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Of all my comics, this is absolutely the 
last one you should be reading. 
Now, that is not to say that it is the worst. Ask me privately, and I’ll tell you 
which one that is. I think the Bobbins series that ran from 2013 to 2017, 
sometimes in a trickle, sometimes as what I feel self-conscious in referring to 
as a “gush”, contains some of my best work. I think, like everything I’ve done, 
it shows a line of progression in art and writing. It informs, and is informed 
by, other work I did at the time. 

But Bobbins (2013-2017) breaks a self-imposed rule. It leans hard on conti-
nuity, the continuity of the family of comics I’ve been making since 1998. If 
you don’t know the relationships between the characters, I don’t know what it 
is. If you haven’t read certain stories, I’m certain it doesn’t make sense. There 
are broad strokes, and lots of jokes, but it invites a kind of obsessive engage-
ment that I’m increasingly suspicious of as the driver of story. 

The day you meet someone new, you are subject the sum of all the events 
that lead them to where they are today, but you will never be expected to play 
catch up. As you get to know them better, maybe you’ll ask, but unless you’re 
embarking on a deep, lifelong relationship with that person, you’ll never 
know where the bodies are buried. You just jump in the middle, and the hu-
man experience lets you rub along, for better or worse.

My rule, since I began writing Bad Machinery in 2009, has been to start each 
story as if the reader were someone who had just arrived, and give them 
plenty of threads that they can easily pick up. These comics don’t do that. 
They’re part of a conversation that starts halfway through. Comics is a field 
that rewards deep continuity - the laugh of recognition, the recalled character 
brought back at a pivotal moment. I’m increasingly of the belief that stories 
built mostly on callbacks are cheap material, empty calories, a hit that can 
only diminish. I try to say something new if I can.

So why, do you ask, do these strips exist, so reliant on exactly these cheap 
tricks? Honestly? I was just trying to tidy things up.

The first of these stories, the one contained in this book, was my first attempt 
to sew up messy continuity. When I rolled over from Scary Go Round to Bad 
Machinery, I kept a few characters, like Ryan and Amy, as B-players - links to 
the past. In doing so, their lives continued, on-panel, which meant that all the 
old characters, most of whom had been mothballed, has parallel, continuing 
lives. 

After four years of sitting on my hands, I felt it would be safe to explore how 
they were getting on, while giving Ryan, Amy, and Erin Winters (another 
carry-over) a little time in the foreground.I was running four large Bad Ma-
chinery pages a week on my website, so I tucked the first few of these Bobbins 
comics in on Fridays (titled, initially, “Bobbins Now!”) 

Then, just prior to Christmas, in a gap between stories, I tried out a week’s-
worth of comics. The drug of having fun with all my old friends somehow 
meant that that week lasted until February – the story that fills this book. 

I told myself that this was a story for the fans - and it is - but it’s also for me. 
I’ve written in other places about the seductiveness of getting more and more 
fractal with the worlds you create, building wing upon wing of your mansion.  
The challenge is to balance this world-building with the basic logic upon 
which you founded your stories.

The questions I kept trying to ask myself were, is this funny, does this make 
sense, does it damage what I did before? I forced the newspaper strip format 
on it to leave no room for exposition - I had to make sense in a short space.  
Quite why I felt the need to add Sunday-style pages is lost to me now but it 
seemed to allow for a release of narrative pressure, a little stretch out, one out 
of seven days.

The lie I told myself was that this little side-project was tying up the old world  
of the characters in a nice neat bow. It didn’t. I slipped. I let cliffhangers and 
intrigue point the way to more of this nonsense. I did it knowing what I was 
doing.  It took me four years to dig my way out.

- JA



Charlotte, 
your Halloween 
costume is 
EXTRA-ORDER.

Thanks thanks. 
I am Princess 
Katie and he 
is our king 
to-be.

I looked at 
a lot of 
costumes but 
they were all 
SEXY. Sexy.

What do 
you think 
“sexy” is?

I donno Shelley. It 
might involve the 
brain. 80% brain, 
20% cleavers.

Our future ruler says 
“why not just be NUDE, 
based on that rule it 
is the sexiest state.”

RUDE 
BABY!

They didn’t 
seem sexy 
though, just 
sort of small.

MURDER SHE WRITES by John Allison

©2013

Modern life is 
rubbish, Amy. 
People are stressed 
out all the time.

I want to go to 1970. 
Topanga Canyon. No 
worries. Playing an 
acoustic guitar.

Exploring 
the new 
freedoms.

Shelley. What 
would you do 
for money?

I’d probably 
just start a 
small cult.

Er, yes?                       
aaYes?

Always staring at phones. 
Shell-shocked by EDM and 
blinded by Rihanna and Miley 
Cyrus, constantly bare.

Bobbins NOW by John Allison

©1998-2013
Murder She Writes was a standalone book I did with Charlotte and Shelley. Its comic strip spin off remains one page long.



I’m talking to 
Shelley WInters, 
author of the 
“Tibkins” series.

So Shelley, 
where do you 
get your ideas?

Oh, you 
know, same 
as most 
writers...

...I light a 
candle in the 
window and a 
wolf comes in 
the night. 

He swaps me 
hot ideas for 
a cup of my 
sweet blood.

If I’m close to a 
deadline, I just 
let him gnaw 
on my thigh.

Standard 
industry 
practice.

Hi Steve, 
love the 
show.

Bobbins NOW by John Allison

©1998-2013

Christmas is a 
time for the 
spirits, friends. 
They like eggnog 
lattes too.

Mysterious spectre beyond 
the veil, tell us the name of 
the man Lottie will marry.

It’s 
moving!

Just FYI I 
am well 
scared now.

“Teflon Eggpan.” Yes. 
This is why we don’t 
ask the dead ques-
tions more often.

I think 
it’s a 
Welsh 
name!

T - E - F - 
L - O - N - 
E - G - G - 
P - A - N.

Oh gaw 
no Mildred 
not the 
ouija board.

Bobbins ran contiguously (nice) with Bad Machinery, occasionally they would merge into one.



THE REUNION



It’s so wonderful 
that you’re heavy 
with child, Amy, and 
at Christmas!!!

Yass, our own personal 
Jesus. Someone to 
hear our prayers. 
Someone who cares.

It’s not due for five weeks. 
I think you and I should 
go into town and find 
Ryan. Ruin his Christmas.

You look 
lovely.

I look like a 4:3 
video of myself 
stretched to 16:9. 
And not even 
SMART stretched.

HELP 
ME.

Oh pipe 
down, 
Shelley. 

Bobbins NOW by John Allison

©1998-2013

It’s Ryan’s 
staff Christ-
mas party 
today.

You went to 
the school he 
teaches at! 
Maybe you’ll 
see some old 
favourites...

...as they work 
hard to reverse 
the process of 
education, one 
brain cell at a time.

I thought he was 
ancient when I 
was 18. He’s 
JURASSIC now.

You gotta get me out 
of here, Ame, Boughy’s 
takin’ me through the 
Beeching Axe line by line.

It’s awful.

Hey Ryan! 
Ryan!

Oh lore, 
Mr Bough!

Bobbins NOW by John Allison

©1998-2013



The other 
teachers 
really like Amy, 
don’t they?

Thanks Shel. I 
thought I was 
trapped with 
Dr Beeching 
forever.

Oh yeah yeah sure. She’s 
the kind of free spirit that 
helps them forget the 
prison of their own lives.

Ha! It’s funny isn’t it? You 
teach at the same school 
you went to. You’re 
going to school... forever.

I used to worry about that. 
But then I figured they’re 
paying for gas and electricity 
the whole time I’m at work.

The whole 
time.

Bobbins NOW by John Allison

©1998-2013

Sorry Neil. I just saw some 
people I recognised from years 
ago. I started thinking about 
where it all went wrong.

Mate, you’re what, 25? The 
worst age. All the weight of 
the adult world with none of 
the experience to carry it.

Is it just that you 
were born free, white 
and male in one of the 
richest countries in 
the world? I hope so.

It’s 
just-

Boycey. 
The face 
on you!

At least pretend 
to cheer up, or 
the Queen’ll 
cancel Christmas.

Bobbins NOW by John Allison

©1998-2013



...and pwoosh! 
Big amniotic 
party! THE 
END.

That story 
was both 
touching and 
vile. But more 
of the latter.

Aw, you must be 
really tired. Let 
me take the 
mothership home.

No no 
I wanna 
party all 
night long 
woo woo.

Whoa, this 
old galleon 
takes some 
steering!

Stop comparing 
me to huge 
vessels! I have 
human feelings!

I’ve come up 
with some 
great baby 
name ideas. 

How about six 
Bs in a row? 
Pronounced 
“Barbara”.

Bobbins NOW by John Allison

©1998-2013

Hello 
stranger.

Sorry, I 
have... no 
idea who 
you are?

I’m Erin? Erin 
Winters? From
the year below 
you at school.

I wrote a 
lot for 
the local 
paper?

You can buy me a 
drink or just keep 
flapping your lips.

It’s com-
pletely up 
to you.

Sorry, never 
really read it. 
More of an 
Internet 
person....

It’s all right. 
No one ever 
remembers         
xme.

Bobbins NOW by John Allison

©1998-2013



Dad, why did you 
sleep under the 
Christmas tree in 
a wheelbarrow 
last night?

It’s a pre-Chimmus 
miracle, Mildred. 
One we shouldn’t 
question or tell 
your mum about. 

Bobbins by John Allison

©1998-2013
Mildred’s father Neil featured in these early episodes, 
ultimately meaning that Mildred was the sole Bad 
Machinery character who could regularly straddle both 
series. She shows up repeatedly, showcasing an increas-
ingly dangerous brand of mischief that feeds back into 
her parent series. 

She always has one foot in the adult world in a way that 
the other mystery kids do not.



Bobbins NOW by John Allison

©1998-2013

Urrrgh
Sir, have 
you got a 
HANGOVER?

How can 
I help you, 
Shauna?

Well I was just 
wondering if-

Oh my GAW 
is that an 
OOMIGOOLY 
bird, sir?

I don’t 
think- There’s 

nothing 
there.

Oh, 
that’s 
nice.

Shauna?

I can talk 
quieter if 
that helps 
a bit.



Come in Len. 
Tim’s here! 

Evening 
Ryan, can’t 
stop long.

Jones old boy, 
didn’t expect 
to see you! 

What are you 
driving these 
days?

A car, Len. 
A car. 
Standard 
wheeled car.

Wonderful, 
wonderful. 
And where’s 
my beautiful 
little girl? 

I ate her, Dad. 
Come look, I’m 
digesting her 
slowly like a big 
snake might.

She was 
stringy but 
delicious.

Bobbins by John Allison

©1998-2013

Boy or girl 
grandchild, 
which do 
you favour?

Either, Tim, 
so long as it’s 
not born with 
fangs.

I just thought. Doesn’t the 
maternal grandfather decide 
male baldness? If it’s a boy, 
you’re to blame, Len.

What 
was your 
Grandpa? 
A yeti?  

Well, If he combed 
his chest hair up, 
and his eyebrows  
aDOWN...

...he could 
disappear 
completely.

Very 
useful in 
a crisis.

Bobbins by John Allison

©1998-2013
Len Pickering is one of my oldest characters. But this is the first comic where he is just plain old.



What’s it like 
not being able 
to drink for 
nine months?

As the evening 
wears on, your 
friends develop new, 
awful personalities.

When Ryan’s 
drunk, he 
becomes very 
sincere.

RANDY! 
That 
wouldn’t be 
that bad.

I wish he’d 
become Sancerre. 
Because I have 
just run out.

Better than 
angry, sloppy, 
or randy.

I WOULD 
NEVER.

Oh, it’s 
generally 
fine. 

Bobbins by John Allison

©1998-2014

Why didn’t 
my sister 
come with 
you today?

You know 
Riley doesn’t 
like Amy and 
Shelley.

She doesn’t 
think they’re 
...serious 
people.

She said this 
town is “full 
of mentals” 
and set me 
back years.

She says that after 
I’ve been back I get 
“that old crazy 
look in my eye.”

She’s 
a fun 
hater, 
man. 

Always has been. 
Ketchup in a 
circle, not squirted 
freeform, yeah?

If she 
even had 
ketchup 
at all.

Bobbins by John Allison

©1998-2014



What a 
father-in-law. 
Generous and 
violent.

I figure that’s 
gotta be the 
standard stance 
for such a man.

You’ve got a little girl. One 
day you’re going to have to 
hand your most precious item 
over to some feckless idiot.

The son-in-law has 
to know you’re still 
capable of giving a 
horsewhipping.

COUNTRY 
STYLE.

This is good 
screech. Not 
that gut rot 
stuff you like.

Len gave it to 
me. Said if I 
drank it fast, 
he’d shoot me.

Bobbins by John Allison

©1998-2014

Mildred, do 
you have any 
new year’s 
resolutions?

1. Learn to play the trombone,  
2. write amazing song and 
become very famous, 3. use 
my fame to crush my enemies.

Lore what 
poverty of 
ambition & 
etcetera.

4. Use bones 
of enemies to 
make musical 
instruments.

Stop your 
high-minded 
jibber-jabber 
my fine friend.

My resolution 
is to invent a 
new colour.

Er yeah, 
do I?

Bobbins by John Allison

©1998-2014



I never thought I’d 
see you all settled 
down. It’s nice. No 
more crazy schemes.

Well I kind of saw you invent-
ing a new kind of non-bad 
energy or the button that 
finally makes zips obselete. 

I’m going to do 
it. This is my 
year. Gots to 
DO something. 
Time’s wasting!

Scout’s start-
ing school, my 
job’s pretty 
easy... it’s time 
to EXCEL.

Remember 
the time you 
christened 
your daughter 
“Scout”.

Don’t rush 
into any 
big deci-
sions, Tim.  

Yeah? 
YEAH!

What 
do you 
mean?

Bobbins by John Allison

©1998-2014

Heh, 
yeah.
HEH. 

Thanks for 
coming 
over, Tim. 
We miss you.

Oh, I’ll be 
back soon.

He’s like a different 
man. Think how nutty 
he was. I loved him 
but it was exhausting.

Ryan, can you 
try to wave 
in a less 
worried way?

I think I got 
too sincere, 
last night, 
Shelley. 

Did you fill 
his head with 
dangerous, 
impractical 
notions?

I just gave him 
permission to 
dream big. 
Arguably 
too big.

Bobbins by John Allison

©1998-2013



Stop checking for 
the mad look in my 
eye, Riley. Theres 
no mad look.

Did you 
get me a 
present?

No. Remember all 
those presents 
we got you a 
week ago?

They’re 
old now.

I’ve seen 
them 
before.

I got you a... 
Lotus caramel-
ised biscuit and 
a nightclub flyer.

Daddy 
you are 
THE BEST.

Happy...
new...
year...

Bobbins by John Allison

©1998-2013

It’s well nice that you 
are sticking around to 
look after your friend 
while she’s mega-preg.

Thank 
you, 
Lottie.

If you’d become 
huge, immobile 
and emotional I’d 
do it for you too.

Do you 
ever wish 
you were 
havin’ a 
baby?

Sometimes I see babies and 
even though my brain says 
no, my ovaries start singing 
to me.

I keep this card in 
my wallet so I don’t 
accidentally plop a 
baby right there.

“Godzilla
was a 
baby 
once.”Ovary songs, 

whoa, what?

Bobbins by John Allison

©1998-2013



Daddy’s been 
working in his 
shed for DAYS.

Involve your daughter in 
whatever nonsense you’re 
up to. You’re always saying 
science needs more women.

Okay. Sit 
very still. 
Don’t touch 
anything.

Let me tell 
you about a 
man called 
Nikola Tesla.

His girl’s 
name!

Through history, few 
men have had his 
grand, epic vision, his 
insight, his genius...

What’s he 
doing?

Bobbins by John Allison

©1998-2013

I think... I think 
that’s it! That 
should work!

I’m going to get Mummy 
and a celebratory beer. 
Sit still and Don’t touch 
anything.

I’m not touching 
anything MYSELF if 
I touch it with 
the screwdriver.

Inventing 
is fun.I won’t I 

PROMISE!

This is going 
to change 
everything.

Bobbins by John Allison

©1998-2014



©1998-2014

What happens 
when I press 
this button will 
make the 
future better... 
for all of us.

Maybe even 
for all of 
humanity.

And 
what’s 
more-

Oh just 
press it 
you big 
maniac.

That... was 
not my 
intention.



You’ve... 
you’ve... 
the house... 
you’ve...

TIM, YOU’VE 
BLOWN UP 
THE HOUSE

What just 
happened is 
IMPOSSIBLE!

In fairness, it 
was only half 
the house.

Maybe now’s 
not the time 
for semantics.

There’s abso-
lutely no way  
what just- 

Bobbins by John Allison

©1998-2014

I’m going to 
stand in the 
field and 
scream. 

I will come 
back when 
I’ve FINISHED 
SCREAMING.

Daddy.

Daddy.

Daddy when you 
were getting your 
beer drink I did 
some inventing.

Did “inventing” 
involve changing 
anything I’d built 
in the shed? Just um, 

making it 
better!

Did I blow 
up the 
house?

Bobbins by John Allison

©1998-2014



I’ve finished 
screaming. 

It was my error. 
I destroyed our 
house with my 
foolishness.

You’re banished. 
From Wales. From 
our marriage. 

Go get the 
smouldering 
remains of your 
clothes and leave.

Did you rip 
that young tree 
right out of the 
living earth?

Screaming... 
just wasn’t 
quite 
enough.

Can I ask 
you one 
thing first?

You could 
have killed 
us all, Tim.

Bobbins by John Allison

©1998-2014

Daddy 
please please 
please don’t 
go PLEASE.

I’ll tell 
Mummy 
I blew 
up the 
house!!!

No. What hap-
pened wasn’t your 
fault. Never think 
it was your fault.

Mummy will calm 
down. Probably when 
the sitting room isn’t 
outdoors any more.

And when 
the kitchen is 
less on fire?

Wow. 
That’s 
new.

I have to, 
Scout. I’m 
sorry.

Bobbins by John Allison

©1998-2014



Tim, you can’t 
stay here. My 
sister would 
have my guts 
for garters.

The thing is, 
Amy, I didn’t. 
Scout blew up 
the house. But 
she’s six.

Ha ha! You 
really did it 
this time, 
Jonesy. 

If she knew, if her 
mum knew, it 
would be a cloud 
over her forever.

She 
needs 
a dad!

Lying is just... 
describing the 
world the way 
you wish it was.

You have 
to say!

Ryan, I...
understand.

Bobbins by John Allison

©1998-2014

Tim? It’s me! 
Didn’t think I’d 
see you again.

Bloody hell, 
Eustace! Didn’t 
recognise you!

Oh, heh, 
yeah. I 
forget.

No man, the 
beard! Nature’s 
Romulan cloak-
ing device!

Riley kicked me out for 
blowing up the house. 
Long story. I’m just looking 
for a suitable hotel. 

I’ve got a 
spare bedroom! 
Stay as long as 
you want!

Just don’t 
blow it up. 
I’ll lose my 
deposit.

Bobbins by John Allison

©1998-2014
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Nice place, 
Eustace. Bit 
musky. Maybe 
lacks a woman’s 
touch.

What’s with all 
the unopened 
electronics?

What happened 
to you, friend? 

I saw you marrying 
that Esther girl. 
She seemed like 
one for the ages.

Esther... we broke up 
a couple of weeks 
into university after 
she cheated on me.

It happens.
After that, I 
didn’t have much 
luck with women. 
She was special. 
Kind of the one.

That was more than five 
years ago! You can’t pine 
for five years! That’s mad!

This fridge contains 
the most significant 
collection of 
energy drinks in the 
Western world.

My guild... 
does a lot of 
night raids.

When I say 
that to you 
it seems 
indefensible.

I know, 
I know.

I watched the 
unboxing 
videos before 
they arrived.

I’m a slave 
to my 
appetites.



Modern 
consoles are 
amazing. 
Amazing. 

Sadly, playing games where 
we live imaginary, exciting 
lives having basically 
destroyed our own is insane.

If it helps, Boycey, 
imagine it having 
smashed into A MILLION 
AMAZING POSSIBILITIES.

NOOOOO

I told you, 
Tim! So 
good!

Bobbins by John Allison

©1998-2014

I can’t even begin to 
examine my own mistakes 
right now, but I can help 
you with yours. 

We’re going to 
start by getting rid 
of that ridiculous 
disc beard of yours. 

Classic Achewood 
BLOATEE. Look, if it’s 
painful, I’ll shave mine 
off at the same time.

Son, it’s like I’m 
offering to smash my 
Bosendorfer if you 
shoot a Casio organ.

Take 
this 
deal.

No!No “we” 
are not!

But I’m 
happy!

Bobbins by John Allison

©1998-2014



Whoa! It’s like I’ve 
gone back in time! 
Doesn’t the air feel 
good on your chin?

You’re not fat, 
Boycey, you’ve 
just got into 
bad habits.

At my work’s 
Xmas party! 
She seemed 
to know me...

I talked about 
Esther until 
her eyes 
glazed over.

No beard 
could have 
hidden this 
disdain.

Did you get 
numbers? Her 
“friend code” 
or some such?

Now humour 
me. When was 
the last time 
a lady took 
an interest? 

Chins, 
Tim. 
Chins.

Bobbins by John Allison

©1998-2014

So the man you worked for 
when you were a teenager 
has moved into your house 
and he’s insane?

Tim’s suffered an event so 
catastrophic that he no 
longer feels compelled to 
observe any social niceties.

He just tells me the 
truth about my life, 
all the time. I can’t 
take much more of it.

You look a little 
bit like a baby 
without your 
beard, Boycey.

I think you’ve 
just got a 
soft face!

WORSE.

Bobbins by John Allison

©1998-2014



Imagine if your first teenage 
love had been perfect and 
then you lost them. Maybe 
you would just pine forever.

You’re 
meant to be 
cheering me 
up, Shelley.

I’ve always 
found love too 
distracting. It 
makes me feel 
nutty.

I reckon there’s someone for 
you, Shelley. If you give them 
a chance. There must be a 
man out there man enough.

The good ones 
are all taken, gay, 
or centaurs.

I just can’t 
dwell on 
centaur 
logistics.

Bobbins by John Allison

©1998-2014

How many 
babies do you 
think Amy and 
Ryan will have?

Shut up. She always looks well 
fertile to me. I’m going for 
three, maybe with an acciden-
tal fourth late in the game. 

I always thought you and 
Amy would have got 
together. For a long time, 
she only had eyes for you.

I suppose first she 
was too young, then 
too fast, then you 
were too MARRIED...

This isn’t 
relaxing, 
Shelley.

This is a 
thought... 
I have 
never had.

Bobbins by John Allison

©1998-2014



Bobbins NOW by John Allison
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I like how you 
never consider 
me as your 
ideal husband.

We’ve 
known each 
other since 
we were 13.

Local paper! “Louse 
infestation causes 
nursery closure”

This paper. 
They sacked me 
so many times. 

Eustace nearly 
broke his bad streak 
with a girl who used 
to work there.

I guess she was your 
replacement. Her 
name was Winters 
too. Erin! 

Any 
relation?

Not that they 
weren’t justi-
fied. I was 
quite naughty.

Maybe distant! I 
don’t know! How 
did he blow it?

I think he 
bored her to 
death. He’s a 
sorry drunk.

Tim, let’s give him 
another chance. 
They’ll have her 
number up there!

Are you 
sure?

I have to warn 
you, this could 
be dangerous.

If you get fired 
when you don’t 
work some-
where, I think 
you VANISH. 

Oh that’s a 
damn shame. 
Damn shame.

Hahahah! 
TIM! You 
and me! Ah 
ha ha ha! 
HA! HA HA!

A HA HA 
HA HA HA

I’m going 
to wet 
myself!

HA HA HA 
HA HA

Say some-
thing SAD!

Don’t 
laugh!



Bloody hell, 
hail the 
conquering 
hero. Shelley!

It had better be 
quick, if Pauline 
sees you, all her 
organs will explode 
simultaneously.

Do you have 
the contact 
details for 
this lady?

Erin? Yes! She’s 
been staying 
with me for 
the holidays.

She’s got no 
family, so we 
spend it 
together.

I would have 
mocked you less 
if I’d known you 
were a beautiful 
Christmas angel. 

Yass yass 
no one 
has to die 
today.

Mike, I have a 
question, just 
a quick one.
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You! Shelley 
Winters! You! Are 
you back to beg 
for your job?

Actually I’m a 
very successful 
author now. 
Many hot hits. 

Eight minutes 
before revert-
ing to type. A 
new record. 

Tim, septagon’s 
not a main-
stream shape. I 
can do better.

Connecting 
with compa-
rable intel-
lects. I see. 

Well, I hear you 
married a square 
and gave birth 
to a SEPTAGON.

Shelley 
writes 
children’s 
books!

Or er hi 
Pauline hi. 
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Hallo, is that 
Erin Winters 
from the New 
Scientist?

This is Tondra Lefevre from 
Tackleford University. We’ve 
had a major breakthrough in 
lasers that... yes, yes...

It’d have to be 
this afternoon, 
is that okay?

Tondra is from 
New Orleans, she’s 
very sassy, and she 
knows voodoo so 
WATCH OUT. 

I said 
nothing!

Sure thing, 
cherie, How 
about two 
o’clock?

Speaking?
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Sorry I was weird the other 
night, Erin. I couldn’t believe 
you remembered me from 
school and were... interested.

Eustace, let me 
make one thing 
very clear.

Beef and 
beer...

...lend a 
man 
weight.

I like a 
gentleman 
of heft.

Look at me. 
I’m a big 
schlub now.

Why?
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So this 
“interview” 
is a set up?

Well, that 
makes sense.

I had 
nothing 
to do 
with it!

The woman 
who called me 
had a deeply 
unconvincing 
accent.

I don’t care. 
Tell me what 
you’ve been 
up to.

Besides 
developing a 
charmingly 
burly affect.

I don’t know. I 
went to university. 
Felt quite sad but 
got a good degree. 

But you’re the fringe 
science correspondent 
for the New Scientist! 
That’s amazing!

You can’t 
just say that!
Tell me!

I got... sucked into 
another dimension 
and written out of 
existence.

Do you have a 
fringe because 
you write about 
fringe science?

My bangs are 
shutters for my 
third eye.

What was 
that... like?

Oh, it 
was HELL.

I’ve always been 
interested in the 
super-natural. 
Since I got...

... well, let’s 
just say there 
was an event. 

How did 
you get 
into that?

I’m doing my 
PhD now. In 
LASERS.



When I first reappeared, 
no one could remember 
me unless they were 
looking at me.

You were in 
a quantum 
state! You 
were a WAVE!

I... see...

Then as you slowly went from 
a high-energy to a low energy 
state... you became fully 
particulate in nature again.

Man. I’d love to 
perform a quan-
tum tomography 
on you, Erin.

Maybe we 
should try 
holding 
hands first.That was 

annoying.

Bobbins by John Allison

©1998-2014

I look at it as a blank slate 
now. Everyone wants to 
reinvent themselves when 
they’re sixteen. I actually did!

I miss my mum and dad, and 
my big sister. But I was a 
real brat. I’ve learned a lot 
since then. Don’t violate 

Planck’s constant 
on my behalf.

I’m sorry you ceased to 
exist, Erin. It’s probably 
nothing we couldn’t fix 
with high intensity lasers.

You’d probably 
catch fire though. 
And by probably, I 
mean definitely.

Don’t 
worry 
about it.
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You’ve never 
gone back 
to see your 
family?

I wouldn’t have 
spoken to you that 
night if I hadn’t had 
100 cups o’wine.

They’re sending us 
home, Boycey. 
Reckon the roads will 
be closed by four.

Look 
at the 
snow!

Well, I guess
I’m not driving 
back to 
London today.

Can I maybe 
interest 
you in... a 
cup o’wine?

I couldn’t 
bear to have 
them not 
recognise me.
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Amy Beckwith-Chilton! 
What are you doing out and 
about with your precious 
cargo in this BLIZZ-ARD?

I’m not a ruddy invalid, 
Shelley. I was doing some 
work at the shop when the 
snow started to get bad.

I came in on the 
bus. I can’t... 
reach the pedals 
any more.

Just give me a second 
to think about your 
little feet flapping 
about in empty space.

So sweet.

Where’s 
your car?
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Christ on a 
bike, Shelley, 
this car.

Some, some! 
I am modest!

You sell a lot 
of books, 
don’t you?

Is this a good 
car for driving 
in the snow in?

Are there any 
speedbumps on 
the road home?

Oh. It’s good 
generally with 
everything 
except minor
obstructions.

I think it’s 
just good 
generally!
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Shelley, this is the 
most uncomfort-
able car I have 
ever been in.

OW. Ow. 
OHH.

Amy, did you just 
have a big amni-
otic party on my 
luxury upholstery?

I won’t 
judge you.

Pooping 
heck, 
Shelley. I prefer to  

think of the 
ride as “crisp”!
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Amy, I wish to 
apologise for the 
inability of my car 
to drive in snow 
and ice, and any 
inconvenience this 
may cause. 

Mad Terry 
and his Mum? 
No. No way.

Amy, stop 
that ableist 
language.

I want some-
one CON-
VENTIONAL!

Flag down 
someone 
else!

Someone who 
looks like Mitt 
Romney driving a 
big 4WD SUV!

MITTTTTTT!!!You’re drifting 
dangerously to the 
right. I think you 
might be delirious.

This is a 
NIGHTMARE!

It’s “Uncoventional 
Terry” now.

I’m having a SODDING 
BABY, Shelley. Flag 
down a passer by!

I’m flagging! 
I’m flagging!



This is very 
nice of you, 
Mrs Terry.

Course I’ll give 
you a lift to 
the hospital.

She can’t 
have’t baby 
in’t street.

Put that blanket 
on the back seat, 
son. Good lad.

Ooh Amy, a 
litter! PUPS! 
Just imagine!

Why can’t I just 
faint? Why can’t 
that happen?

Is she goin’ 
to have 
a litter?

‘Tis bitter 
cold, love.
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Last two 
periods are 
cancelled due 
to snow.

Sir does this mean 
we don’t have to 
revise for the 
test tomorrow?

Sir does THIS mean 
we don’t have to 
revise for the test 
tomorrow? I’m not being 

nosy, I just 
wanna know.

Ryan, what 
starts with “A” 
and ends with 
“my is in labour”?

HEE 
HEE!

No, 
Charlotte.

Try not to 
look so 
pleased, spare 
my feelings.
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What’s going 
on? Oh my 
God oh no 
oh what.

I’d tell you but 
she refuses to 
show me how 
”dilated” she is.

Yass stay 
calm, Ryan.

It’s neat as a pin 
down there now 
though. They’re 
VAIR professional.

She hasn’t 
done an 
involuntary 
poo yet.

Or if she 
has, she 
was sneaky.

CHILDBIRTH IS 
MORE PAINFUL 
THAN I COULD 
HAVE POSSIBLY 
IMAGINED.

GOTS 
TO CALM 
DOWN.
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Amy Beckwith 
Chilton! She’s 
having a baby! 
MY BABY!

I also brought you 
some Enya CDs, 
Enya’s pretty 
soothing, right?

It’s all too 
beautiful.

NNYYANNG
GIVE 
THEM 
TO ME

GRRRNNN-
NGH!!

Amy, I got your 
emergency bag 
here, it’s gonna 
be okay.

First door on 
the right, Mr 
Beckwith.
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A son! A son! 
I have a son!

You’ve got a 
grandson, Len! 
He’s all there! 
All human parts!

Ryan, tell me you’re sticking 
to my birds of prey-based 
naming convention for boys. 
HAWK! FALCON? Kestrel?

Amy and I 
discussed this, 
Shelley, and we’re 
saving those for 
baby two.

But “Owl 
Beckwith.” 
It just 
works.

What’s 
his name?
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Welcome to 
the world, 
Walt Beckwith.

Well 
then.

I’ve never 
been so 
scared in my 
dang life.

If you weren’t scared, 
you might, I dunno, put 
him in a crocodile’s 
mouth for safe-keeping.

I love 
you.

Imagine the 
old-fashioned 
looks you’d get 
if you did that.

That’s proba-
bly good 
though, 
right?
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Hey Ryan. I 
wasn’t sure if 
it was “cool” 
to drop by. 

But I thought 
you might be 
glad of a clean 
shirt. So I 
bought you 
one.

I’m glad you’re 
here, man, 
you’re my 
best friend. 

You know, everything 
they tell you about 
babies is scare stories.

Yeah?Scout just slept 
all the time, all 
night long.

Never got 
hungry in the 
night. Rarely 
cried, if ever.

This is such 
a relief.

Almost from the 
start, she’d change 
her own nappy.

She couldn’t reach 
the bin so she’d 
just double-bag 
‘em and leave them 
by the back door.

Within a couple of 
months she could-
make rudimentary 
sandwiches.

Not deli-quality, 
but servicable.

I see, I see. This 
is a cruel joke.

You’ve guided 
me through 
some key 
dilemmas.

My sister 
don’t need 
to know.

Aw no, 
it’s fine, 
Tim.

“World’s 
greatest 
lover.”

Yeah, that’s 
a real nice 
garment.



Do you want 
to hold him?

Er, yes. Yes 
that is the 
only thing I 
want to do.

He says he 
misses the 
placenta, 
Amy.

He says did 
you throw my 
friend away?

Oh Walt, you 
are so small 
and perfect.

What’s 
that?

A magical 
pink being.
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Oh baby Walt! 
I love him, 
Tim. I literally 
love him.

No, I told those fallopian 
idiots to wind their necks in. 
There are plenty of babies in 
the world for me to touch.

I don’t need to 
start shooting 
my own babies 
out. Not now.

Can I cook you dinner to say 
goodbye? It’s been so nice 
to spend time together. 

Friend, I never met 
a dinner I didn’t like.

  Tonight’s 
my last night
in my holiday 
let. I’m sad.

Are your 
ovaries 
singing to 
you again?
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Shelley, do you 
think we’re wildly 
irresponsible
people?

I don’t want my 
feet to ever 
touch the 
ground.

Steak tartare. 
None rawer. None 
bloodier. And for 
dessert...

...cheese I secured on the 
French black market. It’s not 
got a name, just a barcode. I 
think it’s been weaponized 

COUGH

No. Me neither. 
What’s for dinner?

No. I think we 
just like an 
interesting life.
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Oh Ryan! WALT! 
I can’t wait to 
see him. No, we’re still 

living in a caravan 
on site until the 
house is fixed.

Riley, I dunno, maybe it’s just 
feeling responsible for that 
little baby, but maybe you 
should call Tim. Sort it out. 

He’s got that crazy streak, 
but he’s a good man. 
Scout needs her dad. Have 
you actually called him?

I thought about it, 
but it always lead 
to a huge argu-
ment in my head.

Imaginary 
Tim is so 
OBTUSE.
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Do it. Call 
him. Call him. 
Do it.

Riley! It’s not 
too late, no... I 
was just... doing 
some light admin.

Yes.

Balancing my 
chequebook. It’s part of my 

old-timey, 
folksy charm.
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You sound tired. 
Why don’t we 
talk about this 
more tomorrow?

Okay.
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This last strip was cooked up on a whim, drawn in about an hour, and caused me story problems it tooks years to solve. Oh well!
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