
“I am sorry, Reverend, but there’s 
 nothing more I can do.”

N-No... 

The good
Lord knows I 
wish it weren’t

so, but it’s
the truth. 

She’s gone.

THE RISEN
CHAPTER ONE

David Furr - WRITER
PROFESONE - ARTIST
Shannon Smith - CO-CREATOR
Copyright © 2013 David Furr, Shannon Smith, and Mark Henry All Rights Reserved.



Sarah, I’m 
so sorry.  

I’m so 
very 
sorry.

Oh, Lord 
have mercy

Sam, I - I don’t 
have the words.

It’s-it’s 
all right, 

Joe.

An autumn
fever, Sheriff - swift

and merciless.

It’s
uncommon,
but known
to happen.

no, I wouldn’t
worry about that.  As I
said, an autumn fever.

Come along.
Let’s leave little

Emma in peace.
Ooooohhh…

Still...
I wouldn’t 
leave the 
body Here 
overnight.

No offense to your fine 
education, but I beg to 

differ.  I’ve been wandering 
the frontier for the better 
part of twenty years. I’ve 

seen fevers burn many a man 
alive -- strong men, good 
men, but nothing this fast.  

What did this?  Is it 
contagious?

I’ll send my 
carriage for it. 

Best to leave it be 
until then.

This can’t be 
happening. No, 

no, no, no.  Not 
my baby girl!!

It sure enough isn’t 
all right.  Doctor, 

what happened?  This 
morning she was

fine.



Oh... no reason.  

northerly wind?  It was 
an ill wind, I tell ya.  Ill and

full of evil. 

The dead 
won’t take no 

disrespect.  Now 
look what’s 

happened.

I tell you,
it’s a cursed land.

The dead find
no rest here.

 
and now the

railroads bringing in those
godless Chinamen with their dark

magic and wicked ways.

‘Foolish talk’?
uhmph!!

 

There was a northerly wind 
this morning, perhaps she 
caught a chill while they 

were out playing.

           
I always said it would 

go bad for this family if we 
left the East -- Never enough 
rain, harsh winters, the prairies 

full of savages...

uh - w-well, yes.
She and Becky were 
running between the 
gravestones when 
she fell ill.  w-Why 

do you ask?

Come on,
Jack, that’s just 

foolish talk and you 
know it.

Tell me,
Reverend, did Emma go 

into the cemetery 
anytime today?

I told
you to keep those 

girls away from the 
graveyard, Samuel. 

It’s bad luck.



I don’t
care what that

doctor says.  All them
medicines ain’t going

help us from what
brought this evil

down on our
heads.

Jack, please,
have a care--

Don’t they?
If I don’t talk

some sense into
them, who --

Hey!
someone’s
out there,

watch’n
us!

That’s just
Dr. Rosen heading

home.  Now, please,
simmer down.

How’s L’il
Becky holding

up?

  

It was no curse that took 
poor Emma’s life, Mr. Krummel.  

Just a fever, I
assure you.

Now, if
you will 

excuse me, I 
really should 
be going.  I 
will send my 
carriage for 

the body 
right away.

“...like two halves of the 
same coin.”

--Sarah 
and Sam have 
been through 
enough. They 
don’t need to 
hear this, not 
from you and 

not now.

really think 
she knows what’s 
happening.  She’s 

only five.  H-How do I 
explain this to her?   
How could she begin 

to understand?  
Those two were 
always so close, 

so close... 

I don’t 

Sissy?



...sss-sis...

Sissssy?

Feeel...
Siiisssy, 
I feel -

-- Hungry!

...uuuuhhhh...
Yes, 

it’s me!

Oh, You
scared me.

I was afraid 
you wouldn’t 
wake up.  But 
you’re all 

better now, 
aren’t you?  
How do you

feel?

Sissy?
Can you hear 
me?  Sissy?

Sissy, come on,
get up..  Momma’s 
really sad.  She 

don’t want you to 
sleep no more.

Nuhhhh!!!



EEEEAAAHH!!
What on God’s
green Earth?

It’s
Becky!

Becky!  Becky,
what’s wrong!?!

Keep your
britches on,

doctor,
I’m coming! 

What is
she--?
No!!!

E-EMMA?
Can’t be!

Bam! BAM! BA-AM!!

Sheriff,
come here,
I tell you, 

there's some-
one out there 

and he's 
coming this 

way. 

Leave her be.  
The girl’s just 

grieve’n.

Hey, is
anyone 

listening
to me?

It's
probably just 

the doctor.  Let 
him in while we 

check on
Becky.

All right.  
All right.



No need for
all that racket.

What’re you trying
to do, break
the door--?

Grab
her!!!

AAAAHH!!!!
She Bit me!!!

--down?
Oh, mercy!

AAAAAHHH!!!!!

WHAAAM!!!

“The frontier is a treacherous place, 
Mr. Holden, a sea of danger --”

Bam! Bam!



Perhaps, but this isn’t about 
saving lives or the ‘public interest’, is it?  

This is about money, or else you wouldn’t have 
called me.  So if you don’t mind, how about we 

cut through all the speeches and glad 
handling, and get down to the 

point?

Money
and land

The government
provides for the

service we
do this

country.

And Central
railroads feels thE

same, no doubt.

I’m 
also

aware of the 
land grants 

and millions in 
funding you 
receive from
the Federal 

government for 
every mile of 

track you 
lay.

Very 
well, Mr. Holden, to 

the point, then.  We need 
someone familiar enough 
with the Nebraskas to 

travel on his own quickly 
and discreetly. Your 

employers at the 
Pinkerton agency tell 

us you’re the man 
for the job.

I’m Sure 
they do, but those

shop keepers at Central 
haven’t the know-how or 
resources to finish the 
job, and if they can’t, 

who else but us?

Oh, I understand 
all that, Mr. Doyle.  I 

truly do.  I’m well aware 
of the benefits the rail 

will provide

Ask 
yourself, Mr. 

Holden, how many have 
already died in wagon trains?  

Thousands?  Yet more settlers 
head west daily, looking for 

land and gold.  They will keep 
coming, too, until the West 

is as crowded as the 
East.

We may profit - 
we’re a business, 

after all - but we’re 
still saving lives.

Could be 
that I am.  I was 

a federal Marshall 
in those parts 
before the war.  

What’s the 
trouble?

So as you
can see, our work 

really is a matter of 
public interest.  

…however, it’s a danger
that can be avoided.  with the rail, 
whole families can go as far as 

California in safety and comfort 
without having to put a single 

foot on the Prairie.

Want to read more? 

Check out the full gra
phic 

novel... available
 soon!
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