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A NOTE
“Bobbins” was my  rst daily comic 
strip. It ran from 1998 to 2002, and 
it’s where I learned how to tell stories 
and make characters work. The strips 
look rough beyond belief to me now, 
but I still have a lot of affection for 
them, affection that goes beyond their 
route-one gags and silly plots. If at 
least a few thousand people hadn’t 
liked them, I wouldn’t be typing this 
sentence now. Or if I was, I wouldn’t 
be typing it with the expectation that 
anyone would read it. 

The original Bobbins strips will never 
make it into print; the original high 
resolution  les are lost. Even the 
comics on the website are shrinking, 
their turn-of-the-century dimensions 
miniscule compared to modern web 
graphics. But these crude early works 
are ground zero for all the comics I’ve 
made since, the roots of characters 
and a location that I’m still exploring 
18 years on.

Around Christmas 2014, I came up 
with an idea for an art project called 
“Bobbins In Reverse”, where I would 
redraw all the original comics with 
my left hand, slowly improving, echo-
ing the way my art improved over the 
 rst years of working on the comic, 
and creating an archive. Bobbins In 
Reverse never happened, because 
it was a clever idea that represented 
a lot of very boring work. I took the 
idea out into the yard, and shot it.

But I was still interested in revisiting 
my  rst comics, and replacing the 

near-obselete early strips. I know car-
toonists who have redrawn their ear-
liest work - sometimes multiple times 
- and I didn’t want to do that. There 
was nothing about my early body of 
work that made me want to resurrect 
it. On the other hand, reading through 
it for the  rst time in years, I could see 
all the places where the germ of an 
idea had landed on rock rather than 
good soil. 

I knew little about life in my early 
twenties, blithely ignoring the glaring 
issue at hand for some wacky (nay, 
zany) turnaround, because I didn’t 
know how to approach characters’ 
internal lives and motivations. 

So I painstakingly went through 
the  rst two years of Bobbins strips 
- about 500 - and drew a map of 
everything that happened, where 
everyone lived, all the characters, 
including some who only appeared 
in one or two panels, and some who 
weren’t introduced until years later, 
but would have been around right 
at the start. Then I tried to work out 
stories that could have happened 
between the extant comics from 1998 
and 1999. Some of it was already 
there on the old pages. Some of it fell 
into place. A lot of it I made up anew. 

In some ways it may be a more fool-
ish project than recreating my earliest 
work with my left hand. Doing that 
wouldn’t have taken all this expla-
nation. Hopefully it makes for better 
comics. I doubt it could be worse. 



Ohhh 
Sister.

SISTER.

Erin, you 
can’t wind me 
up any more.

I’m SHELLEY 
WINTERS.

With this body, I 
was always going 

all the way to the top.

I’m not going 
to dignify this 
affront with a 

response.

My bottom 
is insured for a 

million. and
My brain?

Easy come, 
easy go, 
darling.

I’m 22. My 
buttons are 
unpushable 

now.

EXODUS
I set myself a few simple rules for 
the project. The comics would be 
gag strips, like the original Bobbins 
(which I’d originally hoped to sell as 
a syndicated strip), in a  xed format. 
I decided to use the Japanese “yon-
koma” 4-panel format, as I’d got into 
the habit of slicing horizontal, west-
ern style comics strips into thinner 
and thinner slices to create dialogue 
beats. The downside of yonkoma is 
that it’s designed for vertical letter-
ing, so a horizontal speech bubble 
truncates the space available for the 
characters. It took me a few weeks to 
work out the best ways to proportion 
and move characters around in this 
limited space. 

The other rule was that I had to stay 
true to the basic sitcom contraints of 
the  rst hundred or so 1998/99 pages. 
No magical realism. Bobbins was 
sometimes a little bawdy, and that 
had to stay too.

“Exodus” is set just a little before the 
start of the original Bobbins comic, 
where Shelley Winters has already 
moved out of the family home. Her 
father manifested in one early com-
ic, but her mother wouldn’t appear 
until 2014’s Expecting To Fly (a story 
about her teenage years). Her sister 
Erin took seven years to appear. All 
we knew about Shelley for a long 
time was that she “grew up in the 
country”. This far-distant idyll grew 
closer to the town with the passing 
years, and now probably represents, 
at worst, a twenty minute drive.



Girls, can you 
cease this senseless 
violence, please? I 

need to have a serious 
conversation with you.

And Shelley, 
now you’re 

working, it’s time 
you moved out.

Piss OFF, 
Dad!

Ow ow ow 
ow OW!!!

Your Mum and 
I are selling the 

farmhouse. This place 
is a money pit.

No you 
aren’t! That’s 

not fair!

Decisions get 
made, Erin, and 
you don’t always 

get a say.

cast out, rich! 
driven out of my 

family home! 

come on 
shelley, it’s not 
like your Dad 

horsewhipped you 
out of the place.

you didn’t 
live at home 

when you were 
at university.

I was drunk 
or hungover 
the whole 

time. I could 
have been living 
in a septic tank 
and I wouldn’t 
have noticed.

can’t you 
go and live 
with your 
boyfriend?

Live with 
Bruno?

you’ve got 
a lovely sense 
of humour. 

really 
lovely.



erin, are 
you in 
here?

yes. with the 
feral cats. I’m 
one of them 

now.

I don’t see 
why things have 

to change.

it’s progress.    
I remember 

when you were 
a little baby.

you’d smile 
the biggest smile 

at me, and i’d 
pick you up...

...and 
without fail, 
you’d deliver
a ribbon of 

perfect white 
sick onto me.

I still loved 
you, but that 
couldn’t have 

gone on forever.

sigh.
how could I have 
shed my ultimate 
form so early.

looking for 
a room to 

rent, shelley?

yeah, a 
houseshare. I 
can’t afford a 

place on my own.

nothing in my 
price bracket 

comes without the 
smell of decay.

rusty old 
boilers belch-

ing carbon 
monoxide.

silverfish.

ugh. how 
many have you 

been to look at?

overlook-
ing the park, 

200 a month. 
Sounds nice!

do you 
know what 
else over-

looks parks? 
guys with  

meathooks 
for hands.

none yet, 
elliot. I’m

just mentally 
preparing 

myself.



there’s a 
room spare in my 

house, it’s only a box 
but you could easy 
fit a bed in there.

no, no way is 
my little pony 

typewriter moving 
in with us.

she’ll 
cramp my 

style. babes 
only in the 

home.

babes know 
the difference 

between computer 
memory and 

storage.

you’re looking for 
a woman in a biker 

jacket, with dark spiky hair, 
who wears sunglasses. 

all the time.

and she 
knows perl.

I follow 
you.

heh.

I think shelley 
technically is 
a... “babe”?

I’ll have 
to ask drew 
though. he’s 
particular.

Oh, Shelley, 
rejected by 
nerds, that’s 

hilarious.

yes you did, 
that’s why you 
asked them.

I could 
never be a 

cyberpunk. too 
many buckles.

holly west 
is looking for 
a housemate. 

how do you know 
this, amy? I’ve been 

trying to make her my 
friend since I started 

here.

she pinned 
up a card on 

the staff board 
this morning.

she’s not 
even tacked it 
up straight.

she’s so... 
cool.

huh. I didn’t 
want to live in 

their troglodytic 
tech-cave anyway.



you’re interested 
in taking the room? pop 
round after work, I’ll 

show you the place.

...so it’s 275 
a month 

including bills.

there’s 
really only 

one... proviso.

my last 
housemate was 
batshit crazy.

I don’t want 
to live with 

anyone loopy, 
scatty, erratic...

my hobbies 
are tidying up 
and prayer.

on occasion 
I treat myself to 

a cup of hot 
water.

...really I’d 
just like to avoid 
an air of general 

unpredictable 
chaos.

yes yes! 
see you 
there, 
holly!

there are four 
towels there, will 
that be enough?

when you 
move house, will 
there still be a 
room for me?

not huge like 
this, I mean, but 
my own room?

there’ll 
certainly be 

a bed, 
darling...

...so long as 
you’re not too 
picky about the 

definition of “bed”.

we can  probably 
put some towels 

down in the cupboard 
under the stairs.

you could use 
your dad’s car 
washing sponge 

as a pillow.

I want to 
be able to shut 
a door behind 
me, at least!

I guess.

mum, can i ask 
you a serious 

question?



hey shelley, 
how are you 

getting on? is the 
room all right?

oh really? 
because I’ve not seen 

such a textbook display 
of despondency,,,

I was joking, 
shelley! Tackleford 

doesn’t have a 
donkey sanctuary.

then where will 
the poor little 
donkeys go?

the donkey 
sanctuary 

burnt down?

 ...since the 
donkey sanctuary 

burnt down.

it’s 
great. I 
love it, 
holly. I’ve got a 

bone to pick 
with you, Tim 

Jones.

thanks to you, 
I’ve rented my spare 

room to an impossibly 
brittle little woman.

shelley’s 
complex. under-
neath the feeble 
top layer, she’s 
hard as nails.

she is! I’ve 
known her 

since school. 

people have 
traditionally 

underestimated her 
at their peril.

let’s revise, 
together, the many 

meanings you ascribe 
to “all right”.

I mean, I 
wouldn’t say 

that she fell out 
with a housemate 
at university so 
badly that she 

pooed in one of 
their shoes...

...but if I 
did, it 

wouldn’t
be... wholly 
inaccurate.

you said 
shelley 

winters was 
”all right”.



Does 
shelley have 
a boyfriend? 

it’s interesting 
that you didn’t ask 
me these questions 

before she moved in.

all I could 
see was the 

money. she was a 
woman made of 

money.

shelley does 
have a boyfriend, 

yes. bruno.

I mean, he’s 
less a “boy” than
a sort of sexual 
golem she keeps 

on retainer.

he’s basically 
there for the 

dirty jobs? a kind 
of romantic fork 

lift truck?

it’s a 
progressive 
attitude to 
love, holly.

quite 
common in 
the insect 

world.

are you 
talking about 
bruno? ha ha!

SO, Shelley. 
Peeling... the old 
potatoes there.

I’m making 
a shepherd’s 

pie. would you 
like some?

ah no, I’ve got 
some bits in the 

fridge, I’ll pick at 
something later.

you’re not 
allowed to make 

fun of my fridge! I 
have seniority in 

this house!

I threw out 
the salad in 
the crisper 

drawer.

let me 
rephrase 

that.

I poured 
it out.

oh god, it’s 
full of 

actual, real 
food now.

this is 
weird.

yes, I suppose you 
could put the olives in the 

out-of- date cottage cheese. 
make a sort of “soup”.

there’ll 
be plenty!



SEX AND THE CITY LIMIT
Once I’d got the notion that 
Bobbins was going to be a syn-
dicated comic out of my head, I 
embraced webcomics. Webcomics 
were new, they were hot and they 
were going places. A true visionary, 
I revolutionised the industry by 
colouring mine in, at a time when 
most were repurposed college 
strips in basic black and white. I 
struggled to get characters to look 
consistent from panel to panel 
and strip to strip at  rst, but if you 
coloured them in, it did half the 
work for you!

Webcomics were off the leash 
and in your face. They were up in 
your grill with themes. You could 
be a little sexy if you wanted. A 
little blue. No one was going to 
tell you off. In some of the earli-
er comics, you can see a deeply 
repressed Englishman trying to let it 
all hang out while simultaneously 
trying to stuff it all back in again at 
top speed. So this story is both a 
reference to that period of the com-
ic, and that period of my human 
mind. Enjoy the result, which while 
“safe for work”, does hint at the 
notion that someone, somewhere, 
is having sex right now, and prob-
ably enjoying it, although there is 
absolutely no guarantee of that.

In the early Bobbins, Len Pickering 
was a slightly sleazy  gure, who 
became more benign as the years 
went by. He is presented here as 
he was: a man who keeps a vial of 
poppers in his desk drawer.



sales are 
soft across the 

board, len.

advertising is 
struggling in 
key markets.

you need to prove 
to the board that 

tackleford can support 
a listings magazine.

I’ve got an office 
full of kids, because it 

turns out if you pay 
peanuts, you get 

monkeys.

they tend to get 
ahead by leaving for 
better paid jobs at 
other magazines.

creating a 
talent vacuum 

that simply sucks 
in more talent.

great 
chat.

kids are 
hungry, len. 

they’re eager
to get ahead.

I notice you 
say “you” and 

not “we”.

city limit 
is sliding.

why are you 
loitering outside 
the boardroom, 

amy?

dad’s been in 
a marketing 
meeting for 
three hours.

that can’t be 
good. len’s tolerance 
for meetings tops out 

at thirty minutes.

I can’t even 
imagine the vision of 
florid apoplexia that 

will emerge from 
that room.

what’s in 
the bag?

I’ve got a 
bottle of 
gin, an epi 

pen...

we’ve got 
to be ready 
for every 
possibility

...some amyl 
nitrate, and a 

notarized 
living will?

I just emptied 
out his desk drawer 
in case he doesn’t 
make it back to his 

office.

c5H11 
oh NO.



wonderful 
meeting, 

guys.

after three hours 
with you, I truly know 
the meaning of “doing 

more with less.”

cheers, 
len.

what are you 
all doing, snivel-
ing in the bushes?

get in the board-
room, all of you. you’re 

going to save the magazine 
from almost certain, 

imminent, failure.

just let me 
utterly destroy 
everything the 

marketing team 
came up with.

it might take 
a moment to... 

completely 
atomise these 

flipcharts.

not that I 
wish to 

alarm you.

meditating! 

looking for 
the office 

spider!

All right. here’s a 
flipchart that hasn’t 
been polluted by the 

marketing department.

give me 
your ideas for 
the magazine. 

Scorched earth. 
anything goes.

music... is 
important? can it, 

lester bangs!

radical 
design. cutting 

edge typography 
a la raygun.

how to make an 
effective man-trap. 
autopsy photos. 
knitting patterns.

ten things 
you definitely 

shouldn’t do with 
a laser pointer.

my daughter’s 
blue sky thinking 
shames you all.

style over 
substance! loose 
tracking gives me 

a headache!



well... city limit 
won’t survive if we 
don’t differentiate 

ourselves. 

we need hard-
hitting longform report-
ing, breaking the stories 
nobody else is telling.

citizen journalism! 
let’s empower the 

voiceless!

but you’re 
still my 

favourite.

I love this 
idea. how are we 

going to do it with 
no money?

holly. make 
an old man 

happy.

the citizens 
won’t even pay to buy 
our magazine. they’re 

not going to start 
writing it for free.

we’re 
doomed. we’re 
all doomed.

seize the 
moment, 

shelley, seize 
the moment. sex 

sells!

I’m not filling the 
magazine with bare- 
breasted lovelies, 

winters. I’m a feminist.

no! frank, 
in-your-face writing 
about sex. like on 
sex and the city!

like in penthouse 
forum! worr!

go outside and 
apply a high shine 
to your attitude, 

young man.

you’ve let 
yourself 
down.

well I 
didn’t know 

that.



a 
column, 

len! 

a full blooded 
exploration of the 

modern sexual 
landscape...

seXual 
realpolitik...

it’s 
flashy, it’s now, 

and most impor-
tantly... it’s cheap.

shelley, con-
gratulations. 

you’ve got your-
self a column.

meeting over, 
everyone. i feel 

ten years younger.

and my 
mum and dad 
will read it! 
they WILL!

I can’t 
write it! I’m 
extremely 

prim!

...by someone 
out there in the 
erotic trenches!

will you go 
in there and 
talk to her?

amy tried, but 
I think she sent 
her catatonic.

shelley. I don’t think 
writing a sex column 

means you have to go out 
there and rut furiously.

a priapic david 
attenborough?

so I’d use a 
night vision 

camera?

I reckon you’re 
looking for anec-

dotal evidence, not a 
prison sentence.

do you think 
work will pay 

for one?

you have to be 
more of an 

anthropologist.



aw, Just make 
your column up, 

shel. no one 
will care.

hm. 
you know 

who go wild? 
college girls.

I had the same 
boyfriend through 

university, remember? 
I still have him.

he’s 
lovely! he’s 
a lovely boy.

course 
he is, old 

girl.

I’m 
only jokin’, in 

a way that sounds 
100% sincere.

oh yeah. I think 
basic mind fear just 

blots bruno out.

mine your 
hog wild 
university 

days.

yes. so 
wild.

No! and it’s 
not that i couldn’t 

make it up. this mind 
is a cess 

pool.

you’re city 
limit’s voice 
of sex. look 
unbridled.

you’re a 
wolf in a 

glade. you’re 
fierce, feral... 
mysterious.

this is 
grevious. it’s 

making my brain 
feel hot.

shelley, 
look at the 

camera as if...

...if you don’t 
bone it soon, a 

volcano will sponta-
neously erupt.

go back 
to your 

“quark xpress”, 
you jackass.



wow, that’s 
a good trick, 

amy.

I know. you 
look like a five 

alarm fire at the 
fuck factory.

if only she 
was writing 
the column 
and not me.

I read that 23% 
of men can’t fire up 
the old “sex column” 

because they’re worrying 
about quickbooks ‘97. 

Shelley, the 
photo shoot 

is over.

stop doing 
the face.

I think you 
probably need to 
chill out about 

this. relax!

in life, as 
in... doing it. 

heh heh.

amy... 
would you like 
to write the sex 
column for me?

uh, well, my 
dad probably 
wouldn’t like 

that.
he has an 

image of me... 
you know...? 
very pure.

but len’s 
a total 
rogue!

I find it useful 
to occupy the 

moral high ground 
in our household.

you wouldn’t 
have to pay me. I’m 

on more money than 
you already.

but... all you do 
is sit out here and 
answer the phone!

I know! 
and not even 
all that well.

you’d just 
ghost it! my 

name would be on 
it. I’d pay you!



so amy 
shoved you off 
your own photo 
shoot, so what?

there are 
ways it could 
conceivably be 

worse.

what do 
you think 
of amy?

basically 
trouble. you 
like her now, 
don’t you?

nip this in 
the bud. your 

crushes get out 
of hand.

says you. you and 
your little “girl-

friends from afar” on 
the morning tram.

there’s a 
difference between 
a little recreational 

admiration...

...and 
whatever goes 

wrong with 
your mind.

I can 
quit 

anytime.

you 
freak.

just steer 
clear of amy. 
too young.

I notice that 
you’re an expert 
on romance now.

all you got 
out of your 

last relationship 
was the cat.

exactly.
I won.

listen, it takes a 
few false starts to 

perfect things.

so now you live 
with an entity you 

barely understand...

...who probably 
isn’t really return-
ing your affection.

They do say that 
you basically go out 
with the same person 

again and again.

rich, all you’ve 
learned from women 
is that there are fifty 

words for “no”.



are you worried 
what your boyfriend 

will think of you 
writing about sex? I 

doubt he’ll mind.

bruno works on 
a platform in the 

north sea. two weeks 
on, two weeks off.

two weeks ripping oil 
out of the living earth 

gives him a chance to get 
his strength back.

I’ve heard a 
bit about him in 
the office. he 
sounds... nice?

you lie! 
they’re so 

horrible about 
him, holly.

he’s not made a 
great impression 

over the years. he’s 
misunderstood.

he’s built, he’s a 
beautiful thing.

I mean, not 
facially. but 

he’s quite the 
broad bean.

you’re full 
of surprises.

so how are 
you settling in 
at work, amy? 

did she tell 
you she has a 
first in law?

if I was up before 
the beak, I’m not sure 
I’d want her squeaking 

on my behalf.

periodicals 
fold all the 

time. first they 
shrink...

...the staff gets 
younger, then 

smaller, while the 
type gets bigger.

the last 
issue is a 

redesign...

doomed editors 
usually leave a 
great-looking 
suicide note.

before 
re-emerging 
at a haulage 
trade paper.

wow. the 
circle of 

life.

could the 
magazine really 
go under, dad?

good, I 
think. the boys 

are mostly 
idiots. I like 

shelley.



cheer up. we 
all have to do 

things we don’t 
want to at work.

all right. I’ll 
help you write 
your column.

I genuinely do 
not know how to 

repay you.

this is going to 
have to be on the 

down-low.

yeah. holly 
can’t know, 
my dad can’t 

know.

you could 
come round my 

mum and dad’s on 
sunday, we could 

do it there!

my dad can cook 
the balls off a piece 

of meat. you’ll be 
sweating gravy.

I think he 
might be some 

kind of 
warlock.

they’ll 
feed us!

the 
clue’s in the 

name “work”.

beetle, of 
course you and your 

friend can come 
over for dinner. 

shelley’s friends 
are horrible. they smell 
of cigarettes and don’t 
know what to say to me.

“do you like 
my little pony?” 
no, because I’m 

not four.

I think your 
sister’s friends find 

you... do you know what 
“disconcerting” means?

does it mean 
the same as 
“better than 

them?”

ugh.

what was 
that, ray of 
sunshine?

ugh.

we’d 
love that. 



okay amy, 
now I have to 

warn you.
my little 

sister erin 
is a tough 

nut.

nearly 
eleven. 

but that’s 
irrelevant.

come in, 
come in, let 
me take your 

coat, amy.

wow. the sims 
sure are experi-
encing some... 
difficult times.

pain makes 
them stronger.

thank 
you for 
inviting 

me!

where’s 
erin? I’ve 

heard a lot 
about her.

she’s 
brutal. she’s 

like the 
nega-me.

I can’t 
wait to 

meet her!

how old 
is she?

okay, so I 
got to 

wondering... ...has porn 
broken men’s 

minds...

...when is it 
okay to leave 
immediately 

afterwards...

...should you 
have a sexual 
alter ego...

these are 
amazing, amy, you’ve 

given me twenty 
wonderings!

I’ve separated 
them into half “safe 
for work” and half 
“too hot for tv”.

agghhh, 
get out!!

I’m just here 
to say that 

dinner’s ready! 
dinner is ready!

I wish I 
had a 
sister.

sure. but 
not this 

one.

what are 
you two talking 
about in here? 

sexing?



this dinner is 
amazing. now 

shelley’s left home, 
can you adopt me?

of course we 
can, amy. welcome 

to the family.

I want to 
know how this is 

going to affect my 
inheritance!

I don’t 
understand any 

of this.
but I’m sure 

it’ll be useful.

excuse me, 
I have to go 
to the toilet.

Paul, you have 
got to trust me 

that this is advanced 
material.

I don’t get 
what this is going 

on about.

“how many 
friends with benefits 
is too many friends 
with benefits?” eh?

I thought 
you said you 
hated your 

sister.

I like her 
in a way. she’s 

funny and 
pretty.

I just know 
I have to climb 

over her bones...

...to be 
number 

one.

not every 
day.

it’s my sister’s 
notes for an article 
or something. she’s

a journalist.



now 
everyone, get 

into pairs.

today we’re 
going to be giving 

presentations. This is a 
very important skill.

you’ve got to stand 
up in front of the class 

and talk for three minutes 
on any subject.

the title of our 
speech is “adult 
relations”, miss.

well I’m sure 
everyone will be 

very interested to 
hear about them.

are you sure... 
it’s all right to say 

all this stuff? I expect 
she’ll be 

taking notes.

miss moss 
would not say 

boo to a 
goose.

and there’s a 
prize! a £10 book 

token. Just tell me 
your topic.

all right 
everyone, 

quiet down.

get your 
stand-up 

presentations 
ready.

first up are 
erin and paul 
with “adult 
relations.”

I don’t know 
about you, but 
we do a lot of 

wondering.

so we got to 
wondering, is a 

booty call the gateway 
drug to intimacy?

should you 
save monogamy as 

a 30th birthday 
present to yourself?

this is... 

this is...

what’s 
going on?

I think she’s taking 
us to the headteacher 

to give us a special award 
for excellence!

but first, ten 
things he’s thinking 

straight after-
wards. one:



there’s no 
point digging 

down two and a 
half metres. 

phone 
call in the 
office, ed. 
it’s carol.

 
there’s been 
a phone call 
from school.

apparently 
your daughter 
and paul baxter 

gave an “obscene 
presentation.”

they 
want us to 

go in. 
now.

are you 
all right, 

ed?

get the big 
jcb, dig out a 6ft 
trench, about 7ft 
long, 3ft wide.

I’ll climb 
in, then pop 

the sod back in 
on top of me.

we 
might as 

well do it 
with piling.

erin, go 
and wait in 

the car.

do as your 
mother says.

poor us. we can 
never show our 

faces in the com-
munity again.

well, she 
obviously got this 
list from shelley’s 
room. her writing’s 

just like yours.

we just get rid 
of one, and the 

other one immediately 
sprouts horns.

ha-ha ha ha 
hahahah! 
poor miss 

moss.

ah 
hahahah 

hahaha! this 
is superb!

assume the 
cast-iron 

countenance of 
scorn, dear. you can 

do it.

but I didn’t 
do anything 

wrong.



I don’t know 
which of our 

darling daughters 
to bollock first.

go upstairs 
and... think about 
what you’ve done.

but all I did was 
get a bit of paper 
out of the bin! It 
was thrown away!

dorling kindersley 
need to do a version of 
this book that goes up to 

25 years old. 

I know 
what to do. 

call daughter 
one.

I’m going to 
pass you over to 

your mum so she can 
ask you a question.

cover 
your ears 

dear.

hello 
shelley. 

there’s 
money 
there.

or how.

erin 
found 
what?

that was 
in the bin!!

darling, why 
were you 

compiling a sexy 
list like that?

and is 
there more 

of it?

you know 
before your 
father, I had 
some times.

mum I do not 
want to know 
about how you 
had some times!

oh, and the 
miracle of hrt! 
more times to 

come!

you’d better 
stop before you 

permanently 
damage her.

ooh 
la la!

I’ll talk 
to erin, 

just stop!

stop 
stop
stop!



The magazine isn’t 
doing all that well, so I 
suggested a sex and the 
city kind of cOLumn...

so amy helped 
me, because she’s 
had... you know...

and now dad’s 
going to read it, 
and there are 
going to be...

oh, he never 
reads anything 

you write, 
shelley.

he’s just 
proud that the 
words exist.

...conversations.

some 
times?

which I 
don’t. at all.

...but our boss 
thought I wanted 

to write it. all 
right, mum, 
how do I 
phrase this 
telling off?

“you’re a 
nuclear brat and 
you’re grounded 
for 15 years”?

erin, the love 
between a man and 

a woman is very 
beautiful.

a little push 
push in the bush 

bush, that’s how we 
all got here.

it’s not just 
about reproduction, 
it can be very, very 
pleasurable too.

you win, 
shelley, you win. 

I’m at zero 
mind now.

zero mind.

the old 
mummy-daddy 

dance.

stop it! 
Aaggh!

now 
erin.

when two 
bodies unite, 
oh, poetry!

augh shut 
up shelley!

just think, 
“what would 

my genius 
mother do”?



I won the 
sister wars, ya 

ya ya ya ya!

happy 
christmas... 

war is 
oooover

gonna be 
so nice to 
youuuuuu

you’re 
smothering me 
with your love!

the pretti-
est, best sister, 
how did I get 

so lucky?

no more, 
shelley, this is 

unnatural!

where am I 
going to put 

my hate?

what 
happened?

stop 
dancing, you 

big freak!
something 

has changed 
inside me!



shelley’s sex 
column is pretty 

good, right?

my eyes just 
lightly brushed 
it. it seemed... 

rigorouS?

can I tell you 
a secret? You 
mustn’t blab. I 

wrote most of it.

you look 
shocked! I may not 
always be good, but 

I’m careful.

18 tomorrow! 
are you scared 

of me, tim?

not scared. 
just stuck in an 

inescapable conver-
sational minefield.

you’re 17. this 
is probably... 

inappropriate.

uh... heh! 
cool!

BRUNO
On retracing the old Bobbins 
comics, Bruno was the hardest part 
of the story to work out. He was 
Shelley’s boyfriend, he appeared 
in a week of comics, he was an 
ugly parody of the sort of terrible 
man that goes out with that girl you 
like, because that girl you like likes 
tough fellows, not  twentysome-
thing milquetoasts obsessed with 
indie music who can’t drive. 

Bruno appeared for his starring 
week, then disappeared, and apart 
from a brief mention that he and 
Shelley had broken up (of course 
they had!), that was that. None of 
this had ever made sense in the 
context of the character, and I’d 
ignored it because it didn’t really 
matter any more. Now, suddenly, 
it did. Bruno was a tree across the 
road that had to be moved.

The answer was easy, really. Bruno 
wasn’t the parody, he was the 
real thing. Not a monster, but an 
unreconstructed blue-collar man 
who loves Shelley and she loves 
him back. Their relationship has 
survived her time at university, but 
while in many ways she’s outgrown
him, she’s not given up on some-
thing with deep roots. Once I un-
derstood that, Bruno made sense. 
Of course he doesn’t get on with 
her friends. Of course he doesn’t 
 t. At that point I felt sorry for him, 
and the real work could begin. 

Poor old Bruno.



happy birthday, 
it’s your birthday, 

happy birthday 
day... a-my.

incredible set 
of lungs you’ve 
got there, amy.

well 
thank you, 
richard.

we’re taking 
you out for 
drinks after 

work.

male strippers, 
get you tattooed 

like a sailor, 
anything you like.

cocktails 
without question 
represent falling 

down water...
at its most 
refined.

cocktails are 
sophisticated, right?

100% legit at 
last, all your 

favourite water-
ing holes.

where are 
you all 
going?

we’re taking 
amy for an 

18th birthday 
celebration.

super! I’ll 
get my coat.

we can’t 
leave your 
dad out!

did your 
parents go out 

with you on your 
eighteenth?

no, that would 
have been unthink-

able. because they’re 
my parents.

that’s the 
problem with 

double standards:
impossible to 
standardise.

tim jones, 
you betrayer.



do you have 
any friends you 

want to come out 
and meet us?

I don’t have 
any friends 

around here, 
really.

I was 
living with 

mum in 
london 
until...

the big 
explosion?

I heard 
rumours.

Your dad 
coming out with us 
is a bit of a buzz 

kill, sorry.

ahh, he’s having 
a great time. I was 

being stupid about it.

he should 
probably eat 
something, 

though.

I’ve never 
seen him with 
three shirt 

buttons undone 
before.

dads just 
wanna have 

fun.

I see you and 
amy were having a 
civil conversation.

yeah, just 
chatting, you 

know?

remember 
what I said, 

tweedy. steer 
clear.

I remember, 
Tim. and I’m 

making the decision 
to actively repress 
those memories.

can I 
borrow 

your mobile, 
rich?

wow, there’s a 
lot of tension in 
this corner. is it 

homoerotic?

have you 
declared this 
a yaoi zone?

sure.



amy’s the 
cutest thing 

I’ve ever 
seen. argh.

just ask 
her out 

then, get it 
over with.

I’ve got 
to build up 
to it, you 
know?

you can’t be 
looking for a good 

opening line, you work 
together every day.

she’s not been 
with us long, but 

she has a... sense of 
your personality.

you’re 
right, holly. 
you’re right.

maybe I should 
take my shirt off. 

throw something new 
into the mix.

your 
nipples?

I don’t 
understand why, 

of all the women in 
our sainted nation...

...you’ve 
singled out the 

boss’ daughter for 
your grim “love”.

easy. she’s 
hot, but also 

quite innocent 
seeming.

Innocent? I 
don’t know. she’s 
writing shelley’s 

sex column for her.

is 
she?

wait, that was 
a secret.

you’re on 
your fifth bottle 
of truth juice, 

jonesy.

“OMERTA” 
has become a 
relative term.



she’s 
not... that... 
innocent?

stop rubbing 
your hands togeth-

er, tweedy. that was a 
secret. a secret!

come 
dance with 

us, tim!

a 
secret! what’s a 

secret? 

secret 
secret secret 

secret

tell ussss

I... I’ve... 
shaved down-
stairs into a 
letter “t”.

Augh!
good 

for you!

urgh.
it’s my 
brand.

rich, do 
your bloody 

shirt up.

tonight 
has taken a 
sour turn, 

holly.

I think I 
might be drinking 
myself into a bad 

mood.

it’s getting 
weirder, tim.

shelley 
seems to be 

getting off with 
an... orc?

bruno?

he’s like a 
black hole.

conceptually 
fascinating but 
lethal close up.

oh 
no. oh no. 
that’s her 
boyfriend.

I work 
hard for this 

body, I want to 
show it off.

NTS NTS 
NTS



we have to 
go home 

before bruno 
sees us.

no way! He’s 
my housemate’s 

boyfriend, I have 
to meet him.

also, I’m not 
scared of him 

because I’m not a 
baby man-child.

shelley’s not the 
same around him! he 

warps the rules of our 
universe with his mass!

look, rich is 
putting his shirt 

back on.

bruno’s 
literally shamed 
tweedy’s nipples 

into hiding.

under normal 
circumstances... ...that 

couldn’t 
happen.

holly, 
this is 
bruno!

I’ve 
told him 
all about 

you!

he 
bought us 
all shots!

wow, 
yes, 

multiple 
shots.

blagh!

he’s the greatest 
concentration of 

testosterone I’ve ever 
seen in one place.

bruno can 
open a bottle of 
beer on his brow. 
quite something.

all 
right.



are you coming 
to the club with 

us, len?

she’s a great 
girl, your daugh-
ter. great girl.

I shouldn’t 
say. but 

shelley’s 
column...

is my dad 
all right?

amy, he’s so 
proud of you that 
he seemed almost 

angry about it.

...all 
amy.

a credit to 
you. and she 
can write.

she 
can?

ah no, rich. 
I think my 

evening’s Peaked.

can I say 
something 

bad?

I don’t 
like shelley’s 

boyfriend. 
at all.

that’s 
controversial, 
but please do 

go on.

she’s the 
first real friend 

I’ve made up 
here. 

but now this... 
non-speaking 

lump... comes as 
part of the deal.

bruno’s just 
part of being 

her pal. 

like finding 
long ginger 
hairs in your 

lunch.

shall we go 
somewhere 

else? I know 
a place.

where 
everybody 

knows your 
name?

no. you’ll be 
completely 
anonymous.

there are no 
psychic taverns 
in tackleford.

she’s 
amazing.



18 years. 18 
years is all it 

took.

all 
it took for 

what?

all it took for 
me to be murdered 

in an alley.

murdered in an alley 
by the man who gives pop 
records marks out of five 
in a regional magazine.

you say that now, 
but wait until this one 
guts your manhood 

by moonlight.

the coast 
is clear, my 

friend.

Murder isn’t 
funny. Also, are 
you mocking my 

calling?

when you said 
you’d take me some-
where, I assumed you 
meant a backstreet  

speakeasy.

percy’s grandpa 
was an old-fash-
ioned industrial 
philanthropist.

this is the percy 
pulse-works, amy. it’s 
a local institution.

he made provision 
that workers could sit 

down to a hot meal “when-
ever the wheels turn”.

it’s important to 
remember that we 

spend eight hours a 
day canning peas.

you only gots to 
remind people of their 

basic humanity when you 
make a living denying it.

art deco! wow. 
this is like... a 

magical world.

or a 
private members’ 

club with just a hint 
of sado-masochism.



this is 
really nice, 

ryan. thanks for 
sneaking us in.

aw, it’s nothing. 
Jonesy often stops 
by downwind of a

big night out.

I did a few 
summers at percy’s. 
they know me here.

yeah. you hosed 
down my converse with 

puke the week you 
started at the magazine.

it was a real 
flume. spectacular. 

a dang privilege 
to witness.

i’d even call it...
disney-quality.

ohhh... 
oh... no...

ryan... 
have we met 

before?

I really have 
to powder
my nose.

what’s the 
deal here, 
man? it’s a 
weird vibe.

I feel like amy 
needs someone to 
look out for her.

but she’s been 
bounced between 
her mum and dad 
her whole life.

heh, I heard 
stepmothers love 

younger versions of 
their predecessors.

they do. a 
constant reminder 
of the permanence 

of love.

she’s the 
brightest 

kid.

len’s a good 
guy, but he’s been 
married, I dunno, 

six times?

like she’s 
your... 

proteGE?

go past the 
double doors.

very 
badly.



I have to go 
and generate 
some hydro-

electric power.

so did you 
enjoy talking 

about me?

sure sure. 
I don’t need 

a white knight, 
you know.

jonesy’s had 
some problems 

lately. I think he just 
needs a good friend.

I’m a great 
friend. you 

should see me in 
a street brawl.

vicious.

he doesn’t 
have to save me. 

nor do you.

I can look 
after myself.

we weren’t 
talkin’ about 

you, amy.

much.

excuse 
me.

I know I said 
shelley was my only 

friend here, but I con-
sider you a friend too.

are you going 
to tell me that 

rich tweedy wants 
some of this?

why are you 
two friends? he’s 

quite creepy.

we went to uni 
together. we like 

all the same things.

so you 
sort of... 

ignore that?

he’s like a nice 
pink lady apple 

with a worm-hole.
you just 

kind of... eat 
around it? 

he’s just 
weird about 

women.

I am aware. he 
should be so 

lucky. I’d snap him 
like a pencil.

whoa.

Amy, I...



Dad, you 
didn’t have to 

wait up for me.

did you write 
shelley’s columns 

for her?

it doesn’t 
matter.

it really 
does matter, 

dad.

four months, 
three days since 

the last big 
explosion. a 

record.

I... I- 
who told 
you that?

amy.
your friends 
don’t like me.

I don’t think 
that’s true. you 
just haven’t got 
to know them.

I know 
‘em.

seventies, egon 
spengler, ally 

mcbeal, the tramp, 
dork knobs and...

...did I say 
seventies?

if they knew 
how highly you 

thought of 
them...

what’s my 
handle in your 

adorable naming 
convention?

“shelley”. no, 
wait: “girl egon 

spengler”.

I’m 
sure they’d 
like you.



oh 
my head. what is that 

smell? 
bacon?

makin’ 
breakfast. you 

want owt?

you 
know, bruno,
I completely 
misread you.

you’re quite 
the gentleman.

shelley, you 
glorious 
angel.

oh, 
bruno! Nice 
apron.

shelley, 
your boyfriend 
is in my kitchen.

wearing 
your pinny. and 
nothing else.

tell me 
he’d covered 

his... part.

it was 
briefly 
visible.

as he 
crouched to 

access a 
spatula.

oh 
lore.

shelley, you 
and bruno... it’s 
an odd match.

we have 
fun!

he’s very 
attentive to 
my... fun... 

needs.

he’s not 
allowed to be 

fun where food 
is prepared.

oh 
crumbs.



I need to be 
able to start the 

day without seeing a 
man’s bare arse.

other people’s 
relationships are 
gross close-up.

sexy night 
noises, accidental 
item finding. bad 

surprises.

don’t feel 
like you can’t 
have him stay 

over.

because I’d 
move in. then 

we’d get 
married.

then I’d have to 
start popping out 
human beachballs
of pure muscle.

I’ll have 
a word 

with him.
I just don’t 
like to spend 
too long at 

his place.

why 
not?

that’s a 
pre-requisite 

of your 
tenancy.

I’m sorry, 
I’m sorry.

how did you 
and bruno 

meet?

I was working 
as a barmaid the 
summer before 

university.

he spent a 
month trying
to charm me.

he 
wasn’t what 
I pictured as 
mr shelley.

wow, so nearly 
four years together! 

how did he convince you 
to go out with him?

I got used to 
him looking at me 
like I was some-

thing special.

who did 
you picture as 
mr shelley?

an alien traveller. 
otherworldly. 

vay sexual. possibly 
glowing.



ryan! are 
you ready for 

our mutual 
day off?

sure sure, 
just let me 

get my items 
together.

it’s easy to 
forget that you 

live in abject 
squalor.

yeah man, 
the mind 

forgets so as to 
protect itself.

I got in late 
and things were 

raging here.

the lads’d 
put my bed in 
the back yard.

so partying 
was the only 

option.

have you 
actually been 

to sleep?

I had two 
real pleasant 

minutes before 
you knocked.

a fleetin’ 
visit to the 

void.

EPILOGUE
These last six pages should have 
been the start of another arc, but 
having unexpectedly had to run 
these comics daily on my website 
for a couple of months in place 
of the stories people expected out 
of necessity, I felt it was time for a 
break. They were only ever meant 
to be a B-feature, never the main 
event. 

As fun as it is for me to explore 
this territory, it is arguably the most 
solipsistic thing I’ve ever done. 
And I say that as a person who is 
currently writing commentary on 
exactly that activity. I think I might 
be through the looking glass here.

So the new old new Bobbins ends 
on a cliffhanger. Hopefully there 
will be another one of these collec-
tions in a year or so. In the mean-
time, keep watching the skies! And 
by the skies, I mean my website, 
where new comics should inevita-
bly appear, just as a patched roof 
eventually lets the rain in, or a tiny 
piece of ground elder root left in 
garden soil will yield a whole new 
crop of pernicious weeds. 

So what have we learned? That you 
can never go home again? That 
time heals all wounds? That a stitch 
in time... saves nine? I’m going to 
posit that the answer is “nothing 
at all”. But hopefully you had fun 
 nding that out.



remember 
you’re a 
womble.

remember 
member member what 

a womble womble 
womble you are

why is 
shelley on the 
front desk?

her tele-
phone manner 
is distracting 

at best.

pickering 
found out amy 

was ghostwriting 
shelley’s column.

shelley, 
think this is 
all my fault.

let me 
have my 

shame, tim.
it’s 

all I’ve 
got left.

amy’s not 
coming back, 

winters got demoted 
to reception.

he went 
ballistic.

tim, you 
missed a hell 

of a day 
yesterday.

tweedy.
did you tell 

len about amy 
writing shelley’s 
column for her?

I guess... to 
get your dream 

woman fired, and your 
friend almost fired...

like, part of 
the brain visible 

through exposed 
skull stupid.

and the 
brain keeps 

getting pecked 
by crows stupid

and it’s all 
infected... that 

stupid.

yes. that’s a 
rarely achieved 

level of stupidity.

you’d have to be 
spectacularly stupid.

no! like 
I’d do that. 
why would I 

do that?



tim, I’m going to 
need you to help 

holly cover what was 
shelley’s work.

I don’t think 
so. this isn’t the 
right environ-
ment for her.

lot on my 
plate, lad. thanks 
for stepping in.

shel, I’ve got 
to go out for a 
couple of hours. 
personal time.

is it your 
manscaping 

appointment? 
don’t worry. mum’s 

the word.

not a 
problem.

len, you look 
terrible. do you 
need... to talk?

all right. is 
amy going to be 
coming back?

I’m not 
talking to 
you, tim 
jones.

it doesn’t 
matter. he’ll 

have me back at 
mama’s in no time.

I’m sure we 
can fix this, he’ll 

calm down!

this is like the 
300th bad thing 

I’ve done since my 
11th birthday.

it’s not 
possible to get 
len back down 

to “calm”.

I shoot 
for “non-
florid”.

you 
blabbed to 

my dad.

amy, I 
didn’t!



ngh. the worst 
thing is, I love 

working with all of 
you at the magazine.

I’m done 
shagging every-
thing and taking 

weird pills and acting 
up. it’s boring.

I think I 
might actually 

be... an all 
right person.

and now 
I’ve wrecked it 
all, and len will 
send me away.

wait.
can I move 
in with you, 
tim, please?

help me 
out here.

god.
I need a word 

that combines “no” 
with the perfect solution 

to all her problems.

just for 
a bit?

TO BE CONTINUED!
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