
What beautiful
music they make,

my children
of the --

Dracula had
many things going
for him, but when it
came to music, let’s
just say his taste

was all in his mouth.

My tastes are more rarefied.
Alas, for many years I was forced 
to play unaccompanied, for there 
was no choir to sing along to my 
virtuoso performances. That was 
before I found my little choir here.

Leave
off!

AAAIIEEEEE!!!!

Sorry,
sorry.

No, these
aren’t Lord

Dracul’s children
of the night.

Oh noes, 
drama!

He’s at
it again!



I heard them coming a mile away. 

All they needed was firm leadership, 
something they’d never get from their 
good-natured, bumbling choir-master. 

In their bus, they sounded more like 
a barrel full of sick cats rolling 
down a hill than a children’s choir. 

But I could hear their potential. 

He wasn’t even able to 
maintain discipline while 
driving the choir’s bus.



And so 
that’s how 
you make a 
blue-box. 

Free calls 
for life!

We’re doing
it tonight.

The old
man will be

asleep by 8PM,
he always is.

You bring the 
knives, I’ll bring 

the goat.

So that’s when 
I said to her, 
if you really 

loved me, you’d 
do this for me. 

So she did it.

The Monkees
are just
dreamy! 

Johnny
get angry/

Johnny
get mad!/

You’d be 
crazy not 
to do it!

I love my
girlfriend!

She squeezed 
every one of 
my back-zits!

Give me
the biggest 

lecture
I’ve ever 

had! 

I have
found my
musical
muse.

You can keep
your mop-tops,

good sir.

BEH
HEH

HEH HEH
HEH



If I had it my way, we’d never stop playing.

I’m one of the lucky
ones, I suppose.

Little
monsters.
Get back
in there.

Yes, even in the afterlife,
the musician’s union has clout.

But the birthday girl gets sulky if we don’t stop
at least once a year for cake and candles.

I told Master Gracey not to let her take up residence here,
but would he listen? Now I’m stuck with her for all eternity.

I’m not bound to this
place. I can come
and go as I please.



I needed to be sure
they could sing.

Clearly these little hellions were
inured to regular scares. I would
have to audition them The hard way.

WAAAAAUGHHHHH!

Gettim!

BEH HEH
HEH HEH

HEH



Shrouded in a
daft disguise/

Never let it be said
that I am not adaptable.

Ah, they
really

can sing

I couldn’t
have cast
them better
myself.

I even managed
to find a gig for 
that slap-happy 
choir master. 

BEH HEH
HEH HEH HEH

BEHHEH
HEHHEHHEH

they pretend
to terrorize

SCREE
EEEEEEAAAAAMMMM!

All they needed
was a little firm,
loving discipline.

Sheesh -- that idiot is still 
laughing at his own jokes.


