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I was late to the meeting. I’d left Mignola waiting 
at an English pub of my own recommendation 
in Santa Monica. I was doomed.
	 Mike and I had talked before, brief ly, at his 
local comics store (The Comic Bug), and years 
earlier in a hotel bar outside of Dallas. Each time 
I’d met him, I’d found myself using a series of 
grunts and bursts of nervous laughter in lieu of 
communication. So I promised myself that this 
meeting, our first real sit-down over his new proj-
ect, B.P.R.D.: 1946, was going to be different. I 
was going to be myself. Unguarded. Enthusiastic. 
And even though the one piece of advice Scott 
Allie had given me was “Don’t act like a god 
damn hippie,” I was going to express my adora-
tion for Mike’s work and make it clear that I was 
the one writer right for transposing his story 
against the backdrop of the end of WWII. And 
then . . . well, then I was late. 
	 I was riding a bicycle to the meeting (god 
damn hippie), and, being late, had really pushed 
it all the way from Venice Beach to Santa Monica, 
uphill. So I showed up sweaty and amped. Heart 
rate popping. Whole body humming. Surprisingly, 
I don’t think Mike noticed I was late. God bless 
the Santa Monica sun and the sea and the genera-
tion of children spawned from failed models. At 
least I hadn’t left him someplace boring. 
	 I sat down. Took a deep breath. Leaned right 
into that pitch . . . and swung. 
	 To me, Hellboy had always been an allegory 
for the Cold War, I said. Big Red was constantly 
dealing with the repercussions of Nazi ambition 
for global dominance. Mike’s response: “I just 
liked to draw Nazis and monsters.” I didn’t tell 
him that genius was easy for the genius. (Keep 
the suck-up impulse in check in these situations. 
Act like you belong at the meeting.) We talked 
about how Berlin in late ’45 and early ’46 was 
ground zero for the creation of the modern world. 
He told me the truth about Vampir Sturm. I told 
him about America’s attempt to create bat bombs 
(literally rockets full of diseased bats) during the 
war. We decided we needed a vampire bomb for 
the end of our book. The ball was rolling. Mike 
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began to gesticulate with his hands. Always a 
good sign. It means the idea machine behind his 
eyes is firing on all pistons. He talked about hav-
ing a little possessed girl head up the Russian 
version of the B.P.R.D. I talked about a character 
I once created, a little girl with supernatural pow-
ers who wore a white frilly dress, had blond hair 
done up in curls, and carried a doll everywhere 
she went. 
	 And that’s how it happened. I gotta say, it 
was grand. Sun, sea, and B.P.R.D. I haven’t got-
ten to write a lot with other people, much less 
with people as fiercely imaginative and sure-
footed as Mike. 
	 Later I’d go to the home that Hellboy built, 
and we’d really figure it all out, me with my lap-
top, clickity-clacking notes as we went. But 
there, in the patio of that English pub, that’s 
where B.P.R.D.: 1946 took shape. A rattling 
piece of pulp built atop one of the most fascinat-
ing moments in modern history. And I’m pretty 
damn proud of it. So, I have to thank Scott for 
putting me in front of Mike. And I have to thank 
Mike for not getting mad about me being late 
to that first meeting, and for letting me knock 
about in one of the few truly worthy universes 
in all of comicdom. Then there’s Paul and Nick 
and Clem and Rachel, of course. And thank you, 
for dropping the cash, propping up your feet, 
and digging into our story. ’Cause I get some 
pretty decent residuals, don’t you know, and 
there ain’t much better in this world than making 
a living like this.

—Joshua Dysart
Charlotte Douglas International Airport,  

en route to Seattle
May 2008 

P.S. Immediately following is a short story we did 
for Free Comic Book Day, 2008. I chose M.R. 
James as my primary inspiration, based on Mike’s 
desire to create a classic Victorian ghost story. Mike 
took the reins, keeping it in check along the way. 
Hope you like it!
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Described in the script as “Teutonic knights 
as imagined by Heavy Metal magazine,” the 

armored Nazis in the opening sequence were the 
result of a close collaboration between Paul and 
Mike. It was one of the few places were Mike 

got hands-on about design in the series, revising 
Paul’s initial design (this page), and working  

out a lot of details, as can be seen on  
the facing page.

Artwork by Paul Azaceta and Mike Mignola
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Differentiating uniformed soldiers is one of the hardest things for a comics artist. The 
tricks were perfected by John Severin and Joe Kubert, to whom we referred Paul.





Read the afterword by Josh for insight into 
the origin of Varvara. Her design took a fair 
amount of back and forth. The flame Paul 
put on her forehead in his initial attempt 

fits well in a Mignola book, but was counter 
to the innocent image the character 

needed. Mike provided the photograph  
that unlocked her final design.



With Otto and the vampires, Paul’s initial sketches were 
close enough to what Mike was looking for that any 

alterations were done in the penciled pages themselves, 
rather than in round after round of sketches.





The demons might have been the most important designs to get right, because we want this sort 
of demon to maintain a consistent look no matter who draws them. Paul’s initial designs (facing 

page) were inspired by the script’s reference to “a Mongolian tome” and “a demon trinity who had 
aided the Asians in battle for as long as men had placed faith in dark behind stars.” Mike felt these 

designs were too culturally specific, that demons would have their own culture outside of man’s.  
He directed Paul to look at demons in the sketchbook in the Right Hand of Doom  

trade paperback and in stories like Box Full of Evil. 

Paul’s next shot at Varvara was perfect 
(facing page, bottom). He gave one 

of the other demons a bear head 
(right), to play on Russian folklore, 

but again Mike found it too culturally 
specific. Paul found his best inspiration 

(left) in a Hellboy Junior story Mike 
had drawn in 1999, in which Mike 
wrote one of the most sublime lines 
of dialogue in any Hellboy comic: 

“Whatcha doin’, Gorgalac?”

Paul referred back to Mike’s 
sketches in The Right Hand 

of Doom  for the third demon 
head (below), completing the 
group, and allowing Mike to 
do the first complete group 
shot on the cover for issue 
two (Chapter Two break in 

this volume).
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and Defense unravel the mystery 

behind one of the Nazi Occult 

Bureau’s darkest initiatives: Project 

Vampir Sturm.
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