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Working for MI5, the British
Government security services, is
not what Asif Baig was expecting.
For one thing, he's been
assigned to the Department for
Extra-Usual Affairs, which seems
to be staffed up to that point
solely by Dorothy Culpepper, a
cranky woman of pensionable
age who cusses like a sailor and
has a penchant for cigarettes and
alcohol. Oh, and ghosts, because
that's what DfEUA does.

Asif has barely taken off his
coat when he's whisked off to
Whitechapel to see the spirit of
a long-dead disgraced politician
hiding behind a potted plant.
Then Dorothy makes him take off
his clothes — which is exactly as
bad as it sounds.

While in Whitechapel, Dorothy
hears from the paranormally
sensitive Marie Le Grande
that something’s going down
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around Heathrow Airport, which
sets Dorothy's nose twitching.
There's only one entity haunting
Heathrow that she knows of, and
it's the dead punk rocker, Sid.
But Sid has departed the airport
after being stuck there for
forty years and is now in the
company of 15-year-old Fergie
Ferguson, up in the North of
England. Only Fergie can see or
hear Sid, and having Sid around
has unlocked some pretty weird
abilities in Fergie. Still, you can
have too much of a good thing,
and Fergie and Sid are on the
trail of ways to stop being stuck
together.

Covert government departments
might be the /east of their
worries with Fergie's mum's
financial troubles and Nat, the
coolest girl in school, on the
warpath at Chez Ferguson...
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East London.
Stupid o’Clock.

AN /SLAMIST
AND A POOFTER.
HUMAN RESOURCES

MUST HAVE CREAMED
THEIR PANTIES WHEN
YOU SENT IN YOUR
CURRICULUM
VITAE.

YOU DON'T HAVE I'M A MUSLIM. THAT

A WOODEN LEG DOESN'T MAKE ME
AS WELL, DO AN [SLAMIST.

youz

WELL, THIS IS
A TURN-UP FOR
THE BOOKS.

-——
DANIEL, MEET MS. §
CULPEPPER. SHE'S
MY BOSS AT THE
DEPARTMENT FOR
EXTRA-USUAL
AFFAIRS.

...AND SHE'S
ABSOLUTELY
BURSTING FOR
A SLASH AND
A NICE CUP 4
OF TEA. 48




GOD, IT'S
ONLY FOUR-

DlEHigSKGE?TN MAGIC. I REALLY
ANYWAY2Z AND I MIGHT MUST TEACH :
WHY ARE YOU i M MELTED YOU SOME IS THIS

HERE? i B YOUR LOCK, PROPER A JOKEZ
i = S SORRY. : PROTECTION — *
- WARDS.

IT'S NO
LAUGHING
MATTER, MUCH
LIKE YOUR
IMPENDING
LOCKSMITH'S
BILL.



THIS KICKED "\l '
OFF ABOUT AN - - g} _
HOUR AGO. : V125 |1I"

IS IT DFEUA
BUSINESS?
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MBANCE IN LANCASHIR

caNY

wiLL YOU STOP "W AND YES, IT'S OUR
SAYING THATZ D-47 | BAG. THERE WAS A
IT MAKES US SOUND s RATHER MAJOR
LIKE SOME KIND OF B\ PSYCHIC DISTUR-
CABLE PORN BANCE IN THE
CHANNEL. A3 L MIDDLE OF THE _

---QUITE
KNOCKED ME
FOR SIX. I
THINK THIS IS
RELATED.

NOW GET
SOME CLOTHES
4 ON, AND KISS

THIS HUNK OF
MAN-FLESH
GOODBYE.
WE'RE
HEADING
NORTH.
o NO. WE'RE ' - -
. —a .
ﬁ%&c’mﬁ. GOING TO BEND an . s
ARE WE? THE SPACE-TIME |

CONTINUUM AND  © ;

SLIP THROUGH A | e & i |

\  WORMHOLE. i
s 4

| S—— B ¥ d " i
e —— el &
WHAT...

REALLY? IS

—

OF COURSE '~ |
WE'RE TAKING THE
BLOODY MINL.




"NOW SHAKE A
LEG. WE'RE GOING
TO BE LATE."

r EVERYBODY!
| STOP DANCING/
NOW!

I -’ & -

BOBZ WHAT
ARE YOU DOING...?
IT'S...IT'S FIVE IN
THE MORNING.

GET OFF
ME, COPPER!
YOU CAN'T STOP
THE MUSIC!




I'M GOING DON'T BE STUPID.
TO WIGAN IT CLOSED DOWN
CASINO. THIRTY-0DD
YEARS AGO. ARE
YOU SLEEP-

— WALKINGZ
s fﬁ | |

MAYBE

Dyou THIS IS THE
COME HERE . CRAZIEST THING
OFTEN? L I EVER SAW...AND

ONLY | _THAT'S SAYING
USUALLY TO L SOMETHING FOR
SHUFFZ GO . WIGAN...

TO MARKS € - —
SPENCER...






