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HE HISTORY OF COMIC-BOOK

CULTURE, MUCH LIKE THE HISTORY

OF ANY CULTURE, is something between

a treadmill and a conveyer belt: we dutifully

trudge along, and the belt carries us with it
into one new territory after another. There are dazzlingly
bright periods, pelting black squalls, and long stretches of
grey, dreary fog, interspersed seemingly at random. The sole
condition of our transport is that we cannot halt the belt, and
we cannot get off. We move from Golden Age to Silver Age
to Silicone Age, and nowhere do we have the opportunity to
say, “We like it here. Let’s stop.” History isn’t like that.
History is movement, and if you're not riding with it then in
all probability you're beneath its wheels.

Lately, however, there seems to be some new scent in
the air: a sense of new and different possibilities; new ways
for us to interact with History. At this remote end of the
twentieth century, while we’re further from our past than
we have ever been before, there is another way of viewing
things in which the past has never been so close. We know
much more now of the path that lies behind us, and in
greater detail, than we've ever previously known. Our new
technology of information makes this knowledge instantly
accessible to anybody who can figure-skate across a mouse
pad. In a way, we understand more of the past and have a
greater access to it than the folk who actually lived there.

In this new perspective, there would seem to be new
opportunities for liberating both our culture and ourselves
from Time’s relentless treadmill. We may not be able to
jump off, but we’re no longer trapped so thoroughly in our
own present movement, with the past a dead, unreachable
expanse behind us. From our new and elevated point of view
our History becomes a living landscape which our minds are
still at liberty to visit, to draw sustenance and inspiration
from. In a sense, we can now farm the vast accumulated
harvest of the years or centuries behind. Across the cultural
spectrum, we see individuals waking up to the potentials and
advantages that this affords.

It’s happened in popular music, where we no longer
see the linear progression of distinct trends that we saw in
the fifties, the sixties, the seventies, and so on. Instead, the
current music field is a mosiac of styles drawn from points
in the past or even points in the imagined future, with no
single nineties style predominating. It’s happened in the
sciences, where mathematicians, for example, find valuable
insights into modern theoretical conundrums by examining
the long-outmoded Late Victorian passion for the
geometric study of rope knots. It’s happened in our arts and
one could probably make a convincing argument that it has
happened in our politics. Without doubt, it has happened
in the comics field: the most cursory glance ’round at the
most interesting books, whether we’re talking about Seth’s
Palookaville or Chris Ware’s Acme Novelty Library or

Michael Allred’s Madman, will reveal that in even the most
contemporary of modern comic books, our previous heri-
tage looms large, and is in many ways the most important
signifier. Which brings me to Mike Mignola’s Hellboy.

Hellboy is a gem, one of considerable size and a
surprising lustre. While it is obviously a gem that has been
mined from that immeasurably rich seam first excavated by
the late Jack Kirby, it is in the skillful cutting and the setting
of the stone that we can see Mignola’s sharp contemporary
sensibilities at work. To label Hellboy as a “retro” work would
be to drastically misunderstand it: This is a clear and modern
voice, not merely some ventriloquial seance-echo from
beyond the grave. Mignola, from the evidence contained
herein, has accurately understood Jack Kirby as a living force
that did not perish with the mortal body. As with any notable
creator, the sheer electricity inside the work lives on, is a
resource that later artists would be foolish to ignore just
because times have changed and trends have fluctuated. Did
we stop working in iron and stone the moment that formica
was discovered? No. We understood those substances to be
still-vital forms of mineral wealth that we could build our
future from, if only we'd the wit and the imagination.

Mike Mignola has these qualities in great abundance.
Hellboy’s slab-black shadows crackle with the glee and
enthusiasm of an artist almost drunk with the sheer pleasure
of just putting down these lines on paper, of bringing to life
these wonderfully flame-lit and titanic situations. Images,
ideas, and thinly disguised icons from the rich four-color
treasure house of comics history are given a fresh lick of
paint and are suddenly revealed as every bit as powerful and
evocative upon some primal ten-year-old-child level as when
we last saw them. This, perhaps, is Hellboy s greatest and
least-obvious accomplishment: the trick, the skill entailed in
this delightful necromantic conjuring of things gone by is
not, as might be thought, in crafting work as good as the
work that inspired it really was, but in the more demanding
task of crafting work as good as everyone remembers the
original as being. This means that the work must be as fresh
and as innovative as the work that preceded it seemed at the
time. It’s not enough to merely reproduce the past. Instead
we have to blend it artfully with how we see things now and
with our visions for the future if we are to mix a brew
as rich, transporting, and bewitching as the potions we
remember from the vanished years.

Hellboy is such a potion, strong and effervescent,
served up in a foaming beaker from an archetypal Mad
Scientist’s dungeon or laboratory. The collection in your
hands distills all that is best about the comic book into a
dark, intoxicating ruby wine. Sit down and knock it back
in one, then wait for your reading experience to undergo
a mystifying and alarming transformation. Hellboy is a
passport to a corner of funnybook heaven you may never
want to leave. Enter and enjoy.



Ffor Dracula and all those

other vampires I have loved.
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SOMEWHERE ON THE NORTHERN

CORAST OF NORWAY, INSICE THE
ARCTIC CIRCLE,

~
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ITI1S. RIGHT
THERE. T KNEW M

S T

~

T'LL BE
PAMNED.

FIND A
PLACE TO PUT
POWN.

THERE'S
NOT SUPPOSED
TO BE ANYTHING
OUT HERE. T

MEBN IT. O~
LOLY KNOWS
THIS IS OUT

Ve

Litgaly

T'LL BE
GOL VAMNED,

IF T'M NOT BRACK IN ONE HOUR , YOU
LIFT OFF BND CALL MY LONPON OFFICE.
RAsSK FOR MR. POPE. TELL HIM WHAT
WE FOUND, BND HE'LL GIVE YOU IN-
STRUCTIONS. SPERK TO O OAVE
BUT MR. POPE. YOU UNPERSTAND 2
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HUSH , LEOPOLD. WHERE
ARE YOUR MRNNERS?
HIS YOUNG MAN




T OWN R LITTLE ISLAND

IN THE CRRIBBERN, A

WEEK AGO T MET R MRN
THERE ...

YT DIDN'T KNOW HIM.HE
SHOULDN'T HRAVE BEEN
THERE , BUT THERE HE

WRAS , WRLKING ON MY
BERCH,

“ 0 STRANGE
MBN, DRESSED
_ LIKE A MONK.”

THRT'S CLOSE ENOUGH,
PAL. THIS 1S R PRIVARTE
BERCH...

RODERICK ZINCO,

T HRAVE COME TO

OFFER YOU SOME-~
THING.

Y THEN HE WRS JUST
GONE . HE LEFT A WORD
SCRATCHED IN THE SRAND
WHERE HE'D BEEN
STANDING ...

TRUE . YOU
oWV MUCH , BUT
S YOUR LIFE SERVES
NO PURPOSE , YOU
REMRBIN R POOR MHEN.
RAND 80O, MY GIFT TO
You ...

“LLAND T AEH” HE
WAS THE MRASTER. AND
T KNEW ABQUT THE
THREE OF You RND
BBOUT THIS PLRACE,..”

THERE'S
NOT MucCH T
DON’T BLRERDY

HAVE. A PURPOSEFUL LIFE.

... AND Z LA EW” BT THRT
VERY MOMENT, THRT THE
MRACHINES IN THIS PLACE
WERE COMING RLIVE,
MRAKING YOU LIVE RGRAIN,

/

WELCOME
TO THE END OF
THE TWENTIETH
CENTURVY...

LLTHE
BEGINNING
OF THE END
OF THE
WORLD.

T'M HERE TO GIVE YOU EVERYTHING T
HAVE -- MONEY, PEOPLE, EQUIPMENT,
PROPERTY T HRAVE RLL OVER AMERICH
BAND BUROPE. POLITICRL CONNECTIONS.
é'Vf&’)’?////V\/G' I HAVE 18 FOR

OLL...

“EVERYTHING.”
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BUREARL FOR PRARANORMAL RESERRCH ANL /P

DEFENSE HERDRURRTERS, FAIRFIELD, CT. pLL'S’SSTS'

LADIES AND
GENTLEMEN, THE
ONLY KNOWN

PORTRRIT OF VLADIMIR
GIUREBSCU. IT CURRENTLY
HANGS IN THE
WURTENBERG LIBRARY
IN STUTTGRRT. THE
ARTIST 1S LUNKNOWN,
BUT THERE IS RERSON
TO BELIEVE GIURESCU
POSED FOR IT IN 1811,
BEFORE THE BRTTLE
OF REDINHR.

PROFESSOR
CORRIGRN...

WE DON’T KNOW MUCH RBOUT MR. IN 1812 HE WAS IN
GIURESCU. HE WRS AN OFFICER RUSSIR . HE LED COSSRCK
DURING THE NRPOLEONIC WRRS. GUERRILLAS RGRINST THE
IN 1806 HE WRS COMMRNPING “GRANDE RRMEE” RE-
PRUSSIAN TROOPS. IN 1809 HE TRERTING OUT OF MOSCOW,
WRS WITH THE RUSTRIRNS , BUT RND NRPOLEON BEGRN
WE DON’T KNOW WHRT REFERRING TO HIM RS
NRTIONRLITY 425 WRS. “GIURESCU THE
DEVIL.”

IN 1814 HE WRS
IN PRRIS TO WITNESS
NRPOLEON'S RBPICRATION,
ANP IN 1815 HE WBS WITH
BLUCHER AT WRTERLOO, 80
MUCH FOR HISTORY... FOLK-
LORE'S MORE INTEREST-
ING.,




AT THE SIEGE OF HALBERSTRDT, THIS HAPPENS SIXOR THE STORY GOES AROUND THRT
GIURESCU IS HORRIBLY WOUNDED. SEVEN TIMES DURING THERE 1S A SPECIAL ROOM N
CRAMP DOCTORS SHY HE'LL BE DERD THE WRR. ERCH TIME CASTLE GIURESCU WHERE HIS
IN AN HOUR, BUT HIS SERVANTS IN- HE'S BACK, GOOPD RS BOPDY 1S LAID OUT. HERE, THE
SIST ON CARRYING HIM HOME, TWO NEW, N B COUPLE OF LIGHT OF THE FULL MOON CAN
WEEKS LRTER , HE REJOINS HIS WEEKS. SHINE DOWN ON HimM, BND
7A/S 1S WHRT HEALS HNIM.

TROOPS, * FULLY RESTORED
TO YOUTH RND VIGOR. ”

1944, HEINRICH HIMMLER
PROPOSED PROJECT
" GATLS R S TL A, T
B NFHZ1 PELEGATION
WHS SENT TO CASTLE
GIURESCU TO RECRUIT
GIURESCU TO THE WRR
EFFORT.

SKIP AHERD TO AUGUST 8,
1882. SIR EPWRRD GREY™*
WRITES TO QUEEN VICTORIA,
WHERNING THHAT R VISITING
NOBLEMRAN NAMED Gv/»lesce/
IS RCTURLLY A SUPERNRTURRL
BEING, PLOTTING TO “ESTR~
BLISH A SECRET, EVIL EMPIRE”
IN ENGLAND. AUBUST 19™, HE
WRITES THAT GIURESCU HRS
FLED THE COUNTRY BNP
REFERS TO HIM, FOR THE
FIRST TIME EVER, RS R
ViGAIP/IRE .

COPIES OF GESTRPO
RECORUS SHOWING THE
RARRIVAL OF V. GIURESCU
ANDP SIX OTHER “SPECIAL
PRISONERS” AT DRCHAL ON
PECEMBER 16™, RALsSO A
WORK ORDER, SIGNED BY
HITLER, CRALLING FOR THE
EXTERMINRTION OF THE
SIURESCU "FAMILY.

HERD OF THAT UELEGRTION : £ SWF AL/PSTEIN,

DECEMBER 3,
louyd, HITLER AND
GIURESCU MET AT
WEWELSBURG. THE
NEXT PRY, ORDERS
WERE 1SSUED FOR
THE FLaLES7 OF
GIURESCU BND HIS
Y EBMILY. 7

‘ g MEETING.
CLICK

N 1956 , THREE FORMER DRCHRAU
GURRDS TESTIFIED THRT THEY WERE
PRESENT AT THE EXECUTION OF
SEVEN “SPECIAL PRISONERS ” IN
DECEMBER OF ‘44, ALL SEVEN-~-R
MBN RAND SIX WOMEN -- WERE LYING
IN DIRT-FILLED BOXES, THEY WERE
IMPRLED BND DECRPITRTED, THEN
BURNEP, THE RSHES WERE SENT

TO HITLER,

THE END
OF VLADIMIR
GIURESCUZ MAY-
BE NOT...

* FAOMOUS NINETEENTH-CENTURY
PRRANOCRMAL INVESTIGATOR



YESTERDARY THIS MRAN
WRS SHOT TO DERATH
IN NEW YORK CITY,
INSIPE THE WARX

MUSEUM HE OWNED
AND OPERRTED,

PURING THE WRR, UBLER
RAN R FRERK-SHOW/ CHRMBER-
OF ~ HORRORS / NIGHTCLUB IN
BERLIN, WHICH WRS VERY
POPULRR WITH HIMMLER'S INNER
CIRCLE -- MYSTICS , ASTROLOGERS,
AND THE PSEUPO ~SCIENTISTS
WORKING ON HITLER'S VARIOUS
DOOMSPRY PROJECTS...

... INCLUDING THE
TEAM BEHIND

THE RAGNR ROK
PROJECT.

P _OND THAT'S WHET WE FOUND

PRAWN, WiTH UBLER'S BLOOD, ON

THE WRX- MUSEUM FLOOR THIS
MORNING.

HOWHARDP
STEINMBN,

()
IS
o N

r...'THQ'T’S THE
SYMBOL FOR
THE RAGNRA ROK
PROJECT...

THRT'S ILSH
HAUPSTEIN




BUT WHO GETS KILLED
FOR AN EMPTY BOX?Z

POLICE HAVE UNCOVERED BN
INVENTORY LIST, AND, RCCORDING

WRS
THIS R

ROBBERY TO THAT, THE ONLY THING MISSING
z IS BN EIGHT~FOOT-LONG CRATE
LABELED: GIURESCU, LOT # ol
666. UBLER HRVE
SMUGGLED
GIURESCU'S

BOUY QUTOF
GERMANYZ

THERE /& R
GIURESCU FIGURE IN THE
WEX MUSEUM , SO IT'S
PLPOSS/ELE THRT THIS

\S AN EMPTY PRCKING
Hre T g1

UBLER’'S MUSEUM
WRS POPULAR WITH
THE UNVERGROUND
RART SCENE IN THE MID
*80s. NOW IT's ALMOST
COMPLETELY FOR~
GOTTEN.

POSSIBLE. ,

GIURESCU WAS
EXECUTED AT THE
ENDP OF ‘44 AND UBLER

FLED GERMBNY IN ERRLY
‘45, HE WORKED CRRNI-
VALS ALL ACROSS EUROPE
UNTIL SETTLING IN NEW
YORK.

ALL MY PEOPLE WERE A FRNRTICAL BOPY COLLECTOR
HOFFMBN RAN SOME OF UPSET BY THE RTMOS- WITH NRZI DELUSIONS, WE'VE
HIS PSYCHICS THROUGH PHERE OF THE PLACE. SEEN THRT BEFORE...
THE MUSEUM SEVERAL OF THEM
STORAGE ROOM... PESCRIBED A TALL,“EVIL-
LOOKING " MAN IN R NRPO-
LEONIC UNIFORM--THIS, OF
COURSE, WITHOUT ANY
KNOWLEDGE OF THE MRATTERS
BEING DISCUSSED WERE.

THIS AFTERNOON, DR.

T BELIEVE THAT,
UNTIL RECENTLY,
GIURESCU'S BODY
W7S KEPT IN
THET ROOM.

REMEMBER, F££ THE OLD STORIES

STRESS THRT GIURESCU \S RETURNED

HOME . IN GREY'S AUGUST 197 LETTER

TO VICTORIA HE SAYS THE VAMPIRE IS

WOUNDED RND #7457 RETURN TO
HIS HOME.

BUT WE ARE FORCED TO CONSIPER
THE WORST-CRSE SCENRRIO:

THART SOMEONE HAS STOLEN
GIURESCU'S BODPY WITH THE IN-
TENTION OF RETURNING IT TO
CASTLE GIURESCU, WHERE THE NEXT
FULL MOON W/Z<L RERNIMRTE IT.

THAET

FULL MOON THERE
12 TOMORROW A7/S7 BE
NIGHT. MORE TO THIS

RESURRECTION
TRICK THAN MOON-
LIGHT. MUST BE
SOMETHING ABOUT
THE SLACE..,




OF COURSE, WE : THREE

DON'T KNOW SITES. THREE
EXACTLY WHERE TEAMS.
THRT PLACE IS, UNFORTUNRTELY,
: YOU 81X ARE THE ONLY
RAGENTS CURRENTLY
THERE IS NO AVEILABLE, SO T'M
OFFICIRL LISTING . ’ FORCED TO MRKE SMALLER

OF A CRASTLE TEAMS THAN T'D LIKE,
GWIRESCU SN/ YL AICE,
SO, GIVEN THE INFOR-
MHTION WE £ HAVE,

T'VE MADE THREE
REALLY EXCELLENT
GUESSES.

HELLBOY,
‘M AFRAD
YOU HRVE TO
GO S0OLO.

|
7N &
A~
Y

Miss
SHERMBN...

L WITH MR,

MR.
SAPIEN. WRLLER...

T'M ENTRUSTING VL OKRAY, THRT'S IT.
YOU TWO WITH OUR | THERE'S B PLANE
NEWEST RGENT, MR, WRITING. T WANT
LERCH, PLEASE PON'T EVERYONE SUITED
LOSE HIM. LUP AND ON BORRD
IN FIFTEEN
MINUTES.,




LIZ, GO0OP TO SEE YOU.
T'M R LITTLE SURPRISED,
THOUGH. T HERRD--

YOU HERARD
WRONG.

T JUST TOOK R
LITTLE TIME OFF, AND
FROM WHRT.Z HERR,
YOU COULD USE R
YRCATION YOURSELF,

FIGHTING
MONSTERS 1S 4 £
HOW T KEEP =ik
MY GIRLISH
FIGURE. \
2
o .
S e
o PON'T
YOu TWO
= n . o HRVE B
[ S v PLANE TO
! J CRTCH?Z
ml3 N
10 . . K
2 L ;

©e
---
e
o

NO, IT'8 TOO
THIN.

TOO MUCH
CONSPIRACY
CRAP,

... YOU BE
CRREFUL
BNYWRY.

PRPRIKA
CHICKEN,
BRBY/

HELLO, KRTE. YOU KNOW, T

WHY DON'T RACTURLLY
YOU COME WITH RSKED. THEY
us?z SAIP ONLY

LRELAL BURERL
FIELD RGENTS
THIS TIME.

TOO BRV.
T COULD
USE SOME
COMPRNY.

wHRT M
T7Z THE NEW
GSuUvY?

YOu BE CAREFUL
OVER THERE.

LISTEN. I'M
SERIOCUS, THIS
GIURESCU MIGHT BE
THE REAL THING.
T#7E NOBLEMBN VAMPIRE,
THE CRSTLE?Z THE

VAMPIRE WOMEN?2
COME ON...

THIS TRIP'S R
WILP-GOOSE
CHHESE, BUT THRT'S
OKRY. T KNOW
SOME PRETTY GOOD
RESTRURANTS IN
ROMBNIR.




‘ ROMANIA.

"WHEN THE STARS THREW DOWN THEIR
SPEARS,

AND WARTERED HERVEN WITH THEIR
TEARS,

PID HE SMILE HIS WORK TO SEE?

DIP HE WHO MRDE THE LAME MRKE
THEEZ " *

7 vou

MUST FOR-
GIVE ME, MY
LOVE.

“IN WHAT DISTANT DEEPS OR Sii/ES

BURNT THE FIRES OF THINE EYES?

ON WHAT WINGS PRRE HE RSPIRE?
WHAT THE HAND DRRE SEIZE THE FIREZ

“AND WHRT SHOULPER, AND WHAT ART,
COULD TWIST THE SINEWS OF THY HERART2
AND WHEN THE HEART BEGAN To BEAT,
WHAT PREAD HAND T AND WHAT PREALD
FEET?Z

" WHAT THE HAMMER @ WHAT THE CHAINT

IN WHAT FURNACE WRS THY BRAINZ
WHRT THE ANVILE WHART PREAD GRASP

PARE ITS PERDLY TERRORS CLASP2

T T e——— e |

YOU TRUSTEDR
ME _YOU PLACED
YOUR LIFE IN MY

HANDS, ANDP T

PELIVERED YOU

b INTO A7,

X FROM “THE TYSER " BY WILLIAM BLAKE

HITLER ...

HOW SMBALL HE WHS,

RAND HOW RFRAIP OF YOUR
POWER . YOU WERE TOO GRERT
FOR HIM . THE #POAMIEN 7 T
LEFT GERMANY HE STOLE YOU
FROM ME.

HE IS BEYONP
OUR REVENGE NOW,
MY LOVE, BUT THE
WORLD WiLL PRY...

THE
WORLDP WiLL
49454_-;0 FOR




TWO OF YOU , CRARRY THIS BOX
DOWNSTRIRS BT ONCE. I HRAVE
DESCRIBED THE ROOM TO YOU.
FIND 1T,

T'VE TOLD YOu HOW
THE BODY IS TO BE
PLRCED?Z

OH, T WOULP
CUT OPEN THE
WORLD TO SEE
T SLEEL.

PERHRPS 1T
WRS TOO SOON
TO SENP OUR
ILSR OUT INTO
THE WORLD...

SAID NO TO
HER?Z Z wouLD

BESIDES, WE
HRAVE WAITED

LONG ENOUGH.
T AM WMPRTIENT
FOR OUR OPERRA-
TIONS TO BEGIN/




\F THIS GIURESCU /& WHAT HE CLRAIMS
TO BE, BND IF HE A/ CRERTE BN
RARMY OF HIS OWN KIND -~ VEMPIR
STURM “ -~ THEN CERTRINLY HE IS R
VALURBLE TOOL FOR US.

You
AGREE, MY
FRIEND?

..IN
AN ARMY
OF QUR

OWN MBANU-
FRCTURE.

=

¥

NO,LECPOLD, ¥
NO, T DO NOT.

T THINK THIS THING 1S

AN UGLY BND, ULTIMRTELY,

UNCONTROLLRBLE
FORCE.

EVEN

THE FOHRER

RECOGNIZED
THIS.

YES. WHAT DO YOu

SUPPOSE WENT ON

BETWEEN THEM ...

ALL THOSE YERRS
REOZ

BUT SHE
/5 FONP
OF HIM.




YOU CRN'T FOOL N
A7E, T'VE KNOWN
YOU TOO LONG,YOU
AL DISTURBED
BY THE NRZ| IN-
VOLVEMENT IN THIS
CRSE.

ROMANIA.

HELLBOY,
WOULP You
LIKE TO

THE
RRAGNR ROK
PROJECT...

BBE, T
KNOW YOU
MEAN WELL,
BUT YOU'RE

WRONG.

I'M FINE,

. WHAT
ABoUT?Z

REMEMBER T DD DO SOME THINK- T L/AE NOT KNOWING,
WHO YOU'RE ING RFTER THRT WRS p—
TALKING TO. B T REALLY THE NRZIS T'VE GOTTEN
WHO BROUGHT ME TO BY FOR FIFTY-TWO
ERRTHZ HOW?Z WHY 2 YERRS WITHOUT
5 FROM WHEREZ T EVEN KNOWING. T SLEEP
T WRS AT : MBPE THRT TRIP TO
CAVENDISH ERST BROMWICH, **

YOUu
KNOW WHRT
T CRME UP

WITH?Z

THIS TRIP'S R ' MABATTER OF T/LL TRKE YOU UP ON
WILD-BO0SE FRCT, T'LL BET THAT BET, HB.
CHRSE... ANYONE HERE
R HUNDRED

BUCKS THRT
WE DON'T FIND
ANYTHING,

CHLL T
B HUNCH.

YOU'RE
NOT TURNING
PsYCHIC, ARE YOu
YOU~=# KNOW WHRT
B PAIN IN
THE RSS
PSYCHICS

ARE?Z

THERE 1€ BANY- 1 ' FIVE

THING TO FIND, MINUTES TO
HE'LL BE THE ONE TARGET NUMBER
TO FIND 1T RND TRKE ONE. HELLBOY,
BLL THE BERTING. SUIT UP.
I'T ALMOST RLWRYS
WORKS QUT LIKE
THAT.

BUT T WRS HOPING
TO SEE SOA7E HCTION...

* HELL &OY: SEED OF DESTRLCTION X¥ HELLBOY : THE CHAINED COFFIN




JEEZ, LLOYD, T HRATE THESE
GOPDPAMN THINGS.

THART'S YOUR '\GNITION
SWITCH,

ROLL YOUR
SHOULDERS
TO TURN,

AND WHRTCH
YOUR TRIL.




NEW ANP
IMPROVED,
MY Rss,

CLicK
clLicK
CLICK
cLIcK
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(CHAPTER TWO







ROMANIA,

HELLBOY...

w2 )

THE
FMEQ\C'FIN GSHOST




I
> \
<
»

P RA,

S

UNMENSCH, FETCH
ME THE MONKEY'S




A,

[7 SA! Y zienviss
- e PSP




N
T'M DONE
- 4 WITH THIS

Zruku s
AEEE,
ZIRUAS...




2 A
A: = il - a& =
e - i T
To- . - . &
- _—
> S
TARMAGRANT
\SLAND.
DECEMBER 23, THIS
1044 BLERK PLACE.
SEEMS REMBRKR-
BLY UNCHBNGED
FOR B ARICLE SPARE
TO HAVE OCCURRED ME YOUR
HERE, SARCRSM ,VON
KRUPT,

MY SRRCRSM 18 1 HRVE NOT
THE VERY LERSTOF || FRILED, VO
YOUR WORRIES, KRUPT,
SORCERER, YOL
PROMISED THE
FUHRER R MIRBCLE.
SOMETHING WHICH
WOULP REVERSE
THE COURSE OF THIS)
WER AND ENSURE
THE LA 7oy
OF THE REICH,

HERR
HITLER POES
NOT_TEKE
KINDLY TO
FRILURE.

i)

7
7) ))

)
y

BUT YO WILL NOT
LIVE TO SEE 1T,
GENERBL . MY MIRACLE
13 FOR THE FUTURE,
FOR. THE AVEW
APE/CH,

THERE 1S
NO PLECE
FOR YO
KIND N THE
WORLD THRT
'S COMING.

I HRVE SET
W MOTION
EVENTS WHICH
CENNOT NOW
B8E REVERSED
OR UNDONE.

1 PROMSED
HERR HITLER
B MIRACLE...




MRSTER...

MRASTER,
T <KNOW YOW'VE
SPOKEN THE
TRUTH ABOUT
YOUR NEW
WORLD...

sH
HRUPSTEIN,
YOUR FRITH
HAS SAVED
YOu.

NEW WORLDP
COMES YOU
WiLL BE BT MY
SIDE, BECHUSE
HE WHO BE-
LIEVES N ME
Wikl NEVER
DIE. ,

CHILD, HBS YOUR FRITH

REVERALED TO YOU THE

ToL/E NAME OF YOUR
MRASTERZ

Y RASPUTIN THE
MONK, MURDERED
BY PRINCE
YUSUPOV N
1916574

MASTER... YOu THREE WiLL BE
WE 8LsSO THE CORNERSTONES
BELIEVE. OF MY CHURCH

- CEN You
WE KNOW . TELL US WHET
THRT \F YOU HRPPENED HERE
SAY THESE , , TONIGHTZ
THINGS WILL
HAPPEN, THEN
THEY WL
HAPPEN.

SRY THART
T WiLL
LIVE ;'TFO SEE

) Nno MorTEL N
L MEN CRN EVER
KILL ME. THIS
T HAVE BEEN
TOLD AND THIS
T BELIEVE.

T SEE
R CHILD
COME FROM
FIRE. REBORN
IN FIRE. THIS IS
THE HERBLD
OF MY NEW
AG



RRGNA ROK NOW T MUST TELL YOU THET GERMENY 1S
1S UPON US. NO LONGER SRFE FOR YOU. T KNOW YOLU
HEVE A SECRET PLEACE IN THE NORTH

PREPRRED, YOU SHOULD RLL GO THERE
BT ONCE.

THE NRZ)
POWER 8

BROKEN . \N
LESS THEN FIVE
MONTHS HITLER
HIMSELE WiLL
BE DERD.

ROMANIF. NOW,

MY LOVE,
FORGIVE 2

AIFSTERES

TOUCH ME,

MRSTER,
'I -

T AM
NO LONGER
FLESH BND
BLOOP, BUT

LIVED BMONG
SPIRITS...

T HRVE TO GO BRCK...

NO,
IWSh, YOU
ARE BETRAYED.
VLADIMIR GIURESCU

1S DERPD, KILLED
WITH HIS WOMEN
BT DACHRU 81X
VEYS RGO, STRKES
THROUGH THEIR
HERRTS, THEIR
HERDPS CuT

OFF...

PO NOT TORTURE
YOURSELF FOR
THE \/F\N\D\QE..:4




MRASTER, T HAVE YOu HARVE DONE ALl YO
TO STRY #ERL...] CAN IN THIS PLACE, BUT YOU
W/Z¢ SEE YOUR GIURESCU
HGHIN, AND WHEN YOU PO HE
WILL BE YOUNG AND STRONG
As YOU REMEMBER HIM.
You
BELIEVE
MEZ
YES,
MASTER. =
ALWAYS.
A i ‘
~ \/ " N
."‘-.- ' DEFD,
COOP,
' i o - - A

7

SPERRED THROUGH BY R
WHBLING MRAN'S HARPOON
THROWN BY AN AMPHIBIAN. .,

PERD,

MY BODY ALL
BURNED 8Y ELEMENTAL
POWERS LOOSED FROM
8 YOUNG GIRL , AND MY

BONES SCHRTTERED 8Y HE
WHQO SAOL/LL HRYVE
BEEN MY SERVENT.

T WRNDERED
B WHILE FMONG
THE DOOMED SPIRITS,
THOSE TREPPED N
THE UPPER AIR OF
THIS WORLPD...

THIS NBRROW
ERRTH DIMEN -
SION. T
SOUGHT THE
DRRK &EAH/NG
THE STARS...




oOBPITH

YUG
JRHOOPD.




N THE FRYSS N
BAND N THE
BRILLIBNCY OF
THE HERVENS,
HE 1S SEVEN.

SHNCTI
RAB-
JURR.
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YOU LISTEN
TO ME NOW,
CHILD, BND
YOU PO WHRT
T SAY. YOu
UNDERSTREND
ME?Z GOOP
GIRL.

TONIGHT 1
SEE THART S2L
THE WINDOWS STH
CUOSED. SEE
THET YOUR CHIL-
VREN SAY THEIR
PRAYERS AND SLEEP
WITH THEIR ROSRRY
BEADS, AND N THE
MORNING YOU TRKE
THEM BND GO TO LIVE
WITH YOUR SISTER IN
BUCHRREST. BND
NEVER, AMELER
COME BRCK TO
THIS PLRACE.




KISS YOUR
|8ss cO0D-
BYE, FRERK/

o Voo
SIURESCU?




CHTHERINE,
WHO WRS THE
PRETTIEST, AND
LITTLE BNNR,
WHO WRS
NICEST TO

LS
HRUPSTEIN
BROUGHT

THEM TO
GERMANY...

DIDNT T
SAY PONT
TRUST HER?
STARY BT HOME,
T SRID, BUT NO.
NO, HE LIKES THIS
GERMRAN GIRL . HE

WHENTS 7O SEE HER
NEW, APOLELN
WORLD.




THOSE
GREEK FISHER-
MEN PULLED HER
OuUT OF THRT CRVE
BLL WITHERED BND
HARDP, AND WOULD
HAVE PUT HER,LOG-
LIKE , WWTO THEIR
FIRE, BUT T WRS
THERE AND THEY
SOLD HER TO
ME.

BETTER.

BUT NO ONE Z/AS7ENS TO ME!L NO
ONE TRLKS TO ME!L TS B RARE THING
WHEN 7%&) F?EZE,MBEQ TO FEEL

NOW THE BOY
1S HOME, BUT THEY
DON'T LET ME SEE HIM,
SHE \S COMING, BUT
SHE DOESN'T COME TO
== (X

; (mee— ~
\\SHEH? : )} -
YOU MERN [

S YN

1)

‘AEmed "']

"Whlled) J

o M | T eROUGHT HER HERE.
BRTHED HER IN OX BLOOD
BND MILIK, HONEY BND
OIS, UNTIL SHE WRS,,

FLEXIBLE RGRIN. BUILT FOR
HER B NEW TEMPLE...

THRT WRS
UT SOME- THE YERR
TIMES SLEEPS JOHN HUNYRPA
FOR R

TURK OuUT OF
WRLLACHIA.*




WHRT S TIME TO HER? BORN OUT
OF THE SHRAPOW OF THE MOON, SHE
HES BEEN IN THE WORLD SINCE THE FIRST
MEN, HRS SEEN POLARIAN ICE CHOKE
HYPERBORIA AND THE OCERNS SWHRLLOW
UP ABTLENTIS. SHE HRS BEEN THE SECRET
QUEEN OF R HUNDRED EMPIRES, AND
NOW SHE 1S...

NUTHEN THOTH
CURSED HER SO
THAT SHE WAS

BAND COULDP
NO MORE
BEAR THE
LIGHT OF

pRY.~

T HEVE ONLY ONE SON,
VLAEDIMIR. YERRS RGO HE
WHS THROWN FROM HIS
HORSE INTO THE RIVER T
WRS WINTER BND WE LOST
HIM UNDER THE ICE...

...\ T TOOK
HOURS TO FINDP
HIM ... THEN
CHOP HiM FREE...




N THE
SERVANTS
BROUGHT

HIS FROZEN

YT BROUGHT HIM
TO AER. T SRACRI-
FICED BLL THE
DOGS, THEN ALL
THE SERVANTS,
BND AFTER THREE
pavs...

STILL MY

Bov, BUT

NOW RLS0O
HER

SON.,

WHERE 1S VLADIMIR
GIURESCU?

THESSHLY RRE
GRATHERING BE-
HIND THE MOON
POOR AND THE
MOON 1S
e,




I
PESERVE
THRT FOR
FEELING
SOy
FOR YOUR
WRINKLED
oL 8BUTT.
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WOMEN OF
THESSALY.




(CHAPTER THREE
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HES







CASTLE GILURESCL,
ROMANIA .

ﬂgf

>
! Z . : l Lerr?
WITCHES OF THESSHLY: S
TERLL

ACCORDPING TO GREEK FOLK-
LORE , WOMEN WITH THE
FPOWER TO “"DRAW DOWN THE il
MOON, * TO TRANSFORM THEM-~
SELVES INTO MONSTERS, BIRDS,
ANLD RNIMALS . THEY WERE KNOWN
7O EAT CORPSES AND EXCREMENT,
AND POSSESSED INSATIFBLE

BENUAL RAPPLPETITES.




T'M NOT
KIDDING ! B

NO
WHRTS WRONG
WITH THIS DUMB
THING 2 BRAND
NEW. LOTS OF
BULLETS...




THART'S
\T ! 74775
777

NO
MORE GLINS,
NO MORE
GOL 27N
Mﬁ'&'ﬁ///vfﬁ

HELLISH,
HERVENLY, AND
ERRTHLY HECRTE,
GODDESS OF
CROSSRORDS, WITCH
QUEEN , GORGON -
EYED TERRIBLE
PARK ONE...
THIRSTY
FOR BLOOD
AND THE TERROR
OF MORTAL
MEN..,

GORGO,

MORMO,
MOON OF A
THOUSRND

FORMS...

... SOMETHING
WITH NO
MOVING

HHHHARAR..,




BLESSED

MOON..,
MOTHER...
GOPDESS...

SEE HOW
GILURESCU
BECOMES
HIMSELF
AGRIN,

NOT DIE. BURN HIM,
HE WILL NOT BE
CONSUMED BY FIRE,
TRULY, HE 1S MUCH
MORE THAN HUMEN,

KILL HIM, HE DOES

MORE LIKE UNTO
[clolrgsy

¥ wHeN Z DO
YOU, YOU'LL BE
LONE7”

INSOLENT
BERST/
TROGLODYTE/

LERVE
THIS HOLY
PLRCE |T
ONCE, OR
STHY..

...AND
HAVE SUCH
PRIN... .A

S
THESE WALLS
WITH YOUR
.5'6’/?&3%”/4/6'




4

WHO'S
SCREAMING
nvVow, YOU

VEMPIRE SON

OF-R-




T I TF3

(]
.‘\

GOT
TO GIVE
YOU CREDIT
FOR TRY-
NG,

KEEP
DREAMING,
GIURESCU.




WHRAT
PO YOU SRY
WE FINISH

THIS?

YOU'RE
FINISHED,




YOW'RE .
A SLIPPERY
ONE, BUT...




QUICKEN ME ONE LRAST TIME...
THAT T MIGHT TRSTE BLOOPD
RERIN,,,

INFERNRAL , TERRESTRIRL , AND
CELESTIAL HECRTE, GODDESS OF
CROSSROADS , QUEEN OF NIGHT,
ENEMY OF SUN, FRIEND BND
COMPRNION OF DRARKNESS...
MOTHER...

... HAVE
REVENGE...

SO LONG B85 T AM IN THE
WORLD YOL WiILL RLWRYS
LWE, BND HE WHO THRERT-
ENS A7y CHILD N 47y
HOME BECOMES A7)
ENEALY.

“as A PeERD
MEN T HRAVE
LIWVED IN 1T,
SEEN THROUGH
\T. T HAVE
SEEN THE
CLOCKWORKS
THAT TURN
THESE WORLDS, i\
RNPMBEEngvE N

THE SPHERES
1S CHAOS,

MAPE FLESH
'S THE DPRAGON,
OGPRL JAHAD,

WHOSE SERVANT
T HBVE BEEN ALL
THESE YERRS.

MY HUMBN

LIFE SEEMS
ALMOST LIKE
A DREAM TO




BND WHRAT A BUT
ANV LIFE = | GOP WRS
T WRS, SILENT TO
- ME, T
THE CRUDE COULD HERL
SIBERIAN PEASANT, : THE SICK WITH
STINKING OF DRINK y ; , MY BREE HENDS,
AND SEXURL 5 : BUT T COULD
EXCESS, CRYING . ' NOT HERR A%
QUT TO GOP: VOICE., WHY?
G/VE ATE |

ANESWERS S g T MIGHT HRVE

: ’ : LOST MYSELF IN

MY SINS, BUT

THEN SHE
FOUND ME.

 WHERE POES

17 COME FROAM T
WHOAT? POES

/T SERVER ”

" Wk 7 /S
TS LOWER
NES/CE MES

“THE SFE47 Y77, THE GRERT WITCH SHE EXPLEINED
v THRT THE FRTES

WHOSE CHICKEN-LEG HOUSE T =&
SEEN SO OFTEN IN MY BOYHOOD HRAD CHOSEN
VRERMS, ME TO BE THEIR
AGENT OF
CHRANGE, FRTHER
OF A/ NEw
MILLENNIUM.

IR

TN

ey

N T GAVE HER
ONE HRALF OF MY
SOUL, WHICH SHE
HID IN THE ROOTS
OF YGGDPRASIL,
THE WORLD TREE,
SO THRT MY
SPIRIT, AT LERST,
WOULD BLWAYS
BE SRFE. ”




YHE AND HIS COHORTS
DI THEIR BEST TO
MURDER ME, FINBLLY
THROWING ME INTO THE
FROZEN NEVAR RIVER.
BUT T DIDN'T FIND
DEATH THERE... T FOLIND
THE LS CON.

YT FOUND MY ANSWERS
BND MY PRl OSE.

N THEN , FOOLISHLY
BELIEVING THRT THIS
NEW MILLENNIUM ’
WOLILD COME THROUGH
POLITICAL ACTION,

I SECURED FOR MY~

SELF R POSITION OF | - “ T CAME ON
INFLUENCE IN THE R | PECEMBER 16,
RUSSIAN ROYAL <l ... OND 1216 , WHEN MY

FAMILY... WRITED FOR B | "FRIEND FELIX

A SIeN. YLSUPOV SHOT

ME IN THE BRCK.

1/
GrIGOR,
ELA/AIOVI/ESS
AFSLL T,
wHS REBORN
N CHROS.

A DESTROVER
OF MEN... WOULD
YOU BECOME THE
PESTROYER OF
N\ ArNAINVG, TO
DWELL FOREVER
IN BLOOD, RIOT,
AND FIRE?Z

SEE THIS
SUNRISE? WHEN

CHENGED FOR-
EVER,




ROMANIA,

RUINS OF
el
CASTLE.
279 MILES
FROM

CRSTLE
GI/RESCLU.

I

SUN UP AND NO
VAMPIRES. IT'M
SORRY, SIPNEY.
T KNOW YOu
WENTED TO SEE
SOME RCTION,

THRTS

OKAY...
CBN T RsK
YOU SOME-

THING 2

T KNOW T'M
THE NEW GUY,
AND IF T'M OUT
OF LINE LET ME
KNOW, BUT T WERARD
YOU QUIT THE BURERU
AFTER THE CAVENDISH
HALL CRSE, 1T READ
ABOUT THRT CRASE~-~
HOW THRT OLP GuY_ A
LATCHED ON TO YOUR 4]
POWERS AND TRIED
TO USE THEM... *

v

*MELLBOY SEED OF PESTRLICTION

BURERU

TOOK ME IN,

TREINED
ME,

N
TWENTY-
THREE YERARS
TVE QUIT THIR-
TEEN TIMES,
BUT T ALWRYS
COME

BRCK,

T WRsS
ELEVEN
YERRS OLD
WHEN MY
PsYCHIC “GIFT”
FlQlezD. ;’MGD o)

THE KID NEXT

POOR WRAS MRKING
FUN OF MY PONY-
TRILS, THEN ... HE

WARS JUST BURNING.
THEN HIS HOUSE,
THEN OLA2 HOUSE...

JUET KEPT GOING. 4

T KILLED
THIRTY-TWO PEOPLE
THRT DAY, INCLUDING
MY ENTIRE FEMILY,




LAsST
NIGHT THIS

LOOKED JUST
LIKE R P\ECE OF
WHALL, BUT IN THE
LIGHT OF DRY..,
T'M STRRTING TO
THINK IT MIGHT BE

=] OR.

TROUBLE 1S, T CAN'T
FIND BNY CHTCH,LOCK,
HENDLE...

SIDNEY
LEACH

HUMPN METAL

DETECTOR.

HH. ..

HUMBN METAL
DETECTOR DE-
TECTS METRL.,

BUD, THOSE
SYMBOLS ON
THE POOR...
ALCHEMYZ




COMH."
BRAD AR, (YN

THIS
Yy~ PLACE
MUST HAVE
BEEN SERLED

®)
- g B
- = B
® <+ _
T‘um
CJ
- . 0
0
= — IT /& — G
AN OLP
RLCHEMISTS

LAB. WHRT &

||
LIKE THAT,
H YOU'RE
GONNR ZobE
THIS.




W FEELS LIKE g WELL ... HE'S
BKIN, BUT 1T'5 UGLY.
coLp. SORT OF .

R MEDIEVAL

IUER:]

HOMUNCULUS. T TEST-TUBE aNp
W saw ONE IN PREGUE WHET'S
BRCK IN ‘82, BUT T'VE THAT HOLE

N HIS
CHEST ALL
RBOUT?Z

NEVER BVEN #E5a62

OF ONE THIS SIZE.
USUALLY THEY'RE
TINY LITTLE GUYS,

HOMUNCL-
WHETZ

AN
RRTIFICIAL
PERSON MADE
FROM BLOOD AND
HERBS , STEWED
IN A JAR BND IN-
CUBARTED IN HORSE
MRANURE...

wHRT N UH...
. LANGUAGE Mmss
1S THIS? SHERMANTZ

THESE LOOK
LIKE JOURNRLS,
THERE sHOULD
BE SOMETHING
IN HERE,

o o










NORWAY,

KROENEN...

M
ZINCO? ¥y FPOLOGIES, €
WHERT PLERSE BUT THIS JUST
DOES HE EXCUSE US, ARRIVED FROM
WRNT?Z MISTER ZINCO, MY MEN IN SOUTH N
BUT WE RERLLY AMERICH. \T'8 N
RRE RIGHT IN WHET YOU ASKED
THE MICDLEOF A ME TO FIND, SO T
SOMETHING. A THOUGHT YOU'D
WENT TO SEE IT
RIGHT RWAY.

..MISTER
ZINCO 18
HERE.

h 4

T WRS BURIED
N A BOMBED -~
OUT RUIN NERR
MBACAHPH. NO
TELLING HOW
LONG IT HAP
BEEN THERE.

OH, ZINCO, WONDERFUL
JORB. NOT TOO MUCH
DEMRGE...

THRTS
NO7T WHO
T THINK IT
18,18 172

¥ HRVE YOU GONE MAD, HIMMLER

YES, THE
LEOPOLD.. d&/}‘fﬂWC’ KARLZ WHRT RRE YOU | RECRUITED US

THINKING BBOUT, DIG~ TOGETHER NTO
GING /A7 LUIPZHE WRAS | WIS “SPECIAL
NEVER ANVTHING BUT GROWP, ”
TROUBLE.

T WE WERE &T UNI-
VERSITY TOGETHER,
WORKED

PROFESSOR
HERMBN VON
KLEMPT,

HE WRS
MY FRIEND,

HE sHOWULD
HFNOE(:BEEN ONE




HE SHOULD HAVE BEEN
PRRT OF THE RAGNRA-
ROK PROJECT, B8UT
RASPUTIN FRILED TO
RECOGNIZE HIS
GEN/LS,

RASPUTIN
/S QUR
MEBSTER,

r  CRNT
THE MRSTER
MRKE ONE
MISTRKE?

HE SHOULD HAVE
BEEN ONE OF Us,

WHERE WRS HE?

ROMANIA. MONASTERY OF

ST, BARTHOLOMEW.

TWENTY-TWO MILES FROM
CRSTLE GILRESCL.

I'M
WHRIRNING
YOU, NICHOLRS,
YOu SHOULD GO.

YOU CRN.

B EES

THIS PLACE RS m %

N =
N
¥ 7 —{/;
I 7= =
g = |
: ’ -
WH®RTS =
THE i
METTER NOW, | —_
STEPHEN? - 2
. DON'T YOu
REMEMBER
THE SMELL
OoF \T?

PLAGUE/

SHOULD HAVE SLEPT
N ICE WITH US, BUT

HIDING IN SOME
JUNGLE LIKE A
MONKEY 2

WE
| FRILED YOu,
HERMAN..,
T FRILED
YOu...

..8uT

L WL
MEKE THINGS
RIGHT.

POOR STEPHEN,

YOU'RE CONFUSED

AGAIN, OLD FRIEND.

GO HOME, HUG THOSE

FINE GRANDPEARBIES
OF YOURS.,

MBRIA AND THE
CHILDREN ARE GONE,
T SENT THEM OFF TO
BUCHRREST AT FIRST
LIGHT THIS MORNING.

-

T WOULD NOT
HEVE THEM SEE
THE DRRK DRAYS
THET ARE COM-
ING, WOULD NOT
HAVE THEM SEE
ME RS A%
PUPPET.

WHOSE
PUPPETZ

GILRESCU,




GIURESCU 18 Y GOD CHOSE
GONE,STEPHEN, TO CRANCEL BVIL
WITH BEVIL. THE
NEZIS TOOK
GIURESCU, AND
HE CFiBNNOT COME

HIS VOICE IN
MY HERD
LIKE WHEN WE
WERE BOYS,
YOU REMEM-~
BER?

You Lo
REMEMBER...

THIS TOWN UW7ZL
GO BRCK TO ITS
OoLD WRYS. THEN
T Wikl BE NO
PLACE FOR R
PRIEST,

THIS IS A7Y TOWN 8ND THESE
ARE MY PEOPLE. |E EVIL COMES
IT SHOULD BE WARY OF ME

" HEAR,
THEREFORE
AND FEARR, O
SATAN, ENEMY
OF THE FARITH,
= FOE TO THE
HUMAN
RACE... "

\‘OOLI

PG -SL/Ck’ 4

@

\..SECUICER
OF MEN,
BETRAVER =
OF oc

NATIONS.,.. ”

NICKY...

V... FORGIVE ME IF YOU CRN.”




CASTLE GI/IRESCL,

HELLBOY
TO BURERU,
HELLBOY TO
BURERU. CAN

™IS
CONNECTION
ISN'T WORTH
CRAP/

' o e - - . ; I You

), ’ e : S W ; VPN HERR
ang’ , e : - Y ME, T'VE FOUND
e, - : % e~ ‘ = GIURESCU, HE'S
% T - - : N, Py N ALIVE, WOUNDED,
: i s+ QB Vg T AND STILL ON THE

3] _ : =3 LOOSE SOME-
o : : WHERE UNDER-

A . e
N‘% §% . R 23 3 “A(‘_ it GROUND,
T. THINK
OUR BEST BET
HERE 1S TO
BLOW UP THIS
WHOLE DRMN
CHSTLE AND BRING
\'T DOWN ON TOP
OF HIM,

T DON'T KNOW
WHET WENT ON HERE
BECK IN ‘44, 8UT,
FORTUNRTELY FOR US,
IT LOOKS LIKE THERE
WHAS SOME KIND OF
VAMPIRE~-NRZI ARMS
DEAL....




THERE'S RBOUT A BRZILLION
POUNDS OF OLD MUNITIONS
HERE, BND FROM WHET T CHN
TELL THE STUFRF'S STILL

GO0P.

T'VE
WIRED IT,
aND RIGHT

...AND
T'M GIVING

T'M HERDING POWN

TO THE VILLAGE,

SO W \/OUECQN HEAR
ME...
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HELLBOVY...

CASTLE
GIURESCU,

fo
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HELLBOVY...




LUEEN
RGON-
EVYED
HECATE.

WITCH
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HAIL
HRIL . ALSO TO THE
HECRATE, . GEFST, WHO RSCEN~
DETH SUT OF THE
PIT ANDP WHOSE
COMING OF RGE MRARKS
THE ENDING OF THE
WORLD,

YOU'RE
THINKING OF
SOMEBODY

ELSE,

RS LONG RS
T HAVE BEEN IN
THE WORLD, MEN 'I
HAVE SPOKEN OF |
YOU. PROPHETS
HRVE FORETOLD

YOUR COMING. I HRAVE
WRITED RLL
THESE CENTURIES
TO SEE YOU WITH
MY OWN BYES.

HOW
STRANGE
YOu BPPERR
TO ME NOwW..,
50 SHORT OF
YOUR GLORY,
YOu RRE
HARD TO RE-
COGNIZE,

TOO LONG
LOST AMONG
HUMRANS , YOU
HARVE NERRLY
LOST MoL/&2~
SELF...

L CTURNED
YOUR BRCK
ON YOUR OWN
KIND...




YOU HAVE N Y )
MPDE WER Y 3N
AGEAINST f
MEMBERS OF ANCIENT
YOUR OWN SPIRITS OF THE
FAMILY...AND  RIR, THE MOUNTRINS,
MINE, STREAMS, AND POOLS;
OLP GOPs OF GRAVES
e,  ~ND sHRCOWS AND
DEMONS OF

. WITCHES,
B5TRIGES,
VARMPIR...

... GHOSTS
COME FORTH
FROM THEIR

~
OCCQO00CTI N

< >

S
LA
S
7~

-

v
By
3
o]
B V
R

THESE
ARE YOLL2
PEOPLE,YOUR

KITH ANDP

KIN

ALSO KNOW YOU SLEW
THET VLADIMIR HIS FRTHER~~
GI\URESCU Wirs NOW...
HUMBN, BUT
NOW 1S LIKE
MY OWN SON.

REMEMBER.

AIKE
FFI’T'HEQ

STRY
WITH ME,




LRDY, T
WRS GONNRA
CUT YOU SOME
SLACK, ‘\CALSE
YOU'RE A MRJOR
MYTHOLOGICAL
FIGURE...




... BUT NOW YOU'VE
JLST GONE

LN

ACCEPT THE TRUTH
OF YOUR EXISTENCE
OR BE DESTROYED/

YOu
CRANNOT
ESCRPE YOUR
LESTINY.S

TIME 1S COMING TO RING POWN
THE CURTRIN ON MAN,

ALRERDY THE
FOUR HORSEMEN
ARE LOOSE IN THE
WORLD.

IT IS FOR US

TO DARKEN THE
SUN, TURN THE MOON
TO BLOOD, AND PUT
OUT THE STRRS ...




... \CAUSE
YOU'RE VERY,
VERY UGBLY...

NOT
GONNA
HRPPEN...

& A7
C/AANT ST E

V—(a 74 £

WUTHEN THOTH
CURSED HER 80O
THRT SHE WRAS
HRALF CHANGED

1

Y .. AND WHEN HER
TRUE NRTURE WRS
PDISCOVERED, SHE
WRE DRIVEN FROM
THE TEMPLE 8NP
OuUT OF THE GATES
OF THE QITY...




!
; e = ¢ SURERISES

N LLLPND coupP
NO MORE BERR
THE LIGHT OF

PaY.










T KNOW.,WE GOT
A CALL FROM
HELLBOY AN HOUR
RGO BUT COULDN'T

BUREAL FOR PRRFANORMAL RE-~
SEARCH AND PEFENSE HEAP -
QPUARTERS, FARIRFIELL, C7.

... PAMN ZINCO PHONES AREN'T
WORTH... CONNECTION'S
TERRIGLE ... CAN'T GET AHOLP
OF ANYBOPLY..,

TOM, WE'VE PUT ITON UNDERSTAND A
GOT R CALL SPERAKER.
COMING IN FROM
ROMRANIA, ITS
CLRARK. WHRT'S
GOING ON
OVER THERE,

k CLARK?Z
S T .

RUINSG OF SZENTES CASTLE, FORTY-
SIX MILES FROM CASTLE GUIRESCU, . B GOOP-SIZED
EXPLOSION ACROSS
THE WAY, cOuULP BE HELLBOYS
SERRCH ARER BLOWING
ONE. THINGS 1P

NOTHING

ALL RIGHT, YOU TWO, IF WHRATS THRAT'S
YOU ARE SL&LE YOUR SITE THE STRTUS WHRT THEY
1S SECURE, PROCEED TO OF THRAT SAIP TWO
ARER ONE, LOCRTE HELL- PLANE?Z HOURS
BOY BAND REPORT RE0.
BRCK, YOu
STILL ! SHOULD SEND
WE'LL ON THE ANOTHER
CONTINUE TRYING GROWND AT ( PLANE, TOM.
TO CONTRCT RIMNICU, ] THERE'S SOME-
SERRCH TERM REFUELED, \ THING BRD
THREE, BuT NOW GOING ON OVER
THERE'S SOME THERE...

MECHRANICAL
PROBLEM.

THEY SRY TWO

HOURS..,

A~OKAY,




b

N RERAL,
REAL BRD. "

LOVE THE
DPRAGON,

MBKE ME STRONG. MAKE ME

LIVE FOREVER.

“’{;Sz' ;OEJ 55:"
THESE EVENTS IN
ROMANIA. MOTION AND NOw
THEY WILL. PLAY OUT
RS THEY WiLL,

Ccu PLARY OUT

HIS PART
As FATE
PECIDES,

LOVE
CHROS. LOVE

ME.

[: T

THOT YOu
WOULD SEE THE

VAEMPIRE
RESTORED TO HIS
POWER RND YOU
WiLL, BUT NOW
THIS 18 YOLA
HOUR, YOURS
AND MINE,

NOW, BE
BRAVE.




BEHOLPD...
YOURSELF,

N THIS BLACK-
IRON BELLY SO
MRANY YOUNG
GIRLS WERE CUT,
AND ALL THART
BLOOD DREINING
INTO WARRM 1IRON
POTS, AND INTO
B TUB FOR THRT
LADY'S BRTHING.

HELLO, GRIGORI, AND HELLO

ALSO TO YOU, ILSA HAUPSTEIN.
T HAVE FOR YOU THIS GIFT
FROM THE 8RBA YRGH.

AN |RON
MRAIDENZ

THE

TERRIBLE

“MRIDEN OF JOO,

FRVORITE TORTURE

MRACHINE OF THAT
LONG - RGO COLNTESS,
ELIZABETH
BATHORY.

ALL
THET BLOOP
DID THRT LAY
MUCH GOOP AND
KEPT HER IN
YOUTHFUL COLOR...

EVEN THROUGH HER
ARREST AND TRIAL.,
RAND EINALLY SHE 1S
BRICKEP-LIP ALIVE
INSIPE HER OWN
CRSTLE WALL...

...AND
EINALLY
SHE 12 DYING
THERE...




Y80 THE BRBA YRGA SAYS You
SHOULD MAKE BETTER USE OF THIS
THAN SHE WHO , IN THE END, WRS
BERUTIFUL ONLY FOR RATS ABND
SPIDERS,

~ (A
e

NOT SO WELL,

YERRS RGO, YOUR
OWN CRERATURE,
THE “HELL~BOY,”
SLRPRISED HER
IN THE GRRVEVARD
NERR BEREZNIK
AND SHOT OUT ONE

OF HER EVES,

SO MUCH OF HER
LEAKED OUT OF THRAT
HOLE THRT SHE 1S FRPED ¢
OUT OF THIS WORLD, SHE -
LIVES NOW BEYOND THE
THRICE ~NINE LANDS IN
THE THRICE-TENTH
KINGPOM.,

OUR THANKS TO

THE BRBA YRGH

AND TO YOU, KOKLU.
TELL ME, HOW

1S THE OLP

WOMBN?Z

CHICKEN-
<
HOUSE?Z

I/ 1 vonr N/ Tives TwaT ARE

UNDER- COMING WiLL. BE TOO
STAND ANY HARSH FOR FLESH,
OF THIS... ) BND YOU WILL NEED

TO STAND BESIDE ME

IN THE TEETH OF THE

RAGNR-ROK STORM.

THIS IRON
BOPY NEEVS
ONLY YOUR

GREAT HERART

ANDP MIND TO

MBKE I'T LIVE,

GONE

ALSO, FOR
THE ONE 18
NEVER FAR
FROM THE

L LIKE T PIED R LITTLE
IN THE NEVAR RIVER,
THE PRAGON WRITS
FOR Us JUST o7~
S/PE THE THRESHOLD
OF HUMBN LIFE,

EMBRRCE
HIM THERE,




THEN, RS YOUR MORTAL STRENGTH

FRILS YOU, RIS GREART CHROS

POWER FILLS YOU UP... ALMOST TO
BURSTING,

FOR YOU,
MRASTER...

SEE HOW
THE PRAGON
IS5 COMING...




SHE WilL
BE HRAPPY
TO HERR

THENK THE N/ TELL HER
OLD WOMAN THAT THE
FOR ME, KOKU,  PEMON WHO

TELL HER THRT PUT HER EYE THRT. ...BUT
HER GIFT WilL OuUT PIES THIS YOU BE
BE PUT TO VERY NIGHT, CAREFUL
SOOP USE, OUT THERE,

GRIGORI..,

AaNe

ANP VISIT HER
SOON,

... TOO MBNY
HUMBNS,

TOO
MRANY
HUMRABNS .,

- ! ~ NOT
FOR MUCH
LONGER., ”




CASTLE GILIRESCL.




UH/ HE'S ‘ WELL PUT HIM
HERVY, ON TOP.

THEN WE LIKE OUR "-
PRIVE HIM FRTHERS 2
TO THE CROSS-{ AND THEIR s
RORDS AND FATHERS USED
LEAVE HIM ... TO DO, =
T NEVER o
THOUGHT W
THRT WE.,, WE %
PO WHAT
WE HAVE
=~ TO PO...

"

N \ 2N ...BUT T
WOULD RATHER
% NOT LIVE TO |
SEE WHAT 1S
COMING ..

/

THE RPOCRLYPSE RRMY
NORWAY. 1S NOW COMPLETE AND
NUMBERS SIX HUNDRED
ANP sIXTY-SIX,

THRT'S THE
SMBLL NUMBER 1S
FOR AN SYMBOLIC.

RRMY.

IN THE
WRKE OF OUR
SOLDIERS WiL.L
FOLLOW PLRARGUE
AND FARMINE BND S0
MUCH DERTH THET
THE HUMBN RRCE WiLL
BE PEPOPULATED BY
TWO THIRDS, SO MUCH
DEATH THAT THE
DRAGON WiL.L STIR
N HIS PRISON.




THEN, ON THE LAST PRAGON?Z
DAY, RASPUTIN WILL

COME RGAIN., HIS

SPIRIT WILL ENTER

INTO A BODY THAT OGPRU
WE WiLL CRERTE. HE JARAP, THE =
WiLL STAND SIPE SEVEN WHO RRE
BY SIDE WITH THE U/ ONE. THE SERPENT
BERST, AND TO- WHO WILL PURIFY THEN
GETHER THEY WiLL THE ERRTH WITH WHRAT?Z
SHATTER THE FIRE 80 THAT EVERYONE
PRISON OF THE RRSPUTIN CAN HARPPY AND
DRAGON, AND RAISE A NEW NAKED IN
CRALL THE 00 WORLD OUT OF PARADISEZ
PRAGON TO = THE ASHES, 5
ERRTH. OO v
0 T THINK
I F\éou WERE
OZEN TOO
LU 9 IS LONG.
KRARL, T HRVE A DOZEN T ONLY NEED MAENPOWER. THIS MRGIC-NUMBER
HRLF-FINISHED PROJECTS RARMY OF YOURS...

HIPPEN IN THE JUNGLES
OF SOUTH AMERICA, ANY
onveE OF THEM COuLp
MAKE uUs THE MOST
POWERFUL MEN IN 7%/
WORL.P.

THINK, WHY BLRN
POWN THE WORLDP
WHEN WE CRAN BE
TS MASTERS?

LTS TIN (S

ENOUGH.

RASPUTIN IS
OUR MRSTER.

LEA74
FOR YouL s

£l

' LEOPOLD?




LEOPOLD,
STOP/

WE
WERE ONLY
PISCUSSING.

OUT OF MY WAY, KARL. T Y TM GOING TO
SHOULY NEVER HAVE REMEDY THRAT
ALLOWED YOu TO BRING
THRT ABOMINBTION BRCK

TO LIFE,




MASTERL S ROMANIA.

COME FROM FIRE, REBORN IN FIRE, ' You
NOW, FINALLY BROUGHT LOW BY WeEeLE THE
: FIRE. PROPHET OF MY
NEW RGE, BUT YOU
TWRNED YOUR BRCK
ON ME ... AND ON
YOURSELF,

T HRVE
WRANTED
YOUR PERTH,

BUT NOwW
THRT IT 18 AT
HEND..,

GLORIOUS PURPOSE, |
BUT WHEN YOU DENIED
IT YO FORCEP ME
TO CRERTE YOUR
REPLACEMENT.

NOW
YOU HARVE
NO PURPOSE

NOW
IT 1S THE
COLD NRTURE
OF THE LNI-

VERSE THRT

PEMANDS YOUR
END.




ELIZABETH SHERMAN

KNOWS, ONLY HOURS RGO AND WE HAVE OUR PRTHS

SHE SOUGHT TO ESCRPE TO TRAVEL.

FROM HERSELF... TRIED TO ' r—

RID HERSELFE OF HER ; "
LIVING GIFT.

SHE , AND
OTHERS,
SUFRFERED
FOR IT.

WE RRE WHRT WE ARE,




(CHAPTER FIVE







BUREAL! FOR PARENORMEAL Y -

RESERRCH AND PEFENSE MR,

HEAPPUARTERS , FAIRFIELD, C'7T. CLRARKZ MR,
SRAPIEN 2
COME N,

BURERU PLERSE,., BUREAL .
TO SERRCH WE HEAR
TEAM TWO ... :

L = ]
BURERW :
TO SERRCH

TERM TWO...

ROMANIA.

P e

GOT A FIX
ON HELLBOY'S
BELT SIGNRAL TS
COMING FROM R
LITTLE TOWN, NVO7
THE CRASTLE, WHICH
1S GOOP,*CRUSE THE
CASTLE'S JUST R

BIG, SMOKING

> HOLE.

=

PROCEED WITH
CRUTION ... STLL NO
WORL FROM ... BE

APVISED ... AGENTS

IN ROUTE ... T PUNNO.

LOOKS
AWFUL
QUIET DOWN

EBRE




YO P THINK THIS
KIND OF ENTRANCE
WouLP ATTRRCT
ATTENTION,

Yyou'p
THINK,

... ARRAID
TO COME
OUTSIPE,

“|
W -

i\

w
SR |

7

BITHER
BVERYONE'S
GONE, OR...
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ABRAHAM
SAPIEN..,

SURELY
YOU REMEMBER
Ate

... THE
GRERT MAN
WHOSE LIFE
YOU TOOK,

SEE THE
WOUNDP.

50
HORRIBLE
AN INJURY

THAT T WERR
TS MARK BVEN
NOW.

ANY
WONPER
THEN THAT T
SHOULD WANT
REVENGE T

OF MY
MURDERERS
ONLY YOU
RARE LEFT UN-
PUNISHED,

You

Wit NOT
LIVE MUCH
LONGER,

T DON'T
BELIEVE~-

AND THE
HANDS ON THE
SPERR SHRAFT
WiLL BELONG

TO BANOTHER,.,

ALRERPY
OTHERS HAVE
PRID.

BLIZABETH
SHERMRAN , HER
LIFE RUINED;

HELLBOY, BERTEN

AND CHRINED. HE

DIES N THIS VERY

HOUR,

...BuT
THE HEART
THAT DRIVES

THEM WiILL BE
AIINVE .




ABRAHAM e - ' THE ‘
J OCERN 15

SAPIEN,
CRLLING HER
Do You HERR.,. CHILDREN
SUNKEN BELLS F HOME,
ARE TOLLING
FOR THEE,

ouT OF
THE CRVERNS
OF NLUM-YRBISC,
DARK AND TERRIBLE
PEEP...

WHEN SHRLL WE THREE
MEET AGRINZ IN THUNDER,
LIGHTNING, OR IN
BIN2

WHEN
THE HURLY-

BATTLE'S
LOST...




WHAT

S THIS
CREATURE
BEFORE ME,
HALE-ORESSED N

IN THE
BORROWED
SHALE OF

A MABN7?

HELLBOY...
Q
&
KILL MY
KIN, BRING
DOWN MY HOUSE, _
EVEN VIOLATE o —
THRT SACRED o
TEMPLE -~ MY
OWN HILIMBN
& 8O0V, »
> ° 9
&
» ©
(74
L
) Q o "
< > (e
<7 -
=0 <l S o
— DO YoOu
@ - FINALLY
_ RERLIZE THE
(17 i FUTILITY OF
TZ?
w
° =




T 1S
PRLE
HECARTE S
SAIATOR 7L
BLoor FLOWS
IN THESE o
VEINS /

HER

WILL ALONE
CRUSES THESE
LIMBS TO MOVE, .
THIS HERRT TO '
BERT, THIS BREIN A

TO WORK AND

RERSON ...

AND HER
THIRST S

IN ME RLSO,

AND T'LL HRVE

YOUR BLOOPD
FOR T/




AND CELESTIAL HECRTE,
QUEEN OF NIGHT..,

INFERNAL , TERRESTRIAL,
GODPESS OF CROSSRORADS,

ENEMY OF SUN, FRIEND
AND COMPANION OF
DRRKNESS...

“GORGO,
MORMO,
MOON OF R
THOWSANP

D> | FoOrRMS...”

L4

N THIRSTY
FOR BLOOD
AND THE
TERROR
OF MORTRAL
MEN..,







INTERESTING.,

YOu HIT THEM,
HORSES PON'T

< >
L=}
<>
VAMPIRES - °
BITHER, = AW
FOR THAT -
MRTTER.

HIMSELF
FOR HIS
MOTHER...

/ 7/
7
THE
[ ©o0D soN
\ SRCRIFICES
\

HECRTE'S
BLOOD FLOWS
THROUGH
GIURESCU. THROUGH
HiM




el 60y D

,,,,,







BEHOLD THE PIT.

DOES THE
PRRKNESS
HAVE R
TONGUE RND
A VOICE
AND B NRVE
FOR T8
CRLLING 2
OM -~ NUNG
RAHAR UN
OGURY RBMA
I UN BRSCHUG-
SUL..

T 1S CHBOS
THAT 1S

SPERKING
TO YOU,

FOR THIS
MOMENT
YOuU WERE

BORN...

HERVEN,
HELL, AND
HUMAN COME
TOBSETHER RS

NOW,
BECOME
YOURSELF...

CORPSE-~
BORN
BLINDER OF
INNOCENT
WOMEN ...

AND THE BERST
SHALL COME FORTH
OUT OF THE PIT TO
BRERK THE HERVENS

AND LOOSE THE
PRAGON TO BURN THE
WORLD, THEN SHALL BE
HERRD SINGING RAND
JOYOUS SOUNDS OUT OF
ALL TRE PARK PLACES,
OUT OF THE PEOPLES
OF THE PRST.

YOU'VE
GOT THE
WRONG

RS
FORETOLD
N PROPHE-~




ANUNG UN RAMA.
LOOSE THE PRAGON
FOR THIS 15 THE
ENDPING OF PAYS,

YOu WERE
BORN INTO
THE WORLD
FOR THIS
PURPOSE
ONLY.

PELIVER
THE WORLD
BRCK INTO

CHROS,

SET
UPON YOUR
BROW THAT
CROWN OF







—

BND KNOWING WHRT YOU KNOW,
STILL YOU MIGHT DENY THIS
TRUTH ONE LAST TIME, BND THRT
WiLL BE YOUR INSTANT DERTH ...
OR BECOME YOURSELR, TAKE
THAT KEY YOU HOLP IN YOUR
RIGHT HRND RND OPEN THE PIT..,

YOU HARVE
ONLY
THESE TWO
CHOICES.

T CHOOSE
POOR NUMBER
THREE S

GODVPRAMN
LIFE, T'LL PO
WHRT T WRNT

WITH 1T/

YOu PON'T
LIKE THRT,
KilL ME IF
YOU CAN/

IMPOSSIBLE. BORN OF HUMAN
WOMAN IN HELL.,
REBORN OF HUMRAN

PESIGN ON

ERRTH ...

AND NOW,
FINALLY...




LONG
COUPLE OF
PRYS?

.

CRAME TO
TRY THAT
PARPRIKA
CHICKEN,

SO You

MAPDE 1T TO
ROMBNIR RRTER

£5ad
58xne
NLCEU
KFRQC
OQMH
EQt




THERE'S BLSO AN IRON
MRBRIDEN OUT THERE SOME~
WHERE , SIXTEENTH CENTURY.
8IG... MRYBE RLIVE,,,

THERE ARE
AGENTS CHECKING
THROUGH THE WOODS
FOR STUFF LIKE

‘BOUT THE
GUYS 7

HOW
OTHER

THIS BROKEN ARM,
WHOLE \——/ CLPARK |8 DEAP.
50 15 8uUP

WALLER,

.. HED
ONE OF HER
EPISODES,
SHE'S IN
SHOCK . THE
NEW GUY GOT

ALRERPY BEEN
RIRLIFTED
OuT,

BURNED. THEY'VE |

THE PLANE THRT
WRS SUPPOSED TO
PICK YOU aUYS UP
BLEW UP ON THE
RUNWAY AT RIMNICU,
KILLED THE WHOLE
CREW,

HOW THE HELL COULD
EVERY 7H/ING GO THIS
WRONGZ

NCRLUSE WE PON'T
KNOW WHRT THE HELL
WRS GOING ON HERE.
STiLL PONT. 4

T WRS
RIGHT IN THE
MIDDLE OF THIS
THING, ARND T THINK
T JuST SAW THE
TIP OF THE ICE-
BERG.

STRANGER
THRN YOU
THINK.
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POCTOR T HAVE SUCH... EViL, SCHEMING
KROENEN, \DERS... BUT. .. HERD / LEOPOLD
WHRT OH, LEOPOLD, WRS RIGHT. YOu
Wikl YOu WHAT HAVE T ARE TO BLAME /

PONE _TO
usz

DO NOow?2

WERKLING /!
YOuU ARE

MBKING ME
SOk

Yo
FE AL 70
ELAMES

NOU ZARE BRING : NO, MRSTER /
THIS RBOMINATION T WRS ONLY
IWNTO MY AOLY / T POING WHRT T
CHELRCH.S WRSN'T WRS TOLD...
ME, ZINCO
FOLIND THE

SACRILEGES

MEBSTER,
PLERSE...




ZINCO, LOOK OUT7TS
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HELLBOY,
SIR. MESSRGE
FROM THE
GROUND. NO
SIGN OF THRT
{RON MPAIWPEN,

L
DION'T
WRNNA
SEE HER
RGRIN ANY-
W8aY.




HE SKELETON of Vladimir
@Giurescu was to have been moved
to B.PR.D. headquarters in Fairfield,
Connecticut. It was placed in temporary

storage at the Bucharest airport, where it
disappeared. It has never been recovered.



HE HEAD of Father Nicholas

Budenz never spoke again, but for

weeks continued to be the focus
of poltergeist activities, including sudden
temperature changes and the levitation of
objects. It is currently on loan to the Paulvé
Institute in Avignon, France.
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RASPUTIN, HOW IN DEFERT

HE COMES TO S1T R

HELLO,
GRAND -
MOTHER.




AH, POOR VT HAVE : YOU WERE CLEVER TO

GRIGOR), BEEN WRTCH- USE THE NAZ)S TO BRING
ING YOu, YOU [ THE HELLBOY CRERTURE

KNOW., RLL THESE . . TO ERRTH.

YEARS.

T
STILL HAVE
' ONE VERY
T'M [clelely
SORRY ONE.
ABOUT YOUR .

EYE

MY GOOP EYE Y SURELY THRT WRAS YOUR
OBSERVED YOU AT FINEST HOUR. ”
CRVENDISH HALL,
AND SRW HOW CLOSE
YOU CRAME TO VICTORY
THERE,

PRAGON IN HIS HOLE,
AND NO OTHER
HUMAN HRS EVER
DONE 7477,

SINCE T WAS REBORN SURELY THE LESSER PETRILS
IN THE NEVA T HRVE OF THIS PLRAN WEARE YOURS,
BUT THIS ALWRYS FOLLOWEPR THE BUT THE PESIGN OF THE
LAST BIT OF DICTATES OF THE THING CRME OUT OF THAT
BUSINESS... URRGON. T HAVE DONE COLD, PARK PLRCE BETWEEN
UNDONE BY R HIS WILL BND HAVE WORLDS.

HERD IN H
JAR?

LISTENED FOR HIS VOICE
TO INSTRUCT ME IN BLL
THINGS. BUT THIS LAST T DO NOT LIKE
THING ... THIS WRS MY THE 1DER THAT T
OWN. AM ONLY A
PRAWN ...

YOU'RE
FOOLING
YOURSELF,




LIKE IT
OR DON'T,
YOU RARE WHRT
YOU HRAVE
ALLOWED
YOURSELF TO
BECOME...

WHOSE PURPOSE
POES SHE SERVE

YOURS?Z

“NOTHING."

V cricor),
WHOSE PUR-
POSE DO Yo/

SERVE NOW?Z

CAN'T
T HAVE
SOME-

THING FOR
MYSELFY

v

AND YET, WITH YOUR GIFT, T
w7s RBLE TO TRANSFORM
ILSA HRUPSTEIN...

v YOU'RE R PERP
HOW'Z MAN, GRIGOR!, NOT
A GOP. NOT R KING,
NOT EVEN R

IN THE ENP YOU
ARE ONLY R
MBN ..

AND
MRAYBE
THIS /5
THE END.

GRAND~ ]

MOTHER...

WHERE 15 YOUR
CHICKEN-LEG
HOUSE?Z

T
PREAMT
OF 1'T WHEN
T WRs A
BOY...




..AND
IT HRS NOT
CHRNGEP AT

s A1'I0] ¢Mgly ¢

i ;m )}( |

WAL

JOURNEY
TO THIS

PLACE HAS
BEEN TOOO




...MRYBE R

AFTER
YOUR GOOP
EVE.

. 4

“ POOR RASPUTIN... ” [

P

-

A




HE BOOK YOU’RE HOLDING is the most ambitious
comics project I've ever attempted as both writer and

artist. When I began drawing issue one, the plot was
different. The Nazis, Karl and Leopold, had a much
smaller role and Herman Von Klempt, the head in a jar,
wasn’t in the book at all (hard to believe I would have left him out).
The biggest difference was the last chapter. In the original version,

Hellboy was freed from the stake at the crossroads by the
Homunculus from issue three (a bit of a stretch even for me), then
had a big fight to the death with Giurescu. It was okay, and probably
would have worked just fine, except when I got to issue four, Hecate
did all that talking about Hellboy’s destiny. Well, that sort of screwed
up everything. Suddenly my ending was too small. With the help of
my wonderful editor (who is constantly saving me from myself), I
replotted the more cosmic ending and, in the process, I think I finally
made clear what those things on Hellboy’s forehead are. The epilogue
is brand new, done specifically for this collection.

I want to thank my wife, Christine, for putting up with me, and
Scott Allie, James Sinclair, Pat Brosseau, and Cary Grazzini for making
me look better than I am. Thanks to Gary Gianni for letting me run
his beautiful MonsterMen story as my backup feature. Thanks to
everyone who bought the comics, and a special thanks to everyone who
wrote in. You've been great. You seem to want more Hellboy, so now
I’'m going back to work.

Goodnight.

W Wanp—

Mike Mignola
Portland, Oregon
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featuring
Bructe Timm
P. CraiG RUSSELL
DEREK THOMPSON
Dave COOPER
JAY STEPHENS
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GRAPHIC NOVEL / HORROR

DARK
HORSE
BOOKS

“The collection in your hands dis-
tills all that is best about the comic

book into a dark, intoxicating ruby
wine. Sit down and knock it back
in one, then wait for your reading
experience to undergo a mystify-
ing and alarming transformation.
Hellboy is a passport to a corner of
funnybook heaven you may never
want to leave. Enter and enjoy.”

[from the introduction by Alan Moore





