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For June and James. You continue to live. —Brian

For my family, both blood and none. —Kate





D-Dad…

…h-help.



Abel.



G-God…



Are you trying
to kid me, or

yourself? it’s not
a “breather,”

Beth. it’s not a
“change of

pace.”

it’s
running

away.
You’re

giving up on us.
You don’t even
want to fight

anymore.

I thought
you were
stronger
than this.

it’s work, E�a. it’s
a lot of things. The
city…everything--it

just f­ls like
a trap.

it’s hard for
me to articulate,
and I know it’s

not fair to
you.

I know
it hurts

you.

You weren’t the same
when you came back.
Maybe it’s selfish
to wish I could’ve

b�n the one
to fix it.

I
go�a
go. I’m
so�y.

Yeah.
Bye for now,
then. Hope it
goes okay…
wherever the

he� you
are.



Everything
awright?

Just
peachy.

Headed
to Silk Hi�s,
do you know

it?

’Course. Don’t n�d
no map, though. Main
road goes right

through  it.
Prob’ly

don’t wanna
stray t�
far from

that.

I’m not t�
wo ied. I’m sure

I’­ be s�ing
a­ it has to

o�er.

The
lu�age 
you got

there. Yours,
or--?

it’s mine. Was
mine. Marine Corps.

Sergeant. B�n home
now about eight

months.

How
about you.
How long
you b�n

out?

Oh, goin’
on six years now.
Shrapnel hit was
the stamp on the

papers.

if you
don’t mind me

askin’, what takes
you a­ the way

out here, Sarge?
new York plates

on a newish
J�p…i�ued

bags…

There
a war out

here I don’t
know about,

soldier?



Ha. Hopefu�y
left a� that
behind in the

sandbox.

nah, I’m
working. Private

investigation.

Same
thri�, more
money, le�
shrapnel.

Don’t know if
you’ve ever b�n,
but new York
is louder than
Afghanistan’s

busiest
day.

it may
not be pleasant
work sometimes,

but I’� take some
peace and quiet.

Y’know?

Amen
t’that.

Thanks.
K�p the
change.

Te�
y’what…
hang on
a sec.

Got
somethin’…

nice
m�tin’ ya.
Drive safe

now.

Semper
fi.

Oorah.



“Silk Hi�s is a family town.  
That much you n	d to know.

“We do things di�erent here. it’s a
di�erent way of life. Expect you’re
in for a bit of culture shock.   

“We have tradition. Values. Pride.

“I’m a Partridge. Know that doesn’t mean much to an…      
out-of-towner, but that’s precisely why I asked you here.

“Though your résumé is impre�ive, you’re coming to us with
fresh eyes. Untainted by our li�le pocket of the world.   

“This town has a legacy, you s	. And I intend
to preserve that with every ounce of my soul.”



But
we’re losing

our very spirit
out there. Can
f	l it in the
tr	s. in the

soil.

I get
the impre�ion
you know what
that f	ls like.
The winds of

change.

Some of us
aren’t anchored to
the g�d old days,
Mr. Partridge…Winds

or otherwise.

some things
are just

beyond our
control.

What do
you know of

control?

if it’s
a� the same to

you, Mr. Partridge,
I’d like to k	p my

personal aspirations
personal. You saw my

résumé--that’s why
you ca�ed

me.

now, are
you sure your

son’s mi�ing? More
often than not, these

youth cases turn
out to be just

runaways.

“Mi�ing”
implies simply

“displaced without
reco�ection.”

Fair enough.
You said he’s

eight	n, right?
Any siblings?

He is. His
older sisters

moved away many
years ago. Abel

is my only
boy.

So he’s
your bl�dline,
you mean. Heir to

your lumber
empire?

is he an
active part of

the busine�? I’d
imagine if he’s the

one to take
over…

Tread carefu�y, please.
I understand you’re doing

your job--but this
isn’t a busine�

ma�er.

Abel
is my son,
Ms. Wi�s. I

hired you to
find my
son. You’re

here now, so
find him.



That
you did,

Mr. Partridge.
And I intend

to.

Has Abel
b�n up to anything
notably di�erent

lately?

Something
out of the
ordinary?

I’ve felt
a distance betw�n

us. I’ve tried to reach
out to him, but we haven’t

spoken much since he
moved out to that

decrepit family
cabin.

{sigh}
My son and I

haven’t always s�n
eye-to-eye on certain

things, but he is a
g d, loving

person…

L k, I’m going to be
asking around town. I may
find some unpleasant things,
so brace yourself. And if
there’s anything I should
know before I do that,

you should te�
me now.

There is
very li�le in Silk Hi�s’
tempestuous history

that is much of a secret
to the families who’ve
spent our lives here,

Ms. Wi�s.

Underst d,
Mr. Partridge. And

“Beth” is fine,
thanks.

“I urge you to hu�y.

“But be forewarned--
This town is rife with

the unsavory…   

“Silk Hi�s is changing,     
and I’m not sure into what.”



He�o?
Anyone--

He�o.

Were you…
just lying

down?
I

was, yes.
But not

now.

Was pre�y
g�d down
there, if I’m

honest.

Oh.

Okay.

So…
I’m staying at

the motel next
d�r, but I can’t

find an o�ice
anywhere?

Here at Zip
Mart, we believe in
convenience with

a smile.

This is
the o�ice.

You’re in r�m
twenty-two,

Beth.

I’m Celia.
We spoke on
the phone.

no
one b�ks one

night here, let alone
one w�k. Pre�y

weird.

I did clean your
r�m, so there

shouldn’t be
many bugs.

But if
there are

bugs, kindly
get me. I’�

take care of
them.

I’m in
twenty-

one.



Most of the tourist stu�
closed down a few years
back. We used to have a
giant pitchfork and a

Fe�is wh�l.

There is a
bar two miles up.
it’s functional,
if somewhat…

sweaty.

Twenty-two.
Bar in two miles.

Got it.

Thanks…
Celia, right? U�…

I don’t
just work here,
you know. I have
lots of other

interests.

Oh.
Great?

if you n�d
anything, just

ye�, “Celia, I n�d
something!”

Or r�m
twenty-one.
Right beside

you.



“and the
worm wi� eat them

like w�l...” You s	,
brothers and

sisters?

A� his
enemies. Weak
and pa�ing

away.

Praise
God!

“Like in the
days of old!”

He says. Ha�elujah!

Ha�elujah!

“As in the
generations of

long ago, awaken!”
He says. Awaken

ind	d!

 “And
everlasting
joy sha�

be--”

J�-su�!





Easy,
fe�a.

Fuck!



F��uck. { ph�}

Where
have you b�n,

Abel?

What
have you b�n

up to?



Jesus!
What the
fuck?

Who are
you? What are

you doing
here? I

practica�y
live here…who
the he� are

you?

I’m investigating
the disa�earance
of Abel Partridge.
This is a known

location of
his.

Can you
put your
gun down,
please?

I came
here to wait
for him. This
was…our

cabin.

I’m
Brandon.
Brandon
Felton.

Abel is my
boyfriend.



So�y I pu�ed
on you. To be fair, it’s

a cr�py old cabin in the
w�ds at night, and
you didn’t exactly

knock.
There’s no

d�r…

{sigh}
This was our
only place to

rea�y be,
you know?

This
town isn’t
rea�y…
c�l.

Believe
me, Brandon.
I know that

a� t� we�.
Even in the city
it isn’t always

peachy.

So, a­uming
you don’t know

where Abel is, when was
the last time you

saw him?

Had he
b�n doing

anything unusual?
Say anything

out of
place?

I saw him
here about this
time last w�k.

We used to spend
a� night just

talking.

A couple
months ago,
he got weird.

Paranoid. I just
thought it was

nerves.

Then I
found out he
was trying

dust…

Angel dust?
Like PCP?

Jesus.

Bug dust, yeah.
I don’t do that

stu�.

He went from
having promise…

Like he was excited
with ideas about the
future and us, y’know?

Making plans…But
then he started

using.

After I
found out, he

was di�erent with
me. Like, colder.

Spending more time
with the other

dusters.

I just
want him to be
okay. I want him
to come back

here…

…to
me.



Thanks
for talking,

Brandon. You don’t
have to walk me back,

though, my J�p
is just up

ahead.

Wouldn’t
f�l right not to.
The w�ds can be

dangerous.

Unle� we
start taking enemy
fire, I think I’ 
be fine, but suit

yourself.

Be safe, kid.
if you remember or
hear anything, ca 
me, wi  ya? Peace O’
Mind Motel. R�m

twenty-two.

Okay.
if you n�d
me, I’  be…
we , here.

I’ 
be here,

Abel.



“C’mon, just one
drink. I’m Early.”

We� you’re
t� late with me.

I’ve got one,
thanks.

no, that’s
my name.
Early.

Le�e
get yer next
then. Anything

you want,
babe.

Anything,
huh?

So you like
working for
Partridge?

Honest
work?

I’m glad for work,
period. But yeah.
Pay’s decent, an’

it’s steady.

You l�kin’
for work? Don’t
much l�k like a
sweat ’n’ b�ts

type.

Wo�ied
I’m going

to steal your
gig and do it

be�er?

Hah!
You’re feisty.

I like it.

Old
Man Partridge

ever pi� anyone
o�? I won’t

ta�le.

Sugar, you
kick a can in Silk Hi�s
an’ yer likely to hit
someone he ru�ed

wrong.

Partridge
k�ps this town

alive now, but when
them mines co�apsed
to make r�m for

his mi�s?

“T�k a lot a folks’
livelih�ds with it.”



interesting.
Who ran the

mines?

Why do
you care about

this shit? Most folks
pa�ing through only wanna

talk about the giant
pitchfork or the

Mothman.

Frankly,
the only thing
interesting me

right now is whatever
is goin’ on under

that shirt of
yours.

Be easy,
Early. What
Mothman?

Yeah, you know--
dumb shit to se�

keychains an’ T-shirts
an’ scare li le kids.

Devil shit.

if you want the real
Silk Hi�s experience,
my trailer’s ’bout

a mile--

Okay,
we�, thanks

for the drinks,
but no--

Hey,
hold up, cock-

tease…I bought
you a fuckin’

b�r!



Prick.

{uhn}

Watch
it!

A�hole
town.

{hu�}
{hu�}

{hu�}



oh god,
OH GOD,
oh god…HAHAHA…

{hu�}

{HU�}

{hu�}



Beth!

Jesus H.
Christ, you

scared
me.

Yeah.
Want some

wine?

…he�
yes.

no o�ense or
anything, but some

of the locals
aren’t as nice

as you,
Celia.

I’ve b�n
here for about
ten years, but
I wouldn’t say
I’m “local.” Just

kinda waiting
around.

Why here
then? Motel biz

doesn’t s�m t�
lucrative.

Oh wow.
I’m so�y.

I didn’t mean it
like…{sigh}

so�y.

Hah!
it’s like I said,
Beth, I have

other things
I’m waiting

for.

Every eight�n years, this br�d
of moth practica�y fl�ds

the town.

Then--        --The
earth swa�ows
them back up.



is that weird?
I don’t know shit

about bugs… I wi� say,
this place has a

sort of… magnetism.
And it’s only ge�ing
stronger. After a�,

here you are.

This job
s�med like a way out.
Out of a problem I
couldn’t solve or

something…

Maybe
I could solve
someone else’s,

y’know?

Amen, sister. For as weird as Silk Hi�s
is--and trust me, it’s weird--I’m glad

you decided to mosey up here.

Cutest gal
I’ve ever s�n come
through. if you
don’t mind me

saying.

We�,
shucks.

So,
insects…
you study

them?
Mi�ing

kids…you
find ’em?

not a�
the time. Don’t
su�ose you

know anything
about it?

Sugar,
my excitement

begins and ends
with a cra�y

motel, a Zip Mart,
and a rare bug
that gets kids

high--

You hear
that…?



Girl, you’re in the
mi�le of nowhere.
A� kinds of noises

out here.

I’�
protect

you.

I’d
o�er you a

homemade pie as
a welcome gift,
but I don’t
bake. I have

w�d.
Oof, after

tonight I could
use it. Thanks
for the warm

welcome.

{ko�}
You have

some damn…
{ko�}

…damn heavy
pot here,

Celia.

Desperate
measures,
Sugar.





What
in the
he�…







I’�
help you,

Abel.

I’m
coming.



{ur�}

…Abel.





��e-
��a�h…

���ER��A�W! ���ER��A�W!



“Winnie?”

Winstead?

Eh?
Oh, {h-hurm}

Ki�er. Forgive
me. I haven’t

b�n sl�ping
we�.

We�,
so�y to
wake you,

Winnie.

Got
some real
bad news,
though.

What…?

Te� me
you haven’t

found…
Abel…

not like
that, gosh no.

Ol’ Sturgil Tu�--
he done gone got

hi�elf ki�ed.
For real this

time.

He was
huntin’ near

Whi�le Cr�k, ’cept
somethin’s real
strange about

it a�…



“Sandy Be�el was walking
her hounds early--you  
know how she does, up 
before the sun, wakin’   

the r�sters up.  

“She ca�ed it in. P�r
Tu� blown the top 
of his bean clear o�.”

That is…alarming.
Sturgil was a g�d,
hard-working man.
He must’ve b�n in
one he� of a state
to do something

like that. That’s
just what

picks at my
grits,
Winnie.

“His face is a� cut up.     
L�ked like the worst 
kinda bar fight. Or animal.

“I ain’t no death doctor,    
but I reckon it ain’t wildlife
pickin’ at a fresh meal. Them’s

defensive wounds.”  

figured you’d wanna know,
Winnie. Especia�y with
everything going on

right now with
Abel.

Y’know I
said I would, and I got
my kin k�pin’ their eyes

p�led for him. Despite our
histories, they’ve agr�d to
k�pin’ a l�kout. no man

should have to lose
his son.

Just didn’t want
you hearin’ nothin’ and

ge�in’ yourself
worked up.

Anyway…

“…why on earth would a reg’lar
guy like Sturgil Tu� go to a�
that e�ort of dra�in’ his a�
ou�a bed, haulin’ that gear out
to Whi�le Cr�k, se�in’ up for
a hunt, only to sh�t hi�elf? 

“Jus’ don’t make no sense.
Like I said, somethin’ real

o� about it.”    



Ooh.
Morning,

Beth.

Problem? is it
bugs…? Want
some more

wine?

Hm.
You do

not l�k
g�d.

Wow,
thanks.

Yesterday
I was the

cutest gal
in town.

Sti�
are.

What can
I do you for,
cutest gal in

town?

Drugs.
I n�d to know
where to get

drugs.

not
that weird

knockout pot
you gave me
last night.
Something

harder.

Oh wow.
That kinda

gal.

not for me, Celia. For
my investigation.

’Cause
I know where

you can get some.
G�d stu�, t�.

not the str�t-
level dust.

I k�p
hearing about
“dust.” Are we

talking
PCP?



“Antrum angelus…the cave angel     
moth. Only br�ds every eight�n years,
and only here. Super potent dust.  

“To be fair, it’s not   
technica�y dust. it’s

scales, actua�y.  

“And oh Lord, it can get you
high. I’m talking outer-space,

vision-quest high.    

“Euphoria, di­ociation,    
ha�ucinations…a real trip.
G�d or bad, depending 

on your cup of tea.  

“The ‘hard stu�’ you’re   
l�king for…the uncut,
religious-experience,     
g�d-time stu�…has    
to come from somewhere. 
And that somewhere is    
the old train yard.”  

And that’s why I’m here. We�, not
the drugs--the moth. I’m writing 
the b�k on Antrum angelus.  
Pre�y huge deal in the bug biz.

“As for finding the dust in a 
convenient ready-to-consume
ma�er? Wild Ones is a pre�y
g�d start. You can get    
anything there except a      
decent Scotch whisky.      

“Antrum angelus…the cave angel     
moth. Only br�ds every eight�n years,
and only here. Super potent dust.  

“To be fair, it’s not   
technica�y dust. it’s

scales, actua�y.  

“And oh Lord, it can get you
high. I’m talking outer-space,

vision-quest high.    

“Euphoria, di­ociation,    
ha�ucinations…a real trip.
G�d or bad, depending 

on your cup of tea.  

“The ‘hard stu�’ you’re   
l�king for…the uncut,
religious-experience,     
g�d-time stu�…has    
to come from somewhere. 
And that somewhere is    
the old train yard.”  

And that’s why I’m here. We�, not
the drugs--the moth. I’m writing 
the b�k on Antrum angelus.  
Pre�y huge deal in the bug biz.

“As for finding the dust in a 
convenient ready-to-consume
manner? Wild Ones is a pre�y
g�d start. You can get    
anything there except a      
decent Scotch whisky.      



“You just be careful, sugar. 
I’d very much like to f�d you
wine after midnight again,     
please and thank you.”     

And
here’s your

milksha--

Oh my
God, you
scared the
living pi�
out of

me.

I’m light on
my f�t, so
they te�

me.

Whatcha
writing? You
a novelist?

I’m a bit of a
b�kworm

myself.

Oh.
no, it’s…

just some
research.

Huh.
Sounds boring.

Enjoy your
f�d.



You
okay?

Hun,
you doing
okay? n�d
anything?

S-so�y.
no. no

thank you,
I’m fine.

Actua�y…
can you te� me

how to get to the
train yard from

here?

The
train
yard?

Why you wanna go there?
Don’t get me wrong, I’ve had some
pre­y g�d times on those

tracks…

Hah.
Just part of
that boring
research.

You’d wanna take the
main road here about five
miles west. You’� hit an

old service station,
park there.

Then
just h�f it
ti� you hit

st�l.

You be
careful, though,

hun. Don’t be goin’
there t�

late.

That’s
great, thanks

so mu--

An’ if you
s� flashing

lights? We�, I’d
put an e� in
yer shoe an’

beat it.



Ay!

the
fuck you
l�kin’

at?



Where is abel?
I know you know,
Merlin. S-So I’m
only gonna ask
once m-more.

Where
is he?

I don’t know
what the fuck
you’re talking

about.

Get
ou�a my face

before I knock
your fuckin’ a�

out.

Y-You Ki�ers
sold him the dust!

They’re gonna
p-put it inside

him--

the
fuck you

say to
me?

Gonna
open h-him up.

T-Te­ me where
he is.

O�h
shit!

T-Te� me
where he is,

Merlin!



Old Service
Station…

Why can’t
her oral hygiene be
as g	d as her

directions?

Brandon?
Are you
okay--

Get
me ou�a here!
We have to go!

now!

Whoa, whoa--
what’s going on?
What ha�ened?

Ooh,
they gonna
be real mad

when they find
out…



You
go�a give

me something,
kid. You’re making

it rea�y hard
for me not
to ca� the

cops.

no cops.
They know.
Please no
cops. They

know.

Jesus,
Brandon!
Give me
that!

Did you
sh�t

someone?

I…
I never

shot one
before.

it’s them,
Beth. The
dusters.

They
have Abel.

I just can’t
get to

him.

What is
that? Brandon…

what is that
note?

I’m
s-so�y…



I’ve s�n this
before.

This
writing…

L�k
out!

SKR�AW!

The
he� was
that?

nothing.
Just a d�r.

Shit.

now te� me
everything you know.
The dusters, Abel…

everything.



You
sure this
is it…?

I’m sure.
Everyone

knows the
Cecil.

Do not
leave this car,
you hear me?

Stay here. K�p the
engine running.

I n�d you
to do that

for me.

You
be�er
be right

about this
place.

J�-
su�…



{�u�}

{KO�}
{ko�}

Damn it…
fuck.



Hold fast,
soldier.

The
only way

out {nng} is
through.

Pa�
me that

bin.

I got
my hands

fuckin’ fu�
here.

Just
pa� it.
A�hole.

no one
move a go�amn
m-muscle. There’s
no p-paperwork if

I fire. Just my
word against

yours.

I’m
l�king for

a mi�ing
boy.

Heh.
You a li�le

lost, girl? You
l�k like you

lost.

Ain’t no
boy here. Just

us men. Put the gun
down now ’fore
someone gets

hurt…

{hnng!}
O�f!

Fuck
you! Fuck

you!
Fuc--

a��h!



Go�amn it!
My eye!

{hn�}

Ga�h!
Get her!

B-Brandon…

W-where…

no.



Heh. You
ain’t goin’
nowhere.

Liam? Why don’t
you make it eye

fer an eye.

I’m
gonna

{nng} ki�
’er…

…





Stop…
please…

Bethhhh.





{hnng}

Fifty
meters,
give or
take.

{hu�}



n-no.

I’m in
Afghanistan.

This has
already
ha	ened.

not like
this.



…not
real.

it’s the
drugs.



Mornin’
Ho�ardt.

Mornin’,
Sheri�.

Christ
in a cracker,

Sturgil’s sti�
here?!

Boy’s
stinkin’ to

high-heavens.
nothing from

state?

naw.
Ge�in’ tired’a
standin’ here,

bo­.

Enough
with this shit--
{gu�} let’s
pack ’im up
already.

P�r
bastard don’t
deserve to be
steamin’ out

here.

Get Sturgil in a dang
body bag. Zip ’im up with

some dignity.

Okay,
chief.

Gonna
poke around
here. And you

ca� me if you hear
anything from

state.

Heavy as
fuck here,

bo­.

Uh-
huh.

Careful’a
them tr�s,

Sheri�.

Yer
doin’ g�d,

Ho�ardt. Real
g�d.

Got
damn it!



Got
damn it.

Got damn
lumber
folk.

H-Hey!

Come on out
now! This here’s
an active crime
scene--go�a
ask you some
questions.

Don’t
want
no…

…trouble.



Hey! You.
I know
you…

�K�R�L�!

{hnng}
S-stop!

I know
you…
stop.



Oh
 nice.
Oh

 nice.

You’re
awake.

Where the
fuck am I? The--

The hotel…

…the
chains.

Sugar,
stop. You’re

okay.

You’re in the
hospital.

Jesus,
le� than a

w�k in town and
you’re already

n�ding the
fluids.

They were
there.

I have to
go back.

They t k
Brandon.

You n�d to stop
right now. They’re

gonna tie you
down, do�.Red

eyes.

Celia, how
the he� did I

get here? What the
he� is ha�ening

right now?
What

the fuck
is going

on?!



Far as anyone can te�,
you t�k a he� of a dose of
dust. now, I’m no t�totaler

myself, but that stu�
is heavy.

As a� natural
recreational and
therapeutic drugs

can be.

They were
making it there.

it was a lab.
I shot--

The
hotel.

You saw
some things
you probably
didn’t want to.

That’s a�.

“A lumber truck picked you
up, flo ed half on the road
betw�n here and Wild Ones.
High out of your mind.”  

You’re a bad
e�, aren’t you,

Beth Wi�s?

Am I
going to

have to watch
out for

you?

Oh my
God, you
are not

flirting with
me right

now.

I am.
Half. The

other half
is levity.

S�, I f�l kind of
bad for being the
one to lead you on

that wild dust
chase.

Should’ve
just told you I

was the big Silk Hi�s
dust drug lord and

kept you out of
trouble.



WhOa,
what--

So. To o�set my guilt, I’m
demanding you lie back down.
You can get back to your

secret mi�ion after
a nap.

Fuck. Fine.
Do me a favor…

swing by that hotel
until I can get there.
if it’s not burnt to

the ground then
I’� believe I’m

crazy. Okay.
it’s on the
way to the

store.

I’� te�
the nurse to

h�k you back up.
Dust is like pot
times ten--your

body’� be
thirsty.

Celia?

Thanks.

Eh,
you’�
pay me
back.

Sl�p
sw�t.



“Sl�p sw�t.”

“Sleep sweet.”

“ S l e e p  sw e e t.”

Help.



L�k.

Who are
you?



Hear the
stories!
S� the

locations!

Goblins!
UFOs!

Mothman! Creatures
t� weird to dream up!

Ca� now and buy one tour,
we’� give ya another
fr� for that special

someone!

Sign up to
expand your mind

with Scary Ji�y’s
Scary Tours!
no Refunds.



{hu�}
{HU�}

{hU�}

{hu�}
Fuck.



He�o?

Brandon?



Brandon.
Brandon what?
I didn’t even
get his last

name.

Move
around!

Did you hear me,
a�hole? I said

move a--

Hey.

You
left the
hospital.

Come on,
sugar. Get in. We
don’t have to go
to the hospital.
I know you’re a

big girl.

no. Celia…
I’m working.
I don’t have

time.



They ki�ed him.
Brandon. I don’t know
who--or what--but they

did. He’s inside
the J�p.

I’m not
crazy. Go

l�k.

it’s this
town. This

place.

“Everyone s�ms friendly. Sma� town
hospitality, et cetera. Most of the
time you can chalk it up to money.

“Tourism. Roadside a�ractions.    
But l�k around, sugar--

Silk Hi�s isn’t exactly bustling
with outsiders like us.

“it’s a� superficial,  
that politene�. it’s
a reflex. A shame.  

“There’s a darkne� here that
spreads beyond tradition.

Something older.”  



“This town is hiding something.
Something old and bad…From
before anything had a name…”

I n�d to
f�l something
g�d. Just for

right now.

I just
n�d to f�l

you.



You
okay?

Yeah,
I’m just…

tired.

G�d.
Let’s go to
sl�p then.
Don’t mind

the…

…bugs.

Stay
back.

You get
broken into

often?

This
would be a
first for

me.

Shit.

Shit!

That
hi en darkne­

you told me about?
it’s not so subtle,

Celia.

True
colors
right
here.



Where are you
going? We have to
get my bugs back.

Please.

Celia, we’re
not safe here. They’re
onto us both now.

We have to--

Where
are we going

to go?

I know
somewhere.

“Whether it’s safer or 
worse, I don’t know.”



What
was that
noise?

Don’t
care.

Sound.
Again.



I don’t know
what that

was.
Te� me

you have a
gun.

A few in
the glove

box.

What the
he� was
that?

Ra�it.



Why
are we here

at this
cabin? it’s Abel’s.

We�--Winstead’s.
Abel and Brandon

used to come
here.

Abel! Abel
Partridge!
Your dad--

Celia.
I a�reciate your
e�ort--and your

kindne�--but I n�d
you to shut the

fuck up.

This is
my job. I’m

working. And a
kid’s life is at

stake.

I’m…so y.
Didn’t mean
any harm.

You’re
right, I’m

just a crazy bug
lady--you’re the

detective.

L�k…I don’t
mean to be harsh.

You and I,
we’re…

I get it.
Over-ste�ed.
You don’t te�
me how to dry
mount a cicada.

Or sw�p
up.

Just…
I want you
safe. That’s

a�.



Winstead?

is…
is he--

Stop
hurting

him!

Are you
okay? What are

you doing
here? I

saw him,
Ms. Wi�s.
My son.

Abel.

it
was just
a dream
again.

He
was tra�ed.
Something
was turning
him…inside

out.

They were
fi�ing him with

something.

Awful.
Truly awful.

And I fear it’s
become…

real.

He’s
dusted. S 
that shi­er

on the
table?

Antrum
angelus a�ract

other moths to their
nests, where they can

pick up the rare
dust.

Ultimately
it’� ki� the

pa�ing insect,
but not before
the potency is
spread around

a bit.

They’re
ge�ing
ready.

no!



Mr. Partridge,
you should go
home. it’s not

safe here.

Have
you ever

considered
bananas,

Ms. Wi�s?

I mean
truly?

Remarkable
items. A marvel

of this world if
there ever was,

I say.

Perfect in
design. inherently
self-preserving.

Protected.
Nourishing.

in our hands
we can hold them

comfortably.

Or we
can destroy

them.

nothing in
this world is as
equal in harmony
as it is complete

vulnerability.

Winstead,
what aren’t you

te�ing me? it f�ls
like I’m chasing
something that
everyone knows

more about
than me.

There’s some
rea�y strange

things going on that
I can’t quite explain.

Please, te� me
everything.

There’s a
cut on your

head.

it’s fina�y
ha�ened. The evil.

it’s coming out of the
ground. infesting

Silk Hi�s.
Something

primordial.



“I think you should    
stay here tonight with
us, Mr. Partridge.”  

“Yes. You’re quite right,    
Ms. Wi�s. This town cannot
be contro�ed anymore. 

“not que�ed or
reasoned with. 

“I just pray my   
son is sti� alive,
and stronger  
than I have b�n.

“However…should the     
things I’ve s�n in my head
be real, perhaps death   
would be a reprieve.”  



hnng!

{HU�}

{hu�}

ng�ah!

n-no…
S-s-stop…



CH�T…
CH�rT…
CHi�T…

no!
a�! Stop!
Go--{hnn}--

away!

K�T
K�T…

nnn! Ah! Ah!
A�h!



g-g-g-g--God…



There’s
a reason

you’re here,
Ms. Wi�s…

…you
were the

furthest thing
from this

town.

Your
résumé preceded you,

of course, but the thing
that made me know you
were the one I wanted

was, in a way, your
purity.

I’m so�y,
my purity?

You don’t know
anything about

me.

You are not
from here. You are
una�ected. There
is an unnatural

influence in
Silk Hi�s.

I’m
sure you’ve

s­n it. Felt it.
Hence, you are

“pure.”

We’re a�
tainted here.

The citizens of this
town--this trap of
a landscape--are a�
complicit in ch�sing

a side and turning
away from the

other.

I admit my role
in nurturing that

discomfort--that rift,
as it were--is not

insignificant.

Perhaps
I should have

told you a� this
when you first got

here. When you
asked.

Guilt can
make you do very
i�ogical things,

Ms. Wi�s.
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“I wasn’t always a man with such
stature in Silk Hi
s. This wasn’t
always a Partridge town.    

“There was a ba�le for supremacy. Quiet
and polite at first--bl�dlines run long

and d�p in these parts, Ms. Wi
s.   

“The Partridges and the Ki�ers.     
They were miners. This whole town  
rests on some of the most intricate

tu�el systems you ever saw.   

“For a long, long time, everyone thought
the two families could coexist. He
, any
be�ing man would’ve put their last red
cent on Silk Hi
s staying a mining town.

“But it didn’t. I was su�e�ful.

“I never intended their ruination, the Ki�ers.
Livelih�d is in our bones, so I ca�ot blame

them for their grudge when they left.”  



Left?
You mean

were driven
out.

Why
are you just

te�ing me this
now?

imagine the
weight a father

would ca�y knowing
his own responsibility

for his son’s
disa�earance.

There is
so much
darkne�

here.

I didn’t
want to believe

anything beyond the
uncontro�able

would take
him.

They
went to

the mines,
where they

stayed.

Where they
belonged, so

I thought.

You
had a potential

suspect on a pla er
for me the day I

ste�ed f­t in your
nightmare town.
And what did you

do?

You
continued to

gorge yourself
on the guilt
you c­ked

up.

You’d
be er hope
your son is in

Those mines alive.
Otherwise this is

a� on your
head.

it
already is,
Ms. Wi�s.



I know
you’ve b�n here
this entire time.
I have felt you

watching
me.





Abe��l.



Got damn
it, Ho�ardt.

Calm down. This
ain’t one’a those
comic b�ks

you always
readin’.

it’s preparedne�,
is a�, Sheri�.

What’re
you prepared
for? Starved

rac�ns?

S�?
Just burnt up.
Probably some
yah�s cu�in’
l�se after

Wild Ones
let out.

Fuckin’
stinks, though.
What is that damn

sme�?

{sn�}
Y�eah…that ain’t
right. is that--
that burnt-up

guns?

{sn�}
Jesus damn.
Up to no
g�d.

’Member that
time Bernade�e
Wi�in kicked it
an’ no one found
her for like a

month?

Mm-h�.

Her a�’n
legs had, like,
melted into the
couch an’ a�.
Like--ulp--seat

stew.

I was there.
What’s yer

point?

Worse’n
the sme� was the
f�lin’ I got. Of

pure…death. That I
shouldn’t be there,

shouldn’t be
s�in’ it--hurk--

ulp--

Ge�in’ that
same f�lin’ again--

HuUWaLK!
Yhup.

The mind cain’t
make sense of

everythin’ out there,
so that mysterious
intuition is plumb
vital. Least as far
as I was always

taught.

G�d
cops trust

those instincts,
son.

And
you were

right--about
preparedne�.
Cain’t be t�

careful.



So, Celia.
I go�a ask. Why
moths? it’s such
a wildly specific

thing.

I’m
surprised it

t�k you so long
to ask. That’s usua�y
the first thing people

say when I te�
them what

I do.

it’s
the specificity
that a�racts

me…

Also,
I don’t know

where we’re going,
honestly. The mines
weren’t rea�y built

with much rhyme
or reason

here.
But moths.

They’re beautiful.
I don’t know why

people are bothered
by them. They
don’t bite.

They come
from darkne ,
but a� they
s­k is light,

warmth.

Sounds
about
right.

Hey, you
do bugs.

Probably le 
sketchy than
my clientele
on a g�d

day.

I thought this
area was su�osed

to be fu� of mines--
so where the he�

are they?
Usua�y

you can’t step
f�t in the w�ds

without one or
two of the Ki�ers
bu�ing you for

something or
chasing you

away.

it’s
like--

Something’s
sp�ked

them.



Hey. D�r.
Sh�sh.

{s�t!}

�-eh!

Go! Sh�sh
ou�a here!

Ay!
{�ht!}
{�ht!}

��

H!



W�E�A��uG�H!

Fuckin’
yikes!

WA��GH!



Run.

What
the he�

was--



Holy
moly. You

okay?
hnng…

Yeah. Fine.

That’s
a mine hole.

You fe� into a
mine hole. Found

one! That’s
g�d!

How
serendipitous. What’s

the plan
now, sugar?
Going a�-in,

or…

ugh. Can’t.
Structure is
t� weak. And
tight as he�.

We n�d to
find a service

entrance.

Do me a
favor, would

you? Head back
to the car, get
some rope or

something.

Rope?
I thought you
army kids could

climb--

I can’t
fucking climb it!

Please get me some
fucking rope! Or

something!

And
watch out
for that
thing…

A� right,
I’m just trying
to help. Rope or

something.



Fuck. Fuck!

Celia?
Celia! Are you

there?



Bet�hann�y.

Bet�hann�y.

Y�o�u…



…H-Help…
Abe�l…



M-Mr. Partridge?
Winstead?

it’s
okay.

Just a
panic--

nn…
nnn… nn��g�h!





I’m
Junie.

I’m
not gonna

hurt ya. Come
with me!

C’mon,
now.

I know
these
mines.

We
live here.
Mm-h�.



now, I don’t mean to
come acro�--u�--uncouth
or nothin’, Ms. Lipkin…but
you sure you know where’n

the wild heck you’re
going?

not that fa�in’ into
a bit of a hole isn’t a

police ma�er…it’s just,
we�, y’coulda don this

length of rope
yourself.

There’s a
li�le ma�er

of a homicide I’m
a�ending to.

Big deal in town.
Sure y’heard.

Real big
deal…

Watch
your tongue,

Ki�er!

if it
were a local

tra�ed in a sink-
hole, you’d have
Ho�ardt with

a truck and
winch.

Protect
and serve. Says

so on your
truck.

Aw heck. So�y,
Ms. Lipkin,

ma’am.

Besides…I’�
bet my last red
cent your dead

body--

Hey now,
Sturgil Tu

was a g�d

man.

Fine.
But he’s
dead?

And I
guarant�

Mr. Tu� has
something to
do with whatever

is ha�ening
here. And that

Felton kid,
t�!

p�ft.

Brandon
Felton?

And
Ol’ Sturgil
didn’t fa� in
no ding-dang
sinkhole.

P�r
guy’s face

l�ked like a
run-over mop.
if y’ask me, I

think--



Whup,
hold on now,

Ms.--

That.
That is what I’m
talking about,

Sheri�.

it
a�acked

us.

One of
’em came
at me,
t�.

Must be
in heat or
something.

nuh-uh.
I’m te�ing you,
it’s the same

one.

naw.
I shot
the one
that--

Skra�!



SKr�e�aUGH!



fe�…

fe�…

Purity. Among.
Completion.

The
Heirl�m

r�ts in tainted
soil. The Heirl�m

has found a
way.

MaRKUNUK
is here.



I’m here!
I would’ve come

back s�ner but there
was that d	r, and then Sheri�

Ki�er shot it so it go�led
him right up with its be�y and

then a�arently got t�
fu� and laid down and

said stoner stu�,
and uh…



Oh.

Beth?

Beth,
where are

you?!

Please!
Beth--

Oh.

Antrum
angelus.

Oh my
gosh.



They’re
here.

They’re
here.

They’re
here.



“They’re beautiful.”

This one
is a dead end.
Be	er one
is down the
hi� from

here.

You…
you’re…

…ugh--the
drugs…

Oh, yup.
The mines
make you
di�y…

…it’�
be okay
in a lI’l

bit.



Da�y says we
n�d to wear these so
we can s� everything

be�er inside.

I don’t like
them t� much,

though.

…a
kid.

The dust in the mines…
makes you l�k

like…

Da�y’� be angry if he knows
I’m outside right now. He says

there’s bad things in the
w�ds that could

hurt us.

norma�y
he’s the bo� in

charge, but there’s
a big party s�n, and
it’s making things

not so nice as
normal.

I’m l�king
for someone--
a boy. A li�le
older than you.

His name is
Abel.

Have you
s�n him with
your da�y?

Please te� me--
I won’t be

mad.

A boy? H�.
I don’t know
anyone named

that.

But we have a guest
at home who is a boy!

He has a weird name,
I forget.

He’s
kinda sad, but
he’s sl�ping
now. Da�y’s

helping
him.



We’re going there anyways!
I can show you him. And you

can m�t da�y.

Juniper--Junie,
right? Honey, you n�d
to come with me now,

back to town.
O�h no.

no, no. I’m not
a�owed there.

no way.

if Abel is
with you, bad
things are
going to
ha­en.

Worse
than what’s
out here.

I n�d
to come back

to help the boy--
but I n�d some
things first, ’kay,

honey?

Da�y warned
me about someone
like you. Someone

that wants to
take us…

I helped you.
I don’t like you

anymore.

Go away!
I’m te�ing

da�y!

Junie,
wait--
stop!

The he�
have you done,
Partridge?



I’ve
waited so

long.

You’re
here now, and
I f	l safe and

warm.

Safe
from this

town. From these
hi�s. Because

of you?

Or is it
because of

me?
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“I can s� it a�
now so clear.

“Silk Hi�s is alive. The  
moths are how it f�ls.

“A body…

“it k�ps such a    
delicate balance…

“We…we’re just
the f�d.   

“The mouth…it’s
so hungry…”



“So very hungry.”

Lipkinnnnn…



Reverennnce…

Why…
why me?

…Balannnnnce… …unionnn…



hnng--No…
n-no…



{�h}
stay or go,

STAY OR GO,
stay or--

He�y,
it’s E�a, leave
me a me
age

after the
b�p!

…



not much
of a fair fight.

if’n you’re l
kin’
for one.

Oh. Oh
my God. I’m so
so�y. I’� pay

for--

p�t--Don’t give
two shits. Ain’t no one

usin’ that thing maybe but
once a year. Even then

probably just to
do crimes.

He�, used’ta
bust her open back in the
day myself. Government

cash trap, if you
ask me.

I remember
you, Sarge.

Semper
fi.

Y’ou�a
here, huh?

Where’s that
J�p of
yours?

no. I
walked.

Huh.
Exciting
stay?

Maybe.

I hear
ya.

C’mon in the
shop. Don’t want
no phone police
catchin’ you a�

red-handed.

Thanks,
u�--

Derick.

I’m
Beth.

G
d
to m�t you

proper.

L
k, I hate
to even say this,
but…I’m…last

time a guy tried
anything…

Ha.

Say no
more, not like

that. You’re
fine.

Ca� it
a grunt’s
intuition.



That grunt’s intuition?
Means we share something,

you and I. Means we’ve
s�n some shit.

Means we
deal with shit

the same.

{sigh}
I n�d a
rifle…

Anything…
Can you do
that for me,

Marine?

Whoa, there…
go�a give me a
li�le more here,

Sarge.

The
mi�ing

kid--

On second
thought, maybe
it’s none’a my

busine�.

Come ’ere. We’�
get you sorted,

I’m sure.



We�,
shit.

Who can’t
a�reciate a g
d

co�ection,
right?

Right
next to the
toilet paper

and oil filters.
Ble� you,
 A�alachia.

Honestly, I b�n
l
kin’ to get rid’a
some of these for a
while now. They’re…

undocumented,
s�?

not like
it makes a

di�erence. won’t
give it out to
Just anyone,

though,

that’s
the problem.
’Specia�y in
the hi�s.

Hard to
find folks
to trust 

’round here,
y’know? You

enlisted,
Sarge. You

get it.

Sure.

Listen,
I don’t know
if I can pay you

for a�--

I’m not
in the busine� of
dealin’ firearms,

Beth. You’re fixin’ to
do somethin’ bad.

And knowin’ Silk Hi�s,
I trust that bad
something is we�-

deserved.

Way I s�
it, it evens

out…



“…but once you do what you
are fixin’, know that you can’t
be part of Silk Hi�s no more.”

“I don’t know if I want to
be. Don’t think Silk Hi�s

wants me, either.”   

Papa! Papa,
there’s--

“This town has a hard time
forge in’ things, s­.
Even harder forgivin’.”



Kn�l,
child.

For nearly
twenty years we
have waited for
this. Waited for

Malikeh.

now,
he is.



We were
driven out of

our homes by gr�d.
By power. We were
shamed. Left to be

destitute. in spite of
such atrocities, we
lived on. We survived.

Found a greater
ca�ing.

A true
purpose.

Those with
the power knew nothing.

Banishment was our birthright.
A gift from He who dwe�s within.
Those who tried to bury us only

guided us further to His
wi�. And His Great

Exhumation.

now,
Malikeh has come.

We wi� return his grace
with a new form, bringing
our a­reciation to our

o­re�ors fu�
circle.

Their
final heir wi� be
his. Malikeh he

wi� be.

Through
him, we wi� take

back what is rightfu�y
ours. We wi� cleanse

and purify for
Malikeh.

Yes,
my family, Malikeh

sha� restore us. He
has us and we have him.
He who dwe�s within
sha� consume a�

without.



Bring
forth the
witne�.

Present the
witne�.



Come.

He has a
witne�!

Await
him!

Witne�,
Malikeh!

D-D-Dad?

Da�y, no.
Dad, I love

y-you…

Witne�,
Malikeh!

Come,
Malikeh!



Thank you
for your help.

You can drop me
o� just outside
of town, though. I
don’t want to get

you…involved in
anything.

…

Mm-h�.

So�y, I
always get a

li�le quiet on
this stretch

here.

Somethin’
real weird ha�ened
to me a while back.
Like to k­p my wits

about me.

What
kind of
weird?

Ha. You wouldn’t
believe me. But

I’� bite.

it was a
few years ago

now. Had a night
out with some
ol’ army pals
came through

on a fishin’
trip.

norma�y’d
tie one on to the

point where I couldn’t
drive, but not that

night, no.

“Somethin’d b­n o� that whole day, and I
barely had an a�etite, let alone any thirst.

“Chalk’d it up to havin’ t� much th’night before,
I dunno. Just felt kinda ‘o� my tilt,’ y’get me?”

Y�eah.

So I
was just

driving home
late this
one night

and… And
what? What
ha�ened?



You ever s�
something that
just scares

you?

not
like normal

scared.

Something
worse. Something

magical.

There.
in the glove

box.

What am I
l�king--

Yeah.
There. S�?

it’s in
there.

Jesus.

“Could s� it down the     
road so I sto ed. Damned

thing didn’t move.   

“At first I thought it 
was injured; someone’d
hit it--but then it…” 



Then it
what?

Derick?

it just
l
ked at

me. not blank,
though. Like

it knew
me… This is

real, Derick.
in the w
ds,

I’ve--

it
walked toward

my truck. it walked
at me…on its back

legs.

I swear
it was the

devil.



Derick…

Derick,
l�k ou--

Fuckin’…





{�u�h}



Wisp.



Wisp.

Wisp?

Fo�ow.





Where
are you
taking

me?

Bet��…

Who--
Who?

Abel?



Bet��…



Stop.

Breathe.

Who are
you?

not a who
anymore.



I don’t know what I am.
A� I know is where--

which is nowhere,
as it were.

The
fire--

T�k
me here.

Yes. He visited
within, during
dreams. now

staying.

Why are
you him now?

The man from the
ha�ways.

He was
always him.
Asl�p, but
traveling
elsewhere.

Connected
by a silver

chain.

it’s di­icult
to reca�…my time

above. I remember the
guilt that racked my
bones and the love

I had for my
son…

…I was
so despaired

that I used our
family’s gift
and I left

myself.

I was
desperate.

Angry.
Afraid.

His son,
t�, could

leave himself empty.
He hoped he could

reach him in the
ha�way.

And now
here. I am. I wi�
always be. Him. it.
Partridge, asl�p.

Traveling.

I am
gone-away.

Ho�ow always
and forever
without my

bl�d.

Partridge
would have wanted
you to continue. it

ma�ers to him.

He
loved his
son very

much.



Silk Hi�s
is dead. But
he can live.

Find
him.









Shit…

Can’t…

…breathe.





Come,
Malikeh.

So we
may fo�ow

You.

into
fire.

So a�
can fina�y

s�.

Come,
Malikeh.

So we
may fo�ow

You.

into
fire.

So a�
can fina�y

s�.





Abel?
abel, it’s
okay. it’�
be okay.

Y-You…

Your
father
sent--

hnng�rgh…

no! no, you
maniacs!

Come!



Malikeh!

Malikeh!

Malikeh!

Malikeh!

Malikeh!

hnnng!

{hu�} {ko�}



n-no…th-the…
s-s-sound…

Malikeh.
Where--

We’re
t� early.
Or t�

late.

Maybe
we go�a

wait…
no…

nnn�o!

nnn--



not
one of you

motherfuckers
comes near me or

I wi
 sh�t,
I swear to

God.
I’


light this place
up like fucking
new Year’s Eve
and not think

twice.

I’
 go
down with every

last one of you sick
hi
bi
y psycho

fucks.

So get
fucking
back!



Enoch!
Shit, she got

Enoch!

Juniper!

D-Da
y?

I’m
so�y, baby.
You n�d to

go. now.

Your
family…you…
you’re not…

G��ah!

it’s not
fucking
real!



{ko�}
{ka�}He was

wrong.

no, he
wasn’t.

Get out.
She wi� ki�
everything.

She
wi�.



hnng…

{hu�}
 {hu�}

Ho�---
Ho�owed

out…

…it’s
in-inside

us now…me…
ro�ing…

…withered
like the fig

tr�…

…sour
fruit…



Creation.

Abel?
What are

you saying?
We’re going
to get you

help.

A	 of
this town…
forsaken…

it’s not
real, okay, Abel?

You’ve b�n sta�ed.
nothing else is

real.

Creation…

…it’s
ha�ening…

he…

…molt…

C’mon,
Abel?

Abel,
c’mon.



Silk Hi�s is a family town. 
That much you n
d to know.

They had tradition.
Values. Pride.   

A legacy. Those with
their hearts tied to it
tried to preserve it 
with their very souls.

For be�er
or worse.

But they lost their
spirit. in the tr
s.

in the soil.   



Silk Hi�s lost its spirit
to something unearthly.

Something evil.    

Something ancient.

Wrong or right is
beside the point. 

The point is, it’s 
very, very real…

…and it can touch
anything it wants.



Beth!

hold on
now, Ms. Lipkin.

Yer sti�--

Oh. Oh
sugar. I’m

so�y.

I don’t
know if there’s

much you could have
done to avoid

this.

Yeah… I…

I don’t
know what’s
ha�ened…

This
fucking
place--

Jesu s.
it’s the

Partridge
kid.

Ma’am,
step away,

now.

You’re okay.
it’s okay

now.
Where

did you
go?

I went
for help…

…then
they
came.

They’re
beautiful.

I’m
so�y.



naw, take your
time, Carl.

no rush or
anything.

He ain’t
goin’ anywhere,

Hank!

nng--Fuckin’
thing’s
stuck.

Let’s stop
at Smi�y’s quick.
Breakfast stops

at eleven.

Malikeh.

Ble�
you.

no--that
mean anything

to you?
Malikeh.

M�nope.

it doesn’t
mean anything
anyways. it’s
not real.

We’ve
s�n a lot
of things
that aren’t
real lately,

do�.

Dust is
one he�uva
drug, huh?

You’re
real. I am.

I’m
wo�ied that

you’re going to
leave now that
this is done,

huh?

is that
selfish of me?

To wo�y about
that now?



We checked the
mines…the area. Ain’t
no sign’a no one near

the scene.

Gonna have to take
you in, Ms. Wi�s.
Jus’ to get some
story straight

for now.

Where’n
the fuck is
the sheri�?

in a�
my two years
on the force,
ain’t never s�n
some shit like

this.

You didn’t
answer my
question.

Celia…
this place…

is bad.

Every
place is

bad.

I want to
stay…to find
out what’s

real.

Do you
mean this town,
sugar? Or do

you mean
me?

Ma’am, the
s�ner we get

back to the
station…

I don’t
know.

Both.
I am

okay with
both.



Aw, shit--
the mine’s crackin’
again! We go
a

go!

now!

We st�d there waiting to be
swa�owed up by the very place
that tried to take our souls.

I don’t know if I had the choice to stay
or not anymore. Whatever brought me
to this place--whatever has kept me    
here--had already sunk its claws in.  

I n�ded to know more. if
I even could know more.

I had nothing else to go
to. nowhere else to go. 

Whatever’s ha�ening
here, to me, to us… 

…I’� only find
it in Silk Hi�s. 



EPiLOGUE



Day or
night, f�ls

just right, drink a
gla� or two,
it’s g�d for

yo�u

G�d
for your

bones, makes
you big and
stronnng

So treat
your body

right

With
a nice big
gla� of

milk











E��h�…





“Silk Hi�s is changing, Beth.

“I’m not sure into what.”
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come through town anymore is to buy Mothman merchandise. Before long, Beth come through town anymore is to buy Mothman merchandise. Before long, Beth 
finds out just how finds out just how wrong wrong things can get in the woods, as her search for a missing youth things can get in the woods, as her search for a missing youth 

finds her running afoul of the local underworld, too-friendly creepers, a very sinister deer, finds her running afoul of the local underworld, too-friendly creepers, a very sinister deer, 
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“Sherron’s art is liminal and long lasting, a blinking red light beckoning you off the lonely road.”  
—Marie Enger (—Marie Enger (NosferatuNosferatu, , The Bones of This PlaceThe Bones of This Place))
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