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2017 was an interesting time for me.
By spring 2017 I had been working on Giant Days for a couple of years, and 
what had been intended to be a six-issue limited series was now clearly going 
to be allowed to run for as long as it was viable. A side-project had become 
my main thing, but it was a comic was writing and not drawing. I completed 
work on the 10th and final Bad Machinery story in April, so I had nothing to 
draw. 

Writing a simultaneous second series had been a way to spread my wings, 
but it also taught me some lessons that hadn’t quite sunk in at the this point, 
namely that if I’m slaving on one thing, I can’t bring the same level of inspira-
tion to another project simultaneously. I can produce A-material, and B-ma-
terial, and the B-material can’t be a drain on the A-material. It will also be 
quite clear to me which is which. I’m not blessed with limitless inspiration. I 
will never be the sort of comic writer who has four monthly books on the go.
 
I wrote extensive notes for Hard Yards in April, as soon as I finished Bad 
Machinery. I filled pages of an exercise book, wild-eyed, at my parents’ house. 
It was a four-issue series about Shelley Winters’ pregnancy, divided into three 
trimesters and a post-birth issue. When I looked at what I’d written, bleak at 
times, I couldn’t face six months of drawing it, and set it aside. I drew a few 
stories and put them online. They were, I think, well drawn, but didn’t have 
much to say. When I’m tired, the characters get tired and sluggish too. There’s 
a seam of material in all these New Bobbins books about being trapped, or 
uncertain, running away, or reaching back to past connections in lieu of 
moving forward. I can’t imagine what that could be about!

By July, with inspiration thin on the ground, I had nothing new to draw. And 
really, all I wanted to do was draw comics - I find drawing comics thera-
peutic, after 20 years, still something I want to do every day. The process of 
making them is valuable to me. So I went back to the Hard Yards notes, and 
began to convert them from a sad story into a wild one, another big Bobbins 
tale like Out Of The Woods, something I could draw a piece of every day un-
til it was done. It was going to take a while to do that, and by the end, I would 
have all sorts of exciting new ideas.

Of course, that meant resolving a number of plot points (again). Tim’s father 
- ghost, hallucination or time-traveller? was the main one. That hadn’t been 
in the original version, which was a played-straight two-hander about setting 
aside the irresponsibility of youth. My notes for it say it should “be clear of 
Scary Go Round Universe baggage”; it was intended to be purely a human 
story. The version which emerged is clearly the exact opposite in some ways. 
It has baggage galore. I tried to retain as much of the humanity as I could.

The third issue (of four) of my original version was all Shelley’s Italian book 
tour. A chance for some reflective bucolia. I didn’t think that would make 
a very good webcomic - it was a longform idea. So I replaced it with some 
pretty brutal logic - the mystery kids of Bad Machinery would not be able to 
ignore what Tim Jones had been up to in their town since his return. This was 
how I would wind things up: one era of my comics pitted against another. 
Another daffy caper in a long line of them. I decided then that the last pages 
of Hard Yards would be the last Tackleford webcomics.

Whether the story works is entirely in the eye of the beholder. I think there 
are lots of good jokes and good story beats. I wish I’d drawn it as proper pag-
es, not strips - about 2/3 through, when the Bad Machinery elements come 
in and the strips merge into single landscape pages, it is a definite lift. I could 
have pushed myself harder from the start and drawn more out of it, but that’s 
all hindsight. I hadn’t given myself more than a few hours to think about the 
way something was laid out for many years.

This turned out not to be the end of Tackleford webcomics, of course - in ear-
ly 2018, while simultaneously writing Giant Days and By Night every month, 
I tried to keep things going and to push the New Bobbins format further. 
That didn’t work. I didn’t even know what to call it. I made three little stories 
that said nothing about anything. I just wanted to draw something, but I had 
nothing left to draw. It seemed like a failure at the time, but I was handing 
over 44 pages of script every month to other writers. The well was dry.

I finally conceded that I needed a break and laid down my pen.

- JA



1st trimester



No, when I said 
HOW DID YOU GET 
PREGNANT, Shelley... ...it was 

more of an 
expression of 

disbelief.

Have you 
told Tim you’re 

pregnant?

No. I only found 
out on the day of 
Eustace Boyce’s 

funeral.

Like, your best 
friend died in a freak 

laser accident, but look 
on the bright side...

...your gametes 
still know how to 

punch through a lady’s 
egg pretty good.

Maybe I 
wouldn’t 

phrase it like 
that.

There’s always 
“prepare to meet 

your bastard!”



Do you... 
WANT to have a 

baby, Shel?

Can you 
keep a 
secret?

When Tim 
moved in, I 

flushed my pills 
down the loo...

...and I’ve 
jumped on him 
literally every 
night since.

It’s like a sexy 
demon song from 
within that I don’t 

understand.

He’d started to 
develop a hunted 

look at around ten 
in the evening.

What a 
TROOPER.

So you’re 
keeping the 

baby?

It will please 
me so well to see 
you hot, mad and 

inflated.

A big weepy 
baby silo. Utterly 

debilitated.

Don’t you 
dare develop 

an earth 
mother glow.

BUT THE 
LIGHT IS 

WITHIN ME, 
AMY.

IT POURS 
OUT OF 

ME.

STOP 
IT.

BAW
TO 

THAT!
You have 

this coming.

Yes. 
For shaw.



How are 
things between 

you and my 
sister?

After Boyce’s 
funeral, we 

actually properly 
talked.

Has she forgiven 
you for blowing up 

the house or moving 
in with Shelley?

In a way, 
Eustace dying 

saved me.

As I’m now in 
the “down” position 
wherein kicking is 

considered massively 
inappropriate.

I can’t tell. 
She’s burned 

through a lifetime of 
rage in six months.

It’s 
changed 

her.

Ryan, there 
have to be jobs for 
a former journalist, 
mayor and inventor.

Inventor’s 
not really a 
job, is it?

I sold a 
couple of 
patents!

Years ago. 
Put “kept 

man” on your 
resumé.

Shelley doesn’t 
“keep me”. She’s 

more a seed investor 
in Tim Jones PLC.

Sitting here is 
indistinguishable 

from watching Pretty 
Woman on Blu-Ray.



Tim, could 
you take Scout 

for half term? I’ve 
got a big job on.

Yes, that’s 
fine.

You don’t 
need to ask 

the red queen’s 
permission?

No. Shelley, 
um, loves 

having Scout 
over.

They have 
a... stable 

relationship 
now.

I think the 
balance of power 

is just where 
Scout wants it.

Yes.

MUM, I JUST 
WANT TO SPEND 

HALF TERM HERE!

Scout, I’m 
replumbing the 
North Wales 

Node.

It’s worth a 
lot of money 
and we need 
that to LIVE.

You’ll have a 
nice time with 
Daddy and-

Don’t call 
her that.

It’s what 
you call her, 

Mummy.

Mummy 
needs to put 
her feelings 
somewhere.

THAT 
WOMAN.



Why couldn’t you 
pick me up in THAT 

WOMAN’s car, Daddy?

Daddy isn’t 
allowed to drive 
that... Shelley’s
car, poppet.

“Because it is 
a thing of beauty 
and he drives like

a beast.”

Seems 
unfair.

So are 
we there 

yet?

Life is 
about the 
journey.

WHY 
NOT?

Also are we 
there yet?

Hello 
Scout!

Scout your 
new hair is 

EXTREMELY RAD.

I cut it 
myself!

I got in 
VERY EXTREME 

TROUBLE!

I’ll get her 
stuff out of the 
car. Hold tight. Be 

quick.
Ugh.



Do you PROMISE 
you haven’t told 

Daddy we are secret 
friends, Shelley?

YES. I know 
your Mum 

wouldn’t like it. 
She’d be very hurt.

It is a difficult 
situation.

Why are you 
sicking up your 

breakfast?
POISON... 
CEREAL.

I’m a 
good secret 

keeper.

Yes. 
TRICKY.

Amy, you’re 
smart in the 
mind area.

A real 
Alfred 

Einstone.

Some say 
this. Others 
just think it.

How do you 
break up with 

a friend?

In a nice 
way.

First, make sure 
you’ve got back 
anything they’ve 

borrowed from you.

Then just smash 
their heart to a 

burger-like slab with 
your meat hammer. An inch 

thick should 
do it.

Okay.



You want to 
stop being friends 
with Tim? Now?

I’m sick of 
being Switzerland 
between him and 

my sister.

He makes con-
stant dumb deci-
sions! He has done 
since we were kids!

I used to be 
twice as dumb, 

so that was fine.

But now it’s 
like watching a 
documentary...

...about a 
man who is 

IMPERVIOUS TO 
CONSEQUENCES.

I’m not meant 
to tell you this, 

but Shelley’s 
pregnant.

What? NO! 
Tim’s got her in 

the club?

He blows up 
his house, 

cheats on his 
wife...

...and the payoff 
is that he lives rent 
free with a beautiful 

millionaire....

In fairness, Ryan, he 
just did what he could 
with the cards fate 

handed to him.

I’M GOING 
INTO THE GARDEN 
TO BE ALONE WITH 
HOW UPSET I AM.

...who he 
has now 

impregnated.



I see. Lying 
in the shed. 

Cool.

I’m building up my 
power bar to go give 
Tim Jones a whupping.

You can’t 
“whup” him, Shelley 
hasn’t told him she’s 

expecting.

We need 
to make 

new friends, 
Amy,

Friends 
who ain’t 

havin’ affairs 
with one 
another.

You know 
making friends 
as adults is 

hard.

We’ll cruise 
around town 
looking for hip 

couples.
Bribe ‘em 

to like us if 
necessary.

96%

And she’ll 
be fine, by 
the way.

It’s at 
71%

I’ll be all right, 
Scout. Cheer me up 

with the newest 
phone use variants.

Hearing out of 
headphone hole.

Walk and 
Facetime.

OUT OF MY 
WAY IDIOTS, IT IS 
FUTURE NOW

Classic 
chin call.

SPEAK UP 
DENISE.

Cracked 
screen face 

injury danger.

DON’T WORRY 
IT IS ONLY PARTIAL 
EAR LOSS DENISE.

OH YA 
YA

WHAT?

OK.



Have you 
picked out some-
thing you wanted?

Yeah, there’s a 
new Tommy the 
Living Gas book.

I can’t 
believe you make 

all the Tibkins 
books, Shelley.

I knew you 
weren’t the world’s 
worst woman when I 

found that out.

Are you 
and my Daddy 
going to get 

married?

That’s an 
interesting 
question.

Do you 
have any 

others I can 
answer first?AMAZING.

Hullo Tim, 
what are you 
doing here?

Hi Neil. I 
always liked the 

university 
cafeteria.

How are 
you doing since 

the funeral?

Not bad. 
I’ve been look-
ing for a job.

You’ve got a 
lot of fans in the 
Physics Depart-
ment, you know.

And... a 
few deadly 
enemies.

Nature of the 
business.

Feels 
very 
alive.



I’m home! 
And I’ve got 
some exciting 

news!
Shelley’s 

pregnant!

I can tell 
because she spewed 
up and and bought a 
book about babies!

My friend Clara’s 
mum got morning spews so 
badly that she had to stop 

working at the library.

Her big green 
face was putting 
the babies off 
story time.

I think 
maybe it was 
TOO REAL.So have 

we!

How long 
have you 

known you were 
pregnant?

When were 
you going to 

tell me?
The 

time... never 
felt right.

So what... 
do you 

think... about 
this matter?

WHAT’S 
FOR 

DINNER?
Let’s 

CELEBRATE with 
CHOCOLATE 

CAKE!A couple 
of weeks.



How can you 
be pregnant? I 

assumed we were 
being careful.

“Assumed”. 
Augghh 
JONESY.

Well, as the 
charismatic 

youth preacher 
taught me...

...the only 
way to be 

truly careful...
...is never to 

put a boy’s foun-
tain pen in your 

pencil case.

Don’t make 
me laugh! This 

is serious!

Because they 
leak, Tim. Fountain 

pens LEAK.

I just want 
you to know, 
this baby isn’t

a trap.

I have 
beaucoup 

Dolores. Viele 
funds.

In fact, you’re 
essentially a drain on 

resources according to 
my accountant.

He recommends 
converting you 
to a cash shell.

How can you 
simultaneously tell 

someone they’re going 
to be a father and 
emasculate them?

Life is my 
tapestry and 
words are my 

silk.



I have a confes-
sion. I applied for a 

job at the uni physics 
department.

I know I 
promised to 

quit science, but 
I need purpose.

I have a 
confession 

too.

Maybe I’ve 
been... um... 

trying to get 
preg.

That would 
explain the 

ceaseless calls for 
lovemaking.

Yes. Also I 
am a massive 

fan of doing it.

It’s 
one of 
my main 
hobbies.

Why are 
you going 

out today?

I have a 
job inter-

view. I thought 
you had a job as 

a freeloader.

Well that’s 
what Mummy 

says.

What do you 
think a “free-
loader” is?

You control a 
forklift truck, but 

with telescopic legs 
and basic intelligence.

FREELOADING!

No.



Good luck, Tim. 
It’s a tough panel, but 

you can swing it.

Isn’t he mostly 
associated with 

astonishing destructive 
failures, Dad? 

Jones is a risk 
taker, Mildred. We 
need risk takers.

They’re going to 
grill him like halloumi 

on a vegetarian
 barbecue, Neil.

Wait, no. They’ll 
crucify him like 

halloumi at 
CHEESE EASTER.

Thanks, 
Neil.

So I’ve kept 
current, and I believe 
I’ll lend research heft

to TIT’s offering.

We were 
wondering if you 
could clear some-
thing up for us.

When you 
destroyed four square 

miles of local ancient forest 
with your unlicensed alter-

native energy project...

I thought... 
I might?

Was that an 
evidence-based 

response?

...did you 
seriously think 

you’d ever work in 
science again?

Oh sure, 
sure.



How did it 
go? thumbs 

up?

Thumb 
screws, Neil.

Ah, Jones, 
I’m sorry.

Come for a 
pint. I’ve got a few 
things in the works 
that might be up 

your street.

Do not let that 
man near anything 
that goes “boom”.

Don’t fear, 
Mildred. I’m only 
telling him my 

Argon-based plans.

Really? 
That’d be 

great.

So how did you 
enjoy your time with 
Daddy and Shelley?

Good fun. 
Daddy went for a 

job interview.

And That 
Woman is 

having a baby!

I guess it 
just happens!

I’m going into 
the garden to 

experience some 
emotions.

Whatever you 
hear in the next 
five minutes is 
only the wind.

She’s 
what?



You heard 
about Riley 

Jones?
You know her 
husband’s got
his bit of stuff 

pregnant.

Well, if you 
let them stray, 
the boys will 

play.

All very 
Tackleford, 

isn’t it?

Do you like 
this school, 

Scout?

I like... 
going home 
at the end 
of the day.

I hoped 
you’d say 

that.High 
drama.

Keep their 
nuts in a 
box, girls.

No!

What’s up 
with you, Mr 
Beckwith?

Trying to 
remember if it’s 

those who can or 
can’t who teach?

I’m thinking 
about affairs, Mrs 

Lord. How do people 
have one, and why?

My Ken’s had 
a few affairs. 

It’s part of the 
“charm”.

But not any 
more, right?

Ken wouldn’t 
be Ken without 
lipstick on his 

collar.

He would, 
however, be a lot 
easier to reach 

by phone.



2nd trimester



There’s 
baby! There she 

slash he is!

Every-
thing looks 
fine so far.

Is it mani-
festing any 

signs of 
genius?

Those aren’t 
usually visible 
at 20 weeks.

And you’re 
certain it’s not 

triplets?

The 
Winters family 

have always been 
proficient hiders.

Looks just like 
your Auntie Elaine, 

Beetle.
Our grand-

child, Ed, our 
GRANDCHILD.

Mum, I’ve told 
you you’re not 
allowed to get 
too excited.

The day I told 
you I was preg 

you were up until 
4AM ironing.

A baby is a 
wonderful bless-
ing to a family. 

You’ll see.

No baby I’ve 
met so much as 
lifted a finger 

to help.

And never 
a please or 
thank you.



So where’s 
your young 
man, Shelley?

Working on 
divorcing his 

wife?

The man’s 
stacking up 

families, Carol.

Polygamy’s 
an age-old 
craft. Like 

bee-keeping.Shh! They’re 
just being 
modern.

Ed, 
hush up!He’s 

working, 
Dad.

Don’t let your 
Dad upset you, 

Shelley. Tim’s ex is far 
away in Wales. Actually, she’s 

moving back to 
Tackleford.

Well, you 
fight then.

And if he starts 
talking about buying 

rows of terrace houses 
and knocking through...

Hit him over 
the head with a 

spade and bury him.

I know, 
Mum, I 
know.

I will 
fight!



So why are 
you moving back 

to town, Sis?

I think Scout 
needs to be near her 

dad. And it’d be nice to 
be near Mum again.

It’ll be 
good to have 

you back.

Work ain’t 
great. Amy’s 

business ain’t 
doing great.

Last Friday I 
got this tattoo 
and I’m kind of 

ashamed.

Ryan, you 
seem down. 
Really down.

Are you 
okay?

Shauna, can you 
watch Scout for a 
minute? She’s very 
questionsy today.

Shauna did you 
know Shelley has 

been pregnant for 
20 weeks?

Are you 
excited about 
having a half 

brother or sister?

Yes 
because Tim 

is your dad and 
he’s...

Daddy is 
the baby’s 

daddy?

Wait.
AAAMMMY!

A WHAT? 
I’m... not...

Um no I 
did not.I AM 

NOT?



So we’ll be 
moving into a place 

on Rayon Drive in the 
next couple of weeks.

How was 
my little 
angel?

What do I 
owe you for 
damages, ha 

ha? 

Scout 
didn’t realise 

Shelley’s baby... 
was Tim’s.

We may have 
accidentally introduced 
the number two... to 

the number two.

But...
oh.

And now 
she does.

Um.

Cool, 
cool.

Why is Daddy 
having a baby 
with Shelley?

I explained 
that Daddy and 

I aren’t... 
together.

I thought 
that would 

change back!

Now he’ll 
love the little 
baby, not us!

Why don’t you 
go out into Granny’s 
garden and rip out all 

that long grass?

THE GRASS IS 
GONNA PAY!

I’m so 
ANGRY!

You’ve been 
making friends 

again! 



Your father was 
a bad man so I’m 
not surprised you 

wed the same.

What a 
fountain of joy 
you are, Ma.

Tim’s nothing 
like Pa.

True. He’s 
taller. Broader. 
And that thick 
head of hair.

Sigh. Is it 
wrong that part 
of me still wants 

him back?

You’re not 
too old to go 

over my knee, girl.

Ryan, tell your 
sister to forget 
foolish notions of 
taking Tim Jones 

back.

Have you 
threatened to 
put her over 
your knee?

Riley, it’s 
natural to want 

to put your family 
back together.

Not if I 
destroy Shelley 

Winters, it 
hasn’t.

But 
I think the 
ship’s sailed. Did some-

one say 
DESTROY 
SHELLEY 
WINTERS?

The Beckwith family 
home. Where people 
come to make great 
personal decisions.



Well Tim, 
today’s three 

months.

How are you 
enjoying life in a 
classic garage 

start-up?

You gave me a 
chance when no one 
else would and I’m 
deeply grateful.

And we’ve 
conclusively proven 
that fine wine is no 
impediment to great 

programming.

Not if you 
don’t mind doing 
everything twice!

I’m 
loving it.

Congratulations.

I’m going 
to call it an 

evening.

I might just 
finish up 

where I’m at.

Mildred. 
You’re skulk-

ing again.

Daddy, what 
exactly are you 

and DISASTER MAN 
up to in there?

TM

We’re working on a 
radical framework for 

self-driving car fleets based 
on insect swarms.

Everything’s 
potentially deadly, 
dear. That’s the 

Magic Of Science.So nothing 
potentially 

deadly then?

Cheers!



Feels so 
good to have 
purpose again.

And the 
science Neil

and I are doing 
is definitely 

not-

Seen you, 
boy.

Seen you,

-EVIL.

Tim, what 
happened? Were 
you chased by 

“youths”?

I think I saw... 
my father- 
in-law... in a 
hedgerow.

Shadows can 
seem very real... 

after wine.

No, I mean it! 
The king of the 

tramps!

He gave me 
the evil eye!

He might just 
have been 

making toilet.

He had 
HENCHMEN!

Or possibly 
CRONIES!

Or just 
scared of 
shadows 
again?



Amy, what do 
you know about 

your father-in-law’s 
movements?

You don’t have 
to worry unless he 

pops out of a hedge 
in the night! Ha ha!

THAT’S 
WHAT I 
FEARED.

Oh, 
he’s well off 
the scene 
these days.

Plus 
I think his 
job has a 

national brief.

Keeps him 
busy.

Pa Beckwith, 
king of the 
tramps?

Is he still 
WICKED?

Does
he have 
powers?

Might he 
KILL?

AGAIN??

Rocket 
lollies... rocket 
lollies... yes.

Come to 
me, my future 
facing friends.

Oh! Um, 
hello Riley, 

hello Scout.

I think you 
ought to know 
that we’re going 
to destroy you.

Also, you 
and me aren’t 

friends any 
more.

Shelley.

You will 
never reach 

Mars.



Scout, why do 
you want to... 
destroy me?

You took my 
daddy. You made a 
baby with him to 

keep him.

Come on, 
I’m sure Shelley 
needs to get 

on.

In case you 
were wondering...

...your 
destruction will 

be absolute.

Fine.

It... it wasn’t... 
isn’t like that!

It’s a lot more 
complicated!

You’re 
not a good 

person.

Oof, I’m 
done. My eyes 

have gone 
square.

Think I might 
pull another 

late one. I’m in 
the zone.

Go home to 
Shelley, mate. You 

know once the baby’s 
here, quiet nights in 

are over.

FLIP

FLIP

FLIP

Uh heh yes, I 
guess you’re 

right.

Stop and 
face me, Tim 

Jones. Um, I would, 
but... I think I... 
left the iron on.



You were never 
good enough for my 
Riley, Jones. I thought 

good riddance.

But to see you 
sire a bastard 
with another 

woman...

...you make this 
right, or you 

answer to me.

TUPPING 
LIBERTY!

You were 
never there for 

either of your kids! 
LET’S DANCE

I...
...I did not antici-

pate how much time 
you’ve spent working 
on your upper body.

This is 
quite... 
exciting.

I told you, 
Lottie!

The old mayor 
and the G-D king of 
the tramps stone 
cold dukin’ it out.

I think some-
thing is going 
on. It needs 
investigation.

The Case Of 
The Erotic 

Country Lane 
Bundle.

Haversham, 
that is 
NON-U.

Okay. I’ll 
raise a case.

Powerful 
forces on the 

move, yes.

An old 
school 
ruckus!

Classic, 
Mildred.



All these boxes, 
I’ve got to do 

something about 
these boxes.

Tim, do you 
want to move 

some boxes for-
I need a 
drink.

Did Pa 
Beckwith do 
this to you?

You can tell me if 
you just fell down a 

manhole while checking 
your phone.

-me?

TIM!

They’ve 
been here 

more than a 
year!

I don’t know if this 
is related to your fight, 
but I had a run-in with 
your daughter today.

SHELLEY.

What are 
we doing 

here?

We’ve been 
friends with 

benefits for 20 
years.

I think the 
costs are starting 
to outweigh the 

benefits.

No 
buttons.And?

What do 
you mean?

Either she’s 
going to “destroy 
me”, or Riley is.

Or 
both.



This is madness. 
It’s not doing either 

of us any good.

Why do you 
never ask me 
why I haven’t 

divorced Riley?

Because... 
because it’s 

your business?

I’m a place-
holder for where 

someone you really 
love would be.

I know. It’s accurate, 
but it’s not fair.

That’s... 
that’s not 

fair.

It’s like every-
one says. I’m a 
rich woman’s 

plaything.

I don’t have 
to need you, I 

want you!

This house 
is a bubble! 

It’s a fantasy!

You’ve always 
been away with the 

birds, I just let myself see 
things the way you do.

I like the 
way I see 
things.

You 
don’t need 

me.



Where are you 
going to go?

You can’t just 
pretend none of 
this happened!

It did!

It was a 
mistake. It’s all 
been a mistake.

THEN GET 
OUT. GET OUT 
GET OUT GET 

OUT! I’m sorry, 
Shelley.

Eight hours 
lying on the 

floor is enough, 
Shelley.

NGHHH Owww.
OWWWWWW

SNIFF. I need to 
do something.

Something 
about these 

boxes.



OOO-OOH 
SISTOR! I AM 
BACK IN THE 

WORLD!

The front 
door’s unlocked! I 

could be the 
Manson family!

Horns of the 
malefactor, 

Shelley, what’s 
the matter?

I need to go 
to hospital. 

Something’s wrong 
with the baby.

Wait, are you 
here to drag us 

to hell?

Well I was. But 
we can go to 

hospital instead.

Come 
on.

You’ve been a very 
silly girl, Shelley. You 
have a tiny placental 

abruption.

But the 
baby’s okay?

The baby 
should be 
okay...

 ...provided 
you stop behaving 

like a dingbat.

She’s been an 
idiot since birth, 

doctor.

Then I recom-
mend you do your 
sisterly duty and sit 
on her until her will 

is broken.

No more 
power-lifting.



So Tim left 
you. Well, thank 
you, little lord 

Jesus.

All he’s ever 
done is bring 
calamity into 

your life.

Like when 
you were 

beaten up by 
Elaine Wu?

Or when you 
were kidnapped to a 
secret evil island by 
his many enemies?

Or when you 
got strangled - to 
death - and turned 

into a zombie?

I’M 
TELLING 
MUM

I NEVERBAW

No he 
hasn’t.

Don’t say 
that.

I told you, Tim 
Jones is living in our 
garage now, Lottie.

Erin Winters 
came round yester-
day and gave him a 

right talking to.

Whoa yes I 
know her! I’m 
her (retired) 

intern!

Maybe 
you should 
un-retire.

But she gave 
such a lovely 
speech at my 
leaving party.

Cor! 
Where is he 

now?

I think his 
girlfriend’s 
name is... 
Shelley? And he’s up 

to no good, 
I’ll wager.



I guess I’ll just 
go back to the 
woods for a bit. 

Or, I’ll just sit 
in the crater 

that used to be 
woodland.

Neil, do not 
let him go back 
to the woods.

Tim, you’re 
staying with us, long 
as you like. I’ll make 
up the camp bed in 

the garage.

He’ll 
be our 

Fonzie, my 
darling.

EYYYY.

I didn’t say 
invite him to 
live with us.

Alone.

I expect you to 
keep Shelley’s place 
in good order until 
baby arrives, Tim. 

My poor 
feeble-minded 

sister isn’t to lift 
a finger.

I’m not 
feeble-minded!

Go inside and 
write one of your 
kinderbrain-rotting 

pamphlets!
Also, I love 

you!

Aw!
Sigh.



Barry! 
What are you 
doing here?

I thought you 
hated the north 
of England! “Here 

be monsters”!

Your sister 
called. She said 
you needed a 

“steady hand on 
the tiller”.

Stop tuck-
ing blankets 

round my legs! 
I’m fine!

Nice and 
tight.

Why 
you choose to 
live here is quite 

beyond me.Fresh 
air?

 
What’s 

that awful 
smell?

A book 
tour of Italy! 
How swell!

Barry says a 
month of sun 

and pasta will be 
very good for 

my womb.

I think it will 
be good medicine 
for my love failure 

too.

Shelley, you’re 
every boy’s dream. 

We’ll find you a good 
one when you get 

back.

You’ll be the 
Death Star of 

yummy mummies. Hey! I 
resemble that 

remark.



Living in a 
garage, eating a 

cup noodle.

Estranged from 
every woman who 
ever gave a damn 

about me.

I guess this is 
rock bottom.

Come on son! 
Science is the 

answer! Always!

What do I 
always tell you? 

Think big!

For someone 
who’s been dead 
15 years, Dad...

...you still talk 
a lot of sense.



3rd trimester



October, lads! 
That cool crisp air! 
The possibility of 

MYSTERIES!

Lottie we JUST 
solved a mystery. 

We need to 
breathe.

This is a good 
one, Jacky. Me and 
Mildred have been 

cooking it all summer.

THEORY: 
former mayor Tim 

Jones is a dangerous 
“mad scientist”.

FINE. But we 
want Sundays off 
to catch up on 

sleep.

RELUCTANT 
AGREE.

Bongo in 
the mind 

area.



So, rather 
than “history’s 
biggest sink-

hole”...

...the destruction 
of Tackleford’s ancient 
woodland was down to 
Tim Jones’ BAD SCIENCE 

gone well wrong.

Here are 
the directions 
to my new 
mystery silo.

Why do 
we always 
say yes?

Staggering 
weakness of 
character.

Keep 
them VERY 

SECRET,

C-U 
THERE! 7PM 

SHARP!

Okay.

Jones, I have a 
tidbit of news to 
accompany your 
catfish po-boy.

Your former 
lady was in yester-

day, connecting us to 
the Northern Node.

As ever, 
spectacular. And 

she asked after you 
in a specific style.

Food... for 
thought.

Hugo, Riley 
never said 
anything 

about him!

No, but I feel 
like if she’d been 
here longer, she 
most definitely  
would have.

False 
hope is still 
technically 

hope.

Riley? 
How did 
she look?



The Tim Jones 
time line is 

pretty simple.

Meat-
head music 
reviewer...

“Inventor”...

Tackleford 
mayor...

Wilderness 
years and 

fatherhood in 
Wales...

...and a 
return a 
couple of 
years ago.

Old Timmy’s 
exile coincides 

with a 73% drop 
in city-wide 

crises.

Is he an apoc-
alypse horseman 
or just a very 

careless hipster? It’s 
impossible 
to tell!

Jones’ long-term 
associates include 
many familiar faces.

I believe any or all 
could be a crucial 

source of evidence.

What’s our 
endgame here, 

Lottie?

Remove this 
MENACE TO 

SOCIETY from the 
streets before he 

strikes again!

He’s got a 
BONER for 

CHAOS and he’s 
gonna get this 

town PREGNANT!

An ugly 
metaphor.

But 
effective.



I’ve muffed up 
everything, Dad.

I wish I 
could turn 
back time.

I’d do 
things so 

differently.

Well son, 
didn’t you invent 
the teapot that 
reverses time?

Oof. Destroying 
the space-time 

continuum is a young 
man’s game.

Though I 
suppose I could... 
have a look at it.

That’s my 
boy. That’s 
my boy.

All right guys, 
you’ve got your 

assignments.

Next secret 
meeting here 
on Tuesday.

Bus or walk, 
Mildred?

SONNY! 
Over there!

Tim FLIPPING 
Jones has a 

FLIPPING lockup 
here!

Just imagine 
what those 
boxes might 

contain!

I was hoping 
“surplus table-
ware” but sure. 

Why not.

Are you 
thinking 

doomsday 
device?

PAY 
DIRT!



AW 
POOPS.

As 
suspected, 
Mildred.

Surplus 
teapots.

So did you 
hear what Janie 

Blake did in 
Maths today?

All these 
inventions and 

what good did any 
of them do me?

Son, being ahead 
of the times can be 

as hard as being 
behind the times.

Where’s the 
harm in coming 
in on schedule 

for once?

No!!

Come in.

Good morning Mr 
Beckwith. Ooh, I like 

your new office!

If this is 
about the 

swimming team, 
you’re back on.

But there’s one 
condition. We need you 

to keep an eye on 
Blossom Cooper.

I’ll do it, 
SIR!

Until she 
finds out 
and kills 

me!

Given who the 
new head is, I 
doubt that’s a 

surprise.
Sit 

down, 
Shauna.



CROTH YOUR 
HANDTH, TONY!

I’m 
trying!

I dont think 
he’s Go-Kart 
Conspiracy 

material, Claire.

We need a 
heavy hitter! Like 
Keith Moons of 

the Whom! He’s MINTHING 
my ARTHITHTIC 

VITHION!

Do we need a 
drummer? We 

could use a drum 
machine?

Or one of 
those little 

monkeys with 
the cymbals!

I’M 
STILL 
HERE.

All right, I think 
I’ve found our drum-
mer, but you have to 
keep an open mind.

Come in, 
Blossom. This is a 

WASTE OF 
TIME.

VETO 
APPLIED.

You don’t 
have a veto, 

Lottie, thith ith a 
dictatorthip.

She has 
drummer 
gloves.

I did not 
anticipate 

this.

Oh WHOA 
WHOA WHOA 

no WAY.



Antiques Road-
show, guys, Blossom’s 

louder than war!

So Lottie, I’m 
going to steal Tim 

Jones’ lockup key and 
break in there tonight.

WHAT DID 
MILDRED 
WANT?

DONNO!

ALL I CAN 
HEAR IS 
RINGING!

OKEY 
DOKES!

Never 
thought she’d 
go for that!

Cool 
cool.

How you bearin’ 
up, Ginger Ninja?

But 
you’re doin’ 

okay?

Yes. Someone 
pops in every five 

minutes to witness my 
grisly magnitude.

I last spoke to 
these two in 2009. 
Now they’re all over 

my kitchen.

By “star” Hugo 
means her profile in 
DRULE magazine.

We just 
followed 
the star!

I am 
GRAVID. Too 
big to fail.



Lottie, I see a 
problem with your 
Tim Jones case. A 

small problem.

He’s 100% danger 
man but even destroying 
the forest... there’s no 

concrete evidence.

It takes next 
level genius to 

commit indefinable 
misdeeds.

BAH. His 
greatest crime is 
against the British 
sense of fair play.

Ugh. I 
know.

Speak your 
brains, 
Baxter.

There’s no 
way we can 
nail a crime 
to him...

...damn.

I think we can 
get Jones. He’s a king 

of science, but...
His personal 

failings are what 
stop him being 

evil...

Tim? Are 
you in? 

Are you 
decent?

Asking for 
a friend.

Yes.

But exploit-
ing that would 
take someone 
deeply sneaky.

And I can’t 
think of anyone 
that conniving.

...and also 
his greatest 
weakness.

...but a 
DISASTER at 
human skills!



Evening, 
Mildred. What 
have you got 

there?

I thought you 
might like a 

home-cooked 
meal.

Based on the 
number of cup 

noodle pots in the 
recycling...

Where’s 
your dad?

Neil and Glenys 
are out raving 

tonight. They won’t 
be back till late.

So we can 
do anything 

we like.

TIMMY

...you’re in 
danger of con-
tracting the 

beri-beri.

THANKS.

Do you work 
out? Or are you just 

naturally hench?

Gosh, it’s 
hot in here. 
OO-WEE.

-I think you 
should go and do 
your homework.

JONES KEYS 
ACQUIRED!

DIGNITY
BASICALLY 
INTACT!

You’re 16.

Mildred-



...it’s a 
24-hour self-store, 
Sonny, of course 

it’s still open.

I thought 
Tim’s locker 
just had old 
cups in it.

Stuff that. It’s 
got to be the 

motherlode of his 
mad genius items.

Let’s take a 
look. 

Um, Mildred, 
what’s with the 

VWEEPING?

Is it possible a 
mad scientist might 
have a sophisticated 

security system?

Normal 
people ask these 
questions a lot 

earlier.

Every one 
a smoking 

gun.

15A!

Gordon 
BROWN, man, 
how do you 
turn this off? Look at 

all these 
cameras!

I have no idea 
what any of these 

inventions do! This... 
doesn’t 
seem... 
sinister?

GUILTY! 
GUILTY! 
GUILTY!

Ahhh! 
NON-BENIGN! 
NON-BENIGN!

Jones will 
know it 
was us!

GET STUCK 
INTO THE 
BOXES!

Mildred, we 
should RUN!



And where 
exactly do you 

two think 
you’re going?

Give me 
one reason I 
shouldn’t call 

the-

I’M 
GIVING 
BIRTH! I’M 

GIVING 
BIRTH! 

A BABY IS TRYING 
TO CLIMB OUT OF MY 

FAR-SHINER AND I 
DON’T LIKE IIIIIIT

-POLICE
We we 

um

Errr

HUGO! Shelley! 
How’s Shelley?

Mother 
and baby are 
doing fine.

Mother 
and baby?

She shot 
that infant 
out like a 

bullet.

It was 
crying when it 
was halfway 

out.

WHICH WAS 
IN THE CAR.

Peggy, this 
is your father. I’m 

extremely 
cross with 

him.



Shelley, I’m so 
sorry. Sorry for 

everything.
I can’t fix one 

family I ruined by 
ruining ours too

There’s no 
way to turn 

back the clock.

But I want 
to make this 

work.

You’re too 
precious to me 
to lose again.

Tim, are you 
signing the 

divorce papers?

Riley deserves 
to go on with 

her life.
She and 

Scout both 
need stability.

I think it’s 
the right 
decision, 
friend.

I’m done screwing 
up. You know I had 

the Tackleford mystery 
kids onto me?

That’s like 
finding out your 

house has 
termites. Really 

wakes you 
up.

WHOA. 
No!Yup.



Oh I see, baby 
pops out just like 
that. Nice as pie.

I tried to have a 
long and painful labour 

for you, Ame, but-

What are 
they doing 

here?

Maybe some-
one gave birth 
to a criminal 

baby!

You better not 
have been up to 

any shennanigans in 
there, Peggy.

I take a dim 
view of 

pre-natal ponzi 
schemes.

-is that 
the police?

Tim 
Jones?

You’re under 
arrest for 

breach of the 2011 
TARDIS ACT.

Possession of or 
intent to use devices 
designed to interfere 
with the time stream.

Ryan, get 
me a lawyer!

Loose cannon 
who gets results 

or borderline 
psychopath?

Anyone but an 
incompetent 

boob!

The 
what?

Yes?



Oh my LORE 
Sarah, they 
arrested Tim 

Jones!

Lottie, is this 
your doing?

I know you 
were investi-
gating Tim.

No no! I decided 
to turn a blind eye 
when I heard Shelley 

took him back!

Did you tell 
Linton to turn a 
blind eye to your 

investigation?

I WAS BUYING 
THESE FLOWERS, 

ALL RIGHT?

Mind your 
head, Mr 
Jones.

Mr Jones, 
your solicitor 

is here.

Court- 
appointed, 
Mr Jones.

Mr Jones, I’m 
Peter Trimble. I’ll 
be representing 

you today. Now, there’s 
good news and 

bad news.

The good news is 
that no one has ever been 
convicted of perverting the 
course of history before.

The bad news 
is that there’s a 
first time for 
everything.

In 
here, 

please.

Do they 
look, to put 
it crudely, 
“shit hot”?



Oh Tim. I can’t 
believe they won’t let 

you come home.
Well, I mean, I 
can believe it. 

You’re a massive 
flight risk.

For all the court 
knows, you might 

invent a jet pack and 
literally fly away.

Shelley, have 
you ever actually... 

practiced law?

Once I passed 
the bar I was so 

over law. But it’s like 
riding bike, right? Yes. In no 

way at all.

Anyway, I’d 
like you to 

let me repre-
sent you.



A minor blip 
is all this is, my 

boy. You’ll 
get off.

Oh. He’s 
gone. 
Again.

Stan? Stan 
Jones? Is that 

you?

I’m sorry. He 
gets confused.

Stan’s been 
dead twenty 
years, love.

It’s me, Bill! 
God, you’ve not 

aged a day!

Thanks Dad. But 
in fairness, I did 
invent a time 

machine and use it.

Before 
the law 
changed! 

Sigh. Most of 
my inventions 
are based on 

your old notes.

I suppose I 
should be worried 
that I keep seeing 
you. But I don’t 

feel mad.

I’m not 
mad, am I?

Working on 
them made 

me feel closer 
to you.



Not a trimester



TIM JONES 
TRIAL, DAY 5.

In the matter 
of the Crown v 

Timothy John Jones, 
how do you find?

We find Mr 
Jones not 

guilty on all 
charges.

ORDER! 
ORDER!

I... I... got 
off? You did it, 

Shelley! You 
did it!

Ms Winters, that 
was some of the most 
spectacular legal show-

boating I have witnessed.

Does this 
mean Daddy isn’t 

going to jail? Astonish-
ingly, yes.

She’s 
saved your 

Dad.

Scout has 
something she 
wants to say 

to you. O... kay...

I’m 
not going 
to destroy 
you, Shelley.

FOR NOW.

La! Thank 
you!



I dunno, Lottie. 
That wasn’t justice. 
That was a mockery 
of the Queen’s law.

Nah. Shelley 
made some 

great arguments. 
Also her exhibits 

were A+.

Jones is still 
basically a 

science maniac 
on the loose.

Is Tim get-
ting off good 

or bad, Erin? We 
can’t decide.

I’m still 
trying to work 
it out myself.

What do 
you mean? I feel like 

we’re missing 
the bigger 
picture.

Wow. 
That was 
enigmatic.

Yeah! I don’t 
think statements 

get any more 
enigmatic!

I need to 
speak with you 
two. URGENTLY.

HOLD 
ME.

ENIGMOIDS 
INCOMING.

I’m glad my 
sister’s happy, 
but this still 
smells wrong.

Ehhh. We’ll 
keep our eye 

on him.



What would 
you say if I said 
to you that 

today... 

...was not 
how things were 

meant to be.
I’d say con-

gratulations on 
some damned 

intriguing phrasing.

...not just to 
Tackleford, but to 
the safety of our 

entire nation.

Tim Jones 
represents a 

clear and present 
danger...

I live nearby, 
and I have 

something to 
show you.

Sir, allow 
me to confer 

with my 
colleague.

Lottie, this 
old boy is mad 

as a horse.

Yes. He’s 
got the eyes 
of a massive 

lunatic.

-if you think 
I’m passing up the 
chance to visit a 

lunatic’s lair...
...you do 
not know 

me vair well.LINTON-

BUT IS 
HE?

Um, we’ve 
been saying 

this for 
AGES.



Wow. He 
lives in the old 
clock tower. 
NUTTER 101.

Forgive the 
mess. My work 
is extremely 
important.

First, I have 
to tell you 
something.

I am Tim 
Jones’ father.

I am an 
inventor.

So what do 
you want to 

show us?

When my 
son was 18,
I built this.

A crash 
helmet. Nice 
work mate. 

This helmet 
allowed me to 
see things as 
they will be.

The further I 
looked into the 
future, the more 

clearly I saw my son-

Can we 
see? Does it 
still work?

A cynic might 
describe that as 

convenient.Alas, no.

-at the heart 
of disaster.

Safety 
first.

I have little 
time for domestic 

matters.



The prog-
nostication 

helmet’s engine 
is part of this 

now.

It’s not 
merely a 

stick.

Um, it’s 
very sticky.

FLIP
FLIP

I rescind 
my stick 

sass!

A stick.



For 20 years 
I’ve travelled 

through time to 
stop my son, 
change his 

path...

...with an 
unprecedented 

32MB of RAM and
a 3.2GB hard drive.

Yeah, cool, 
incredible 
hardware.

The stick only lets 
me move forward in time 
to the critical points the 

computer suggests.

Aren’t you 
already moving 
forward in time? 
Aren’t we all?

It’s more 
efficient!

Shut 
up!

Is it?

Yeah! Haven’t 
you just given 

yourself less time 
to stop Tim?

But all my 
efforts are 

in vain.

Using the laws 
of probability and 
a computer of my 

own devising...

...I attempted to 
predict the points at 
which his course could 

be diverted. 

It’s a Pentium 
166 with MMX...

...a 4MB 
graphics card 
AND a 3DFX 
accelerator...

Show 
us!

...before it 
was too 

late.



My calculations have 
recently shown that the con-

fluence of Tim Jones and Shelley 
Winters is the danger factor.

We’re going 
to have to 

think about it.

You’re wrong, you 
know, Linton. He’s not 

mad as a horse.
Yeah, text-

book nutter. 
Did you see?

XGA capable 
monitor set
to 640x480.

He’s 
madder.

THERE’S NO 
TIME TO THINK 

ABOUT IT!

Good God, 
it’s as I feared.

A week from 
today is the last 

moment that history 
can be changed.

The question 
is, are you two 
willing to help 
me do that?

To save 
EVERYTHING?

YOU’VE 
GOT MAIL.

Chill ‘em, 
Time Dad! We’ll 
be in touch!



Lottie! And, 
Linton is it?

Oh great, it’s the 
kids who put me in jail. 

I’ll be in a different 
room to them.

He died! The 
first summer Tim 
was home from 

university.

He went up 
like a flipping 
rocket in the 
living room!

So he’s defi-
nitely not still 

alive and travelling 
through time?

Well I’m sure 
Tim would have 
mentioned that.Um, we’re all 

travelling 
through time.

Right in front 
of his eyes!

SPONTANEOUS 
COMBUSTION!

I still think 
you can do 

better.

Shelley, what 
do you know 

about Tim’s dad? Oh my. Hold 
on a second.

Now now. 
What can I 
do for you 

both?
CHARMED!



Okay, so there 
are the facts. Do 
we help Time Dad 
thwart Tim Jones?

Surely the best 
way to keep an eye 

on Tim is to help 
Time Dad at least 

at first.

What if we 
“help” too much 
and he turns out 

to be evil?

Wicked. A tie. 
This is all Mildred’s 

fault for joining the 
mystery team in 

1st year.

Hey guyth I 
got all your 

drinkth.

Sorry Linton, 
Thtarbucks won’t 

just do pouring cream 
in a cup on its own.

Wait... I smell... 
opportunity.

WHAT?GREAT 
BIG NO.

I’m a 
yes.

I vote yes. 
Tim’s going to 

mushroom cloud us 
all eventually.

I’m with 
Lottie. We can’t 

be sure what Time 
Dad really wants.

So no.

I vote 
yes, Lottie 
votes no. This is 

tough! 

Yeah!



Clairey, do you 
want to vote on 

a mystery matter?

But I’m not a 
mythtery team 

member!

Can she be a 
member?

I promith to 
take my rethpon-

thibilities very 
theriously.

What are we 
voting on? Our 
theme thong?

It’s even 
more important 

than that.
Whoa, 

simultaneous 
6-0 vote!



Thith respon-
thibility weighs 
heavy on me, 

friends.

Your mythtery 
tholving has always 
been about battling 

INJUTHTITH.

Time Dad Jones 
claimth to be on 
the side of right...

...but who are 
we to help him 
prevent FUTURE 

ACTS?

She’s well
philosophical.

The thing about 
going back in time and 

killing Hitler is that Hitler 
wasn’t the problem.

He wath a 
THYMPTOM of a 

wider ithue.

I think the 
only danger Tim 
Jones pothes 

now...

...is accidentally 
tracking baby puke 

into the rug.

I vote 
no.

Now let’s 
knuckle down 
on our 2018 
theme thong.

Well, he 
was...

Surprise 
package.And monsters 

sometimes.



Sorry to 
have to come 
to you with 

this Erin.

You’ve 
done the right 
thing, Lottie.

Whatever this 
“Time Dad” is up to, 
he’s manipulating Tim 

with his powerful mind.

The old boy’s got 
to make his move by 

December 18th.

I think doorstep-
ping him and revealing 

his non-fiery death 
status in the paper... ...might 

stop that 
nonsense.

Do you think 
the fireball incident 
was him shooting off 

into the future?

As leaving your 
family goes, it beats 

going to the shop “for a 
pint of milk” and never 

coming back.

I guess 
so.

I think watching 
your dad suddenly go 

up in flames... opens the 
door to that.

So what 
are you 
going to 

do?
Yeah, I 
should 
coco.



I think we should 
give people who die and 
come back to life the 
benefit of the doubt.

Says the man now 
living as his “cousin” 

Jacxon Boyce.

I saw a chance 
to stop being 
called Eustace 
and I took it.

Um, DEED 
POLL?

I’d never have 
heard the end of it 

from my parents. This 
way is better.

Also, 
“Jacxon”? It’s very 

now! 
Modern!

I don’t see 
how we doorstep 
Time Dad. He’s not 
going to answer.

ERIN, YOU 
CAN’T DO 

THAT!

I wonder which 
of the two dead men 

involved in this break-in 
will be telling the police.I concur.

I don’t 
know.

Right, 
right.



What are 
we looking 

for?

Anything 
related to 
Time Dad’s 

plans.

Get on his 
antiquated 
PC, Boycey.

It’s so... 
INTUITIVE!

WE MIGHT VERY 
WELL ASK YOU THE 

SAME THING!

WELL SOMEONE IS 
GOING TO HAVE TO 

ANSWER EVENTUALLY!

WHAT IS THE 
MEANING OF THIS?

Ohhh 
no...

This is just a 
series of slides 
faking an old 
interface!

It’s running an 
incredibly 

futuristic OS!
These UI 

elements are off 
the charts!

Press 
Escape!

What 
the-?



A letter 
for me! Me, 

Desmond 
Fishman!

Shelley Winters 
has had a little 

baby!

And there is 
to be a BABY 

SHOWER! 
December 18th!

We will 
wash this 
baby so 

well!

Send all 
my money to 

the baby, 
Fotheringay.

Sir, you 
dont have 

any m-

She needs 
it now.



I’ve got a 
crowbar, 

you’ve got 
a stick.

And you’re not 
going to hit me with 
it, because I reckon 

it’s your...

I guess if 
anyone was going 
to stop me, it’d 
be Auntie Erin.

I’m not the 
ANTI-ERIN! I’ve put 
my ruling Hell days 

behind me!

No. AUNTIE 
ERIN. Not my 
real Auntie. A 
step-Auntie.

Good for 
£20 on my 
birthday 
though.

I’m not Tim 
Jones’ father.

I’m his 
daughter.

I’m Scout 
Jones.

OF THE 
FUTURE.

Sigh.

Steady 
now.

...TIME 
ROD.



If you’re 
Tim Jones’ 
daughter...

...why are 
you trying to... 
what ARE you 
trying to do?

Give me 
the crowbar 

and I’ll tell you.

ERIN GEEZE 
give her the 
crowbar!

I’m trying to 
stop your 

sister breaking 
up my family.

Whatever I 
do, it always 

happens.

And I broke 
the stupid time 

rod so it can only 
go forwards now.

By “stop my 
sister” do you 
mean kill her?

You’ve not 
met my three 
half-sisters, 
Auntie Erin.

EACH ONE 
IS UNIQUELY 

WORSE THAN THE 
ONE BEFORE.

This is 
red-hot 
future-
shock! A SCIENCE 

MIRACLE!

I’m 
not-



No matter 
what I do, I can’t 

stop Shelley and Dad 
falling in love. 

I thought blow-
ing up the family 

home would shock 
him into staying.

I knew Dad was 
haunted by the 
sight of Grandpa 

exploding...

...so I developed 
this disguise using 

common 2030 
objects.

I wanted to 
nudge him away 
from Shelley and 
back to Mum.

But instead of 
sucking her into a void, 
the thing I helped him 

design nearly destroyed 
all of reality.

TRY, 
TRY 

AGAIN!

I think too 
much time 

travel has given 
her TACHYON 
PSYCHOSIS.

It’s also pos-
sible that she was 
always as nutty as 

a granola bar.

This was after I 
conclusively proved 
that killing Shelley 

Winters...

...didn’t seem 
to work.

Inventing is 
fun! BZZT!



December 
18th is the day 
Dad proposes 
to Shelley...

...the start 
of EVERY-

THING GOING 
WRONG.

I think there’s 
one more jump 

left in old Sticky...

So I’ll have to 
do this the old 
fashioned way.

You’ve told us 
all your plans, 

arch-villain style...

Yeah WELL 
Auntie Erin...

...time stream 
disruption causes 

short range 
amnesia...

...so think
on THIS.

You know 
that feeling when 

you go into a 
room...

...and can’t 
remember what 
you were meant 
to do in there?

Yes. I think 
we need a 

restorative nap.

...YOU 
ABSOLUTE 

TOOL.



I don’t know 
what to buy for 

baby, Claire.

Mothers 
guard their 
infants from 

me.

HMMM.

They don’t 
understand that 
I only want to 
understand.

A wheel of 
good (and 
mouldy) 
CHEESE!

And PORT! 
Ideal for the 

unrefined 
palette!Errr

A set of 
Japanese kitchen 
knives! Good and 

sharp!

NO. Not 
betht for 

baby.



DECEMBER 
18TH

Come in, 
come in! 

Everybody is 
here!

Wow. 
Literally 

everybody 
is here.

I’ve not seen 
some of these 

people in... 
years.

I know! 
Peggy is a 

popular girl! 
Arent you?

We’re going 
to thet up in 
the corner if 
that’th okay.

Thanks for letting 
Go-Kart Conspiracy 
play our first set at 
Peggy’s baby shower.

The 
pleasure is 
all mine.

Ha. She’s 
not heard us 

play yet. 
It’s three 

songs. What 
can go 
wrong?

Yes 
yes!



Many have tried 
to kill you, Shelley 

Winters, somehow it 
never quite sticks. 

But they say if 
you want something 
doing, better do it 

yourself.

Why are you 
hiding in the 

toilet?

Are 
you having a 
terrible time 

too?

Um, 
maybe. Yeah well 

that woman is 
a disgrace.

And Peggy 
looks like a 

weird insect.

Things are 
going to get 

better, Scout. 
Starting today.

Yeah well I 
hope so 

because things 
suck now.

Give it two 
minutes, kid. Things are 

going to suck 
a lot less.



LADIES AND 
GENTLEMEN, 

WE’RE GO-KART 
CONSPIRACY!

HOMES -
UNDER THE 
HAMMER

HOMES -
UNDER THE 
HAMMER

HOMES -
UNDER THE 
HAMMER

SO MANY 
HAMMERS, SO 
MANY HOMES!

Pretty 
amazing, 
right?

Uhhh... I 
suppose?

I guess if you’re 
feeling something 

inside, you just have 
to let it out. 

You know, 
you’re 

absolutely 
right.

You’re 
absolutely 

right.

Perfect.

1-2-3-4



I voted for 
you, mate.

That life is 
behind me. I 

don’t want to 
remember!

What this 
country needs 
is more people 

like you.

I don’t 
want to be 
in charge!

Then what 
do you 
want?

An ice 
lolly, six 

feet long. 

Sweet at 
one end, 

savoury at 
the other.

I’M GIVING 
BABY HER 
PRESENTS 

NOW.
BUT- LEAVE ME 

ALONE!
The 

impossible 
dream.



Shelley?
Shauna, if I 

could just borrow 
the microphone 
for a minute-

I can’t let 
you do this. 

For the 
good of the 

future...

SHELLEY 
WINTERS 
MUST DIE.

-I’d like to 
ask Shelley a 

question.

I told you, the 
cocktail sticks are 
in the small things 

drawer!

It’s happening! 
And I made it 

happen!
Shelley, will 

you marry me?

STOP!



I AM 
HERE!

GIFTS 
FOR BABY!

GRAB HER 
GRAB HER!

Shitshitshit

You’re... going... 
NOWHERE...

Dad, please, I 
just wanted to 

fix things.

I’m either 
from the 
future...

...or I just 
blew my career 
making incredibly 
hi-tech movie 

props.

I’m not 
your dad-

Look in my 
pocket.



Careful Tim, 
this could be 
a trick or a 

trap!

No. I think this is 
the first time Scout 
has been honest with 

me in a long time.

When I saw 
my father, 

that was you, 
wasn’t it?

Yeah, you 
weren’t 

going mad.
But I think 

I might have 
done.

I’m such a 
SCREW-UP.

You’re not. 
You’re obviously 
a genius. An EVIL 
genius, but still.

It doesn’t 
matter. I’ve 

changed 
nothing.

You were 
my first, Scout. 
You’ll always be 

special.

And you’ll 
always say 

that.

You’re so 
young. You’ve 
got such a lot 

to come.

Knowing 
won’t help 

you.

So 
why do 
this?



2032. STICK ON 
FIRE!

STICK ON 
FIRE!!!

SCOUT JONES, 
YOU ARE UNDER 

ARREST FOR BREACH OF 
THE TARDIS ACT 2011.

This is... a 
misunder-
standing.

LEGAL ADVICE 
UPON PROCESSING 
WILL BE PROVIDED
BY DUTY SOLICITOR 

PETER TRIMBLE.

May I ask, 
would he be 
considered an 
incompetent 

boob?

Aw 
nuts.



Ms Jones, your 
legal representative 

will be with you 
shortly.

SCOUT JONES, 
what have you 

done now?

Darling, I’m sure 
whatever it is was 
just a misunder-

standing.

Scout, why 
wouldn’t you want 

England & Wales’s most 
successful trial lawyer?

Tell me 
exactly what 
happened.

Do you 
promise you 

won’t get mad?

Always.

Sigh.

IT 
MUST BE 

BAD.
SHE’S A 

RIGHT ONE, 
SHELLEY.

You didn’t 
have to come, 

Shelley.
Oh no, 
BEYOND 
TRIMBLE.

Ugh, 
TRIMBLE.



Tim, why is 
there a bullet 

hole in the 
ceiling?

Which one of 
our friends has 

been doing some 
fancy shooting?

Maybe it was 
a champagne 

cork.

It’s not 
over yet. Come on, lets 

open Peggy’s 
presents.

What a 
party!



A FISHMAN’S FAREWELL



More turkey 
bird, Sir?

No no, 
Fotheringay, 
I am sated.

Sit! Eat and 
drink, there’s 

plenty!

Ah no Sir, I’ll 
eat a small meal 
in the scullery.

Poor Fotheringay. 
Cowed by a life dedi-
cated to the master-
servant relationship.

There is so 
much I want to 
know about him.

Would he 
ever reveal the 
hurly-burly of his 
lovemaking days?

Pull up 
a chair.

Claire,  I am 
worried about 
Fotheringay.

He is very 
OLD and 
WEAK.

Des thith ith 
good! You are 

developing 
empathy.

I don’t like 
it! It makes my 
brain and botty 

feel hot!

You are a 
kinder, more 

CARING 
Fishman 
now!

Sir, I believe 
the chimney to 
be thoroughly 

clean now.

Then stop 
blocking it 

up!
Also, it’s 

pronounced 
“chimley”!

YES I 
AM!



Fotheringay, 
I’m doing a thcool 
project about... 

butlers.
Can I ask 
you some 

quethtions?

Yes Miss 
Claire.

How old 
are you?

As old as my 
tongue and a 

little older than 
my teeth.

Do you 
have any 
hobbies?

Well, 
there’s my 
train set.

Just for 
me.

Oh! Can I 
see it?

It’s up 
here, Miss 

Claire.

Des, I think you 
should let Fotheringay 
retire and enjoy his 

thalad dayth.

But what will 
he do for 

money? And who 
will SERVE ME?

You don’t 
need a butler. 
Your needth 

are few!

Pay poor 
Fotheringay a 
pension and 

open your own 
Lunchables.

OH! MAYBE 
I SHOULD FIND 

A WIFE!

You could 
just hire a 

new butler-

A WIFE!

I’ll be 
LONELY.

I managed to 
find out his age. 

He’s 103.



Fotheringay, I 
leave Sunderland Hall 
in your care. I am off 
to be in the world.

I intend to 
find a wife and a 
newer, betterer 
way of living!

Sir?

I don’t 
understand, 
Miss Claire!

I think our 
work here... 

is done!

God-speed, 
Desmond 
FIshman...

...and 
God-help 
whomsoever 
you find.



Addendum
Just to keep drawing, late in 2018 I began to make new Bobbins.horse com-
ics - the series that revisited my earliest late-Nineties strips and made up new 
stories around them. After a break to work on my Dark Horse series, Steeple, 
which I write and draw, I drew some more at the end of 2019 and into 2020. 
There’s a pleasure in revisiting those old friends, in a simpler time, but it’s 
fleeting and I felt at the end, finally, done with all of it.

There are only a few Tackleford characters I still have something to say with. 
I don’t know why I can still find new things for Shelley Winters to do, but I 
can. Writing stories for her cheers me up. Drawing her is always fun. In the 
four books in this series, she seems beleagured, diminished, but towards the 
end of Hard Yards, I think I remembered who she is - the scene in the court 
room was what did it. You can put her anywhere and she works. She doesn’t 
need her old stomping grounds.

I always had plans for Charlotte Grote beyond Bad Machinery, and I wanted 
her to take Little Claire with her wherever she went. Mildred Haversham had 
to come out of mothballs when I couldn’t use Claire, and I have a whole 
Mildred spin-off series in the works that may, or may never, see the light of 
day. But it doesn’t matter if it doesn’t appear at this point.

Desmond Fishman will, of course, persist, forever.

But the reflex that kept sending me back to Tackleford - to the school, the 
university, the flats and rentals and family homes and streets I’ve drawn 
hundreds of times, has gone. The characters are quiet now. I don’t hear their 
voices any more. They’ve come to a point of rest. I’ve drawn one more 
“Tackleford story” - when Charlotte is forced to go home in Circus Windows 
- when I came to draw it, the psychic territory I worked in for so long had 
vanished, replaced by the sort of gestalt locale that stands in for the places we 
recognise in dreams - familiar but bearing no relation to the actuality.

Pretty strange.
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