACK ! < Yy

BUT I WALKED ON AND ON iN
THE ENVELOPING FOG. IT
WAS AS THOUGH T TRCPD
THROUGH AN ALIEN DIMEN -
SION...! MY MIND HURLED
BARBS AT MY CREDULITY...
YET MY HEART WOULD NOT
gklécgw MY STEPS TO TURN

SOMETHING COMING
THROUGH THE HAZE...

I HEARD A MENACING GROWL
..+ AND THEN THE OBJIECT OF
MY APPREHENSION CAME
INTC VIEW. IT WAS A VICIOUS
DOG.! FANGS BARED, IT -
PARED TO ATTACK!

GO AWAY.! DO YOU HEAR
ME ? KEEP A\:‘V:\EYI FROM

| UNEXPECTEDLY, THE DOG'S EYES BULGED
[ IN FRI‘C—:HT YELPING FEAI?F‘LILL.Y IT SPED

OFF/

NOW WHY [N
THE WORLD...D

IDENTITY.

AND THEN I SENSELP ANOTHER PRESENCE.
EVEN BEFORE ITURNED I KNEW ITS

HE GLIDED l—-—

DIVINE LIPS LIGHTLY CARESSED MINE,

TOWARD ME —

WITH INFINITE TENDERNESS...

THROUGH
THE FOG...
MY GHOSTLY

RESCUER

~

LB

CLOSED MY
 TO UNDREAMED HE!GHTS OF ECSTASY...

ES, MY HEART SOARING

WITH THE
SUPERNALLY
HANDSOME

APPROACH, . |, &'
SCARCELY. - (¢
BREATHING, E '
TINGLING
THROUGH N @
AND = S q
THROUGH... <
BUT NOT =
FROM = —
FEAR... _ :




{ OPENED

MY EYES

AN

INSTANT

LATER,

L JOHN

HALIBURTON
=

ETERNITY...

JOHN ! ComE
MY LOVE [/

BEACK,

-

AN THEN THE FULL REALIZATION OF
WHAT HALD OGCCURRED FIERCED MY
| MY HEART WITH SOUL -SHAKING
| IMPACTS

I'M IN LOVE WITH A GHOST--
BURTON ...

— —

IT'S WRONG, NO LIVING
WOMAN CAN LOVE A GHOST!
1 MUST GET AWAY FROM

I'Ll. CATCH THE FIRST BUS

CUT OF TOWN, IN THE MOCRN -
ING. I'LL FORGET THIS EVER
HAPPENED. I'VE GOT TO

NEXT MORNING, IN THE BUS

TERMINAL, I WAS SO JITTERY,

I FELT A DESPERATE NEED
TO DIVERT MY MIND.

THIS HAUNTED BEACH... 3§
R FOREVER/ ¥

FORGET ! I MUST/ I MUST/
C Dy §

i

I'LL BUY A BOOK... ANY

V..THIS SUCCESSFUL
YOUNG AUTHOR WRITES
MANY OF HIS MYSTERY
BOOKS IN HIS
PROVINCEVILLE
BEACH CABIN, 94
WHILE INDULGING
HIS IDIOSYNCRASY
OF WEARING A
COSTUME SIMILAR
TO HIS FAMOUS
ANCESTORS,, "






