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ONE TINE--HE WAS

ON A JOB FOR THREE l
WEEKS STRAIGHT, i
NEVER SLEPT. THEN
WHEN IT WAS OVER HE
CRASHED FOR 5IX
- DAYS.

YOoUW'LL
GET USED
TOIT.




MEANWHILE
SOMEWHERE
IN FRANCE...







"REMEMBER
WHEN You
FOUGHT THE
BEAST OF
VARGU...?”

ROMANIA. 196Z.

IT WAS MY
MOTHER, VIOLCA,
NURSED Yol
BACK TO HEALTH
AFTER.

YOU OWE
HER FOR THAT.

A LIFE FOR A LIFE.
BUT SHE'S DEAD,
50 I spy You
OWE THAT DEBT
ToME.




OH
GooP. YOU PO
REMEMBER.

you
GOT AN
EXTRA PAIR
OF PANTS IN
THERE?

T'LL SEE

|\ wHAT I caN )




IT WASN'T LONG AFTER
WE SAW YOU LAST, WE'D GONE
TO BRASOV TO CELEBRATE

SAINT GEORGE'S DAY. THAT'S
WHERE I MET MY UNCLE
GYORGY...

THIS 15 WY
"I'D NEVER SEEN HIM FRIEND,
BEFORE, AND MY MOTHER FERKO.
HAD ONLY SPOKEN OF HIM
ONCE OR TWICE. THERE
WAS SOME BAD BLOOD
BETWEEN THEM FROM
THE OLD DAYS.”

A
PLEASURE
TO MEET You,
NADYA.

“IT WAS LOVE AT FIRST
SIGHT, GOD HELP ME.”

IF HE 15 FROM
YOUR UNCLE, HE 15
MOST LIKELY MADE
OF STRAW OR pUG

upP OUT OF THE

GROUND LIKE

A ROOT.

HANDSOME,

MOTHER?

DON'T You
THINK
s07?

7 Fl
— N




"FERKO AND I MET IN SECRET EVERY NIGHT FOR A
WEEK, AND FINALLY HE ASKED TO MARRY ME...”

“THEN THE NEXT DAY, A5 WE WERE RETURNING FROM
THE VILLAGE, A BLACK DDG CROSSED OUR PATH...” "MOTHER

COLLAPSED.
SHE NEVER
SPOKE
ANOTHER
WORD, AND
IN THREE
DAYS SHE
WAS DEAD.”




FERKD. YOU
SHOULDN'T BE

{§
SORRY, MY
GIRL. BUT SEE,
NOW THERE'S
NOTHING TO STOP [
Us BEING
MARRIED.




YOU'RE
TOO LATE, OLD
WOMAN. SHE'S

MINE/

HAVE IT
YOUR WAY
THEN, HAG.
BUT SHE 15
PROMISED TO ME
AND I WILL
HAVE MY

THAT'S
THE THING,
MOTHER.
Yol ARE
DEAPD.




TEN
YEARS FOR
THE WORMS,
MOTHER.

AND
WHEN You
ARE DRY
BONES, I WILL
COME FOR
HER.

NADYA,
WHEREVER
You RUN--TEN
YEARS—-

I LEFT MY
PEOPLE, CHANGED
MY NAME, CHANGED
EVERYTHING ABOUT
MYSELF THAT I COULD.
FINALLY SETTLED
HERE...I DON'T KNOW
WHY. T 6UESS I JUST
GOT TIRED OF )
RUNNING.

I GET
IT. BUT IF YOuU
WERE LOOKING TO
HIDE, WHY BRING

MOTHER, OH
PLEASE. /] DAUGHTER.
HE HAS
PRONOUNCED YOUR
FATAL HOUR. ON THAT
NIGHT, YOU WILL BE
MARRIED TO YOUR
GRAVE.

YOUR MOTHER'S
WAGON?

I
DIDN'T. IT
FOLLOWED

NOW, TONIGHT,
IT5 TEN
YEARS.







HELL, I'LL SEE YOoUu
KEEP YOUR




SHE IS
PROM/SED
TO ME/

1S HE OKAY IN
THERE 7 MAYBE
WE SHOULD--

cless
WELL SEE
ABOUT--

WHEN HE
PUTS THAT
SIGN ON
THERE, SON,
HE MEANS




S THAT
THE BEST You
CAN--7

IF
YOWD seeEN
HALF THE STUFF
HE’S SEEN,
YOU'D HAVE
NIGHTMARES
TOO.




TEN YEARS,

AND,
Kip--YouR
MOM SAYS

HI.




\
MEPPLESOME
BITCH! WHERE IS

S
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I COULDN'T

THINK OF NY oD,
ANYTHING You pIp IT!
CLEVER I'M FREE /

I'M REALLY
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My L
UNCLE’S IT WAS
BOOKS. I JUST AFTER

SUPPOSE ITS I MIDNIGHT I WOKE
A BLESSING UP 1O THE NOISE.
HE DION'T LIVE

I CAME DOWN AS
TO SEE

AND THE
THING You
FAST A I COULD SN
THIS. AND THE ROOM

WAS ALREADY--
WELL, AS YOu

STANDING JUST
THERE.




“IT WAS THIN
LIKE A MUMMY/
AND DARK. IT
WAsS MOSTLY
WRAPPED UP,
BUT NOT
WRAPPED LIKE
A MUMMY. AND
IT HAD JUST

EXCUSE ME, MA'AM, BUT
I MIGHT HAVE SOME IDEA
WHAT THE CREATURE WAS

LOOKING FOR.

AND WHATEYER IT WAS, IT
SEEMED TO BE LOOKING
FOR SOMETHING.

I ONLY SAW IT FOR A MOMENT
BEFORE IT DISAPPEARED BUT, YES,
THAT WAS DEFINITELY THE
IMPRESSION I HAD.

AND
You Have

I WONDER, MiSS BELL. NOW
THAT SO MANY ARE DAMAGED
You MIGHT CONSIDER
SELLING--7

—————
¢

YOUR UNCLE
KEPT A SECOND
LIBRARY.

SECRET
LIBRARY.




HE D/
SECOND HE'D COME ’ GET A LE‘{TEIZ,..
usrzﬁrgévezv BACK FROM ONE S

‘ i AWFLILLY TIRED-- DIED. FROM
You sAip ‘ MAYBE EVEN A LITTLE CELAND.
YOUR UNCLE NERVOLIS? I DION'T ,
DIED A WEEK

pOCTOR \ THINK MUCH OF IT
AGO. WAS THERE |

SAID IT Was AT THE TIME.
ANYTHING ( A HEART

ATTACK.

ICELAND. THAT'S
INTERESTING.

HE
WAS A YERY
PRIVATE MAN.
ESPECIALLY
ABOUT HIS
BUsINESS.

"I ONLY KNOW ABoUuT
IT BECAUSE I
HAPPENED TO PICK UP
THE MAIL THAT DAY. IT
SEEMED TO UPSET HIM.
] HE BURNED IT WITHOUT
EVEN OPENING IT.”

YOU DON'T BY
ANY CHANCE HAVE
A BIT OF IRON ON
You, SOMETHING
POINTED, LIKE
ANAIL?

ACTUALLY
PO HRVE
SOME NAILS.




THIS 15
WHAT HE

=
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S
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O
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IT MIGHT I'M SORRY
ACTUALLY BE TO SpY YOUR
STOLEN. UNCLE REALLY WAS
QUITE A TERRIBLE
PERSON.

SCREW
YOu, PAL.

ABSOLUTELY
THE FARNHAM | THE ACTUAL

NOT/
SPELLBOOK - HELLBOY,
OWNED BY SARA SOMEWHERE THAT

GRIMDIRE.

WEBB AND THE WASHBROOK
SISTERS, THE WITCHES
OF FARNHAM .*

THING HAS A
MASTER AND WHOEYER
HE 15, HE CANNOT
BE ALLOWED TO GET
THIS BOOK.

*#KILLED BY EDWARD GREY IN 1879 AS THEY WERE ATTEMPTING TO ASSASSINATE RUEEN VICTORIA.



CAN You
GET THAT
SHEET OFF

You HEARD
THE MAN. IT'S B
NOT YOURS,
15177

ST =

D YANK g

3 .
> )

you \/ GRAB
see, 7wo | aHoLo OF
ARMS! A THAT LEFT

/
(| T_YING. HE'S A [
/ WIGGLER.







ITS M
CALLED A NOT SURE HOW
SENDING, (TS DONE...SOMEHOW A
A KIND OF BLACK MAGICIAN WILL USE
GHOST YERY A SINGLE BONE TO TRAP A
PORTICULAR TO |  SPIRIT/ GIVE IT PHYSICAL FORM,
ICELAND. AND USE IT AS A SLAVE. ITS ONE i) WELL
I : WEAKNESS, OF COURSE, 15 THAT Jf PONE/ MISTER
MIDDLETON. IT
SO MANY SUPERNATURAL SEEMS IT WAS
CREATURES, HE CANNOT QUITE YOUR
BEAR THE TOUCH OF DAY.
IRON. -

RIGHT, HARRY.
IT Was ALL You
THIS TIME. NICE

JoOB.

I D0 LIKE IT/ BUT...
PERHAPS NiSS BELL
WOULD LIKE IT. AS
A SOUVENIR.

THE BOOK--I DON'T
KNOW IF IT was
STOLEN OR WHAT, BUT
T'LL TAKE IT BACK TO

THE BUREAU. IT'S
THE KIND OF THING QU I
THEY LIKE TO
KEEP LOCKED

YOU WANT
TO KEEP THE
FINGER?

NOT BAD
FOR AN
OLD MAN/
eh?

WHEN YOU seE
HIM, WON'T
YOU? TELL

HIM I'VE STILL

GOoT IT.
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