
iT’s NOT JUST HER TiTS,
guys. it's also trudel's
arse and the way that

it balances out her tits.
perfect symmetry.

"all summer up in the mountains. day in, day out, just herding
the cows, churning the butter, curdling The cheese...

"you cannot imagine how lonely it
can be, förster, the life of a senn.

"it all started up on the alm.

I think
you'd better
start at the
beginning.

an evil
trudel? now,
THAT SOUNDS

A LiKELY
STORY!

not that
trudel. the...

the other
one...

the evil one...
Why would that

girl have any business
with a guy like
you, wenzel?

the
Bärenhäuter's

inn maid?

please, förster, I need
your help! trudel wants

to kill me.

"three men
alone, and

not a single
woman
within

miles..."
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PRONOUNCATION GUIDE
Trudel is “Troodle”
Förster is “Firster”

Bärenhäuter is “Bearn-Hoyta”
Wenzel is “Ventsel”

Alm is “Ulm”
Senn is “Zen”

Argstein is “Ark-Shtine”

the beginning...

the
beginning,
right...



Ignaz is “Eegnats”

and you
just might
get her!

nah, I'd like to
have myself the
whole wench.

don't you touch it, you filthy
sod! go get your own one!I wanna have it.

... this
really

is one of
trudel's
finger-
nails?

she broke a nail
when she gave me that

little battle scar.

what
you got
there?

BUT THAT isn't THE ONLY
SOUVENiR I GOT
OFF THe LADY.

that was
trudel!

you
know
my

scar.

not a chance,
ignaz. I tried.

that don't
bother me. I'd
love to stick

something
up her--

except for
her heart!

I agree with you, jörgli, everything
is in the right  place with trudel.

perfect
whaT?

thE
bitch!

That wench is a
stuck-up bitch if ever

there was one!

that's what
she gave me
for trying to
be friendly.

show it!
show it!

this...

give it
to me!

give it
to me! just a dirty

fingernail?

Jörgli is “Jirglee”



okay,
jörgli.

"and when we were finished..."

"but...

"well, it looked
something like

a woman.

"we tried our best to make
the thing look  like trudel.

now, if this
really is
trudel's

fingernail...

you remember
his stories about the

tolgs the witches used
to fashion?

but what
does this have

to do with
trudel?

the old codger
was awfully fond

of his tales. god rest
his soul, he never left

the congregation wanting
for details.

You remember father dominicus? his sermons
about the witches and warlocks?

so what was it
you said to her when
she scratched you?

something
about a little
kiss doesn't
hurt nobody
and--

what do
you mean,
wenzel?

?

Tolg is “Tolk”



you wait your turn.

I wanna
have her,

too!

she
seems real
enough for

jörgli.

is...?

it only
hurts if
you don’t
kiss me.

come on,
trudel! a

Little kiss, it
doesn't hurt

nobody,
right?

come on...

you
better
had.

don't know
whether I
remember
them right.

we need your exact words!

is that
really

the real
trudel?

er...

er...

youR EXACT WORDS!
YOUR EXACT WORDS!



"and so the days and nights flew by..."it took care of all our needs.

"it milked
the cows.

"it churned
the butter.

"it
cooked
for us.

"the tolg
took all our
daily toil in
her hands.



one last kiss
from each of you.

just one
last thing before

you leave.

I am
sorry.

I am
sorry.

stop it,
wench!

you will forget
me once your stupid,
fat valley strumpets

got you back.

now, now, trudel. we really
got to go, and you know it.

you stay with me!

it won’t be hard
work with something
to look forward to.

you just
keep the hut

and everything
ELSE in shape

for us.

we'll be
back next
summer.

and to
your

village
harlots!

"... until summer passed, and..."

we have to
return to the

village.

time’s come to
take the cattle
back down to
the valley,
 trudel.



Who’s
next?

"it sucked the
broth right out

of jörgli..."

"it...

"the
tolg...

"it... it was
horrible TO
BEHOLD...

everyone in their turn.

it was my
fingernail,
remember?

now that's
an easy wish to
grant, trud--

not
so fast,

mate!

no!



stay out of this, wenzel! or
do you want a hiding as well?

please,
bauer, don't
punish ignaz.

he's just
afraid.

come out,
you stupid

oaf!

ignaz!
where are

you?

come back
here, ignaz!

help!

help!

no. no.
please...

don't hit me!
don’t hit me!

I am
gonna

kill you!

but,
b-bauer,

the tolg is
g-gonna
kill us!

you imbeciles
WiLL go back
and get me
my cattle!

you left
my cows
up there?

"when we told the story
to the schemmel-bauer,
The boss was furious..."

I’M gonna
club him to death

with them! 

I’m goNNA
rip off His

bloody legs and
arms!

Schemmel-Bauer is “Shammal-Bower”



do you
also want

a kiss?

...

let go of
MY SENN!

HEY! what are
you doing here,
trudel?

bauer,
please...

you have
it coming,
manure
brain!

ignaz!

no kissing!
no ki

give us a kiss!

stay
here.

come out,
ignaz!

no.



once it's got
you, wenzel, it
will vanish.

it's looking
for you, and it

won't stop until
it's found you.

there's only one way to get
rid of that creature now.

... can
you

destroy
it...?

can you...

that's what
I came to you for,

förster.

the thing
must be

destroyed!

you created a bloody tolg, you fool. do you have any
idea what kind of carnage this creature can wreak?

you have to help
me, förster.

I ran.

"and it sucked the broth out of
the schemmel-bauer as well..."



he's not the
one you're looking

for, tolg.when she
gives me a

ki-hiss

fills

the sun
shines all

through the
niii-hight!and a

lady right
fi-hine

uuurrrrp

with a
bottle of

wi-hine

"after all, it is your fault the tolg is roaming the village streets now..."

YOU
STAY HERE,
wenzel!

noooo!

you
want
to...?

you...

to make this thing go away,
I think I'll have to give
it what it wants.

huh?

with bli-hiss

heart

bleak

my



"... wenzel’s waiting at my place."

save
yourself
for your
lover.

thanks, but
I don't eat
this late in
the night.

don't you want a little kiss
for your troubles? my tongue all

the way down your throat?

it really is
that long, you

know.

WE
COU’VE
SHARED!

bloody rodden förshta!

bring me
to wenzel.

you're
coming?

how about
a lil’ kish

forra lony,
ole man?

t-trudel!
whoar you
doon’ here?

I got
wenzel.

I can
take you
to him.

where is
my sweetheart,

förster?

don’ey shtill
need you atta
bär’nhäuta?

no need to get
impatient...

she hash
woman’n’nough for

two guysh!



you're
welcome.

thank you,
förster.

no!

just a
little kiss,

wenzel.

that's
the
idea.

it's going
to kill me!

my dear wenzel. Why
have you been running
from your ladylove?

please,
förster!

don't let it
touch me!

he's already
trembling with

desire.



THE END

... you should
cut your
toenails
more
often.

yeah,
yeah, it's
all right.

thank you, förster.
thank you so much.

don't know,
though, what I

would have done
if it hadn't.

gone.
took the
bait all
right.

is it...?

wenzel!

good.

I got
to leave

now.

you can
come out

again!

would have
had two bloody

tolgs on my back.

mind you,
wenzel...


