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So I pressed on.

I began work on a new Bad Machinery story on the web, and continued to

fill Friday gaps with my Bobbins strips. I've always struggled with standalone
strips, the basic unit of comics, one joke executed to the best of one’s abili-

ty, but I continue to chase it. It’s hard to quiet the voice that whispers, if you
strung this out to a week, it could be the sort of thing you're better at. This col-
lection starts with a few of what I've always referred to as “mixed nuts”, before
descending into chaos with the return of the then-divisive (but in 2021, I
would say “beloved”) Desmond Fishman. Des represents my worst impulses,
but also my best creative efforts. He opens doors to the right kind of mad-
ness. The truth is, I don’t enjoy writing mixed nuts very much.

There’s also a brief segment where Ryan and Amy attempt to make “couple
friends”, notable for the first appearance of Ken Lord, who subsequently
apeared in my Giant Days comic series. These strips have appeared previously
in the back of Bad Machinery book 8, but this version reinstitutes a reef-
er-smoking panel that was considered “not T-for-teen enough”

When the Bad Machinery story was done, I didn’t feel desperate to make
another one. I was beginning to write Giant Days, and wanted to give it my
best efforts. So I leaned hard into continuity again for a big Bobbins story that
would run across Christmas 2015. I had only a loose outline, with no prede-
termined conclusion, and just went week to week. This is a dangerous way for
me to work.

Early in my webcomic career, readers would comment on the occasional
story that petered-out quickly (usually due to my inability to end it satisfac-
torily). I had long put a stop to my petering, but with no roadmap, I'm forced
to solve the story problems and plotlines I irresponsibly create at the start, no
matter how long this takes. There was a story in the original Scary Go Round
series, Super Crisis Quests, that I swear I could not get to the end to, no mat-
ter how many flow charts I drew.

Now, puffed up on my own confidence, I figured I would embark on a new,
personal, Super Crisis Quest. I would march into the woods, then out of the

woods, hence the name. I would even explicitly reference Super Crisis Quests
with the first page of the story. Maybe I should have just walked under a se-
ries of ladders, or actively sought out black cats whose paths I could cross.

They say that those who do not learn the lessons of history are doomed to
repeat them. While I was writing the first few (I think very accessible) Giant
Days issues, I was also deep in a thicket of Bobbins plot threads that I could
not for the life of me untangle. Months rolled by and I attempted to resolve
them utilising a sort of broken logic that required me to reach further and
further back into the past. Oh, to peter out!

Now, I like all the crazy things I put in these comics - heavy plant fights,
dimensional portals, eco-warriors, pro-hunting bear costumes, workplace

reunions, erotic bathing. But it’s a lot for one story to hold.

I only tried this trick once more, to wrap up the loose ends from this story.
You might say that I wasn't “out of the woods” yet! Ha ha! Ha ha ha! HA HA!

_JA

Re: mixed nuts, when a friend became a syndicated newspaper cartoonist, he was regularly
contacted by ‘gag-men” who would offer him punchlines for comics, as a very reasonable price.
In a bid to undercut the market, here are a few royalty-free punchlines for your gag strip.

“Try to oscillate more slowly!”

“That’s more than enough corn - and believe me, I know corn.”

“Listen to Noam Chomsky here!”

“If you could just try to stop bleeding”

“Abraca-DAB-ra!” (Character is performing the now-dated “dabbing” dance move.)
“Abraca-TAB-ra!” (Character has approximately 60 browser tabs open.)
‘Abraca-MUMM-ra!” (Mumm-ra, the ever-living mummy from the TV show Thundercats,
appears in the last panel for no reason. Please obtain the proper licences first.)

“I can’t even PLAY saxophone!”

“Abraca-SAXOPHONE-ra!”



MIXED NUTS |/ KEN LORD
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Boycey, what (

was Napster? I'm working,

Mildred.

| heard that before Napster,
women didn't have the vote
and weren't really allowed

to wear trousers.

And | HEARD that Napster
destroyed the record indus-
try. But you can still buy CDs
and vinyls. I've seen them.
N Y

_

Boycey, are \ I'm afraid of )
you AFRAID | all women.
It’s a blanket

approach that'’s
served me well.

©1998-2014

| never truly felt OLD until |
saw lads walking around
with topknots.

| knew at that point that
the doors had shut and
youth was a club that
would never let me in again.

People wear-
ing onesies in
the street
wasn't a clue?

No. Research
shows there’s
no age limit
on slovenliness.

I'd love to put all your
hair up in a neat little
man-bun. I'd treat it like
a second, smaller heay

©1998-2014
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Boyceuy,
have you got
a girlfriend?

Er well um
you know
kind of?

a human being
reaches true
self-awareness?

| have a
few ideas

\ about this.

Come on
Mildred,
home time.

JUSSST\

TELL HER
HOW YOU
FEEEEL

4

have to stop treat-
ing that poor man like

Daughter, you

a zoo animal.

scientist, not
some beast.

Let
me adopt
him, Neil.

He’s a

Youd let
me adopt him
if he was a
panther.

| think it’s the moment when, |
as a child, you don't want
those inflatable Spider-Men
or Dishey princesses they sell
on street corners any more. y

A

| don't know. What about
grabber machines? | still

want bad toys when they're
in a grabber machine.

The toys in

grabber machines That's why
are incredibly you can't

valuable, Ryan. buy them

in shops.

1:111“ |

©1998-2014
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Look Walt, it’s NO. Non

your Auntie Auntie.

Shelley! N'AUNTIE.
72141

Bobbins by John Allison

Walt, an auntie is a
relative by blood or
marriage. No other
women are your Aunties.

3

o

You're weirdly
...militant

about this.
N

Calling family friends Uncle
or Auntie is more confusing
than the concept that you
might not be related to
everyone you Know.

4 N
I'm just drawing
the line that
even meddling
bureacracy

Mildred, you know
you don't have to go
to your dad’s office
after school any more.

But | like
it there!

/\;/ouldn't you

rather just go home
and play loud music
until | come home?

?/ Doesn't
Neil... want me
at the office
any more?

Does he
want me to
stop teasing the
science men?

course he
does.

You've just
made this

eru easy.




Bobbins by John Allison

I'm tired of being | Aw, she’s a
indoors. | miss
Shelley. Make
her come back.

\

jet-setter. We
can't tie down
that crazy bug.

Bobbins by John Allison

You need a new
friend. What
about Abigail
Lord at work?

- Y ,

Mrs LORD! ' | don't want to
go on a friend
date with one
of your HAREM

Your work
girlfriend!

I'll invite her
round, then wink

and make an
!

excuse to leave.

(Then you can A
discuss exactly
how handsome
old Ryan is.

Fun times.

©1998-2014

want to come

night this week?

1

|
\
|
l

Do you and Mr Lord

round for dinner one

Oh... yes Ryan, that
would be lovely. |
think you and Ken
will really get on. y

| [

il

His name is... Ken?
You've never really
told us anything

about him... at all?

And I'm not )
going to.
You'll have to

wait and see.
y,

'm in a total

state of flux. He
is all | can think
about now.

I'VE MADE |
A TERRIBLE
MISTAKE.

My chest
hurts.

©1998-2014



Shauna, V' When people fall
youre 14. - in |ove, BORF, a
Youreat  faw friendships
peak friend”. get downgraded.

Bobbins by John Allison

You go off to college,
make new exciting
friends, chuck out
a few old keepers.

Then people go away and get

jobs, or get married, it’s harder

to replenish that friend pool.

This is depressing.
I'm gonna keep
ALL my friends.

You have to keep an open
mind that maybe people-
much older or younger
than you are “okay”.

\‘”ﬂ;’m T T
AN

It’s

{

Ame I'm sorruy. I’m\
sorry that |

brought Ken Lord
to our home.

[
You've nhot | know. | kno

met him yet.

a hundred
times worse.

That makes it

W. Ken’s just

coming. He thinks
we hit something
on the way here.

Pheasant, my darling. Right
up the wheel arch. It 100ks
like a Jackson Pollock
painting... with eyes.
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Ken is... he’s...
quite... seniof...
to her, isn't he?

Amy! SHH!

Bobbins by John Allison

got to be

what, 35?

Oh come on, he's

late sixties. She’s,

in his

...l said to him,

“never let them
trim your sails... or
your EYEBROWS!”

Stop bein’

V
Ryan, | spend most | need this
of my days in this pPOISONOUS
house, alone, with intrigue.

a helpless infant.
P need it
to LIVE.

©1998-2014

You must tell
me, Abi, how
did you

two meet?

Ken was my
professor at
university.

I'd read his
novel, of
course.

Y “He Caught
Bass With His
Hands” was my
favourite book.

| was a shy little thing,
but he saw something
in me. Of course, we
had to keep it quiet.J

He’s still an i
impressive sight,

Amy. Even with
his shirt off.

She puts up
with me.




Bobbins by John Allison

| wrote until
there was noth-

ing left to write.
A Then | taught.

Are you still
working on
your books?

e

\ | know the smell of

| was a bit

of a brawler the wrestling mat.
in my younger But the old fire, it
days, Amy. dies, it goes out.

This is nice.
They both
made a
friend.

[ What... kind
of wine

. . ™
Basic garage wine. If
you don't like it, at
least you know your
insides got cleaned.

become a hero? |

What do you ¢ 0 N | | mean the | I don't think you || Firemen
think the best | " quickest can just set out || ..are
way is to 9 )11 way. to be a hero. It's | | heroes.

more accidental.

No. They're doing
a job. If they don't
put out a fire,
they're a failure.

©1998-2014
| just want a
Be the person
gg?rfsj/h%f”? USeIfl who ends the
i dog-cat war.
prominent.
- \ /. —

©1998-2014
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She called it off, m

Boycey. Said she

idn’ think...
didn't want to be ,
a homewrecker.  that’s what
she said?

Bobbins by John Allison

Sorry
to hear
that, Tim.

It’s a It’s just
special water.
sympathy

drink.

It represents ’chev ...about a

week after
separating
managed to have | from his wife.

sympathy | have
for a man who

a SEXY FLING...

| don't
think... |
should

drink this.

©1998-2014

Shelley, I've read
your new manu-
script. Is... some-
thing wrong?

Why would
you think
that, Barry?

It’s called “Tibkins
Makes An Awful

Mistake”. The change
of tone is striking.

it to the printer.

Basic Tibkins story.
Under-fives gonna
love it. Print it. Send

“l love you,” said Tibkins
to the vacuum cleaner.
“But we can never see
each other EVER AGAIN.”

&)}_J

o

Make sure the )
last page is just
printed com-
pletely black.

©1998-2014
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N [

Gonna go Now listen. Things ...l can't even But Shelley, you're a I've already Do something )
live in a may not have imagine the sort || wealthy woman. given for someone | Maybe I will.
SWAMP, worked out of entity you'd Maybe it’s time to <o much less fortunate | If they live in
Barry. between you and... fall in love with. give something back. _ ) than you. the swamp.
|J L |
[ i ]
©I998~2014_
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O black fog, Y All | want is to be ) All the trappings | wish | was still Y | miss being able N I'm finding it
when will able to take my of wealth and | 23. | miss my to make crazy quite difficult
you lift? pyjamas off and be just feel like a big friends. | miss our mistakes because to fix your
a day woman again. || hollow old egg. gross old homes. ) you had infinite boiler with you
time to mend them. \ talking at me.

4

©1998-201



FISHMAN’S RETURN
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Y

I

L
=

/)

N

N

Amy’s got \ Dark Esther! Lets\ Whoa. There’s nothing / Aw, why bother. Y They don't ﬁ“_““_—f_::
Walt and Ryan. yse the Facebook || here that doesn't come || These people all need oid | et
Tim... well, and see what under the heading of || appear to be Shelley any || Respend oo ®* ™

that’s out. /‘ she’s been up to. “it’s complicated.” enjoying busy lives. more.

'.' Dcsmoné F"ﬁhmd"
ﬁ & Lower lelie

Ropnj Tr\mk

-
'r'& & Penfagrae Books Lk iend
Barry TalosT 1s @ mutual bri

Sysanne Br.“:lm'
= Nir:g Ma Ballne

Jena mss Chu [ Smi 'I"ﬂ)

m Griswalds G
Amy Chilfon 18 & @

cammar

uhual {riend

=
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I N s , ] ] ﬁ
Desmond Fishman on the Face- Are his photos all selfies 'm sure he’s got \/__\ His only friend...

book! How can this be? Surely || because he’s a narcissistic lots of friends. oho. | is MYSPACE TOM.  HISTORY'S

you have to be actual literate || newt boy, or because he’s || Let’s have alook... ~ 0 ?

to be computer literate. / lonely? Or both? That is ‘:r,\engs
a distinct possibility. J

GREATEST
MONSTER.

Mu)ﬂla\l fei endS

y Friente !

©1998-2014
You heard from : | accepted his the || “Dear Shelley, | would be | think “Fishman Acres” | Could he just
_ It's so hard to i ) o : ) J
Desmond Fishman? | o) "pyant 'm | | Facebook friend delighted if you would join | | might be his name for [ have typed al
How’s that old concerned. request, and then || me at Fishman Acres this the square mile of those letters
frog being doin'? | got this message. | | Thursday for afternoon tea. || land around him at by accident?
any given time.

K A | Sincerely, Desmond.”

©1998-2014



How can... Some old boy will
Desmond... come out with a
live in @ house blunderbuss and start ' ‘
like this? plugging away at us

any minute now.

a
/% |

He’s probably
not in it, he’s ==
just near it.

o (]

|

Iu-_r'_l
___j\:r.
Ll L]
X rT’L,

! y
( Pull the bell | e \\) (6 It came off Ah! Don't
thing, Shelley. | \ D in my hand! stuff it into
| I T a dang bush!
|

By the looks
of things,
not for so

much longer.

. V4
i . ] Y
| % 7 Come... in. 1 [I] | Desmond...
P | } has a
' N —— S butler?

e
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Des, why do you live He’s invoking squatter’s It’s MY YV Papa died. We
alone in an empty rights. On your side, HOUSE! | put him in a hole
stately home? Did you man, smash the system, inherited it I the ground.
climb in the window? fight the power. from Papa. 4 |t Wwas a very
BORING DAY.

Des, where
did you go?

after Shelley
went away...

...you and Amy
started kissing each
other a lot and hid
in the BEDROOM.

you never came back.

You told us you were Ryan! You [
going out to buy a never even
packet of cigarilllos, but | tried to

| KNEW WHAT
YOU WERE
DOING. Ugh.

find him?

It was an exhausting
period, Shelley. Amy
was demanding. And
surprisingly athletic.

©1998-2014
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Des, if you inheritegl all ( It'’s not empty! | | had to sell everything to Fothelfingau, | don't know
of Lord Sunderland’s have a smart-phone! | You... pay the bills. Then .thr’:‘ bills why didn't you ) what he is...
wealth... why is the And Fotheringau. rang, sir? || went red, then | didn't stop him? and I'm very
\ house completely empty? ) have to pay any more. afraid of him.
| p—
[
{
pweel
b Plect
.—:1\“(’
L\
| | —
©1998-2014
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\4
Living down by the Somehow they found Papa was a Navy But when | was born,
railway tracks in a nest my Papa, who used to | | | admiral who fell  the mermaid bits |
| made, | was found by ff || be Lord Sunderland inlove witha  got were all from...
some tiny women. but is now DEAD. MER-MAID. \ the wrong end.
|
| feel like Mama

is still watching
over me.

©1998-2014



Bobbins by John Allison

Oh my Lord,
Ryan, oh
dear God.

Just breathe,

Shelley. We never

have to come
back here, ever.

Please remind me, when |
forget ten minutes from
now, that some people
CANNOT BE HELPED.J

Looking up old friends

on the Facebook seems

like fun, but doors
close for a reason.

The reason

is DANGER.

©1998-2014
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She’s been
doing Lord

Not seen you
in the lab for
quite a while,
Mildred.

Bobbins by John Allison

Bath’s Excel-
lence awards.

me tell YOU.

Boycey it is I've been
ruddy hard helping old
going, let people learn

the internet.

Old people like the inter-
net so much that they
are going to put young
people off using it.

If they understood
right-clicking, it

would be over for
the rest of us.

But they
never seem
to under-

stand that.

©1998-2014

Dad, | reckon we
should get into
Urban Krav Maga.

What.
What?

/ Err, it’s almost
CERTAINLY the
best new self
defence system.

"

When your back’s to

the wall in a dive bar,

you need a fighting

style you can rely on.
N

Have you been

watching Roadhouse
featuring the late
Mr Patrick Swayze?

o

/ .

| figure I'm going
to make a lot of
enemies in life.
Got to be ready.

And,

©1998-2014
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Shortly after arriving
in the Netherworld, she
was widowed, which
came as a great relief.

Though no fault of
her own, Erin Winters was
exiled to hell on her wedding
day. She was 16 years old.

At the second she
vanished, everyone she
knew forgot about her. (

Blessed with a foul ‘
temper and boundless A demonic aeon

i - : ensued, where time
reso'ﬁ@%gﬁ?gﬁtﬁ? make e || had no meaning. She

kind of got into it... |

...until the
D human
P| remains of her
broke free...

...and quickly
ascended to the
BONE THRONE.

A few years
in Purgatory
followed...

...before she
escaped to
the capital. §

...and got back
to the place she
came from.

Here's what
happened next.
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Shelley, please
don't move back to

the North. It’s not
\ civilised there.

My mindy London’s full of
the rich, the young,

the rich and young, and
a servile under-class.

made up,
Barry.

spend here is a tacit

Every moment |

endorsement of a
gilded and corrupt
city-state.

But the NORTH.
Whippets. Horse brasses.
You'll be surrounded by
toothless yokels.

And my
conscience will
be clear.

©1998-2014

are you dancin’
around like a

You're a

wife and

mother,
woman.

@s téought 1?h.HOUSE
and every mU

/ Shelley’s moving\

back to Tackleford.

N—

> _
Well, that's good

news. For some local

homeowners | mean.

Not for the
general safety
of the area.

kind of drag
disaster in her

toilet paper
on a shoe.

©1998-2014
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Feel that, ¥ Raw British
Neil. Beef.

N
Boyceu, imp

stop offering
\me your guns.

veryone’s

you've become

It’s
been a
journey.

ressed that

very fit.

Chopped
forty-seven
logs. A personal
record.

Based on my
meteorological predic-
tions, | should now be
self-sufficient in fuel
through the winter.

A journey =

into the crystal
fortress of

insufferability?

First batch of
home-brewed
screech was
finally ready.

Induced tem-
porary blindness
and a powerful
melancholia.

Jarl1'ice mt

supplies gets

lightly flushed when That

you go in for a should be
ream of foolscap. 1%?0333
< %. 5
N\ J
©1998-2014

| wonder if | am
the best person at
using an axe in the

whole country.

| imagine
that |
probably am.

(!

Nﬁﬁf\(lr//)/ﬁh— A\l

©1998-2014
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You realise, Woodland like this is -l ' ' BEARS!
Mildred, that sustained by pollarding, =] ..which is boring WOL\Q//%'\/%!UNG BEARS! BEARDED
Tackleford forest is which is harvesting at head people to death and - BILTONG AVAIL-

ancient. It's pre-1600. height to protect new allowm their corpses BLOOD HERE! ABLE NOW!
shoots from animals... ?ertnise the ‘

forest floor?

©1998-2014
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It’s nice that | remember \\ﬁ‘\‘
you'll still go on a when I'd pop you .;.
hike with your old up on my shoulders

man, Mildred. , and you'd hold on | NOOO TOOO

start getting so tight. SADDDD
sentimental. — —

©1998-2014




Bobbins by John Allison

] R \"
Well, if 'm
not mistaken,

AAAGGGH- | stepped in | think the So much has
HHHHHHH!! the MOST first move... changed in 15

that’si3 (eDzallgldMan's Definitely HUMUNGOUS would be to years... and yet
my favourite PILE OF POOO step out of it. | 50 little.
fructicose |

lichen.

LV Ry

©1998-2014

O k,\“‘
Neil, it’s There’s nothing in Maybe a =
mté‘?é‘é{{ng, a huge pile these woods that whole family

went in the

y o eniss |\ i s
N uantity.
- *)Ji_}.x}{l {f’/;{ q y

It’s full of Say what you
stoUpg%lg)T(’ing bone frag- "kesab%it the
the poo! So ments. miths...

embarrassing! ..they're a
really disgusting
family, but they
don’t waste

anything.

©1998-2014
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Ngey

'm going to But you've Do you really want Think of the

frame the the mantlepiece send it to the dedicated the scientific community Heh. children. Well,
| musteru DIODS next to mama at New Scientist. your whole life to know you as the asr?g?éjsbllllfees think of the child.
to lasers. Tackleford Doodie Man?

up nicely, the Acropolis.

father. singer.

Bobbins by John Allison

Oh Shelley, it’s Have uou ' . What’s /Dad, | told When you tell “Vice-President
so nice to have  peen tg see t'ofr‘:] c??rg\?v v Y this? “Vice- you, that’s the us the titles of Baby held the
you mox{ed back walt’s so bfg President galley proof of é{&gasbggﬁ% I ca§t]|cngtv0te ct)f the
near to us. " ! e infant senate.”
already. ‘ Baby? my new book! Jou're joking. | mo;v_

genius.

©1998-2014
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So, Shelley
darling, do you think
this is the place you'll
finally settle down?

" | feel quite
settled!

Those eqggs of Carol, leave

yours are get- | “Lor"anas are hers

ting near their 2
sell-by date. . to ignore.

the poor girl alone.

<

A baby is a

[t completes
your life.

7

LYY

(\

1 A

Hey Tim.
What goes
on?

N,

e

Something’s
had the animals
out of all my traps
last night.

s literally )

ripped them out
and just left what
was stuck.

Looks like
nature beat man in
the great barbarism

wars yet again.

wonderful thing.

ﬁu\
| just don't want
you getting down

to your last egg and

regretting it.

Please
stop saying
“eggs”.

©1998-2014

I'm going to N

eat whatever
ate them.

So this isn't a
sign that maybe
you should return
to society?

| WILL
HAVE MY
\ SATISFACTION.

©1998-2014



va
It’s not her fault
you've never associ-
ated with great
> genetic material.

That Norweigian
lad who burned
churches, not the
ultimate dad.

IBoobb

Oh Amy, my
mum would not
shut up about me
having babies.

—

And the others,
Christ, the play-
things of a beautiful
bachelorette.

Now he'd
be an excellent
father. In fact,

he is one.

| still don't
know how
that happened.

My insides
hurt thinking
about it.

Momma Winters just
wants to sniff that ginger
baby head, kiss that tiny
bespectacled face.

And then the
capper, Tim Jones
at his lowest
uman ebb.

It was a moment
of madness. He was
| estranged from his wife.
i was comforting him.

Then | over-
comforted him.
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Should | go and wouldn't the
see him? Maybe | can - | can make a ten first point be Friend, build

talk him back into  point plan for how to... keep awa me a shame
rejoining society. to fix his marriage. from Sou'? 7| chamber and
Classic helping! ' put me in it.

| didn't want You're not a

to be a home- homewrecker,
wrecker! 'm bad! Shelley. Tim
Very bad! wrecked his
own home.

When he
blew it up.
Painfully literal.

©1998-2014
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, /4
Tim’s living Er -' — _Oh o, poor No, it's worse. Beard wax,
AR , yeah Tim! Living out in he’s dressed like a
wild in the Shelley. We bo#?d WOU o | | the forest, primitive foﬁuadnea%liirﬁal tragic modern men’s mu;%c?é?and 'm con-
d|dr% iec“w%rzjt to hard. he went and weird! skin, crying fashion lumberjack. trite, but
you. WALDEN. relentlessly. aso into it.
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. [

Good morn-
ing, Keon.

What are
you working

There’s a paper

/
Changes
from Stanford that says || It’s really everything. I'm

that the number two
doesn’'t actually exist.

two number
ones, super-
imposed.

Bobbins by John Allison

getting this on
the cover.

Ugh, maths on

the cover of New
Scientist again, call

the pulping plant%

<

PEE-YOU!
Number
two on the
cover all
right.

MATHS 1S
CRUCIAL

|

©1998-2014

—

YOU DON'T
HAVE TO LOVE
SCIENCE TJO WORK
HERE, BUT IT HELPS

(ACTUALLY,
LOVING SCIENCE
\S MANDATORY TO
WORKING HERE)

NewSdentist

Today 9:45 AM

| bet YOU couldn’t get the
number two on the cover.
Everyone knows Erin Winters
is BAD AT MATHS

Oh Keon, Keon

N

] a Any of these A\

| Are you Googling maths
|| insults, Erin Winters?

equations could
resolve into a sackable
offence-level slur.

N '
But which

_____ one is best?

-

J ===
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Oh, we do have

You'd open the
something. An email

toilet lid and there
would be a merman

Tackleford's a

Shanti, do we cryptozoological

have anything in

This is the

New Scientist, Oh, I know.

; from a researcher at hot-spot, you
theurTuaslthﬁgfeacbeigtm Erin. Not Caca | I\ Tackieford University! Let me KNOW. | qc;eev;/eup looking up at you. | -
’ Quarterly, : i Beseeching.
forward it
— All you
could do
-\ was flush.

| 1l

©1998-2014
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Hoo hoo - The email " It's your She's not A powerful It's what we call

hoo, well eran&lfliIS%rg(r)nt h?gw is from... girlfriend, my girlfriend. mutual connection. a fluffed tooth-

Inever. scientist about someone look, Erin We shared a s that what you kids bashing Kiss and an
something | sent you know. Winters! powerful mutual are call it now? awkward half-hug.

them.

connection last
Christmas.
That'’s all.
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Thanks Time's
Well son, | don't A e Pop. lgrﬁtc;ccgri]r?gotné
know if | could have RS P head out
built a better log ’

cabin myself.

Bobbinsg

\7:) Jehn Al'liSf’ﬂ

The traps God, | hope All right,
alarm! Let’s see it’s not a boar. you robbing
what’s been get- , | don't want to bastards...
ting into them! L = get tusked.

< Do... what

where | can you want

see them! | 4@ with your
7 A | hands...

...as long
as it isn't
pulling bits
off of me.
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Bobbins by John Allison

Fine. Don't
Hov(s)/u%re you answer
you emails?

l, er, you
Know... inbox
problems.

It’s all right. |
realise that admiring
yourself in the mirror
takes time and effort.

So you did some
starjumps and quit
mainlining Nutella.
Get over yourself.

©1998-2014

/Wow. That
was quite the
earful you just
gave young
Eustace.

Yes. New

sick burns.

Scientist is at the
bleeding edge of

Y

So Neil, tell
me about this
enormous
dung-pile that
you found.

Well... to be
honest, I'm sur-
prised that you're

SO interested. ,

Oh, this is
very much a
priority issue for
the magazine.

Do you
think... you
could find it
again?

| dropped a
GPS pin at its
location!

/

New Scientist is
also at the bleeding
edge of loving nerds
doing things like that.
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Shall we go
into the woods
and look for the

\mecimen, then?

Agh, unfortunately
I've got to give a
lecture on... laser plasma
particle accelerators.

Bobbins by John Allison

Raiding your
animal traps?
What a tupping
liberty.

| tell you dad,
a devil bear!
Nine or ten feet
long! Huge!

| chase him

| will go with you.

\

But Boycey

He's fascinated
by ordure.

No, Pop.
Because | didn't
want to be a
SKELETON next
, time we met.

—

And no you

No I'm not!

Listen mate, \

you've muffed it with
this ?irl. I'm giving you
a fighting chance.

don't!

-

A fighting chance
to experience the
most awkward after-
noon of my life?

Yes.
And in the
fresh air!

©1998-2014

Devil bears aren't
native to this area.
They're found in the

Rhondda Valley and on
the Isle of Wight.

They were
driven near to
extinction by

Henry VII...

...who ate a
whole, roast bear
for breakfast
every day.
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I've ignored ' Well, that T I00Ks !
you for about an © 4 sureis a huge \ bla;;ae;ri; rﬁjne ft ﬁank?nghiﬁ%é
hour. You ignored ignore you, stanky old tod

me for ten months. mountain.

i Uh, you
iTshlaS rs;:éree insisted on

silent walk. coming!

account that the
camera adds 10Ibs.

Bobbins by John Allison

Because he
made a series
of terrible life
decisions.

Is that )
allowed?
Can't he be
moved on?

No, when he was
mayor, he specifically
zoned a patch of
common land for Why did
licensed hermitry. he go
hermit?

Himself, |
imagine. He lives
like a hermit out
here, Erin.

Is that...
ex-Mayor
Jones?

Let’s ask him
about them!

Who's he
talking to?

That... may
be a terrible
life decision too.
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A devil
bear, it was!
Big as a
family car!

| looked at it,
and it looked at
me...

...there was a

respect there, the

respect between
man and beast.

They're not 4

native to here.

Where do you

think it came
from?

| had a few

Land Rover...

Escaped

from a

private
collection? Aill

|

You didn't
give him much
of a chance.

Look at him
living out here
in his weird Mad
Max paradise.

| can't believe |
came all this way to
investigate a hipster

hillbilly’s latrine.

thoughts. Maybe it
stowed away as a cub
in the wheel-arch of a
or...

Well thank ) happy to
you, Mr a friend
Jones.

Eustace here.

help
of

Tim’s
having a hard
time! But he’s
a genius'

Yes, he has a
wonderful mind,
ex-mayor Jones.

It’s just a
shame that no-one
knows exactly
where he’s put it.

iim |

k'
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Well this
trip was a
phenomenal
waste of time.

Are you
sure you can't
stick around a

bit longer?

Ah, no. I've got
to get back to
London before the
cutpurses come out.

¢ Sorry | didn't
email you back.
You just felt a
long way away.

Try writing
one when you
get home then.
And make it a
good one.

No phone
emails. /1
know.

I'll use my
USB quill.

is fascinating. |

)

bitte/‘”.’J

i I

Ui

=]
!
| I j
| dAlll »
i \ \\ i
l P ‘ —
!
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¢ | .
Oh oh oh s the New ) “Two Good To | Shipped | believe
Erin Winter’ ISSUE' Wlth MY B.e True: an eXCIU- I gOId, |t75 hard tO anUQne can 'Carlcel Readers are
look what just  COVER STORY! sive report on the RETURNED | believe some- their subscription  going to find
ARRIVED. death of an integer. : PLATINUM. [ one so young online now, Keon. that very
Mm, this really coulid be so convenient.

N\ £_{é" g
i%z
b

1

if
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\ , . / | mean, this
GGGHI Y I'mrattling | need to Maybe .
V\R/R|TE£!S round this blg go out for now’s the gate wouldn't be

here at the end of

And if | run
into Tim, that ol

would be... an

place like a awak. . time to head [ | ;
dowager’s . out into the [~ the garden... if ] aecident 'm certain
woods. wasn't meant this is a good
to use it. decision.

)= W -

©1998-2014

N | There’s a

What do darkness It’s a fine
you mean, here. line between
“not safe™? enigmatic and

- irritating, Tim

Society’s These woods
worried aren’t safe. You

| about you,
friend. should go home.

Avoidin »
work! Whgat Avoiding

are YOU society.
doing here?

Shelley. LA

What are
you doing
here? [L
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Shelley, ' That night... But it was And what’s It's... a | think

you didn't with you... was the running away living on your way not to about you all
do anything  one nice thing that from what I'd own in the mes;J anything the time.
happened in that done. woods, then? else up. You're
awful month. missing loads

of good TV!

©1998-2014
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Poor Tim. | wish | could His missus is
He’s put He's ot to though. This sand- insane. | couldn’t
himselfin M "ot rimseit. | @ Wich he gave me is divorce HOME Wait, o, I'd
personal jail. , DANG DELICIOUS. SMOKED PORK. divorce him just so
’ oﬁgipl ﬁi?nn t | could marry the
’ SANDWICH.

That's a good
joke, Shelley, but
keep it to yourself.

©1998-2014




LOSE THE
SANDWICH! LOSE
THE SANDWICH!

| require
Door keys LUXURY
will take too KEYLESS

long! BEARS WILL ENTRY!

DON'T SCRATCH
THE PAINTWORK,
DON'T SCRATCH THE
PAINTWORK!

AAAH!
Delicious
BARBECUE
FINGERS!

Wait, cars
can move, you
blithering idiot.

That’s what
the WHEELS
are for.
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I've always
suspected her of
being a high function-
ing secret drinker.

Don’t
enable her.

It's the \
delerium tremens.

She’s plainly run
out of firewater.

Don't you keep
liquor at home,
Shelley? Don't you
trust yourself?

Bru-hoo-huins
ate my barbe-
cue-hooo hoo-
samwich!

I've been
set upon by
bears! Bears

EVERYWHERE!

| don't think
she’s joking.

halp me! |
need a stiff }
drink!

e =
o =

©1998-2014

o

My garden There’s only Alert the media. |

backs onto the i one thing to his is wh
woods and the woods bouu%%’qu’gIEat This is the do, Winters. Weep T o can el | M eed ton

: : silently? sell some books off need you
are CRAWLING with . house. sort of thing ’ the back of this. around, Amu;/

that should
show up on a
survey.
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The cake is in

CAKE FOR
EVERYBODY!

KEON!
Cake,

the shape of a
coffin, with the
number two on it...

...because
my cover
story was A

MEGA SELLER.

now the number
two has vanished...

Only because

...counting
anything has

become TOTALLY
ARBITRARY.

| had
special s
cake mad

Hey Erin,
this is where you
went the other
day, right?

...noted local
author Shelley
Winters was set

upon by a pack of

devil bears.

They were every-
where. | ran like mad
and did some judo on
them and just got
away alive.

“Winters™! Is
she a relative
of yours?

you, Erin.

a
mall
e for

It’s a tiny
coffin with “Erin’s

cover dreams”
written on it.

Moving AND
delicious.

o1

998-2014

Why does
she keep

l pouting Iik

that?

Epigenetics.
| think we share a
great-uncle who used
to dig rail tunnels
using his head.
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K:rm | am told Y | see this as a | thought we could That is not

that uou are Iookin feature. Talk to have a load of photos Jf [ the New Scientist This coffin
into de\u/il bear migrat(i;on experts. There of bloody entrails and way. I'd like a

cake is
wo northern England. A should be maps. Claw wounds. coupletcﬁf graphs exquisite.
; in there.

The Giant
Thinking Brain
wants to see you
in his office.

\

©1998-2014
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No mum, I'm —_ '/I'm mostly Y Given how sad = , Hallo! Would
M, 'm just ti | it’s making me, | can't Oh, there’s ou like some
not going to being careful eauing ST imagine the bears wil someone here to v U kale? N
abandon my not to draw in kale and low be nterested interview me. | curly kale? | imagine the
house! any bears. fat yoghurt. ' have to go. answer is no.
: Parsnip soup?
] Well maybe, but
1 not cream of
" parsnip soup.
|8
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— @\ , -
Vi E} .

' = 0

N?ERMQTH@MQ .
J

o

T

T _moTEL LM TERNATiolla

Awful
weather,
0 isn't it?

1100V G
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So do you Yes, | used to
know the area, | live in Tackleford.

Mr Tweedy? A few years ago
now though.

And are
you back for
business or
pleasure?

They'll
probably shut
the A57. You
were lucky to
make it.

glad to be H

How long
are you
staying?

I'm not sure.
Do you have a
long-stay rate?

Last time | ...and

was here, | was = dumped at the
tarred and city limits with
feathered... no trousers on.

We do, sir.

May | just take [ 4 pichard

©1998-2014

And would
you like a wake
up call in the
morning?

©1998-2014
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Awful
weather,
isn't it?

May | take
your name
please?

It’s Erin
Winters. |
have a
reservation.

They'll
probably shut
the A57. You
were lucky to

make it.

Bobbins by John Allison
We had a

gentleman in earlier
who was here about
. the bears too.

He’s in
the bar.

And what
are you in
town for,
yourself?

l... myself... am
writing an article
about the local devil
bear problem.

Can | buy |
you a
drink?

, those
bears! I'm
scared to let
the cat out.

Is it global
warming
what’s caused

Well, I've got
eight years of
sobriety and finally
got my life back
on track.

Without
question. =

©1998-2014

So why
the hell

not.

©1998-2015
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Jesus.
This place.
PURGATORY.

The Water-
side Hotel? |
don't think it’s
that bad.

Ha, no,
Tackleford. |
swore I'd never
come back.

Are you
married, Mr
Tweedy?

Bobbins by John Allison

| work for an

Was. To an
Icelandic
woman.

There was a
cultural chasm
that | could never
quite get past.

Abundant
geothermal
energy and

aluminium

smelting.

| never really
knew what she
was thinking

about. Just a

guess.

)i

©1998-2015

If you hate
Tackleford so
much, why are

you here?

ecological group.
Keeping an eye on the
devil bear situation.

/

, Now, if
want. & right- h an, don't you'd offered ..things
cap in my room n SO'/ to show me your  could have
before bed?

etchings...

been very
different.
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It’s snowing!
Do you think that

will affect the
devil bears?

Lottie, ruddy
pipe down
about bears.

We're miles from bear
country. Plus | don't
reckon devil bears like
traffic and that.

Anyway, |
thought you'd
given up on
mysteries.

| have, but |
still like the natu-
ral world. And the
unnatural world!

If an asteroid
hit us we’'d lose
the battle...

...and what if

a super race
reduces us to
CATTLE?

'( Help me with \
my space essay. |

really wanna go to
SPACE UK. 1 “

Just do Space is a
|
poem: void above

our head...

...a realm of
malevolent
alien DREAD.

Interestin’ ideas,
Charlotte, but maybe
not competition
winners.

Perhaps space
travel is kind of
a chore...

...but what if a
pan-galactic empire
drained our PRECIOUS
MAGMA CORE?
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There’s an emer- W
gency council meet- As former

i mayor’s office
ing about the bear ;
problem, Dad. employees, we're

very civically
involved.

Where are
you two off
to in such a
hurry?

Bobbins by John Allison

Also, you
know Amy likes
getting angry with
elected officials.

It gets mD
blood up. It’s
healthy.

And you're
taking Walt?

There have
been devil bear
incidents in all three
of the northern
wards bordering
the woods.

| think we're all in
agreement that telling
people to stay indoors will
damage local business.

Unfortunately,
central govern-
ment can't help us
much on this one.

The Cryptid
Removal Agency
has had its budget
cut to the bone.

They've sent us

a generic “Living

WIith Peril” leaflet
to distribute.

| find the
wailing of an infant
lends urgency to
public debate.

©1998-2015

MAYBE WE CAN
PAPERCUT THE
BEARS TO DEATH

YOU ASSES
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TELL THE PUBLIC
HOW TO BUILD
BEAR TRAPS?

mw DONT YoU N

The health and
safety implications of
hundreds of home “death
pits” are immeasurable.

Bobbins by John Allison

DO WE HAVE TO
WAIT FOR THE FIRST
COUNCILLCR TO BE

EATEN BEFORE

THERE'S ACTION?

Mrs Beckwith-
Chilton, if you can't
contain yourself, we'll
have to ask you to
leave the chamber.

Shh, shhhh
Wwalt, Mummuy’s

©1998-2015

YOU...
PERIWIGGED
FOPS! YOU DO-
NOTHING DRIPS!

Madam,
if | may?

name is Jesper
Bloem. | am a local
businessman.

Gentlemen, mu\/ | am also a

skilled hunter who
knows his brush
cutter from his

dum-dum.

I am willing to
organise a humane
cull at no cost to
the taxpayer.

We welcome

the private sector’s

interest. But what
would this cost,

Mr Bloem?

N7

\
All | will require
is hot food provision
post-shoot light
entertainment...

...and access
to an industrial
incinerator.
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_Z

\

It will be a \ 4 Bring your

b pearl-handled pistol, Mrs
licence for any and all re”;?gﬁ%?ﬂ%ngd Beckwith-Chilton!
hunting in Tackleford bloodbath.

Forest next Saturdy R . And an AP4

The council just

Mr Bloem, granted a blanket

Mr Bloem You can't seriously
wait up. intend to go into the

woods and just start blast-
ing away on your own?

On the
contrary!

LR-308. Ideal for
timber tracking.

©1998-2015
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They're goi Suh' alopahrentt ) Filing a
i eyre going e pro hunter illi '
mgzllrl’gcleo'pra’cirr;e to go mad in favours the ~ Hummer up with

vehicles. did 12 | the woods with Steyr-Puch quns is kind of a
\ ' ’ HUMMERS? Pinzgauer. dilletante move. |

| didn't

Jesper Bloem
mansplained
hunting to me for

40 minutes. / The blown off

hate him. bit of trees will
grow back...
Dozens of eventually, right?

nutcases, Shelley, .m
going mad in the |

woods with guns. kot FooD/

& NS \C FRoM
100V LORENZo
VCHARMAINE 7
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Bobbins

Is that
the official
term for it?

Don't laugh at
me! | already got
chased by bears once
coming to see you!

Were there
assault rifles
thousands of
years ago?

But Tim,
they're going to
be going shooty-

shooty gun gun all
over the woods!

Hunters,
you say? Let
them come,
Shelley.

This
is my home

now. I'm going

nowhere.

I'd have told you
this on the phone but
you live “off-grid” ie “in

the primitive past”.

Il be fine.
Man lived like
this for thousands
of years.

| don't want you

to be shot and |
don't want you to

get bear-eaten!

Were there
Steyr-Puch
Pinzgauers?

Steyr-Puches
Pinzgauer?

Steyrs-Puch
Pinzgauer?

/
At least build
yourself a
bunker.

Soup cans.
Candles.
Chemical toilet.
Air freshener.
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Tim, hiding in the \fYou can have a
cache of weapons,

woods is fine if you
don't want to pay taxes fake number plates,
extreme paranoia.

to the government.

| can't
give up on
this.

But it’s so
dangerous here! And
| have a nice warm
house you'd be safe in.

Haven't you
already given up? Isn't
giving up... on giving
up... ungiving up?

Stop pre-
tending to be
interested in

that pipe!

Boilerplate
survivalism.
That’s cool.

Bobbins by John Allison

) | was | feel like if | just ’ -
How many times are perfectly you know think for long enough, | | mean 0
you going to send that | civil, Dad. that's not | can work out how to fix that's who
poor woman away before what | mean.

she stops coming back? I am. | can fix

anything.

things with Riley. J




=4

N But unlike those

Bobbins by John Allison

—

, : Well Holly, heh, | antici- 'm just a i
to%rgr?gvsbse%gl?le?’grd we've got more than pate one hell Can you priva’lce égnttractor |Blad|<'wa§er fe[ltea b
Big Blast, talking to the | @hundred of the coun- |} "of a shoot. A tellus a little working in the bono. Well. &t Cost.
organiser, Jesper Bloem try’s best hunters bit about public sector ono. ek at cost-
9 : : coming down. yourself? ' Basic wear

and tear on my
shooter, and the

price of ammo. |

©1998-2015
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If there was, \

Based on sightings, Y ...the devil 4 There’s no Our best guess Is there a
the carcasses of prey, bears emanate “Emanate?” evidence of them is that they've precedent for | think you'd
footprints and evidence from a spot just | Don't they moving over land tunnelled here, using | a bear tunnel have seen it on
of nest building... over this ridge. Cowglefsr,?m ' bet\g?en hEzr'e and old mine shafts. network? TV by now.
? ere, Erin.

N
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Bring on ? 4 You've both m You can't enjoy

shooting. It’s gone mad! HuUnting  ancient lichens lichens with no
just part of the in the woods Wil 1own to bits. It's head, Mildred.
circle of life. destroy them! DISGRACEFUL!

It's time to ,'m anti-bear.
decide. Are we || M anti anything
PRO-BEAR or that could bite

ANTI -BEAR? my head off. Yeah. Many
have tried.

| IMAGINE.

©1998-2015
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| never thought
the liberal elites would
let us practice our art
on UK soil again.

Crozier you .

old goat! So | Bloem, this

good to see | hunt set-up is
extraordinary.

Imagine if old
Henry Tudor had
had access to
semi-automatic
firepower.

| doubt that one N
living cell capable of
respiration would have
remained in the isles.

If only Henry
VIIl was here to
see this. Such
martial grandeur.

Cometh the
hour, cometh
the man, Croze.
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| thought | _Yes. | thought
might see you @ B@S it might make a
down here! nice sidebar to my

devil bears piece.

Are you
covering the Big
Blast for New
Scientist?

Do you Er, actually,
want to go I'm here with
and get some- someone.
thing to eat?

I'm using the

There you are.
As requested, I'm
putting something

hot inside you.

word “nice”
loosely there.

Though |
suppose this is
as nice as a hail
of bullets and

<

He broke your
hand and your
heart simultanously.

Eustace
Boyce.

" Rich
Tweedy. Nice
to meet you.
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Neil, what do
you do when your
friends are into

something you...

..don't
think is

Bobbins by John Allison

Did they offer
you a cigarette
with a sickly
sweet aroma?

Has Lottie
got into
“beezing™?

No! Forget

| said any-
thing!

Did Shauna
get a tattoo
gun for
Christmas?

| knew this
would

©1998-2015

Yes, Mildred.
I'm in a bad
mood.

Are you in a
a bad mood?
I'm in a bad
mood.

The girl | like is
here with a man
who is taller, older
and wider than me.

Nl HM. Maybe

she wants to make
you jealous. Just
fight him, Boycey.

DECK HIM.

Fight nude,
Olympian style.
Show her the

goods!
If you can

manage a
berserker rage,
do that too.

This is... a bad
conversation.
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How long have

/;i:n's still in the

woods, Amy! I'm
terrified that he’s
going to get shot.

has he survived?

Bobbins by John Allison

we known Tim? How
many insane mishaps

I'm going
to get
him!

aren't! You'll be
gunned down like a
fairground duck.

Oh no you

've got my
eye on you.
STAY PUT.

\

Ladies,
gentlemen, and
little girls and
bous...

...l am delighted

to welcome you
to the Tackleford
Big Blast!

N

e | b

Let’s rid this
beautiful space of
the scourge of devil
bears - but remain
safe doing so!

4 Kids, if you
find yourself near
some action, just
do what Shooty
The Bear tells

Oh! I've lost my -

Grandma’s pearl This is
necklace! | have to | 9oing to be

go look for it!

a long day.

©1998-2015

Guns can be a
lot of fun, when
you're the guy
that’s firing one

When you
hear a ballistic
round, lie down flat
upon the ground.

it’s
no fun,
getting
blown up-

-if you're
hit, TELL A
GROWN UR

'\'mlh
B 1G RIASIER

©1998-2015
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| e~

. |

[t’s not great.\ é | find it comforting

It's hard to .8 billi , ,
believe how But then, we're that when we've wiped A few thou- aﬁc? ’ct)r:godnuirr?cgogin I've never
humans treat not great to other each other out, nature sand years and it'll will have destroyed all met anyone
nature, Erin. humans either. will bounce back. be like we were life on the planet. like you.

never here.

©1998-2015
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I'll change him. /’—\/’ﬁ
You kee;;;l an eye Ryan. | have a | Oh dang, well,

uestion. A music Which is the it depends what
on shelley, Ryan. ? question. best Grateful you yvant. Workmg-
Dead album? z man’s Dead, that’s

a good LP..

But then
live is where
the Dead

Oh WALT, |
just did you a
new nappy.

Do not let
her out of
your sight.

Including
live albums.

©1998-2015



Look at the
mother, suckling
her hairless young.

This must be \
their burrow,
Croze!

You pick off
momma, I'll have
the cub for my
collection.

Erin, DEPLOY

we're just Rich, we're not

getting involved.

in time. ol think o? the prime

directive!

Why are they

dressed like... post
apocalyptic... burning
man attendees?

just... how
we... be.
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We're hunt

THIS is why

you're in Tackle- saboteurs.
ford? You're an Fighting the
eco-terrorist? good fight.

ECO-FORCE
have loaded
these woods

Hunters,
your BIG BLAST
is OVER.

with man-traps.

We stand in
defence of
Mother Earth.

those who

despoil her.

They're
bluffing!

Against

would

Join us,
Erin, JOIN
us.

Rich, | don't
think | can.
The outfits.

The sooner
you PEACE LOVERS
move, the sooner

Young man,

these woods
are crawling
with carnivo-
rous beasts.

We dress
simply. This is
all we need.

there will be PEACE.

You've waxed
that chest more
recently than | last
waxed my legs.

©1998-2015

V""a

A\

Do you SEE
any bears, Mr
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Got to \ come with me, While he’s
find Tim.  Got to get I'll do karate  stunned, I'll shave
¢ him out of off his stupid
the woods. woodsman’s
beard.

Someone else,
HALLLP someone else
| hallllp

Hate that \|
stupid dumb PLEASE
beard. /| HALLLLP

©1998-2015
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Prone

Arrow e
d positions )

bous, fan " FANNING
gut. possible! OUT TOO

FAR!

They
weren't
bluffing about
To the the traps.
Steyr Puch
Pinzgauer!
Flee!

©1998-2015
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When will you
IDICTS learn that if
we respect nature, it
will respect us back.

shooty gun
gun!

IT

Look, see,

they're as | feel

gentle as  completely
! safe!

lambs!

This is the
most wonder-
ful moment of

- That's right,
\., bears, run from
the fearsome
weapons of
man.
Who's top
predator
now?

\ of character.
‘ ¥

Mr Bloem, | Richard
consider myself  Tweedy is five
a good judge  seconds away from
begging you to
start shooting.

©1998-2015

I'm here to =
save you, Tim. The
| will keep you safe-keeping
safe. process will com-
mence moments
from now.
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Oh | see, so
the enemies of
lichen are here

to gloat.

We're sorry,
Mildred!

ONLY PAST
THIS POINT

AT Yok

vs

DUAT BuT

I'm tearing up
my promotional BIG
BLAST hat in protest.

[t helps that
it’s very -ngh-
cheaply made.

We just got
caught up in
the excitement
of the event.

Maybe if we'd
tried solving this
mystery bear
manifestation...

The woods
wouldn’'t be full
of screams.

MAYBE.

Don't give
yourself a hernia. |
forgive you both.

Look, there’s
still work to
be done.

Boycey from
Dad’s work has
lost the girl he likes
to another man.

\

If you
want her,
A BOY, go get
: her!

N

j
lt'(

Every moment
you dilly-dally, he
could be LICKING

el

T

HER EARLOBE!

/‘

-

You're...
RIGHT.

\/'-—
CASE 100%
SOLVED.

Sometimes
love just needs
a shove.
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GO gently
there, big
fella, that
smarts a bit.

Bobbins by John Allison

This isn't
“Sega’s House
Of The Dead”,

little laady!

Take a
shot for
God'’s sake!

| only
clipped
him! He's
furious!
RUN!

| was...
making a... real
breakthrough

there...

Stop bleed-
ing so much!
This coat is DRY
CLEAN ONLY.

©1998-2015

| looked
into the bruin’s
eyes, and for a
moment, | saw

Rich, you
STUPID,
STUPID man.

/Y;u've just\/

THERE ARE
been aggres-

BEARS
sively MAULED. , EVERYWHERE.

EVERYWHERE
THAT THERE ISN'T
BEARS, THERE ARE

MEN SHOQOTING

Cool, are
we going
to kiss?

=

I'VE LOST MY
PHONE AND |
DON'T GET A FREE Maybe
UPGRADE FOR 18 ) get a refur-
MONTHS! bished one

It's
cheaper

©1998-2015
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Come on
Shelley, get in
the cabin.

Bobbins by John Allison

...and | believe
this cabin to be the
source of the devil

bear incursion.

I misjudged the
What are threat level. |
you doing out estimated ECRU but
here, you dozy it’s more TAUPE.
mare?

My name’s Holly
West and I'm making
a documentary
about the devil
bears. Come out
and explain
yourself...

Keep
filming,
whatever
happens.

ALSO |
LOVE YOU,
YOU BIG
DUMMY. | LOVE
YOU A LOT

The
perimeter

If you're
filming a docu-
mentary, where’s
your cameraman?

Or

“The
perimeter

You have a
button in your
pocket, don't you?
That you've been
saving for exactly
this moment.

©1998-2015

(Those
bloodstained
boots are quite
unisex.)
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OH GOD, \ ’ Movement
lhaveno || T over there,

idea where | || \ A Tommy.
am at all. { \ ' -

Why am |
risking my life
chasing a girl who
might not care?

©1998-2015
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Oh, yours too, | know that In ’fanrness,
wait, DON'T DRAG whatever this That’s a it's not a
ME INTO YOUR maniac is building out | | ypiICROUS ludicrous  More
MADNESS WEB! here has drawn in CHARGE! charge.  hurtful.
the devil bears. ’
Keep away

rom me! Because
f it’s probably

Well, it’s Ten, eleven Your skin
nice to see years? looks great,

ou Holly. What
’ has it geen? by the way.
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Nature... this
wonderful resource...

g
‘ we're lucky to have it.

| know |
bagged one. |
heard him fall.

| really
should get a

T A

Well | can't

saw his head

offif I can't
see him.

But it’s so
comfortable
here.

It’s easy to
forget all this is out
there when you're
playing GTA 5.

Look at
all these
polygons.

He might
have sloped off
behind that
copse to die.
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A

Tim, | want
you to be very Have you done

i anything out in the
honest with me. woods that might

have created...

WAVE OF

| BLOODTHRSTY

BEARS!

You know I've been
searching for a clean
——\ energy source since the

. magazine folded.

taking too long!
Plentiful energy me
an end to war...

Nuclear fusion is

ans

...a UTOPIA
for mankind!

Tim, this is ' Was the
the time for source of this
truth. “alternative energy”
picnic baskets?

No, no! I've
been working on
an alternative
energy scheme!

©1998-2015

Arent We're at . :
utopias doomed peak oil, Holly. . Jg? Jg?;ié{;
by the flawed And apparently,  Stick that language!
nature of man? PEAK CYNICISM.  Up your ’

jumper.
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Look, either
you help or you
EFF OFF on your

EFFING OWN

Il go and
get help!

He’s
barely

breathing,

H

e's such

an easy
target for
bears here.

-

Be the
ero, Rich, be
the hero...

can't take
him with us.

slow us
down. Let
nature...

Give me
my coat
back,
Tweedy.

...take its
course. Hey,
I'm injured
too!

©1998-2015
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’ | guess it’s ¢ = \
J To be fair, |

just you and
me, Eustace.  Only have room
for one idiot in

And it was }
always you. Ml

Bobbins by John Allison

Why? I've got
enough food for a
month and enough
fuel for... forever.

The bears
have moved

away. Right, we

need to get
out if here.

Well, to be
fair, there
were a few

...peripatetic
romance
A partners, er...

Because we're
going to turn off what-
ever hellish contraption
you've built out there.

I've told you,
ELECTRICITY
CAN'T CAUSE

DON'T YOU
DARE DIE AT
AN AWKWARD

MOMENT!

In that case,
we’ll go out there
and smash it up with
sticks for fun.

sorry, just
resting my
eyes.

©1998-2015

If it doesn't
get rid of the
bears, at least it'll
be therapeutic.

©1998-2015
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Congratula-
tions, Holly. You Let go, Tim
really dented the heck Jones! You
out of that ducting. have to be
stopped!

%nd Holly, d

maybe you cou ,

stop arbitrarily W\;gu\%%@;
hitting things. :

Tim, just
show Holly how
this... “enerqgy
scheme” works.

GOD-
PLAYER!

)

Bobbins by John Allison

On June 7/
8th, my wife Grounds:
Riley served me  unreasonable
with divorce behaviour.
papers.

Wracked
with grief, |
1 decided to
drive into the
woods...

“Unreasonable
behaviour”,
you say?

...and go mad
with heavy plant in
an orgy of sylvan
destruction.

Originally |
planned to dig a
hole then bury
myself and the You know, |

JCBinit. don't see it.
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Digging down
into the living earth,
| found an object that
| didn't understand.

Bobbins by John Allison

[t was a square,
formed of some
unrecognisable alloy.

When | tested
it, | found it emitted
huge quantities of
resonant energy.

If I could
tap that...

It’'s a good
thing you two
fantasists found
each other again.

I'm not
making
this up.

pleted a resonant
coupling with the

| briefly com-

...and stored
the resultant
energy using
compressed air.

alien square...

See Holly?
There’s no way a
devil bear could

result from

that.

Tim, was it a
giant space alien
charger?

Maybe
for a giant
space alien

smartphone?

IS THAT
A THING

Tupping...
LIBERTY.

©1998-2015
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/ \
“’ | am come
vy

Leave him
alone! He's
mine! | just got

for him, Erin. him back.

Eustace David It’s

You! You and
your SISTER...
with your LAISSEZ
FAIRE attitude to
the afterlife.

I'm not
SANTA CLAUS, |
don’t have a
NAUGHTY AND
NICE list.

When you
snuff it-

Are you ‘
going to say

it’s not his
time?
Cliché

-YOU GO
DOWN THE
RIVER.

(AY
= m-?):—j;’

E ) —

He'll be safe
with me.

©1998-2015

shout at the
ambulance
driver, Erin.
He’s
only
doing his
job.

Not this
one! Not
now!

éé‘f")é @'T
"

vaneja)




Put his
soul BACK!
\ I'm warning

Come on
chum, out
you come.

- . He’s just so
I'm just doing dredging the young. He’s

a job. if | pitch up
at head office one
soul short...

eternal lake for an
epoch at /east.

Look. 'm not
going to argue
with you, Erin.

This’'ll be it
for you here.
You know
that.

work on this
is going to be
brutal.

No more
pissing around
topside.

like. The
books will
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It was just
a flesh
| | don't think -.sudden

I've got enough
blood left for...

| stopped you
bleeding, but you
need to get out
of here.

redistribution.

©1998-2015
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Head ]lgaﬁk
out of the . Goodbye, my
woods! 'l be right | sweet idiot. fe%ﬂ?ﬁfﬂ?b@&

behind you!

©1998-2015
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— Y Did industrialisa-

Is science Id
always tion liberate the

o population, or
good? further enslave it?

Right. So how
do we smash up
your EVIL BEAR

CREATION DEVICE?

N

You notice '

that you haven't
died of measles or
TB lately, Holly.

Evil? It
was just...
science.

Maybe |
don't hate
science. Maybe |
just hate you.

Was it the end
of the beginning for
man, or the beginning
of the end?

1Y
7

oy

L)

©1998-2015
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Holly... Tim... Y

Shelley? My ;(]gllé t;,?é’,el,s‘g
GOD. R
gone back in

time!

Tell us about the
future! In what year
do nipples become

on-trend streetwear? IS there a
way we can

stop that
happening?

Tim, your energy
Look at his plan must have

future clothes!
He must be telling
the truth!

Either that or
global warming is
out of control.

worked, central heat-
ing in the future must
be so cheap.

©1998-2015
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Rich, it’s not
1999. You're just
with everyone you
knew in 1999. You've

had a bad

Do you ever
wish it was still

experience.

Are you in the
12-step program?
Have you come to

make amends?

Apology
accepted. Well
done on giving in
to a higher power.

You always
thought you
were better than
me, Jones.

Well, you tried
to sleep with every
woman in the office,

then ran off with
my girlfriend.

4

I'm a top

author now! And
youre a film maker
and... are you

married?

You're FORTY,
HAUGHTY and |}
THRIVING! /4

Have they...
finished?

| gave her
something
you couldn't,
you HIRSUTE
BUFFOON.

What? A

COMPATIBLY
HORRIBLE

PERSONALITY?

©1998-2015

Um... you can't
really tell unless one
claims part of the
other’s body as a
trophy.
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Have you
two QUITE
FINISHED?

Because |
have a theory
and YOU aren't
going to like it,

Timothy!

What you
are grovelling
onis not a
GIANT BATTERY...

..it’s an
INTER-
DIMENSIONAL
PORTAL, yeah

| sort of
thought it
might be.

...tapping its

energy acti-

vated it You
know, PERHAPS?

/ And maybe the
next thing that
comes through will be a
MAD VIRUS or a brain
eating WASP?

And | don't
know... maybe
20ft of mud and
rocks were
blocking it?

- 'M
APOPLECTIC,
TIM JONES!
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4 \ P V
Shelley, that was I'm sure Where did \4 TIM JONES! |
the most superb Rich agrees. he go? Does won't let you
bollocking I've ever he think its destroy our
witnessed. 1999 again? beautiful world.

Richard, |
know you think
squashing Tim to

a pulp will fix

But think
of the trouble
he could cause

as a liquid.

©1998-2015

o SO appar- I1l just fla
e s | b

. 7 no uni assing plane.
 unimagi able! ssafe distance”. INCC0 P /

We have no
idea what will
happen if you
destroy the

Stop man,
for God’s sake

MADNESS
MUST END!

©1998-2015
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' There’s “selfless”,
We can't Shel, and then
leave Tim — l there’s “needlessly
and Rich! masochistic”.

©1998-2015
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WHO DARES RUN
Holly, what | It’S-.. er... it INT% MORDAWWA,
is THAT? looks like... QUEEN OF THE

HELL. UNDERWORLD?

Holly, “safe
distance” is
THAT way!

©1998-2015
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PUNY

MORTAL, HEED
MY WORDS-

Bobbins by John Allison

| think my ...accidentally
friends might damaged the
fabric of reality

with a digger.

BLORG STOP
THAT, PUNY
MORTAL

MY
SISTER, MY
BEAUTIFUL

SISTER!

| thought How come

no one you remem- A

ber me now... see A
remembered HORNS and

Yes!
You can get
him to help us.
Well done Erin!

even though .
B. @ unique

sexy goblin
Style.

©1998-2015

expressing my
dissatisfaction, not A plumber
calling in a celestial | AND a carpen-
plumber. ter? Jesus is
AMAZING.

©1998-2015




It might just
stop. Give it
five minutes.

Maybe it’s

YOU
WON'T GET
ME, SATAN!

the RAPTURE.

Rich, a safe
distance is
that way!

| don't know!
Whatever it is, we
probably shouldn’t
have smashed it
with a JCB.

s it the end ,
of the world? | We've no

| evidence
want to LIVE! for that.

I'm not
going to the
good place.

-but I'm
almost
certainly
going to.
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Well this is just
fantastic, Tim. You
smashed a world
window.

Is that a
portal? Like on
STARGATE or
STARGATE [t’'s more like
ATLANTIS? a cosmic toilet
overflow.

Timmy’s basically
hung his coat on an
exposed pipe and

pulled it off the wall.

Rich
Tweedy. He )
died as he With a
lived. chronic lack
of good
judgement.

©1998-2015

Don’t beat
yourself up. They're
meant to be buried
400km down.
Total

cowboy put
this in.

©1998-2015
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How do

So what’s B

coming out of Don't ask me.
the “world Extra-dimensional

window"? effluvia, probably.

Can't.
We're all
doomed.

Nah,
I'm kidding,
| can fix it.

Ha, but
you should
see your

©1998-2015



to a “safe
distance”

YOU BIG
DUMMIES
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The whole
forest is
collapsing in!

Thats my A
house up

STOP ERIN,
STOP!

U Dad and |
o)

nly set that
gatepost last

week!

Let us
have our
victory!

S

©1998-2015

Oh DAMN
DAMN
DAMN

DAMN DAMN

Stop being
a woodland
pillock and
come live in
my house.

only going to
make this
offer once.

And stop
doing danger
science, be my
loving man
instead.

/ Let’s go an
have an erotic i
bath. My bathtub ~_ There’s a

iS enormous.

lot of room
to be erotic
in there.
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The Great
Event of November
last year mystified
locals to the MAX.

Next slide
please,
Mildred.

ang on
Shauna.

REE

How to explain
the sky turning

red... a GIANT WEIRD
ENERGY COUMN
appearing...

...and the
collapse of four
square miles of

ancient forest into
a sinkhole...

...leading to
the tragic deaths

of many devil bears,
hunters, enviro-

mentalists...

...and a Based on
beloved and the evidence,
rare local we believe...
LICHEN.

...a combination

of gunfire, trap

digging and all
terrain vehicules...

...cause the
collapse of a
stratum of
porous rock.

Maybe an
aquifer or
summat.

Like a huge

squeezed on

The giant
“energy column”
was actually sediment
forced suddenly up by
the collpasing mate-
rial above.

cyst being

Youtube.
Q.E.D!!

/ Very good, very
good. Now here’s
Jack with a song of
tribute to Jesper

Shot eaten or
exploded, we just
don’t know.

But one of the
three is how he
wanted to go.
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A4

| don't He’s not been

How did

Do you

Promise me

- know. the same since his h
Uqcliignp(r)ensgcr}l’éa k%%vljc\g/l?gn Is he girlfriend went ?r%uo llang\a/ﬁr ggll
Great Event coming back?  copr : missing. ; yon.
Oh not back?

bad, not
bad Neil.

I'll hover
whenever
possible.

]

©1998-2015

Jonesy, I'm 'm happy

glad you're you finally
here. called. Tell me

how | can
help.

How are Fine.
things with you | Great. | mean,

and Shelley? obviously I'm
\ very tired.

We've agreed
that one night a
week she keeps her
pyjamas on and | get
to read my book.

The armistice

All in good is holding so far.

©1998-2015
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So what do
you need my

It’s in your

old room.

assistance with?

What is
THAT?

m': ‘; ﬁ_l\'l - _

It’s an ELDRITCH
COMPUTER. I've
been working on it
for months.

S

Is this so
you can...
SKYPE your
demoness
girifriend?

almost always a
mistake.

Long distance v Even when \
relationships are

the other person
doesn’t have horns
and DOMINION
OVER A REALM.

©1998-2015

So can you
help me test
the eldritch
computer?

| promised
Shelley | was
done with this
stuff, and |

to find some-
one nice! And
CORPOREAL.

7 _ 7/
Listen, Erin \/Ym

was never...
a good bet.

Let’s go to the
pub, unlock the
male feelings vault.

Come on.

Can | stare
into space
and takk at
length?

Course
you can,
mate.

©1998-2015
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Tim, | feel a
ot better.

\
Get to bed, Shelley and |
come round will roast you
tomorrow for up a beef.
Sunday lunch.

©1998-2015
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It’s only an old \

| guess |
coul(ch... try it Silicon Graphics work- A%E%ﬁe |
out... | mean, station with a load of through to
what’s to unholy relics wired into Erin
the AGP slot.

©1998-2015



that wasn't
supposed to |

AAAH!
No! Don’t
suck me in!

Thereisno ™

Where am [? This is a But to you |
A i . But you
What is this waystation. am the SERENE now
y WANDERER. have been

?
place? . . A NEXUS. assigned.

Jy‘»! million
: names.

HELP ME, | hope he’'ll
SERENE be all right.
WANDERER! I'm sure he
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Thanks for AW no It helps a Yeah. Listen,
coming. I've problem bit seein | just want to
never been to a Mildred. people loved be ‘on my own for
funeral before. him, right? five minutes, to

have a think.

See you by Poor Mildew. Do Linton looked
the car. you think Boycey was | it up on Bing. He
the only nerd ever was the eighth.

killed by a laser shoot-
ing out of his PC?

Bobbins by John Allison

But all |
ever did was
make fun of
you.

Eustace / | know | am 15
Boyce, you and you were 24 but
are an IDIOT. one day I'd be 22 and

you'd be 31and it
would have been fine.

Here’s your
robot friend to
keep you company.
Optimum Pimms.

Heh

'm sorry.

all WORKED
OUT.
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Yes, |
Are you all just feel You go have Stale old

right, Tim? bit draine a lie down. 'l cigarette,

Are you
Sad dau. corri]neagg‘ict.uou thank you. smoking?

Thank you
for being in my /< NNl
desk drawer. =d\=( I'm
- holding it
for a friend!

©1998-2015
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Erin, | never This is _ '
thought Id see ¥ And what is SCIENTIST. he appeared How are His ex-wife

int his maanifi- the other day and started things with hates me. His
you agdi Zc:elnt St%elgl? following me around like Tim? daughter
hates me.
. But I'm pretty
SL)LE\cR)\t;lglamn! g sure she already
roud! hates me 50% less 8
proua: T 4¢ than she did.

\
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No more
cigarettes for
you, sister.

smoke! Ever!

Well you'd
better not.
Especially how
there’s...

...ONE IN
THE OVEN.

SHELLEY
SHELLEY

Gota |
FOETUS in }
her BELLY /

Stop
unnerving me
in rhyme!
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You'll be an amaz- I'm EXTREMELY When will Slc:;/)guslgr?g.

ing mum. Inside you OVERWHELMED. | see you i i
is the next great : agailrJr? mlszﬁgz for
winters woman. ' '
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