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Front Cover
Depicted in black and white, an armless, headless skeleton fills the cover—spinal column, rib cage, pelvis, femurs. It has organs—lungs and trachea, filled with blue, a red and blue heart, and a mass of red and blue in the hollow of its pelvis. A huge puddle of red and blue blood spreads out underneath, though the skeleton is only stained at the bottom of its pelvis, between its legs. The title words are in their respective colors.
Back Cover
A white woman is dressed in blue and red as the archangel Michael, equipped with sword, chains, and huge blue wings. She is depicted in the classic Catholic style of Michael throwing down Satan in the book of Revelation, but the Satan under her feet is a bat-winged, shadowy, white-eyed ghost.
Text: “Under this view, people who can get pregnant are vessels for gestation and not really people. So what do we do when that vessel fails? We punish it.” --Ava B.
Warning: This comic is intense!  For mature readers. Go to the bottom for content warnings (and spoilers).
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“1 in 4 [known] pregnancies ends in miscarriage before 20 weeks. Man people miscarry before they even know they are pregnant. When people miscarry, it is important for them to get medical attention, as miscarriages can result in severe complications and sometimes even death...” --Ava B.
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Bubbles are all in black with white lines. The only exception is a white woman’s ankle, clothed in a little white shoe and stomping down on a dark, faceless person’s back. “Take her,” says the woman in the shoes. “She’s all yours.”
White hands pull down the dark faceless person’s underwear, groping its ass. “Mom, she’s bleeding!”
“It happens,” says the woman in the shoes.
“No, I mean, she’s really bleeding!”
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A black bubble, filled with black speech bubbles with white text: “You killed your baby. You aren’t my child, Lilith. My child would never murder a baby.”
The colors revert to normal—black lines on white background—through scratchy panels of a tile wall, bloody underwear on a bath mat, a dark hand turning on the shower. Covered in crosshatching is the dark, bloody figure, a teenaged Rogan. The shower wall twists and twirls deliriously.
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A close-up of black blood drifting down the drain.
Zoom out to Rogan lying in the bathtub under the shower spray. Dark stains are visible on the side of the tub and the rim of the toilet. The only figure in color is the bony lady, a skeleton cloaked in venous blue and arterial red, leaning through the bathroom wall. She’s only visible from the shoulders up. Rogan clearly is beyond caring; he just stares at the wall blankly.
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The bony lady looks on Rogan with disinterested sympathy. “Hm...”  But she’s not there for him and swoops off. “Touch luck, buddy. See you next time...”
Rogan is beyond caring about anything. He lies in the tub, covered in blood.
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“Some women still greet their miscarriages as good news; these women and their relief, however, are neither reported nor celebrated. Such a feeling is one that women are expected to keep to themselves. A mourning mother is more positive than a guilty mother who—through her own bad behavior—caused her child’s death...” --Leslie Reagan
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A white hand comes down and picks up a little spray bottle of Sleep Well lavender spray. The white woman sprays it onto a pillow and then walks into a gray hallway, towards a black door, though she herself remains shining white.
She enters a black room, where everything is black with white lines except her. Rogan is in bed; he wakes when the door creaks open.
“Ssh...” says the woman, holding up the pillow, tinted with lavender. “You’ll be a good girl, now won’t you?”
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The panels and carefully delineated drawings are replaced with harsh, scribbled full-page illustrates in black pen with spot color. A pair of white hands smash the pillow down on a black figure’s face; the lavender spot on the pillow filters down into the figures lungs, holding the text, “I inhale lavender...”
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A huge disembodied mouth, gaping wide, with blue lips, red palate and tongue. The text reads “I become clean and empty.”
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A white silhouette, surrounded by blackness, exhales a stream of white bubbles, containing the words, “Everything disappears...”
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A blank white page, except for two small sound effects at the very bottom: “shf, shf.”
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Black panels with white lines. The first one is small and empty, except for “shf, shf.”
The second one is larger, showing Rogan’s closed eyes. “Sshf, shf. Shhf shf.”
The third one is larger still, and Rogan’s eyes open. At the bottom in white is a simple, “Oh no.”
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Black panels with white lines. Legs, wrapped in a black garbage bag, a rope tied around the ankles, pulling. “Oh no,” reads the disembodied text.
A human figure, entirely shrouded in garbage bags and trussed with duct-tape, being dragged across a concrete floor—the source of the “shf shf” sounds.
“Oh no. Oh no.”
“Oh no oh no oh no.”
A glowing white hand, pulling a rope over a hook in the ceiling, trying to hoist the body. The background of the panel is filled entirely with “oh no oh no oh no oh no.”
Rogan tries to scream, only for the plastic to cling to his mouth. Duct tape around his neck seals the garbage bag to his head; there’s no air.
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Black panels with white lines. Rogan starts to trash and writhe, yanking his legs against the rope, trying to free his arms from where they’re taped to his sides. The garbage bags start to rip, and the hook is pulled from the ceiling. Rogan’s body hits the floor with a “whump” and the hook bounces off with a “tink.”
Rogan frantically tries to worm-crawl away, only for the glowing white woman to rush up and stomp down on the rope, preventing his escape.
“Stop that!” she cries. “Just stop.”
She kicks Rogan in the head with her little white shoes. “Stop making this hard, you little monster. Go back to sleep.”
She pushes her shoe down on his throat. “Sshhh...”
Rogan gasps underneath her. Above him floats the pulsing of a heart, pounding in his ears. Ba-bump. Ba-bump.
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Black panels, white lines. Rogan chokes and wriggles. The garbage bags rip further, but the glowing white woman doesn’t notice, focused entirely on pushing down on his throat. “Sshhh...”
Her pose is awkward, her weight resting awkwardly on Rogan’s throat, and the bags are slippery. In his thrashing, her foot slips off and he rolls into her other leg, knocking her over. She cries out and tumbles over him, crashing to the floor and ripping the garbage bags still further.
Rogan manages to free a hand and yanks the bag open around his face. As he gasps for air and regains his vision, the panels revert to white panels with black lines. They are in a garage, door down, a Buick off to the left.
Rogan struggles to his feet, gasping for air, blood dripping down his face as he claws at the trash bags, but the glowing white woman isn’t done. She clutches at his legs, screaming, “Get back here, whore!”
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She gets a good grip on the bags still enclosing Rogan’s legs, but they aren’t intended for a fight like this, and the whole haphazard cocoon comes away in her hands, showing Rogan garbed barefoot in a nightshirt. In the process, he kicks her in the stomach, though it’s clearly a weak, flailing one.
For the first time, the glowing white woman’s face is visible. She looks so ordinary, a middle-aged woman with a pony tail, a shocked, tearful look on her face. “You... you hurt me,” she says. Her face contorts with rage. “How could you?”
She begins to scream and scream. “Whore Lilith you will burn false child you killed her you aren’t mine—”
For a moment, Rogan is frozen with fear, wheezing for air. The he smashes the button of the garage door opener and flees into the dawn, a dark silhouette.
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White panels, black lines. A faceless silhouette, Rogan dashes down a steep driveway, ignoring the stairs alongside. The garage is just visible at the left,  and more stairs go up to a porch, a garden, a lawn.
The woman continues to scream. “I know what you are demon! God will punish you!”
Rogan trips and falls, scraping his knee. He cries out, then gets back up again, bleeding, and staggers on.
The bottom half of the page is taken up with a small subjective map of a portion of the neighborhood, denoting Rogan’s route and progress from a black building labeled “home.” The house next door is labeled “fink—Mom’s pal; will shut door.” The house three doors down has a car in front of it and is marked “passive; will drive on.” According to his dotted line, Rogan proceeds down across the street, only to encounter three more houses, all labeled “snitch—Mom’s friends, will call her.” Rogan charges on past them, into the creekbed, but he can’t stay; the snitches bordering it have a clear view and will report back, so he continues on out the other side, avoiding a hissing, angry waterfowl (labeled “homicidal duck; not dangerous, just hateful”). He jukes around the pond and the nearby pool, labeled “too busy,” and finds his way to the neighborhood office, labeled “closed.”
The next panel shows a close-up of the office, a little building with a wooden landing and stairs. Rogan crawls underneath, and the panels fade to black.
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“Homicide during pregnancy or within 42 days of the end of the pregnancy exceeded all the leading causes of maternal mortality by more than twofold. Pregnancy was associated with a significantly elevated homicide risk in the Black population and among girls and younger women (age 10-24 years) across racial and ethnic subgroups.” --Wallace et al.
Text: About two-thirds of the fatal injuries occurred in the home. Strangulation was the third most common cause of death.
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The pages revert to scribbly ink drawings. White hands wrestle a white-eyed, shadowy, screaming figure away, in the glare of car headlights while three stick figures stand by, watching.

Text: Boy Caught
Page 20
A faceless figure, shrouded once more in garbage bags, much more thoroughly duct-taped this time, submerged in a pool of water.
Text: Boy Blue
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White hands yank the dark figure’s legs apart by the ankles. It thrashes and seems to be screaming, vomiting blood or fire erupting from a volcano between its legs, funneling up through its heart. It lies in a pool of blood.
Text: Boy Red
Page 22
The dark shadowy figure, with white staring eyes, vomits endlessly into a toilet.
Text: Boy Full. Boy Fat Pig.
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The dark shadowy figures slumps over the toilet.
Text: Boy Empty. Boy Fat Pig.
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The shadowy figure stands against a door, both hands on the knob, holding it shut as it rattles and twists. Its white eyes are half-shut.
Text: Stay Awake Boy.
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The shadowy figure lies curled up in the backseat of a car.
Text: Go to sleep Boy.
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The shadowy figure stares up at the house—the garage door, stairs, and garden are recognizable from the new angle, but now a couple windows are visible. A white face stares out from one of them.
Text: Don’t Come Home Boy.
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“Millions of children lose their right to life every year because of abortion. This bill ensures the life of every unborn child with a heartbeat will be saved from the ravages of abortion.” --Greg Abbott, Texas Governor.
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The present. White panels, black lines. Speech bubbles float across the page from a faceless white figure, morphing shape. “That’ll never happen here in Massachusetts,” it says, the bubble taking the state’s shape. It then shifts to Texas: “You’re not a kid in Texas now. You’re an adult. Your privilege will protect you.”
The bubbles detach. “You’re safe now. It’ll never happen to you...”
The bubble becomes a black, coffin-shaped bathtub, holding a black, faceless figure, black swirls between its legs going down the drain. Written on the body in white is the word, “...again.”
A close-up on adult Rogan’s eyes, now bespectacled. He says nothing, only looks away.
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A copy of the Commonwealth of Massachusetts Sterilization Consent Form (Ages 21 and Older) from the Executive Office of Health and Human Services. It reads:
“I have asked for and received information about sterilization from [censored] (physician or clinic). When I first asked for the information, I was told that the decision to be sterilized was completely up to me. I was told that I could decided not to be sterilized.
“I understand the sterilization must be considered permanent and not reversible. I have decided that I do not want to become pregnant, bear children, or father children.
“I was told about those temporary methods of birth control that are available and could be provided to me that will allow me to bear or father a child in the future. I have rejected these alternatives and have chosen to be sterilized.
“I understand that I will be sterilized by an operation known as a [censored]. The discomforts, risks, and benefits associated with the operation have been explained to me. All my questions have been answered to my satisfaction.
“I understand that the operation will not be done until at least 30 days after I sign this form. I understand that I can change my mind at any time and that my decision at any times not to be sterilized will not result in the withholding of any benefits or medical services provided by federally funded programs.
“I am at least 21 years of age as was born on [censored]. I, [censored], hereby consent of my own free will to be sterilized by Dr. [censored], by a method called [censored]. My consent expires 180 days form the date of my signature below.
“Signature: [censored]. Date: 6/6/2022.”
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Tracks
Oasis – Amanda Palmer
Voicemail For Jill – Amanda Palmer
Back Alley Surgery – Malvina Reynolds
Warnings: blood, vomit, rape, miscarriage, violence, attempted murder, suffocation, and strangulation.
