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I been diggin’ in the earth 
since back ‘fore Danzig was 
even called a town. Seen three 
bosses come and go, but 
reckon they kept me on ‘cause 
there ain’t no fella knows 
these tunnels like I do.

A mine’s got a way of 
talkin’ to a man if he 
listens close—stone 
and dirt whisperin’ 
their secrets to them 
that’s put in their years.



The mine’s been 
good to me-let 
me set up a sweet 
little homestead.
Nothing too fancy, 
but it was ours.

And my Eileen,
bless her heart. 
Heavy with our 
first young’un, 
belly as round 
as a September 
harvest moon. 

When her time 
come, the local 
Doc was right 
there, but things 
took a turn for 
the worse. 

I was standin’ just 
outside the room, 
listening to Eileen’s 
cries, like a knife 
to the gut.

But then-it 
weren’t just 
her no more. 

I shoved that 
door wide open, 
nearly lost my 
senses at the sight 
before me. Like 
some nightmare,
Doc was on the 
ground torn up 
like something wild 
got hold of him. 

My sweet Eileen, she just 
lay there, skin white as a 
desert bone, eyes wide 
in terror.

I hadn’t yet 
seen what it 
was she was 
looking at.

I was too 
afraid.



She screamed at me to rid her of the 
very thing she brought into the world. 
Despite all the horror, despite all the 
blood, I still saw my flesh and blood 
sittin’ there. I tried to make her see 
what I did, but she wouldn’t hear it.

She wanted it 
gone for good.

I told her to rest, 
that I would handle 
it all...and I did.

I stripped down the doc’s 
horse and buried doc 
and everything with him 
just outside the field.

Began digging a 
second smaller grave 
but I couldn’t bring 
myself to do what my 
wife was asking.

it was still 
my child. 

I then took the 
baby and rode 
out to the mine.

The mine’s been 
good to me-let 
me set up a sweet 
little homestead.
Nothing too fancy, 
but it was ours.

And my Eileen,
bless her heart. 
Heavy with our 
first young’un, 
belly as round 
as a September 
harvest moon. 

When her time 
come, the local 
Doc was right 
there, but things 
took a turn for 
the worse. 

I was standin’ just 
outside the room, 
listening to Eileen’s 
cries, like a knife 
to the gut.

But then-it 
weren’t just 
her no more. 

I shoved that 
door wide open, 
nearly lost my 
senses at the sight 
before me. Like 
some nightmare,
Doc was on the 
ground torn up 
like something wild 
got hold of him. 

My sweet Eileen, she just 
lay there, skin white as a 
desert bone, eyes wide 
in terror.

I hadn’t yet 
seen what it 
was she was 
looking at.

I was too 
afraid.


