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ﬂburplawyiat THE OLDS CAUSED THIS : by Nick Burton

Ty, 9 el
And now our generation has to suffer. ('“m“_"c ek b_c“u“j They do everyrhing to
the Olds put their supid
aNnoy us.

boundary stonc on like
this side of the orchard.

1t% the Olds. They caused chis. ] We can's even play inf ons ] They did it on purpose.
=

1% m unfair.

? ; 3
\\\'-\\\\ \\\)\\\ \ Ny 1) QL o FAN -‘ [//,\l‘{
= — =

Exactly. They need to realise
how A+ our generation’s
Kindness is and leave ns be,

Oh my GOD! Why is she éven bothered?

If I could stick-ball this potato into her I will pray o Holy
old head, I would s do it

I’ like Olds are the
meapest generation
and we’re the éindest.

Is chat Emma
Smellfield
watching us?

God that your potato
/—;) flses like an arrow.
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Dur i?laguzi_azar

5

WHAT’S BOTHERING ME

Know what’s been bothering me since the
lockdown? Nobody trusts nobody no more,

( Everybody’s like, “Don’r come near ms,
' bro, you might have the infection.”

\

Chills, fever, buboes. Sce any of that shit
on me? No!f Cause I ain’t got no infection.

Fools!

But if T DID have it, I'd infect
every one of those motherfuckers.
‘Teach ’em all a lesson.

Cross the road becanse welre on the same

Look sideways at my ass? J will infect you!
side? [ will infect you! Know what I’m saying?

*Can you grab that stone for me?




~ Dur Plague Pear

LA

THANK THE BABY JESUS

by Nick Barten

Dude, check out by the Boundary
Stone and thank the Baby Fems we
don’t have children.

)

Is that Godelena and
her Lietle friend?

L What are they d'm'u‘g?

o~

I don’t know. Trying to
stick~ball rotten potatoes
at us? They’re sush gobling,

Imagine you and William
had kids on top of
everything else?

\! Wﬂ’f{llhﬁf//r/\(ﬁl/.ﬁlnh‘;lhv :
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Dur Plague Wear
B 1

THIS VILLAGE IS WHACK

This village is whack, bro
Ain’t no vinegar nowhere.

v
o )

e

@ Seld eur. Said people
are >tmkp|]mg

t?%

*What about John?

L || S - 2 r——mesiam vl

And that Granny Dankworth,
bro. She’s the wore. William
Barber says she got a house fulf
of 4¢. Bathes in it too,

Kind of selfirh shit is chat?

o

4

*He’s fying,

8 Bl

Still, Reverend says el
‘canse it’ll all be over soon.

!l[ \lllll

But, bro, it’s like mesk
el one of the plague and
the geddamned world
! runs ont of vincgar.




Dur Plague Pear

LET’S PLAY A GAME — PT. I

Okay, let’s play a game.

Ask me who I hope gets the
plagee so we don’t have to put
up with their frap again.

Who do you hope
gets the plague?

Your little brother? |

Yes. Godfrey
i5 00 anNOYing.

Every morning, he bangs his cruech against my
door. Even when i’ like sper sany and stuff,

Plus, he juse #s aronnd all day
and Daddy doesn’t even say anything.

2

Oh my Gad,

Godfrey is.q annoying,

|

‘."



Dur Plaaue Pear

LET’S PLAY A GAME — PT. 2

about my generation and my history.

.
(Second is Turor, because he’s making Fike sbott Paritars and how el I get it, se sucke. Bu, like, thar’s your Third 35 Emsia Smellfield.
.+« melearn all this garfage about history. they were becanse they scopped history, Tutor. For yagr gc.;usralwn. .
: Christmas from happening, or whatever. 1 ooty need 40 CROW Mhas’s importaat Emma Smellficld e

is the mwerat.

Yeah. She thinks she’s so
smarvand pretty, but she’s
not. She’s a stemky rattern.®

In face, maybe she’s nuomber
one. Like, one, Emma Smellficld,
two, Godfrey, three, Tutor.

Now make a plague pit with your dirty fingers,
0 we can bury them. Mive are too dlean, _

* Shattern: 2 dirty untidy woman




~I’M SO ASHAMED

s
’ b Neck Burtm

T

N\

B} feel so ashamed, Alice. ]

N

Jacob and Reasonable are out mending walls.

You’re teaching children how to spin.

()
)@4

Emma gives reading lessons to the poor.

.

AN W\

—_—

Even Old Granny Dankworth is

wrying to help with her Wagphemons
toad, onion and treacle cure.

e

Oh, Alice, /'m just ne gosd, Surely I thonid

be teaching people how to move forward through

these hellish times. ‘Teaching people about the

Glery of God. Teaching them something. Auything.
Lt

You’re teaching me
how to be miserable.

Dear husband, I said, “Encer not
\ inte fudgement with thy wrvant,

O Lord; for in they sight shall no

man living be justified.” *

(tl: W

*The Book of Common Prayer rdsa: Pl 1432

Oh, Alice... how dlesed with
infinite goodness you are,




Dur wlﬂweygar WHEN 1’M BIG AND STRONG !y ek Burtm

s ‘ | ‘ s

| [ For GOD'S SAKE, Godfrey!

Yo l You will never be big and strong.
- TN - *
J ) N L ) - / - S
£ 2 T 5 - L
Y AR D ! |
5 N 0 NS " - () B
Father, when ['m M _.1I 4 e . '

I will assemble the
armies of GOD and

chase it back to Hell.

big and strong, I will

bagrle the plague.

4 2 L
Father, do you think E \\‘ 1 ‘_il
| | that when 'm big and £ \é ;Ll-l

strong, L.

&5 (K=

You’ll be srack in this chair
for the remainder of
your days. Get wsed to el

| [T 3 8 3 15 =l




e

Edith, hush. The teads
leg will keep you safe

Until she is married.

1d she wear...

SO BE IT

‘ ’ How long shou
/
/

Dut Plague Pear

I can only

cafford the one,

Jems Christ, for this
child’s brearh, take away
the threat of deazh.




THE FAIRIES ARE ANGRY

There are even those who doube I have danced

George Gribble is a credulons fool, they say -

a pedlar of Old Wives® Tales,

 Dut Plague Peaw

e Reader, the fairies are angry. I v

We build bemes upon their ancient pathways,
nasi iron onto our beds and doors, and place
Bibler benieath our pillows. Yet we no longer

leave cake or cream upon our hearths.

with efves beneath a warm, summer moon,
or seen, With my own eyes, the glirt:n'ng realm

of the Invinble Ones,

1t’s fairy-taken,*
leave it bel

This is not the Eyam of my Farher’s generation.
It’s an Eyam filled with the pestiferous winds
of sgmorauce, youth and now, plague.

Mark my words ... the old ways are dying
and the village is in per..,

HOLY FEARTING
CRACKERS, child!

* Food that falls to the Boor beloags to the fairies - GG
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Dur Plague WPear

LUCKY SHE’S ALREADY DEAD

N—

St 4

#

= Yeah, o, Seriously. Remember when Stanley Wright
Lucky she’s already dead. Saper lucky.. got the plague? Marshall’s* way across the
— village, but sniffi him oxe in like a second.
| - A
= 9 - L ¥0
:| 1 e J Z
a‘ - o2 < )? SNIFFFEFFFFFEFF

Minutes later, he’s banging open the man’s door,
saying...

Lime's up, Stanley. Either you
die on the way to the pit, or
you die when I fill your meurh
and eyeballs up with soil.

Then, he wraps a rope around Stanley’s ankle
and drags him, screaming, to the grave.

A~

X /77
v
V)

7

ATEEEEE)

P

Who feeds
you this crap?

Man’s a ghowl, bro.
He can smell death
from like a million
miles away.




Dur Plaguefear WHAT IF THIS NEVER ENDS? * by Nick Burton

What if the plague is just
a way for 0/ds to have,
like, erernal contrel of our
movements?

What if this rever ends? J E\

Like, we can
never go where
we want for as

long as we live.

Those are the
saddest words
Pve heard in
my life.
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HALF HIDDEN BY HILLS AND TREES, AND GUARDED

BY A CRAGGY SANDSTOR

€ RICGE. THE ANCIENT VILLAGE

OF EVAM PREPARES FOR SLEEP

At the

iLpdgate

SEPTEMBER 16€5

THE MOOK SLIPS SEHIND A BANK OF CLOUDS | AND THE BELLS OF
ST. LAWRENCE'S CHURCH
‘ RING CURFEW TO

CLOSE ©JT THE DAY

. S NOW 2 READY TO TUAN AWAY
LYDGAYE, HALBERD IN HAND ANY UNWELCOME VISITORS.

FLERING INTO I OLODM

TONIGHT, IT'S
REASONAEBLE
SMITHFIELD'S
TURN TO
STAND WATCH

SOUND THE ALARM,




VICCARS?

OTALLY WHACK
DUDE. REMIND »E
NEVER GO BAL

K

THAT'S NY NAME,

JON'T WFARQ T O

ALL “OR &4 BUNCH OF

STUPID CLOTH, TOO

"

IT IS SO GREAT }

TO BE 1O

|

THEY TALK FOR A
FEW MORE MINUTES
IT'S A TOUCHING
MOMENT, ESPECIALLY
WHEN YOU CONSIDER
THAT IN THREE DAYS

TIME, GEORGE VICCARS
WILL BE DEAD.

REMEMBER WO
O GO IACK 10

ONDON

BROHOHO! | T=OUGKT
U WERE A CREEP,

NELL WELCOME
NOME, BRO, IT'S

ANYWAY WELL GRAE A DRINK
AT THE KING'S HEAD*® AND 1|

| THE THIEF
AN ) TNE TREE GRANCN.

TELL YOU ABOL

1]

F e

n TME MANAVS AWML




GEORGE VICCARS

HOW PLAGUE CAME TO EYAM fenring

N

T+t

|- SH(

vEVE

[ KEEP THE MONEY
vl

a |

Be

GOOD LIFE K

"

'. ‘l [,l - ’.‘
YOU'RE TOLD, OF

BECAUSE | WANT 1

LONDON CLOTH. G

IND ANOTHER JC

A




MANDES

ATHEN

STINKING

HATE PEOPLE

» A SHITHOLE

Lhankfully




JEEZALOOQO, GET A LOAD OF
THESE TOFFS IN THEIR STUPID
PERIWIGS. :

; OMG, FORGET IT.
'Ll GO ELSEWNERE

ET IT CHEAPER, AND SPEND
THE REST OF HER MONEY
N MORE EARTHLY PURSUITS.

MHAHA, THIS LI
TEACH MER




UGH. | FEEL TERRIBLE
WHY DID 1 THAT




JEEZALOO, THA

Al

MAYSE YOU

s

ISE | LITERALLY

STUFF IT UP YOUR ASS,

NGRATEFUL HAG.




WHAT TH

M Al

- e, ]
LUMP

Snthe

morning

Unfortunatelp

hevefore

'.
GEORG] e
VICCARS




ristmas fo» Eyam

EYAM PRINTED IN THE YEAR MDCLXYV







2bhe wag
a child!

SEPTEMAER 085

LATER THAT NIGMT HE WAS UNGODLY.
SHE WAS JUDGED

BURNING N HELL

L DESERVED

SERDUSLY, SHMA HE'S LOVING |1

IS LIkE, WHAT, FIVE DEAD IN A WEEK?
AND M ALL "O00'S CLEANSINO

THE VILLAGE OF UNDESIRABLES, &L

DUDE, 'ELL ME AGAN
W MARRIED T+
1O7TAL OWLWEED? ILAN MY "SOUL MATE"

1 AND “BEST FRIEND*™

u/i

~'|'; Q\-—
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IS COMING!"

WELE! 147 POOP




HEARD THAT EMMA
SMELLFIELD GAVE BIRTH
TO THE PLAGUE CLOTH

MEARD THAT SHE
FLIES AROUND
| ON IT EVERY NIONT,

WO SHALL CHILDREN
WERE S TTING INSIDS
A FAIRY PORTAL

AND THAT IF THEY KNEW WHAT WAS GOOD
FOR THEM, THEY'D STEP QUT OF 1T,




WERE N A
FAIRY PORTALY

———

4 o <) -

v/

YES! AND UNLESS YOU

THE NEXT HEURODIS,
| WOULDNT BF SITTING
IN ONE F | WERE YOU

WANT 10 8ECOME “

HOT THNESE DAYS

TEN YEARS!

NEURODIS! SR ORFFO'S
WIEE. STOLEN AWAY
BY THE FAIRIES AND
NOT SEEN AGAIN FOR

15 TNAT WHAT YOU WANT?
TO PE STUCK IN FAIRYLAND
FOR THE REST OF YOUR
CMILONROODY

WELL WE THOUGHT WE DID,
BUT THEN JUST YESTERDAY,
WL REARD THAT FAIRYLAND

15 SUPPOSED TO BE LT
SUPER LAMESVILLE

CLACKI
CALACK!

I'S FULL OF pOOPL

YEAH, AND § HEARD THAY l

L0 FULL OF POOPS.
S0 YOU'RE aVGNT, WE D

OUT, YOU LITTLE PLAGUE SORES!
v+ BEFORE THE BOGGARTS OF EYAM TAKE
FURTHER REVENGE )FON THIS VILLAGE!




( WHAT QUACKERY 1% TH

Quackerp

YCTORER 1665

o the people of this billage

Terrible things have lately annoy’d these parts

with several
MISERIES and GRIEVOUS DEATHS
T T T e
THE

WORM SOCK -

Will prevent the wrongs these £ /7L S intend
> to inflict upon al/ sores of people.

ESPECIALLY THE INNOCENT.

f)a.'.v, Printed for F Danbwereh and are to be sold by her n
O ”J)h’l [ll,.‘{_:l n [a‘.'ﬁff I;I.‘-'./ Ialll« 164y O




; FUTURE READER, L1 BE KNOWN THAT
NOT ORLY DO OUR MXSOME CHILDREN
INT THE BOGGART OF I'NE DELPN

o —

BUT THAT OLD FANNY
DANKWORTN PIODLES
QUACKERY ONTO

THE BARGAIN WITH T)
T™IS LAND

PROOTF YET AGAIN, THAT THME CHRISTIANS
EYAM FaAlL T | ( | |
It TRUE OWNERS OF

FEAR WHAT |
YuR VILL AGE SITS 4
YOME DARK PRECIPICE INTO WHICH Wi ARl
AMLEEADY TUMBLING

TO RECOME OF US SURELY
UEON THE §DGE |

' "_,\,\) lf

N
. ,O'h
X Q

; W/




LOVELY DAY,

NOT F YOU QE MARY THORPE

OF MARGARET BANES 115 NOT
BECAUSE YOU'D BE DEAD "TMEN
WOLLDNT YOU, GEORGE? NOT
A LOVELY DAY FOR THEM |5 117

SEE MY POST ON
IHE MARKET WaLL® '

WORMS IN SOCKS, GEORGE
WORME 1IN SOCKS BEATRIX
SENDULLA AND CUSTANCIA
OF METI'S JO0 YEAR OLD

REMEDNES' MICHT YET SAVLE

Y

OION'T | SAY? THIS TIME LAST YEAR
ADOUT THAT BLAZING STAR IN THE SxY
| SAID IT WAS TROUBLE, DiDNT )
GLEORCLEY THAT THE DEVIL NINSELF WAS
RIDING IT. AND NOW LOOK . WERE

ODROPPING LIKE FLIES.

17'S ALL HAPPENING
GEORGE MST LIKE
f SAID IT wWouLOo,

e

STOP SAVING MY \\J

FACED LOOW!

NAME YOU CREAM- \\ J

M AND NEMAYE Y
‘Tl IV A0 QLN TAM
SIS TARD INA BHRTYT S0 Tes

CAM PAYAE. FUR Ry YRS N,

IOOA Bla Saies F oo IAe T
WU WEIMEN TRD™ Tl v A
F ORATIRAL MDD i A taf




r N
l BLAZING STAR? J
!

THE COMET CEORGE
FROM LAST DECEMBER.

==
\

MARBINGER OF DOOM PEORE CALLED 17
GOD'S WAY OF TELLING US NOW IRRITATFD
NE WAS WITN US. A WARNING THAT EITHER
FAMINE WAR DR PLAGUE - PLAGUE, GEORGE!

SOON BE ON ITS WAY

NOW. THERE'S MORE
RS SUT TNE CHURCH CANT wRAL
TMEIR NEADS AROUND IT, AND NEITHESR C

[HEM FANCY SCIENCE MEN IN LONDON.

TOIT THAN THAT, CF

AN |

S0 SOMEONE'S COT 1O
QUL MAVEN'T THEY, GEORGE?
AND THAT SONMEONE WILL BE ME,

SORT 1

2

|
":‘P.[|

& - A BECAUSE IT WON'T BE
~{r—" | any oF THEm LOT AND

IT CERTANLY WONT
RE YOU,

GFORGE)

IR §O-CALLFD

NLESS YOU THINK YO
FARY FRIENDS CAN HELS NAKA

——— oo
\—‘ \ N
WHY YOU SOR-SNIFFING \ \ };

LUSBERWORTY

T
W 2




Probiem

solbed,

OCTORER 1as

/

\

BRO, 1HEL WURMS
THE
I

INMALE
PLAGUEL, bJaesr
“ CRAP IT INTO THE SOIL

,,,,,,,,

S DIE, WA VER By
A YOU LIVE, PROSBLEM SOLVED.

l ]" .l_l_l_[‘tjﬁ_

W\

&
N \\ r..‘.?m( ',? @

JI =

F HAVE LOST AN s L
YOUR MIND O ounv iIrT Al

OLD FANNY D SWEARS BY IT.

ovoer 4

WNY? BELALSE .
JRL TOO PRETTYY

,FI— f A WORM SOCK

\ —v AROUND YOUR NECK?

NO/ ¥

ACTUALLY!
| THINX T

YIS
0o

TN Q DO WHA
SANE PEOPLE DO A
BEG FOR GOD'S MERCY.

1
<P ‘t




y NHEEN YOUR FACES &
FUSTING OUT WITH RUROES,
AY GOOD OL" REASONARLE
NT TRY T




ILhe WWorms
of Cpam,




WNERE'VE
YOU BEEN?

\

STINKS L )

T

’

FMREW M
) { - " SOCK

AN DUG M TT
MOTHER FARTH //'

—

WES NERT LOADS
tER SOCIAL DISTANCING,
MOUSENOLDS NINING

"‘SOME WORMS WILL DVE, OR UMANS ARL PSYCMHOPATHS
WHATEVER.. .BUYT WHO CARES!™ VE ALWAYS SAID THA

geELiEvE

WORTHLESS

| COULD #avi
SWALLOWED
OwW™N CLITTELUM

AT




nteriudes
Allen’s Dtory




A

THESE WE WERLE ME. YOULS AUNT MARGARET
AND YOUS LITTLE COUSW, RALPH

AV NG

THATS Y

NHAT WE WERE DOING

A GAME OF PEEXABOO,

I WAS SUCH A LOVELY DAY SUN wAS
AHINING. MOTHER EARTN WAL BLOW NG
HER COOL SNEEIES EVERYWHERE

WAS MAVING A RIOHT LAUGY

FLE GIGGLER ML WAL

NEVER FORGET HONW

SFAUTFILA THAT DAY WaAS

NEVER




WT WHEN | POPOED ME HEAD UP AGAN £ WAS DEAD

ANl WAL MARGARET | IN ALY
M WAL BLO0D EVERYWNERE

-~ ‘ Q IT WAS LIKE TWE HAD STOOD STLL

SAET 3




ASPEY NEXT? NO IDEA

il ‘
SEARING PAIN, | SEMEMEES O

JEYOND THE SCREAMS
¥ TH: BLACKNESS

’ WE Thrs
N SHNAT OUT OF ITS ARSE

ALLEN THE BIRD EATER, THENY CAL ED M

) | BELIEVED THEM DG YO

RGHT VALENTINE ... BECALISE HOW

| SURVIVE? NOBRODY SR\
TACK NOSOODY.




FINATER WORRY NG ABOI LiNG T (3¢
"TOO CLOSE TO SOMEONE" 1) A Iy
NELD T ANT WORRY ) RO TNE REAL

KILLERS « MIRDS AND WEAVY RAINS
& PLAGUE MM UM GO

" \f.\

LD
ED A TRAGEDY. MOST DONT BUT |
EES NS CA [ EATING THAT B/RD
AEANT THAT | ALGO ATE THE PARTIALLY

DIGESTED BODIES OF MARGARET AND RALPN

W™ i MEANS Twa N TALx ) e

WHNENEVER L~

Ms UITTLE

- =
l A DARLINGS?

J 4 BIRD'S AFTER YOU, OF Tl

JNNELS START FILLING P WITH

ATER, YO ASK YO NI -
FOR RELF AND L1 SORT YOU OUT.

3UT UNTIL THEN, I'M NOT SLIDING AROUNE
{ERE LISTENING TO YOU TWD MOAN ARCUT
SOCKS AND SOCIAL DISTANCING

FER SHUT UP OF CLEAR OFF, CA '
2 NONSENSE AMD | NEFD S0 3







'S SO SOON AFTER

IHE SOCK INCIDENT.

AND M ANXIOUS ABOY

- . ’ - .\ y
EAVE THE HOUSE NOW,
MIGHT NEVER LEAVE




Dur Plague WPear

O MY GOD,
| JUST FiGURED
v SOMETHING QU

?

W

woo d A AN

SERIOUSLY. 'T'5 LIKE "M '™
FROM EYAM MY HOBBIES
NCY nNe TV -

EXACTLY! WE NEED TO QOf THE MELL QLT

ME WE COULD BE LIVING IN PLACTES
WHERE PEOPLE HAVE DOG NMEADS, OR 1k

f

2 OUNTRIZS WHERE THERE AR AGICA
‘\’. BEASTS THAT MAVE LIKE SIX-FOOT NOSES.

[ Wi, | o: WS LT
{ y \\ I PURPLE BUBBLES j\ p
L N AN
re L/ & /. A

), ﬁ"




Dur Plague Pear

AUTUMN « 14¢)

N AN §FFORT 70
PROTECT THEMSELVES

THEY RANG BELLS TO

AGITATE THE PLA

D6 ANK

THER MO RNING TOAST

VINEGAR WITH

sNCOUSAGED LOVED ONES

TC PRAY MARDER

AND CREAM TO THE
INVISIELE ONES.

M th MLALLE YEARC IS




WCE ERIE

1 OF N

AME DISTANT.

Dur Plague Pear

MEER

L PRIVLEGED
SECOND HOME S

I WEALTWY

YO R

) Hi) ’
= - .




Dur Plague WPear WINTER . s6

DO YOU KNOW THATY
POOR MOTHER HEARD T

VENGEANCE UPOY
A\ ,‘ |
WS

O PRAYINGT




o

Dur Plague Wear

1
b

- HAYE YOU.,

’ 5 ) W2 DN LA
/ ! FURTHER




WINTER + 1863

SH HUMPHREY MAS HAD
HE LEGS SNAPPED OFF
HE 1S USFLESSE 70 US NOW

...... 2 ey w e

SUT, BRAVE SI8 GODFREY
WE ANL FIGHNTING THE
PLAGUE AND WS LEGE ARl
LKL TOTALLY SCREWED

NO, SIR WILLIAMY YOu ARE
WRONG. COD LOVES ALL OF US
S HUMPHEEY 1S Qul aROoTHER
WL NUST PRAY FOR M

| UNDERSTAND YOLUR FEARN, LADY
LENA. BUT WE MULT CALL URON
COUR LORD GOO TO FIX Nim,

VERY WIELL asave

BRAVE siR

SIR GOOFREY

GODEREY

HAS SPOKEN

I B

NLTA S AL TEMCOM






D, mp heart! Brave Hir
Cobdfrey, are stueeter than
J could eber tmagined,




