COMIX
ISSUE ON

JOHN LEES

IAIN LAURIE
MEGAN WILSON
 GOLIN BELL

WY

A



JOHN LEES
ART :
lAITN LAURTE
COLORS:
MEGAN WILSON
LETTERS :
COLIN BELL
COVER A COVER B
FAIN LAURIE RILEY ROSSMO

AND THEN EMILY WAS GONE ISSUE ONE COPYRIGHT © JOHN LEES AND IAIN LAURIE. ALL RIGHTS
RESERVED. NO PART OF THIS PUBLICATION MAY BE REPRODUCED OR TRANSMITTED, IN ANY FORM
OR BY ANY MEANS (EXCEPT FOR SHORT EXCERPTS FOR REVIEW PURPOSES) WITHOUT THE EXPRESS
WRITTEN PERMISSION OF THE AUTHORS. ALL NAMES, CHARACTERS, EVENTS AND LOCALES IN
THI1S PUBLICATION ARE ENTIRELY FICTIONAL. ANY RESEMBLANCE TO ACTUAL PERSONS (LIVING
OR DEAD), EVENTS OR PLACES, WITHOUT SATIRIC INTENT, IS COINCIDENTAL.
BONNIE SHAW IS WATCHING YOU.



PART ONE: THE BOX

{ The Devil
hides in
corners.
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Evil festers
in the right
N\ kind of frame;
or door.

= A7 ,JJJ I

i L ) ‘ are... things,
Tﬁ;i@t : ; . WY\ things | must

) box.

T - O .t
5 o
/J/ ‘\.
5 o
A
This is f.
where I'll Z,
put you.
<
e -
2! {
4 . .
= This is %,
= where you'll
stay.
V
ts
\ N G
| & :: -
| it
{l '?.a"'
MINENS |
n
1/ o
I e (N 'ft. "I 5

e
T

<




‘ "utl|E P
AW "l .8

0 -




Close your
eyes, count
to ten, it'll be

gore.

It's all in

your head,

Greg.

Please, just
let me sleep. It's
been five years...
Please...

47,

Let
me have
one night's
peace.

It's not

real.

five... six...
seven...
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Sorry to
wake you

My narme is

ve

Fiona.
come a long

way to talk to

You.
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You've not
said a word
since | let you in.
Okay: you warted
to talk to me,
here | am.

You were a
famous policeman;
you could find people
that neo one else

Heh...
That was [
a long time
ago.
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Take a look
around. | can't
even find a remote
these days.

So, sorry
you came out
here for nothing:
but I'm in no
position to help
anyone.

| can't go
home. I've run
away: and they'll
be looking for
me.
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NEnuly and | comre rromr
Merksay, one of the W )
Orkney Isliands? i ~

NFor about as long as /
can remerber, she's
beerr iy best rriend?

“Wejther of us redll
cared muich For what the
| ozher girls were into?

“But a couple of
weeks dgo, something
Aappened to Eruly."

| gt

Y love tiysteries, crine
stories. l've aways wanted
to be § detective’

Emily? Emily,
you're scaring
me. What's

Bornnie
Shaw.

Shaw.




“Bonrie Shaw /s & boogey-
mian, an ol Folk tale From
the Scottish islands’

VThe story goes that Bomrie
Shaw would Visit parents in )
troubling tirnes? R | \ “He'd offer themr &
<. { x solution to their woes,
but at a price.”

] P /n return, Bonrie Shan |8
wanted the parents to 0
N give Aim their child” '

the kind parents use Jd
Zo scare AJUgHLY | { ;
chHildiren. %




Emily...
Bonnie Shaw
isn't real.

Crazy? I'm
not crazy! | know
what | saw; and I'm
leaving this island
Zoright.

You're my
best friend in
the whole werld,

come with
me?

W . Nucl then Emily
]
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Byt she never |

N arrived at the S T
meeting place early, gl -4
ended wp waiting ror FE i

Aours.” o




She said she X

was leaving.
Maybe she just

left without

/~ That's what N\
the police think,
but Emily wouldn't
do that. | saw

\ her... She was

scared.

So you
think some
ghoul snatched
her?
... | don't krow.
I'm not the superstitious
type: but neither was...
is Emily.

| looked
back... In the past
twenty years, eleven
children have gore
missing from Merksay:, all
written off as runaways.
Something is very
wrong.

But | can't
go to the police
and tell them Emily
was snatched by a
fairy tale...

This ien't
about my police~
work, is it? You came
all this way to find the
lunatic who sees
morsters/

Maybe you
see things no
one else can

see.

You don't seem
like a lunatic to me.
Just a sad man
wasting away. Maybe
this is your chance to
do something good
again.




we're looking for
something specific.
A specific tool for &
a specific job.
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So; how did
your hot date -

with Coffee Shop

Girl go last And things were you ran
night dore to my arse screaming?
> that are best not
Mate, that Ui described in polite
bird is mental. : compary.
“Come back to =3

my place Vin" she
says: | keep the
best coffee at

home. "
Before |
knew it | was
i, tied to the bed
p having dirty words
written on my =
‘ 5 pelly.
= Ha!
; -\ MNo/ I'm seeing
her again
& 2 0 this weekend
T g e, EE actually...
bt

Yes.

| take it

exactly what
I'm looking

for.



careful. | know
| i - S a you've had a hard
gﬁhm%;r?ﬁeeld - . time putting yourself
bOP kl‘3 could ¢ : .‘ out there since Sarah.
e a keeper: A Wi i | just don't want to
keeping things sae;g;: il
casual, we'll see &
how it goes.

| never have

been able to

keep anything
from you,
have 17

You've been
my best friend
since we were little
kide, I've earned the
right to worry  J
about you.

Just know that

if you're worried
about anything, don't
\ feel like you have to
\ keep it from me. £

h 'l be fine. |
\ Besides... J




You'll do
fine, and I'll
be right here

el . = wishing you well.
c;é?njgo t;;s;\;t % )\ Ooh this ’ie i
Tbeelf. Wish 3 S : ;, exciting!
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Mister
Galloway?
Mister Frank | =&
Galloway?







Shit, mate,
I'm as stiff as
a fucking pipe

right now!
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{ Bloody hell, ¥

that was
intense!

happens

o “Thenr /

get another job’
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Merksay's
just up
ahead.

This
is insare. How
i it going to look If
I'm found traipsing

around the Orkney

Islands with a missing
schoolgifl?

My whole
life: my mind was
my best asset.
Now it's turned
against me. I'm
useless.

You're
investigating

L]
.

spectacular nervous
breakdown.

If you think
you're such a lost
cause; why didn't you
just throw me out?
Report me to the
police” Why help
me?

Honestly?
It's you.
Since | met

well,
Mister
Hellinger...

That may
be about to
change.

Seen 8
single
monster.




strange. It's

like I'm coming
back home,
but I'm not.

Are you sure
you're going to

be okay with this?
Being a stranger
to people you
know...

It's the only
way | can be
here now. 4

Hidden
in plain
sight.




Could you
come downstairs
with me? There's
something | would
very much like to
show youl.




| knew | had to
show you, it's
important. But |
didn't know how...

| don't...
What am
| looking
at?

What is it
you want me to
see” Why aren't
you saying
anything?
| don't
like this, :
Gordon. /=

Darling...
this is the
box.

Please...
Please don't ask
me that. One lock
inside could tear
your mind to
shreds.

I've
seen what's
inside... | put
it there...

l... | think
it might have
driven me
mad.

For God's
sake, Gordon, |
A\ tell me!




What's in
the box ™!

NEXT: WHAT’S IN THE BOX.




BILL TUNNEY wAS BORN ON THE ISLE OF MERKSAY IN THE SUMMER OF
1951. FISHING WAS NOT AN LUINCOMMON PROFESSION FOR MEN OF HIS
GENERATION, BUT FOR SOME REASON BILL ACQUIRED THE NICKNAME
'"FISHERMAN BILL" ABOVE AlLL OTHERS WHO SHARED HIS TRADE. IT HAS
BEEN SAID THAT THIS wAS DPOWN TO THE FACT THAT: MORE THAN ANY
OTHER, HE LOOKED THE PART OF A FISHERMAN, AND ALWAYS SMELLED OF
THE SEA. OR IT COULDP BE THAT FAR BEYOND A PROFESSION, FISHERMAN
BILL SEEMED TO LIVE FOR THE $EA. HE WOLULD BE SEEN AT ALL HOURS
OUT ON HIS LITTLE BOAT, FROM THE EARLIEST CRACK OF DAWN TO THE
PEAD OF NIGHT. SOME SAID THAT HE EVEN USED TO SLEEP ON HIS BOAT
OVERNIGHT, THE WATER ROCKING HIM LIKE A CRADPLE. HIS BIZARRE
SCULPTURES MADE FROM FISH CARCASSES WERE THE TALK OF THE TOWN
AND THE CLOSEST MERKSAY HAS COME TO A CONTEMPORARY ART SCENE.
THEN ONE NIGHT BILL CAUGHT A FISH AND IT $AID SOMETHING EVIL TO
HIM AND NOW BILL DOESN'T FISH.
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A haunted former police-
detective goes in search
of a missing girl, and
finds Hell instead.
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