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own five pages of the original artwork to Mike
Mignola’s Hellboy story “The Corpse.” Five. If
you all want to hate me now, it’s okay, I can
handle it. I own five pages of “The Corpse.”

When it comes to the artwork of Mike Mignola,
I find I’'m still wearing the hat of a fan. It appears
every time I pick up his latest work. And it’s especially
prominent whenever it’s one of his short stories, which,
let me be up front about this, I consider to be the fin-
est and most consistently successful work, on so many
different levels, being done in comics today.

I first became aware of Mike’s work about ten years
ago when Al Milgrom, editor of Marvel Fanfare, knowing
I filled time between my personal projects with inking
assignments, tried to entice me onto the book by sending
me xeroxes of a Submariner story by a young artist I was
not too familiar with. It bore little resemblance to the
Mike of these days, but it looked good, and one panel in
particular, that of Subby casually standing on a wave,
seemed fresh and clever. I was enticed.

Over the next six years I inked almost three hundred
pages of Mike’s artwork and I’m still enticed. For those
three hundred pages I had a front-row-center seat to
watch his continual development, and watching that
evolution was half the fun of inking him (only in com-
ics do we talk about inking “him,” as if to ink an artist’s
pencil drawings is to ink the artist himself).

A digression. Our careers have intersected in some
interesting ways. Years ago DC Comics editor Mike
Carlin called to offer me the art assignment on a Phantom
Stranger limited series. I said I was too busy to pencil it,
but I could possibly ink it if they could find an interesting
penciller, someone, say, like Mike Mignola, who was
currently pencilling Michael Moorcock’s Corum for First
Comics. When he was offered the project, Mike seemed to
like the idea of the collaboration, and so dropped Corum
and went over to DC. Almost immediately I got a call
from an editor at First saying “For some reason, Mike has
left the Corum book and we need an artist. Would you be
interested?” You can’t make up stuff like that. A criminal
genius who wanted to hijack the Corum book couldn’t
have planned it better. But I didn’t want to hijack the
Corum book, I just wanted to ink Mignola. Besides, Mike
was already well on his way to becoming a master of
understatement. Inkers love that in a penciller.

Let me get back to the “fan hat” thing.

As a kid I seemed to wear it all the time. In the
mid sixties for Steranko’s series of Nick Fury and
Captain America stories. Then in the early seventies for
Windsor-Smith’s first flash of brilliance on the Conan
stories. Sure, some of these graphic stories, as stories,
could be naively pulpy, but it was the way these artists
worked the form itself that fascinated me, and I was

devoted to these creators not just for the quality of their
work, but for the greater excitement of seeing them grow
as artists, literally, month by month. Each new work
brought some new visual innovation, as they stretched
their graphic wings, as influences were assimilated, or
dropped, or transformed. To me, the cliffhanger wasn’t
what would happen to the hero next issue, but what
surprising visual development the artist might come up
with next. And so it has been with Mike Mignola.

In the past . . . twenty-five (my god) years since the
last Windsor-Smith Conan stories, there have been many
graphic stories that stretched the form, that have expanded
and deepened it and taken it far from any Hyperborean
fantasy land. If you read comics at all you probably know
which ones I mean. Monumental stand-alones like
Spiegelman’s Maus and Cruse’s Stuck Rubber Baby, series
with names like Bone and Hate and Cerebus and Eightball.
Documentaries like Joe Sacco’s Palestine, Pekar’s American
Splendor and Chester Brown’s Yummy Fur. All of these
books, and many more besides, have moved me, provoked
me, and challenged me to produce better work. And
though already a devotee of Mignola’s Hellboy, it was the
publication of “The Corpse” that rekindled my youthful
enthusiasm for the form. It was, and remains, absolutely
unique, with a deft wit, a sometimes gruesome sense of
humor, and at all times a formal elegance.

It is this formal elegance that hearkens back to those
earlier works that so excited my imagination as a young
artist. It is not just in Mike’s drawing that I take such
pleasure, but in all the disparate elements that make simple
drawing fit into the larger context of graphic storytelling. It
lies in the powerful use of black, the clever use of exposi-
tional panels, the careful attention to the rhythm of balloon
placement and sound effects, color as mood, architectural
detail (Mike seems to be the only artist in comics to realize
that not all graveyards come from New England), and,
most importantly, the plasticity of his layouts. His panel
arrangements seem to breathe, their size and proportion
one to the other in quick and elastic response to the needs
of the story. It is a sensual pleasure to read these stories.

To bring us up to date. It was just a few weeks ago
that I saw an announcement for this volume in the back of
the book Abe Sapien. And it was only a few days ago that
editor Scott Allie asked me, to my great pleasure, to write
this intro. As I hadn’t seen the as yet unpublished “Baba
Yaga” story, I asked Scott for a copy to preview, reasoning
that I couldn’t introduce a book unless I'd seen all of it.
But, really, my motive was not so pure. What I really
wanted to do was to wave the unpublished piece
before all my friends who are also Mignola fans and say,
“Look what I haaaaave.”

I have five pages of original art form “The Corpse,”
did I mention that?



The Corpse

ABOUT FIFTEEN YEARS AGO I discovered an Irish folktale
called “Teig O’Kane and the Corpse,” and I decided right then and
there that one day I would adapt it for comics. Well, that sort of
happened. In 1995 someone at Dark Horse approached me with
the idea of me doing a Hellboy story that would appear in Capital
City’s Advance Comics catalog in two-page installments. Two pages?
How the hell do you do that? The challenge was to come up with a
story where some new, strange thing would happen every two pages.
I dug out “Teig O’Kane” (thinking of the three different churchyard
incidents), added bits and pieces from other English and Irish
folktales (the changeling, the bouncing rock, Jenny Greenteeth, etc.),
and there you go.

Several people I respect and admire consider this to be the best
Hellboy story I've done (see Craig Russell’s introduction). I guess I
would agree, but when I first did “The Corpse,” I was convinced that
it was the all-time worst story I had ever done. I don’t remember why.

Oh well . ..

M

The Iron Shoes

WHEN IT CAME TIME to collect the two-page “Corpse”
installments I was faced with a problem. The story wasn’t quite long

enough to fill a comic. I added a new first page (the title page), but
didn’t want to try adding new story pages. By now I liked the story
and didn’t want to mess it up. So I came up with “The Iron Shoes,”
because I like the title 7he Corpse and the Iron Shoes.

I will be the first to admit that this isn’t really a story, just a weird
little incident, but that’s okay. I like the use of the experts at the
beginning as a way to throw some folklore at the reader. It’s a trick I
plan to use again one of these days.




Up the airy mountain,

Down the rushing glen,

We daren’t go a-hunting

For fear of little men.

“The Fairies”
William Allingham




TRELAND, 1959

THAT THING OVER '
THERE... THAT ISN'T MY

ALICE. T KNOW T/ Z
e ANOW /7.
WHEN MY
HUSBAND'S
AWARY T
LAUGHS AT
ME BIND...

T SAYS
THINGS -~

MARGRARET/

T'VE FOUND

SOMEONE
WHO cAN
HELP US,

--AWFUL
THINGS.

THEY'VE
TAKEN
OUR LITTLE
ALice!




NOu LOOK ¥
PRETTY OOV
. TO ME. y

18 YOUR

Y MEBAN OLD
MOTHER

R CRAZYZ

SOMETHING
FOR YOU.

/7
BURRRRRNS S




WHERE'S
THRT
BABYZ

WHERE THE

BABY 1S AND

T'LL LET YOUu
O.

HRAVE
MERCY
ON MY POOR
WITHERED
FORM.

T
THEE TO THE
CROSSROADS BY
THE STRIKE OF MID-
DLE-NIGHT, UNDER
THE CORPSE TREE,

I'M NOT FOOLING
WITH YOU, MONKEY.
T'LL HRVE FATHER
NOLAN UP HERE
RINGING BELLS
AND SINGING RVE
MRRIA,

LOOK
YOU FOR
THREE ROUGH
LITTLE MEN,
AND PO RS
THEY BID

@\




NOU LET THART
THING 6O7Z AND
WHERE'S MY
ALICEZ WHRT

NYOU TWO ARE
GOING TO HRAVE
TO CALM POWN
AND TRUST ME.

HAVE THEY DONE
WITH HERZWHERE
18 BHE/Z

YOu

sHOULPA
WRUNG IT OUT
OF M18 LITTLE

THEY ARE A VERY WEIRD
LITTLE PEOPLE, BUT
THEY PO PLRY BY CER-
TAIN RULES. T PROMISE
TO GET YOUR PAUGHTER
BACK., BE PATIENT. THEY
N’ i
WON'T HARM HER THIS 18 AN

OLP GRME,
ANP T'VE GOT
TO PLAY IT
THEIR WAY.

l; CAREFUL AT THE
CROSSRORDS. THEY
USEP TO HBENG ROBBERS

THERE IN THE OLD PAYS--
LEFT THEM HANGING
FOR THE BIRDS.

PEOPLE
PON'T GO
THERE RAFTER







COULY BE THRT LITTLE OH, THIS NOW, THIS 1S
ALICE MONRGHRAN BRABY. ONE TAM OCLANNIE
COULD BE... FROM KILLARNEY.
PO
WE KNOW

WHOT
ANYTHING WOULP A
ABOUT

i As
B8IG FELLR LIKE ' 4 FINE AND
BRABIESZ THAT PO TO GET

LOVELY A
THAT LITTLE
BABYZ Y

/

/%I///l/

5 ///////

NOT MUCH GO0V
FOR WORK, WARS
OUR TAMMIE,
BUT'E WRs A
PRINKER ANP A
CARPY PLAYER
AND B8 WILY
MBN FOR PANC-
ING WITH PRETTY
GIRLS...

THE KING, ‘E WRS

TRAKE M. GET "M
FONP OF OU TAMMIE BURIED AND WE'LL
AND gAYS TA us: GET YO/ THAT
“YOU LAPS GO RAND NICE BABY.
LAY "IM IN SUCH A
PLACE AS'E, BEIN' A SORRY
CHRISTIAN, MIGHT

‘BOUT THRT
LIKE.” STINK, BUT “ES
GONE A BIT
"ROUNT THE
BEND, POOR
TRAMMIE.

NOw,
‘OW ARE WE
TO PO A THING
LIKE THRT?Z
NO S/R/ BUT
YOU NOW...

NOT SO TIGHT




QUICK , NOW, QU/CAk/
SEE THAT TAM O'CLANNIE
IS IN IS GRAVE BY PRY-

BREAQK. BURY IMN THRT CHURCH
AT TEAMPOLL-DEMUS, \F NOT
THERE, THEN CARRICK-FHAD-VIC-
ORUS. \F NOT THERE, THEN _
IMOLGUE -FRUA. AND \F
NOT THERE \ TS T
BE KiLL-BREEDVYA,

%o} i

THIS WORK
RIGHTLY AND
THE GO0V
PEOPLE WiLL
BE THRANKFUL

LOCKEP.

TVE
NEVER
BROKEN
INTO A
CHURCH...

CHECK
THE STONE
OVER THE

POOR.




T PON'T
ORPINARILY
CRARE FOR

TALKING DERD
cauvs--

--BUT YOU
MIGHT JusT
BE OKAY...
EVEN WITH
THAT SMELL,

WHAT PO ' SN
YOU THINKZ TON'T You ¥}

OK.Z GO FIND

= ) L Aes Z ‘A

. S S
NO ROOAM. :
£y NO ROOM.

RU TR

: hlg/—\’—f
li—gp .







HMMM
SEEAMS OK.
WHAT PO You

- | s

\\l |||

KREGEEEEEE I !llni

\\u.‘ .lm




PAMN. T'M STARTING , YOW'RE NOT
TO PETECT R SORT SMELLING BANY
OF GQW&JE@TTE?N HERE. BETTER.

YOu...

SN TERES TING Zf
GOV, /75 GOLL
POWN THERE.”

THATS

KINP OF

INTEREST,
ING.




'GIVEN YOUR PRESENT
GET CONPITION... WAHAT 74E

POWN IN
THERE, BOY.
FETCH ME THRT
GOLP. YOU CAN
PO IT. YOU'RE

GO v AHHH/ T wAS
BACK S BETTER OFF

GO WITH THE LITTLE

BACK S FELLAS/

SOMETHING

LESEFLL.

LIKE POINT
ouT -~

IMOLGUE-
FRAVA.




I eoT
THE IMPRES-
SION WE WERE
LOOKING FOR A
CHRIS77AN BUR-
1AL GROUNDP

2
7 v T DPIPN'T SEE
TEEZS | v T,

I DIDN'T
SEE ANYTHING,
"~ EITHER.




S
1S RIDICU-
LOus.

THE
BERST ‘AS
SURVIVED
IMOLGUE-
FRPR, ANV
‘AS TIME

ENOUGH TO

PO 15 WORK
BEFORE THE
MORNING.

SCREW
IT. LETS
GO TO KiLL-
BREEPVYA.

RETURN. WE HAVE
NO CHOICE BUT
HONOR. ANP WE
SHOULLZ HONOR THIS
“BERST” ABOVE ALL
THE CRERTURES OF
THE ERRTH. PACCI
HB JURA. HERAVEN,
HELL, AND HUMAN
COME TOGETHER

O
THE BERAST.
HONOR THE
PEAL ...

THOUGEH
BY THE DOING,
WE PIE A LIT-
TLE MORE.

THE KING
15 A FOOL!
THIS HELL-
BOY MOCKS
ME ! HE HRS
BURNEP ME
WITH IRON BNP
Z WL AAVE
VENGEANCE 4




HELLO, X
GRUAGACH.
WHRT'S « .
THRT YOU GO
THERE 2 .

STOLEN FROM

THAT FAT OLP
MABN WHOSE

ONLY JOB IN
LIFE WRAS
KEEPING IT

FROM THE LIKES

OF ME.

HELLO, JEN. PO UsS
THIS FAVOR. GO UN-
LOCK THRT OLD BOX
POWN THERE . YOU

KNOW THE ONE.

BLOOP

FOR YOU, ,
JeENNY. £ )

FINGERS
AND TOES
FOR JENNY
GREENTEETH,




THIS OR
NOTHING.

KibL-
BREEDPYR.

TROUBLE 2




Y

WHERE'S

MONSTEQ CHI:IMPION
F CONNACHT.
[ HﬂMPlON OF

w
QUEEN MEDB, WHO

ol LAST/ e e
YALLEY OF
A S\ THE DERF/




WE PON'T
HAVE TIME FOR
THIS. THRAT SUN'S
COMING UP IN
A COUPLE OF
MINUTES ...

HERE WE GO. CORNEL\\JQ

AGRIPPA'S CH

RAGRINST VEMONIC ANI-

MRBLS. SORT OF “ON

LOAN " FROM THE VATICAN
LIBRARY.

{
SAW 1T
THE OTHER

WORKEDP
GREAT ON
THE GIANT
VEMPIRE

CAT OF

KYOTO.







THRTS ALL
FOR YOU, WAR
MONSTER.

ALMOST
THERE.




M
SORRY.

REALLY. BUT...

PO YOU NEEP
\TZ T MEBN,
NOU'RE RLRERDY
PERV BNV WE

GOTTH &O...

@ T
/4

|

f




YOU HORRIBLE

THING.




THE
PROINE S\/PH
WOULP ‘AVE
RAISEP THE
CHILP AS ONE
OF THEIR OWN.

SHE BE R
PERSON WHEN
SHE COULl

LIVE UNDER H

YOU WERE
SMELLING

NO LIVING CHILP OF OUR
RACE ‘AS BEEN BORN

INTO THIS CENTURY BNP
NO MORE WILL EVER
COME. WE KNOW THIS.

THE YERRS,
THEY &EAT
UPON US LIKE

THE OCERN UPON
A STONE...




THAT
LITTLE GIRLS
PARENTS PON'T

CARE.

TOO \ATE
THE SONS QF
AVAM WILL CRY:

Y WHERE ARE

THE CHIWPREN OF

THE EARTHZ”

THINK THE
KING WILL GRTHER
Us, AND MRRCH
us POWN INTO
THE SHAPOWS
UNPER THE WORLDP
WHERE THE OLD
PEOPLE GO.

LOOK FOR, BUT
YOU SHBLL NOT
FIND THEM.
WEEP...

FOR
THEY ARE
GONE FOR-
EVER.

T THINK
SOMEBOVY'S
GOING TO BE
HRPPY TO sSEE
You.




EPWIN D. WOLF,
FOLKLORIST,
PEMONOLOGIST,
AND PROFESSOR
OF MEPIEVAL
LITERRTURE AT
TRINITY COLLEGE.

WHILE IT IS A GOOD GENERAL RULE

THAT IRON REPELS FRIRIES, EVIL
SPIRITS, WITCHCRRAFT, AND RALL OTHER
MALIGN INFLUENCES, RALL RULES HAVE
THEIR GLRARING EXCEPTIONS. T HRAVE
PERSONRL KNOWLEDGE OF DEMONIC
CREATURES WHO DRESSE THEMSELVES

IN IRON AND EEFTF'SEQ NO iLL EF-

C

L JACK~IN~
IRONS , THE
YORKSHIRE
GIANT..,

... BLACK-IRON-
TOM OF THE LAXLEY
MINES ...

... AND, MOST

HORRIBLE OF
THEM BLL, A THING
KNOWN ONLY Rs...

The Iron Shoes

IRON SHOES IS
CERTRINLY THE MOST
BLOODTHIRSTY OF
THE OLD BORPER
GOBLINS. HE LIVES IN
RUINED TOWERS -~
PRRTICULARLY THOSE
WITH BN EVIL HIS-
TORY-- AND PREYS
UPON UNSUSPECTING

TRAVELERS.

KATHERIN BOGES,
ASSISTANT PIRECTOR
OF THE ENGLISH
FOLKLORE SOCIETY.
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ANYBODY
HOME?
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DIE, WIN OR
LOSE, BEST

LIVE OR
BEWRARE...
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WELL _NOW,
HELLBOY...

... WHAT'S
THAT THING
YOU cOT
THEREZ

SPECIAL

DELIVERY,

FRTHER
MIKE.

RBOlé'T THE

THRT'S ALL
RIGHT. WiLL
YOu BE
WENTIN'
THESE BIG
SHOES?

NO,
THRNKS,
FRTHER. IT'M
TRAVELING
LIGHT THIS




The Baba Yaga

I HAD ORIGINALLY PLANNED to do this story as one of four
backup features in Art Adams’ Monkeyman and O’Brien miniseries.
When Art took longer than expected on that series, I went ahead with
other projects. Eventually I worked Baba Yaga (the most famous witch
in Russian folklore) into Wake the Devil, the second Hellboy
miniseries. In there I mentioned Hellboy shooting her eye out, but
I still really wanted to draw that scene. It’s sort of an important
moment in Hellboy’s history. So here it is, done specifically for
this collection.

I made up all the business about counting dead men’s fingers, but
(believe it or not) the thing about Baba Yaga counting spoons is an
actual Russian folktale.

M

A Christmas Underground
LIKE “THE CORPSE,” this one was inspired by a folktale I read
years ago. It was an odd thing about a girl who looks under a bush

and finds stairs leading down to some kind of palace, where she falls
in love with an invisible prince. The stairs underground struck me as

a sort of symbolic death/grave thing, turning the prince into a more
sinister character. Well, I filed the story away in my head until Gary
Gianni and I came up with the idea of doing a Christmas special.
I realized I didn’t have a Hellboy Christmas story, so I added the
Christmas angel to the underground story, which helped it a lot, and
there you go.




ERCH YERR ON THIS
NIGHT THE BRBR YRGH
COMES TO CRLL WP

PERD SINNERS RND

COUNT THEIR FINGERS.

wHY DOES
SHE COUNT
FINGERS?Z

T KNEW A MBN ONCE--HE
LIVED IN R HOUSE NERR
THE WOODS, BNP ERCH
NIGHT THE BRBA YyAGAH
WOULD FLY INTO HIS KIT-
CHEN TO
COUNT HIS
SPOONS...

THE MAN
WOULP HIPDE IN
A CLOSET BND
BITE A RAG TO
KEEP FROM
SCRERMING,

COME BRCK TO
THE VILLAGE WITH
ME NOW~=

TVE
HEARDP TOO
MBENY STORIES
HERE ABOUT
STOLEN
CHILPREN,
AND L'VE SEEN
BONES...

IT TELLS YOU
SOMETHING,
SHE HAS CURI-
OWsS HABITS.

TS NOT
FOR YOU

AND T TO
LUNDERSTAND,

I TTLE




THRT'S THE WRY

I'T 1S HERE, THE WRY

'S BEEN FOR MORE

YERRS THAN YOU
CRAN IMRSINE,

YOu
CAN'T
CHRNGE
THINGS ~-

COME BRCK
TO THE VILLRGE
WITH ME...

/ /7
R CEMETERY NEAR
BEREZNIK, RUSSIR, 1064,




e

GRAND~
MOTHER
WRNTS TO

SEE YOUuU.




1S
T YOU,
KATAYEVZ
YOu SERVED
ME WELL
ALl YOUR
LIFE..

WiILL

YOou
SERVE

M
AGRINT

THRT'S ENOUGH.
PiICK A sPOT...




OV CARE
oo CRUSE Z M GONNA yousrs
PLANT YOLS /G T
HERE, YOU HORR/ELE
TAINGL

INSOLENT

VEVIL!

CANNIEFALL
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T FLEW PRST THE
PLRCE WHERE HER
CHICKEN~ LEG HOWSE
HRS STOOP. TOPAY
IT'S GONE, IN TS
PLRACE 1S LEFT
ONLY A FENCE OF
OLY sSKULLS...

...AND R POOL OF BLOOP, INTHE WOODS TOPRAY 1T
FOUND B WOOPEN BOWL
AND A BROKEN STRFE
AND THERE RALSO WRS
THE STRIN OF HER
BLOOPD.




ARE NOT
HER IRON TEETH
AND WOOPEN LEGS
THIS COUNTRY'S

BREATH HER AIR?2
SHE IS OUR MOTHER
FAND CRN NEVER
PIE SO LONG RS
RUSSIA ENDURES,

THRT YERR SPRING PIP NOT COME TO THE
VILLRGE OF BEREZNIK, AND FOR ONE YERR
E\\/{EQ\/ CHILD BORN THERE WRS SLIND IN ONE

AND OLD PEOPLE

WHO KNOW THINGS

WERE HERRD TO
sAY...
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- Ultee. '2r
Ergland, 1969.

CHRISTMAS EVE.

SHE WON'T it SHE’'S LOST TOO T'LL BE BRACK IN

LVE THROUGH P> MUCH BLOOP... T'M THE MORNING,
THE NIGHT, f" SORRY.
b 7.
pd sTay,
8UT...

e
TS
OKRY, POC.
GO HOME,
THENKS,

POOR MRS.
HETCH,

Yy

IS
HOUSE STOOP
EMPTY FOR

YERRS BEFORE ... ANP
SHE TOOK |IT, HER THREE -
THIA77 WRS R CHILPREN, =

GRIM DHY, SHE
CRME OUT
FROM THE

NYVVVNNVY Y

THAT'S

CITY WITH ANNIE
HER HUSBRAND IN THE
AND BRO- MIDPLE,

THER...



SHE WRS THE
FRVORITE . AN
ARTISTIC CcHILD,

HEPPY, BUT TOO
MUCH IMRGINATION
FOR THIS PLRACE,

T
MRAPE HER
STRRANGE.

YT TOLD THEM TO
SEND HER RWAY,
BUT THEY WOULDN'T,
T SHOULD HAVE
DONE SOMETHING

" MORE RAND MORE
SHE WANDERED OUT
ALONE AT NIGHT IN-
TO THE CEMETERY...

YAND THERE RRE STONES
IN THRT PLRACE OLDER THRAN
ANY CHe/s 77V GRAVE.”

ONE NIGHT SHE
DISAPPERRED. FIVE
YEARS RGO NOW,
AND THERE'S BEEN
A POOM ON THIS
HOUSE SINCE.

FIRST THE UNCLE,
THEN RLL THE REST...
WRSTED BwARY, POOR
MRS. HATCH, SHE'S
THE LAST ONE.

WHY DON'T
YOU FIX YOUR-
SELF B DRINK,
T'M GOING UP

TO SEE HER,




MRS, HATCH, CAN T
COME IN?

YOU'RE
NOT ANOTHER

IS THERE
BNYTHING T
ChRN DOZ

ON THE MRANTLE-
PIECE... A LITTLE TIN
BOX ... FOR MY BRB8Y..,




You
THOWGHT
L PIPNT
RECOGNIZE
YOou...

YOU'RE
FRTHER
cHRISTMAS, J

O
' 8 LIST OF
THINGS YOU'RE

GONNRAR HRVE TO
PO WHEN SHE
DIes. THERE'S
RLSO A NUMBER
FOR YOW TO CRLL
\F T PON'T COME
BRCK,




/

v... THERE ARE
STONES IN THAT
PLACE OLDPER THRN
ANY CHRISTIRN
GRAVE..."”

. - -

/////;/5// ®)

%
///; g

Yoty




BEWRRE...

WHO'S
THIS BOLP
E‘TQF??NGER

QUIXOTEZ

LANCELOT?Z
] | {
!
OR .
MEYBE
Ve BERGERAC 5
TOPPLED o
EROM THE M
MOON 2 B
NO
{j METTER
YOu' RE
< WELCOME
YOU' LL
/v STEY HERE
& WHILEZ

SURE.




YOU'RE Mo 277 nuUNGRYZ WE'LL HRVE DINNER,

TIRED 2 BND ALL THE OTHERS WILL
HAVE YOU '/‘ COME TO SEE YOU.
CcCOME $

FRR?2

Y THERE WRAS A SECRET
GRARDEN WHERE T USED
TO HIDE TO PLRY WITH
MY ANIMRALS ~- POOH AND

RABBIT, THE CHESHIRE CRT
LLAND B LITTLE MOUWSE

WITH SILVER EYES... ”

VY SHE LIVES R LONG
WRY FROM HERE, IN
A TERRIBLE, COLD
HOUSE. T USED TO
LIVE THERE...

?ERLLY?\’—\

AND THE

PRINCE PRE
Wik YOL! ANN
COME... HRTCH 2




Y HE LED ME POWN
A HOLE IN THE
GROUND, AND FOR
| WHILE T WRAS
LOST. THEN R
SOOTHING VOICE
SPOKE TO ME OUT
OFR THE DPRRK... "

Y HE TOOK ME TO

HIS PARLACE AND

GRVE ME EVERY-

THING T COULD
WENT,

BBIPE

WITH ME
BAND BE MY
BRIPE, AND
THOU SHRLT
HAVE BLL
THY HERRTS

PESIRES.




3

2
=
7

b ARE YOu
HAPPY2”

WHET ABOUT YOUR
FRMILYZ

V...AND ONE BY

ONE THEY COME

TO LIVE WITH
UsS HERE,

NOwW,
DINNER'S PRE-
PRRED RND T HERR
THE OTHERS
COMING.,.

THEY'RE
HUNGRY...

ONLY MOTHER
| s MissiING, BUT

T THINK SHE'LL
BE WITH US
SOON.,

. BUT THEY ILL WRIT FOR THE PRINCE, ) &




OKAY, NOW LISTEN  \ [
TO ME. THIS 1S C’ﬁ/zﬂgfdfﬂs

CHS S TNTS EVE,
POES THRT RING
A BELL?

T
SPOKE
TO YOUR
MOM TO-
NIGHT, SHE
SENT ME
TO FIND
YOu.,

IT's 8
PRESENT.

Y MERRY

CHRISTMRS,













...DRACO NEQUISSIME,
BY THE JUDGE OF
THE QUICK RBND THE

v
ADTURE
THEE,VILE

SPIRIT... "




UL BY HM WHO HRS

POWER TO SEND

THEE TO HELL, T
APTURE THEE...”

..NOT IN MY
INFIRMITY, BUT
BY THE VIRTUE
OF THE HOLY
GHOST, VEPART
FROM THIS POOR
WOMBIN,

(Cleirg
ALMIGHTY
HETH MADE
HER TOO GOOP

FOR YOU

EVELYN
MARRGRRET
HRATCH, REST
N PERCE...

VL BY THE SIGN OF THE CROSS OF JESUS
CHRIST OUR LORD, WHO WITH THE WORLDP WITHOUT END, ~
FRTHER BND THE HOLY GHOST LIVETH

AND REIGNETH ONE GOD..,

“...FOR EVER RBNDP EVER,










... AND
PON'T BE
AFRAID,




OH, THRT'S
RIGHT~-~

CHURCH
BELLS..

BONG

© ()
O
*MIDNIGHT
MRsSS...”




mmmnm- -m H
ﬁl-— H H

T COULDNT PO
THOSE THINGS TO
HER, THE WOOPEN
STAKE... AND..THE
CUTTING... T'M
SORRY.

L]




IT'S ALL RIGHT.

FIRE'S THE BEST

THING FOR HER
NOW.

T
DIDN'T
HEVE BNY-
THING TO
PO WITH
77

T WAS
WITH HER TiLL.
THE GROUND BE-
GAN TO SHAKE. T
CRME OUT HERE
AND NEXT THING
T. KNEW

YERH,
SHE WRS
A NICcE oLP
LRDY...

SHE SRAVED HER
LITTLE GIRL AND i ) eRER
SHE THOUGHT Y
w%s séIJS'm * CHRISTMRS, YOu HRE.
cLAuS, MRS, HRTCH.., o




The Chained Coffin

THIS IS ANOTHER FOLKTALE I'd been thinking about
adapting for years. I actually started laying it out once, but somewhere
along the way it occurred to me that it would work nicely as a Hellboy
origin story. I didn’t want to mess up the original English folktale too
much, so I kept Hellboy out of the action (a nice change) and kept the
whole mother/father angle very vague. The witch’s deathbed
confession, the chained coffin, the demon, and the horse covered in
hooks are all elements from the original folktale.

“The Chained Coffin” was first published in Dark Horse Presents
100 Part 2 in 1995. It appears here in color for the first time, with a
slightly different first page.

M

The Wolves of Saint August

WHEN I FINISHED the first Hellboy miniseries, Seed of
Destruction, my editor (at the time Barbara Kesel) urged me to do a
Hellboy story that would be serialized in Dark Horse Presents. This
would be a fast way to show my audience that I was serious about
doing more Hellboy stories. Good idea. I decided to do a werewolf
story. I dug around until I found an Irish legend about St. Patrick
cursing a group of pagans so that every seven years they would turn
into wolves. The rest of the story cobbled itself together around that.

“The Wolves of Saint August” ran as eight-page chapters in DHP
numbers 88 to 91 in 1994. A year later it was collected into one book
with new pages to smooth out some of the rough spots.

John Byrne had scripted the first Hellboy miniseries, so “Wolves”
was my first attempt at handling a full writing job. There are plenty
of parts I wince at, but there are a few things (like the little girl with
the wolf head) that I'm still pretty happy with.




Chained
Cofitin

M

EUREA FOR PARANORMAL RESEARCH
ANP DEFENSE HEAPQUARTERS , FAIRFIELD, CT.

BUREAL AERrAHAM .

SPECIAL

AGENT We-ve knowrr eack other

ABRAHAM a long Time, and I guess you

SAPIEN., KmOW rrry habrfs pretlty well,
50 you wort be all thart
surprised 7o hear It i
England agaiti. I always come
here To Clear my head af+er
particularly ugly cases.

What might surprice you is
that right now I'm standing
n the ruin oF that churchk
71 East Bromwich. I've
only been here once, and
that was 117y years ago.

ThHis o where mry life o
Earth began. Dec. 23, /944,
Zve been fold I made guite
a dramatic entrance. Yol
can s1ill see the burn marks
on the F/oor.

Z dont retrember anythin
aboufci;. yrnrg

My First memories are
OF a government lab i1 New
Mexico. Not a bad place o
grow up, really. Albert
Einsteirn vsed fo visit, and
Z met Opperheimer...

BUT WHAT
REALLY
HRAPPENED

HEREZ




CYNTHIR EVEN - JONES, THE
MEVIUM, WRS HERE THAT
NIGHT. SHE WAS CONVINCEDV

I MET CYNTHIR IN 62, RIGHT
BEFORE SHE DIED, AND SHE
PLERPED WITH ME TO REOPEN
THE INVESTIGRTION INTO THIS
PLRACE ...

THRT MY APPERARBNCE WARS
NO7 BN RCCIWWENT, /NOT7
THE RESULT OF O FRLED
NRAZI EXPERIMENT OR AN

S EXTRA-DPIMENSIONRL INTER-
PHRASE ANOMALY. “ NO. SHE
FELT T WRAS SOMEHOW
CONNECTED TO TWO SPIRITS
SHE HAP CONTRCTED ERARLIER
THRT EVENING-- A PRIEST
BNP B NUN. BOTH OF THEM
ARE TRAPPED IN HERE.

T DION'T
PO 1T.

TREVOR BRUTTENHOLM
SPENT NINE YERARS
STUPYING THIE CHURCH

ANP NEVER FOUND
ANYTHING. THRT WRS
GO0V ENOUGH FOR ME.

T WASN'T EVEN CURIOUS,

OUR RECENT
EXPERIENCE BT
CRVENDISH HALLY
MAPE ME THINK
THRT MAYBE T

SHOULY GET

CURIOUS.

HELL, T
PREAM LIKE
CRRZY.

PO YOu
PREAM,
ABRAHAMZ

* HELLBOY: SEEP OF PESTRLICTION




LAST NIGHT, T SLEPT HERE
AND DRERMT OF AN OLP
WOMAN ON HER PERTHBED.

THUWS T
RENOLINCE
THE DEVIL AND
ALL HIS WORKS _ \

S N S
ORGIVE ME ALL A A L 2 ,
THE Sivs OF mv RO \_/\9 I 1 NS %\/
"“,L‘ = o \\\\‘\\\ s
z z 2

FORMER LIFE --

A
TR
%z

V , ‘ 7
Il M \
HOW T f\\ ’ s \
CONSORTED '\ U ‘“ \ A
WITH THE DEMONS |
OF THE ERRTH AND
THE AIR AND ONE
WHO WAS SHEPED
LIKE A BLACK GOAT
AND CARRIED ME
TO THE SABBAT,

HOW T WORKEY
MRGIC TO RRISE
STORMS SO THAT
SHIPS AT SER MIGHT
BECOME WRECKED
AND THEIR CREWS

ALl PROWNED.

HOW T

HRAVE CHANGEDP
MYSELF INTO THE
LIKENESS OF ANI-

MBLS BND OTHER
FORMS THRT I PRARE
NOT THINK OF, FRR

LESS NRME.

LORP GOP,
FORGIVE ME
THESE TRANS-
GRESSIONS AND
RECEWE ME INTO
THY KINGPOM RT
THE FINAL HOUR,

JUPGMENT

DRAY.

YOU, MY
CHILDREN, T
BEG THRAT YOUu
SAVE MY sOuUL,
THRT WHEN T AM
DEAP YOU LAY ME
IN MY COFFIN BRNP
SECURE ME WITH
CHRINS AND KEEP
VIGIL OVER
ME.

MY DEVIL WILL
COME FOR ME,
BUT BAR HIS wAY,
OND AFTER THREE
NIGHTS HIS CLAEIM
TO ME WILL BE
BROKEN.




THE
TWO OF
THEM AND
8 CHRINED
BOX.

THEN, SUPPENLY THE PLRACE
1S FULL OF NOISE: EVERY
WINPOW SMRASHING AT ONCE..,

THEN SOMETHING

REAL BIG KICKING

A WOOPEN POOR
TO PIECES.

OF COURSE, THERE
HRASN'T BEEN BNY
GLASS OR WOOP N
THIS PLACE N BT

T WOKE UP TO VOICES,
SOME PIECE OF THAT
PREAM STILL RATTLING
AROUNP IN MY HERD Z
THAT'S WHRT T THOUGH

LERST 300 YERRS.




INSTANT REPLAY
OF THRT ONE
SINGLE INCIPENT
THRET POISONED THIS
PLACE FOREVER,

BEGONE,
LUNCLERAN SPIRIT,
ENEMY OF THE
FRITH ! THIS POOR
WRETCH BELONGS

TO GOD/

WOMBN,
T\ T,

THE TRUE SPIRIT

OF YOUR GREENER
S

O sorrs ‘
IT 18 A&
WHO COMMRINDS
THEE ! AE& WHO
COMMRNDS THE
SERA, THE WINDS,

AND THE
TEMPEST/



—
was Z
NOT GOD
IN QLD
BRABYLONZ

wRs Z NOT
GOD TO THE WOMEN
OF ERAST BROMWICH,
LANCASHIRE, RND
FRAVERSHAM?Z

THE
WORD MAPE
FLESH
COMMBNDS
THEE ...

WOMAN ,
YOU ARE MINE.

ce
FORTHL

OWN NRAME

BOOK OF
LIFE.

TURNEDP YOUR
BRCK ON THE
LIGHT OF DRY
TO WARLK IN
SHAPOWS
WITH A7E.

TREMBLE
AND FLEE AT THE
INVOCATION OF 475"
NAME , THE IMMRACULATE
LEMEB, WHO TROPD LUPON
THE ASP AND BRASILISK,
WHO TRAMPLEV THE
LION BND THE
PRAGON...
clelrg
SET A NBw
INTO THY SkKuLL
ANDP POUND T
WITH 8 HAMMER
A8 JReL Diw
UNTO
SISERA...

You
STRUCK YOUR
OuUT OF THE

PLERSE.
MERCY.
\F HE

WiLL FORGIVE
ME, LET ME
GO TO GOw.

ENOUGH S




T REMEMBER A

GIRL OF SIXTEEN
YEARS WHO WARS WiLD

AND ALIVE, WHO
KISSEV ME AND HUNG
ABOWT MY NECK. T
CRARRIED HER ON MY
BACK ANP WOULDP
HAVE HUNG THE
STARS IN HER HRAIR...

IT \SN'T
FOR YOU,
THIS COLD,
NARROW
BED.

SAY YOU BELIEVE
IN ME.

CAN
YOU MRKE
ME THAT GIRL
AGRINZ

YOu've
SLAUGHTERED
my
CHILOREN ...

FORGET

THEY'RE

NOTHING...
YOU ARE

ALwARYS
THRT GIRL
TO ME.




)~ YouR Rat:u_
CHILD 18 WITHIN HOW IS THART

YOU STiLL, POSSIBLEZ
WHITING TO BE
BORN.
THRT CHILD
CONCEIVED ON
WHLPURGIS -
NBCHT ALL THOSE
YERRS AGO WHEN
YOU FIRST
ASKED FOR MY
POWER. /

mMmy
POWER
1S STILL
INSIDE OF
YOU. IT HAS
BECOME
H LIVING
THING.

MY
FRVORITE
SON.




]
i

_.H—n
.Mw - - -y
gl

[l




_,

T.‘f;- ‘

WINIRRIRARY

&
ol
\ 9

L 1

-
1]
L

= «any

—'z"_"é.
— -

|
|-

~&l]

\ 2 o (7
\ . R,

/////, Uy
NN\ -

\\F

v 7y

\\
_§ \&\Q 7#Hat's what I saw. Z swear
Ry 7hat son of a bifch was J:J
& looking Hight at me. D
\
/ ! lid Z fearmn any thing €
/ 7
& Z dont know, maybe...Cant | ©
say it rade ry doy. Vo tne a
. avor, /ets keep 71his be- il
| "Tweer us for now, all right ?
Okay.
- On a lighter note, I hear

there have been nhew sight-
ihgs of the West Virginia
Moth - Mar:. That might be
something fo look into for
a while. Zd dearly love +o
see a Moth-Mar.

"

TAKE CARE,

HBRAHAM SRPIEN

BARCK AT BURERU PRERMS OF FiSH.
HEAPQUARTERS .., | e
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Father Kelly and Hellboy
Saybrook, Connecticut, 1961



GRIART. A TINY VILLRAGE
IN THE BRLKANS OF
ERSTERN EUROPE .

AR
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HE SHOULDPN'T
GO LP THERE .
STRANGER, TM TELLING ING POWN TO
THIS PRIEST, You... POITOU . 1T 1S THINCE BRE
HAS GONE SUCH A LONG THE WRN THEY
UP TO H WALK, AND THE el Aden
THE OLD ‘ ROAD 18 €0 -~ THE WRY
CHRPEL . TRINK T AWFUL ~- THEY SHOULD AL
WOLLD BE WAYS BE FOR US,
LOVELY e ONE REMEM-
: Y BERS THE LAST
TIME CHURCH BELLS
RANG IN GRIART.

\

THIS NEW
PRIEST 1S




\
“...GOV SRAVE us 2 :
FROM THE PRET. ~\‘

A

/ﬂ’u"?\\_\\_

XSYXTR I

My,
ity

-
K

:)\

HOW _COULD PEOPLE
LET THIS HRPPEN
TO R HOUSE OF
YOU STARTLED B Gov =z
ME , FRIEND . .

NATURE

HAS GIVEN
THE PLRCE



’ S0 1T 18 GO AWAY,
TRUE WHRT IT /5 PRIEST.
THE PEOPLE ALMOST
PRE SAYING-- EASTER, GO HOME,
You PLAN TO

STheRE Gov 1

\F YOou'LL NOT HERE .
GIVE ME R HAND { 4 HE |S DONE
T THINK WE CRN : WITH THIS
GET THIS PLACE IN PLACE,
SOME KIND OF ORPER 3
BY THEN.

YOL'RE WRONG,
FRIEND .
SOMETIMES, MRYBE

HIS VOICE GROWS A
LITTLE FRINT WELL
THEN, YOU JUST
HAVE TO LISTEN R

LITTLE HARDER

NOu
WOULDN'T
BY CHANCE

HRAVE A
COUPLE OF

,
. (
HE NEVER
ABRANDONS us M

’,'/ Hﬁ \
“’“__’“fm W

P '/1:—-

: NO ONE
Nyou , ) SEEMS TO KNOW
KNOW THIS MUCH ABOUT
1S THE AT FAMILY,
PRIVATE . PO THEY 2
CHRPEL OF ~
THE GRENIER
FAMILY 2

RULED THE
ARER A LONG
TIME AGO BND
NOW THEY'RE

ALL GONE .
THRAT'S ALL T

COULP FIND

QuUT.

NINE
oOuT OF TEN
PEOPLE T
ASKED RIGHT
HERE IN THE

VILLAGE
PIPN'T EVEN
RECOGNIZE
THE NRME,




THE VILLRAGERS
TRAPPED THEM HERE
IN THIS CHRMBER .
THE ENTIRE ROYAL
FAMILY, THEIR
RETRINERS ...
CHILDPREN..

THEY
WERE SPITTED
ON IRON PIKES
SO THEIR DERTHS
MIGHT BE SLOW
AND TORTUROUS,
ANDP WHEN THE
RTTRCKERS BE-
CAME BORED
WITH THE SPORYT,
THEY TOOK RAXES
AND CUT THE
BOPDIES
APART.

PUKE HENRY
GRENIER

AND THE LADY
CLRAUDIA .

THEIR BOPIES
GRTHERED WP AND

LAIP TO REST IN SECRET

BY THE ONLY SERVANT TO

ESCAPE THE SLRUGHTER,
THE HUNCHBRCK ,

THE CONSUM-
MRATION OF &/S




167 PERP.
THRAT'S EVERY
MAN , WOMAN,
AND CHILD IN

CONPITION OF
THE BODIES WOULD
SEEM TO INDICATE

THE KILLER WRS
A LARGE, CARNIV-
OROUS ANIMAL. .

YOU MRKE
IT SOUNDP SO
ROUTINE . T'VE
RESERARCHEDR
CRASES LIKE
THIS, BUT I
GUESS YOU'VE
K . SEEN
458 am ! . : THEM .
VICTIMS NEW
WERE ALL : GUINER.'SO,
KILLED AT .
ROUGHLY THE
SAME TIME,

T

XCEPT ONE, 3 .
FOUND IN THEIR IR | THIS ONE'S
HOMES . MOST

IN OR NEAR

— :
|'-. NosieN oF
WHICH 'S RERL
INCONSISTENT

WITH THE
BRUTALITY OF




HELLBOY . WORLDP-RENOWNED ’ a v IN EVERY CRSE 1'VE EVER
OCCULT INVESTIGATOR ... FIELD WEIRD HEARD OF, THE PLACE HAS
AGENT FOR THE BURERU FOR MRS 1LL- |V PLWAYS HRP SOME KIND OF

PARANORMAL RESERRCH AND NG LIKE UGLY HISTORY--WITCHCRAFT

DEFENSE SINCE 1952 . n OR CULT BCTIVITY, CEMETERY
THIS VOESNT PROBLEMS , SOMETHING ...

NOTHING

T'VE
BEEN
CHECKING
REGIONAL
HISTORY
SINCE YOU
CRALLED.

NOT ONLY COULP T NOT N PR. KRATE CORRIGHN .
FIND BNYTHING , RPPRRENTLY ‘ ) PROFESSOR AT NEW
THE PAPAL INQUISITION ! > YORK UNIVERSITY .
COULDN'T FIND ANYTHING. i AUTHOR OF 16 BOOKS
THOSE BRSTARVS COULD FIND ON FOLKLORE ANDP
THE PEVIL ANYWHERE . NOT OCCULT HISTORY, IN-
HERE . NO SECULAR WITCH CLUDING “ THE
OR WEREWOLF TRIALS EITHER. CONFESSIONS OF
NOT ONE SINGLE PUBLISHED ISOBEL GOWPDIE.” CON-
REPORT OF SUPERNRTURAL SULTANT TO THE
PHENOMENON Z IN THIS : BURERU FOR PRRRA-
NEIGHBORHOOP Z UN - : NORMBL RESERRCH
HERRD OF, / ANDP VE:].FENS'E SINCE
o8H .

REP
FLRG ## 2.
I CRN'T FIND
ANY MENTION
OF THE VILLAGE
OF GRIRRT BE-
FORE 1326 .

NOW
SOME OF
THIS TOWN
LOOKS OLPER
THAN 14TH
CENTURY .

TU N

THRT PLACE
1S PEFINITELY

CHATEAL
CGRENIER .
HOME TO ONE
OF THE OLD
RULING
FAMILIES . 4

'
-
)
€

| T'S BEEN
EMPTY RS

q

LONG RS ANY-
ONE CAN RE-
MEMBER .

ol
]
-

]




THAT'S

WHERE THEY

FOUND THE
PRIEST Z

RCCORVING TO
THE CONSTRBLE IN
POITOL HE WRS SORT
OF SPREAY AROLIND
IN HERE . HORRIBLE.

NO, THE
WHOLE POLICE
END OF THIS THING
FEELS LIKE R
RUSH JOB . CLERAN
UP THE MESS BNP
GET OUT. HLL THE
VICTIMS ARE IN
THE GROUND AND
THERES TRLK

OF BULLDOZING
THE WHOLE

THE LOCRLS

JUST WANT

THIS TO GO
RAWARY ,

YES,T DD,
TOUGHESTGUY 1
EVER WORKED
WITH . WE DI? R

TWELVE-PAY EXOR-
CISM TOGETHER
LAST YERR IN
PHOENIX . ALMOST
COST HIM BN EYE,

THIS TOWN HAS NO CHURCH . YOU
KNOW HOW OPP THRT 1€ FOR THIS
ARER OF THE WORLD7Z

AND FRATHER
KELLY WRS UP
HERE...YOU THINK
HE MIGHT HRAVE

TO HOLD SER-
VICES HERE?Z
SOMETHING
STUNK ANDP
HE WRS
POKING
IS THAT ATIT.
WHART
GOT HIM
KILLEPZ
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TO GET A
SWING RT WHRAT-
EVER DI
THIS |

ST A
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Biglyig
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......

RIGHT, THIS

TOWN HRS AN

USLY LITTLE
SECRET.

CENTER OF TOWN,
ANV HE WAS sO
MOVED BY THE

FRAMILY.

SOUNV OF IT
TO THE ROYAL

" A BELL WRS
RINGING IN THE
CASTLE AT THE
THRT HE HRAV
TO PAY HIS
COMPLIMENTS

e~ N
3 \\\\\\g_.. : ,W/
i OTTTEC\ )

b
W,
{

PHILIP OF

N
N\
A

)
N

ALLED ST. RUGUST

L

BRAYEUX, RETURNING FROM
A PILERIMAGE, STUMBLED
RCROSS A LITTLE VILLAGE

IN 1214 B MONK



“HE LET HMEELF INTO THE CRSTLE'S CHRAPEL
AND FOUND THE WHOLE FAMILY PRAYING. BUT
ON THE ALTAR,SET UP IN FRONT OF THE

CROSE -- 'AN IMAGE OF THE PEVIL ANTI-
CHRIST.’

“‘EVERY SEVENTH YEAR YOU SHALL TAKE THE
SHAPE OF THE WOLF AND GET FOOD BY FANG AND
CLAW, ANP YOUR RERSON SHALL REMAIN HUMAN
TO BETTER KNOW THE HORROR OF YOUR PUNISH-
MENT.’

“ THEY

CHRANGEP, BUT

MBANRAGED TO
KEEP IT A
SECRET.

VOVEE THE
INQUISITION,

THINK THE

VILLAGERS
VESTROVYED IT
ON PURPOSE
BECRUSE T
WRAS R PE-
TAIL IN THE

STORY.

“ACTUALLY, IT
WHS PROBRBLY
ONE OF THE
OLP FERTILITY

“WELL,
PHIL GOES
WILP,

" HE WRECKS THE PLRCE AND
CURSES EVERYONE THERE, 'EVEN
UNTO THE SMALLEST CHILD.”

“"SEVEN YEARS A PAMPHLET TITLED

LATER THEY
WEREN'T €O
LUCKY, THE VI

" THE WOLVES OF SAINT
AUGUST” WAS PUBLISHED
L= IN PARIS IN 1332, 8Y

LAGERS CAUGHT THEN, T THINK, THE TOWN
THEM IN THEIR HAP ALREADY CHANGED

WOLF FORMS
HP:JTP KILLED

TS NAME TO GRIART.

THE INQUISITION WOULP
HRAVE BEEN ON A PLACE
CALLED ST. AUGUST IN A
SECONP, AND YOU KNOW
WHRAT THRT WOULY MERN--
TRIALS. FORCEP CONFES-
SIONS. PUBLIC EXECUTION.

CAN'T BLAME PEOPLE

FOR WRANTING TO

RVOIP THAT.

L
" YOou NOTICED
THE RUINEP TOWER
\ [ onTHISPLACE. T
THINK THERE WAS A

i
A\ BELL TOWER THERE.. .I

THEY WERE
AT 1T, THEY
SHOULY HAVE
CQVERED UP
THE CARVING
OF 8T, AUGUST

N THE OTHER



WHRT
v
You soT OLD. NINE
THEREZ )
g DAYE WOULDP
BE JUST
ABOUT

FATHER

EP WRs
VRAGGEDP
FROM SOME -

ZHEN HE WRS
TORN WP ANDP
TOSSEDV AROWND,

NOW, T'D BE WRSTING EXCUSE ME? WHRT THE
MY BRERATH \F T EXCUSE HELL IS
ASKED YOU TO WRIT MET
HERE WHILE T LOOK
ARCUNP -~ WHO'S BEEN
AFTER ME FOR

SIX YEARS

TO PO 8OME
REAL INVESTI-
SATING?

BETTER.

RANY-
THINGZ
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CAREFUL

IN HERE,
THE FLOOR
1S NONE TOO

STRBLE.
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SLEEP ANV
T CANNOT
GO TO

SWEETIE,
NO, NOBOPY
HATES
Yyou

[

.

\.v

U TR

i
) L]

»
ol
I.ll { ] ..-.-
=g

LITTLE GIRL ...
WHAT ARE You
POING HEREZ







PROPPED
IT. WHERE'S
YOURS?

SO RAWRAY.
PLERSE. THE
OTHERS WiLL HURT
YOU WHEN THE SUN
GOES POWN.

HE WILL
MAKE THEM
HURT YOuU.

vo You
HAVE YOUR
GUN?




THINK REAL
HARP, KATE. i€
THERE ANY MORE

TO THAT WOLF
STORY OF YOURS?
ANY LITTLE PE-
TRILS YOU MIGHT
HRAVE LEFT OUT?,

|\ B

RN

WELL,I'M
GETTING YOU
THE HELL OUT

OF HERE,

ONLY SEEN PRINT
TWICE THAT T KNOW
OF -- THE 1332
ORIGINAL, THEN IN
THE GUSTRY GRAU
BOOK, “(IBEL
PAMMERLICHT,” A

' NOU KNOW, GRAU'S
VERSION /A5 A LITTLE
DIFFERENT. HE 2/2

CLAIM THAT ONE OF THE
CHILDREN SURVIVED,
A BOY-- WILLIAM.
SMUGGLEP OUT OF
THE CASTLE BY A

SERVANT.

ARGUE
WITH ME.




THERE'S
ANOTHER
WARY OUT...

—

BACK THIg
WAY.
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THEY'RE
JUST

THEY’'RE TO
KEEP US
FROM GETTING

STANPING [ away.
THERE... : s 5

WHY
PON’'T THEY
RTTACK
usz

S

WE'RE BEING

SET UP FOR

THE REAL PEAL
--WILLIAM
GRENIER.

THAT'S
CRAZY! IF
HE WAS

EVER REAL

HE'D BE, WHAT,

800 YEARS
oLpe!

’ YOU'VE
Tﬂi%#l é?i\/ GOT TO TRY
WEIRPER THAN W T? GO \gITH
THE STUFF HAT'S HAPPENING
YOU'VE ALREADY i ’ HERE. WE'RE EIN
SEEN TOPAY?Z \ SOME RERL TROUBLE,

RIGHTZ ‘ i BUT Do WHAT T

. * TELL YOU ANP
S . ; You'LL BE FINE,
WE'LL BE FINE.







HE'S TRAPPED
HERE. JUST LIKE
THE OTHERS.

AND THE
HOUSE OF
GRENIER

BELONGS

RGAIN TO
GRENIER,




WILLIRM GRENIER. 5 ) I PON'T
: GIVE A SHIT
YOU WIPED OUT THIS it a i Mo

WHOLE TOWN. KILLED 8
PRIEST. YOU'VE SETTLED OWN SRMILY.
NYOUR OLD SCORE AND
IM GOING TO SETTLE
WITH YOU.

BUT FIRST, YOU'RE
HOLPVING SPIRITS
PRISONER HERE.
YOU'RE PONE WITH
THEM. LET THEM
G0.

I Aam

MUCH
SINNEP
RGAINST.

I HAVE ENPUREP THE
CHRANGE ONCE IN EVERY

SEVEN YERRS POWN THE
LONG CENTURIES, CAN YOU
IMPGINE THE PAINZ BETTER

THE IRON SPIKE. THE

WHEEL . THE HOOK ANP

SWORPD,. BETTER PEATH
THAN THIS.

EACH TIME
MORE OF THE
CREFATURE RE-
MRINS, UNTIL ALL
THAT 15 MAN IS
THIS THIN
SKIN.

T saY
NOW, FINFLLY,
THAT THIS IS
THE PLACE
PAND THE HOUR

OF THE
BEPRST...




-.AND THE
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TLL
BE BACK
IN A
MINUTE.
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CGREN/ER
NO MORE,..
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MOTHER... \
WHAT WILL
BECOME

OF us?




"ONCE B MAN KEPT
N O WOLF IN HIS
N STOMACH AND THE
! WOLF SLOWLY ATE

HIM FROM THE IN~
SIPE OUT. AND THE
WOLF GREW, FINALLY,
THE SHELL OF THE
MEN COULD NO
LONGER CONTRIN
THE WOLFR.."
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WHY EVEN CARRY
AGUN WITH R

HELLBOV... PITCHING
, ARM LIKE

Al N
Y
e ‘ PIPNAKILL

THOSE PEOPLE

IN TOWN. YOu
SOT YOUR
FAMILY ALL
STIRRED UP
AND MADE
THEM 7O

KIND OF NERVE
PIP THAT PRIEST
STEP ON, ‘CRAUSE
YOU SURE RS HELL







HOPE
THAT

—






In a follow-up investigation, a

bureau team of physical and e SR e
GRIART/ST. AUGUST

trance mediums led to REMBAINS

detect any trace of Father UNINHRABITEDR

Edward Kelly or the assorted

Greniers in or near the chateau

Grenier. On May 29, 1994,

Dr. Izar Hoffman officially

declared the site clear.

- B.P @ R.D.




Almost Colossus

IN 1996 I INTRODUCED my homunculus character in the
Wake the Devil miniseries. “Almost Colossus” is sort of a sequel in
that it ties up loose ends from that series, but I did everything I could
to make it stand on its own. I think it holds up fine by itself. It was
inspired by a wonderful story called “The Colossus of Ylourgne,” by
Clark Ashton Smith, one of my favorite writers from the old Weird
Tales pulp magazine. The scene in the mountains with the cross and
the lightning is my obvious tribute to those wonderful old James
Whale Frankenstein movies.

Originally Liz Sherman was not going to survive the story. I've
never had any real idea what to do with her, so I thought I’d get rid of
her. Lazy me. It was Glen Murakami, super-genius art director of the
current animated Superman show, who saved her. He was so horrified
when I mentioned that I was going to kill her off that I was shamed
into saving her. It worked out well. It made the story better and now
Glen’s obligated to draw a solo Liz Sherman story. Cool!

“Almost Colossus” was published as a two-issue miniseries in
1997. For this collection I've added three new story pages to slow
down the pacing in a few places.

Well, that’s it.

Good night.

WK v

Mike Mignola
Portland, Oregon




Colossus






THE WRUER INSTITUTE,
TIRGOVISTE, ROMBANIR,

POCTOR
oLRAsZz?

| SHE SHOULD BE,

HER GUNSHOT INJURY
1S NOT TOO VERY

SERIOUS. SHE HRAS NO

OTHER INTURIES , NO

GIRL, BUT T THINK
SHE IS GOING AWRY
FROM US.




= . YOou WOULD
DG OF g e allal g
NOTHING. IT <

'S A TERRIBLE
MYSTERY,

BEEN TRKEN AWRY,

SOMETHING INVISIBLE,

BUT NECESSRRY TO
HER LIFE.

T THINK
YOU'VE PUT
YOUR
FINGER ON
T, PR.O.

MR, LERCH,
WILL YOU BRING
DR.OLRASZ UP
TO SPEED ON
THIS?Z

MISS SHERMAN WRS
PART OF THE TEAM
SERRCHING FOR THE BODY
OF THE ROMABNIAN VRM-~
PIRE, VLADIMIR GILRESCL,
RECENTLY STOLEN FROM
A NEW YORK WARX MUSEUM
BY NRAZIS. *

Y BIGHT DAYS RGO SHE

AND T ,WITH RGENT WALLER,
WERE CHECKING THE RUINS
OF CZEGE CASTLE, R
COUPLE MILES OUTSIDE OF
FALTICENI. WE DIDN'T FIND
GIURESCU...

“WHEN NO ONE WAS PARYING ATTENTION,
MISS SHERMAN STUCK HER FINGER IN R
HOLE IN THE THING'S CHEST...

“...BUT WE FOUND
SOMETHING RGENT
WRALLER CRLLED A
HOMUNCULUS T
WRS OLD AND
VEFINITELY M7

“.LAND ALL
HELL BROKE
LOOSE,

* HELLBOY: WAKE THE PEVIL



YT TRIED TO YANK MISS SHERMAN AWRY. THRTS HOW | | " LIZ WAS GLUED TO THE THING RAND IT WRS
'IIBURNEV MY HANDS. CLEAR SOMETF/NG WRS GOING ON
BETWEEN THE TWO OF THEM,

YT KILLED WRLLER
ANP JUMPED OUT
THROUGH THE WRLL,
AND RAN AWAY. ~

\ ;
M T WRS WALLER WHO SHOT

Lz, TO BREAK HER CONNEC-~
TION WITH THE THING.

T ONLY KNEW HER
FOR A COUPLE
OF PAYS, BUT T
COuULP TELL SHE
HATED IT.

YOU BURNEPR
YOURSELF ON THIS
YOUNG GIRLZ
SHERMAN HAS..,
/292 PYRO-
TECHNIC RBILI=-
TIES. SHE WRS R
FIRE STRRTER, BUT
T PON'T THINK SHE

FELT SHE WARS RERLLY
iN CON'T‘_?OL. OF

T THINK
SOMEHOW, WHEN
WE FOUND THE
CRERTURE, SHE AAEW”
THIS WAS HER CHRANCE
TO PITCH HER POWER,
SHE DUMPED IT INTO THE
THING, ZRPPED IT TO
LIFE. STRANGE...

Mss

LIKE YOU SRIP, POCTOR,
SHE LOST SOMETHING
SHE NEEDPEV.

GIVEN HER
CONDITION RND
THE HIGHLY UN-
STABLE NATURE OF
HER “GIFT,” 1 FELT
THE LONG FLIGHT WRS
INADVISRBLE. T KNEW
YOU HAP AN RADEQUATE
CONTRINMENT
FRCILITY HERE, ALSO,
T HAVE AGENTS IN
THE FIELD RIGHT NOW
LOOKING FOR THIS
CRERTURE.

WHY BRING
HER HERE?
SURELY YOUR
OWN PEOPLE IN
AMERICA WOULP

BE BETTER
QUALIRIED...

THINK VT
MRY BE
POSSIBLE TO
REVERSE~-

POSEIBLE...




V. SHE'S
GOING TO
BE FINE,”

- YOU KNOW
LPON’7 WANT ‘ WE'LL PO WHRT
YOU TO GET WE CAN, BUT
YOUR HOPES WP, ‘ THIS 1S A TOUGH L
EVEN \F THEY FIND BUSINESS. ‘ P
THE THING, WE HRAVE
AO WWER HOW TO GET
LIZ'S STUFF BRACK o
INTO HER, OR IF IT

WILL PO ANY GOOP, l 7

(1 % .
\a [




M

SIXTY~-EIGHT BOPIES
DISAPPERRED OUT OF

COULD BE
HUNGRY...OR
LONELY.

YOU'RE
KIPDING ,
RIGHT?Z

T CALLED A
SUY IN
AGGTELEK FAND

HE SAYS THE
SAME THING'S

THERE, AND IN
BISTRITA RND

YOu THINK T CO
Gsuy PO

... AND IN EVERY

CRSE TS JUST BODIES

THRT HAVE BEEN IN THE

GROUND LESS THAN
R YBRR,

T'VE SEEN SOME
FUNNY STUFF,




LOOK AT WHAT'S LEFT OF THESE COFFINS, YOou
SOMETHING DUG EM UP AND BROKE ‘EM APART THINKING
BY HAND. NO TOOLS... RBOUT

L2z =
AND NO WHEEL - -
7 TRACKS ANYWHERE, i
S0 How PIP ALL THE _

BOPIES GET CRRTED
OFF?2

IR SOME-
THING ATE THEM

E
SOME7/HNVG LEFT
OVER SOMEWHERE.
LOCRALS HAVE
CHECKED THE

SO MRYBE
WE SHOULD BE

LOOKING FOR
ABRANDONED BLILD-
INGS, CAVES -~

HEY Yyou HELLBOY, THIS IS MY
DRAMN ASSOCIRTE, AGENT
Guys WHO o CORRIGAN. i
ARE YOU, r BURERU
PLERSE? FOR PRRANORMAL CROFESSOR
AMERICANS ESE H CORRIGPAN,
z NY.U, WE'RE

LOOKING INTO
YOUR SITURTION
HERE.




HRAS
ANYTHING ELSE

AN
\

& N 'm UNUSURAL HRPPENED
U PRETTY SURE N THE LRST WEEK
SR THE PROBLEM R SO7

MNoON N ISN'T VAMPIRES.
N T WRS HERE FOR
\ THE TROUBLE BRCK

IN Y69, THIS IS
DIFFERENT,

SOMETHING KILLEDP SOME
CHICKENS RAND KURT POLEZIG'S
DOG. IT WENT INTO THE OLP
CHRPEL AND CRME OUT CRARRYING
THE BIG CROSS, THE BIG ONE NO
TWO MEN CRN CRARRY, KURT SAW
IT RUN OFF INTO THE
MOUNTRINS...

V7 T's UP THERE, ) " THE
GOOP RIPPRANCE TO IT... 2 STORM

WiLL HRVE
w 1T
\ é
A
\




7
7 s
/7
/
72 \8
‘\\ Ak
W // 7
“...OR THE ‘; 7 7 2
DEVIL wiLL.” ‘
Y S )

LORD,
RAIN YOUR
FIRES POWN

ON ME.

THE ERRTH,
FOR T AM AN
RABOMINATION
N YOUR
EYES...

...AND PRETTY SPEECH, CRUBL WORD. WHRAT

IN MY BROTHER, BUT YOU LIVING THING COULD
wiLL FIND YOU HAVE CALL ME 74297 T
NOTHING TO FERR PM ALONE IN MY

FROM THE LIGHT- GENERATION.
NING.

"BROTHER"?




1S 1T
FRMILIAR
TO Youz?

YOL REMEMBER THE
MEDRL WORN BY OUR
FRTHER, BUT DO YOU
REMEMBER THE MANZ

FRTHER?2
BROTHER™?
WHO ARE

NO MORE
RIDDLES !

T WiLL
TELL ALL,

BUT NOT IN
FRONT OF THAT,

T'LL NOT HRVE
///MAXVEH'TCHDNG

SPEALS

THROW
T AWRY.




THE
MYSTERIES
OF LIFE.
AH,
BUT LOoK
BT YOU.
Bfﬁl//?'/;l/l

YOUR
PRRYERS RRE
RNSWEREP,

l/ AN
IMPROVE-

MENT OVER

ELCER
BROTHER.




* A SECRET PROJECT,
A HALF-SUCCESSFUL
EXPERIMENT. HE
LERRNED WHRAT HE
CcOULDP FROM ME THEN

FEP ME POISON..,

THE WORLPD.

I W
& PRODUCT
OF HIS STUDENT
PEYS IN WITTEN-
BERG, ALMOST
FIVE HUNDRED
YERRS HGO,

“HE HAP A REPUTRTION
R NOW, AND ENEMIES. T
BUT A STRANGE WRS NOT TOO DIFF|~
THING HRAPPENED “ T ESCRHPED MY CULT TO TRACK HM,

POWN THERE IN PRISON ANP
WENT LOOKING
FOR MY MRKER.

“ I LERRNED THAT
HE WRS IN PRISON
WRITING TRIAL BY

" IT TOOK YERARS,
BUT T WILLED

LIFE BRACK INTO
MY COLD LimBs,

THE INQUISITION,



“THRT NIGHT, T BROKE

INTO HIS CELL. HE HAD

BECOME AN OLDP MAN,
BUT HE KNEW ME.

“ HE BEGGED FOR
MY FORGIVENESS. .,
AND FOR HIS LIFE..

SHOULD
T HRAVE

LEFT HIM TQ THE

TORTURERS?Z

\ THAT
Yy LOCKED BOX
COI}TF?INEI? HIS

YT couLp
ALLOW HIM
NEITHER,

YT TOOK THE CHRIN FROM
HIS NECK, RND, FROM OUT
OF HIS BELLY, THE KEY TO
P LOCKED BOX IN THE
CATHEDRRL AT ALBI,

MHOW _HE GREW YOUR
BODY FROM ROOTS AND
FLUIDS, BUT IT TOOK A
BOLT OF LIGHTNING TO

GIVE YOUu LIFE.”
Y

Al ) =

»




T REMEMBER...
THE LIGHTNING AZAZ
THE MBN,

HE
CHRED FOR
ME AND TRUGHT
ME, BUT WHEN
THE LIGHTNING'S
POWER FRPED HE
ABRNPONED ME,

NI HAD NO STRENGTH
TO SPERK OR MOVE,
BUT T WRS AWRRE OF
THE SLOW PRSSRGE OF
TIME ... LIKE DREAMING..

GIRL, AND SHE WRANTED
TO BE RIP OF IT.

“FINALLY T FELT R POWER
NERAR ME, GREATER THEN
THE STORM.IT WRS IN A

Y T REBCHED OUT
MY MIND TO HER. HER
CURSE WOULD BE MY

*TOO LRATE T REBLIZER WHAT SHE DIR

NOT~-= THRT THE POWEE WRS R LIVING PRART

we

Y BUT "I WRS
coLp, ZBRVING ‘
| DRARK, AND SHE
WRS LIKE THE
GLORY OF THE
SUN TO ME.

b DPP‘NEJOO
HER NOTHING,.




BROTHER, YOU THINK THESE
HUMANS ARE OUR BETTERS.
NOT 80, BELIEVE ME.

T CRANNOT
LIVE WITH
THE CR/MES

“ T DESTROYED HER!”

WE TWO RRE THE
TRIULMPH OF SCIENCE
QOVER NATURE. MANKIND
TO US SHROULD BE LIKE

CRTTLE, OURS TO USE
_ FOR WHATEVER PLR-
: POSE #¢& DECIDE.

WE RBRE
NOT MONSTERS,
BUT 7 AL/ 7L6E
AND THE £L/GA7
OF 7HE WORLL.,

T HRAVE SPENT YEARS IN PREPRRRTION
FiNV STUDY. T HAVE CRERATED LIFE,
CRUDE HOMUNCULI, HARVESTERS OF
THE RFIW MFI‘TEElFlLs NECESSF!RY

THEY
ARE NOT
BERUTIFUL
LIKE You,
BROTHER.
SINCE T LERRNEP
OF You, Yo
You HAVE BEEN
MY INSPIRATION,

WHEN T LERRNED OF YOUR TIME'S COME TO
RESURRECTION, T ABRNDONED BERR WEsRP
CRUTION AND RUSHED TO - . i - FR
COMPLETE THE THING. B WEEK
OF FURIOUS LABOR, BUT 727

work 1S NERR DONE AT
LRST,

PO You
FEEL IT2

HHVE SUFFEQEP
S0 MucH FOR
LONG, FIL.ONE LWILL
NEVER
BE PRARTED
RGRAIN,




THIS 1S
OUR MOST
HAUNTED

PLACE,

. YOu
KNOW THIS
STORY?Z

SURE, 1611,
SOLPDIERS RRE
SENT TO THE
MONRSTERY OF
CRPRTINEN! TO
INVESTIGRTE CER-
TRIN CLAIORS.
THEY FIND THE
MONKS > PERPETRA-
TING THE FOULEST
AROMINATIONS AND
FILTHIEST EX-
CESSES.” THEY
NRILED THE
DOORS SHUT.,,

...AND BURNED THE
PLACE WITH THE
MONKS TRAPPED
INSIDE,

MONRSTERY OF
CRPRTINENI, BUILT
BY S/ AANEAT THE

SECOND, WHO WRS

GRANPSON OF THE
IMPALER PRACLLRA,
BLOODY MRADPMEN,
GRERTEST HERO

OF OUR NRTION.

'/

YESZ, AND
ONE OF THE
MONKS THREW HIM-

SELF OFF THE TOP
OF THE TOWER
CRYING, "GO, FORGIVE
ME,” BUT THE DEVIL
CHRME OUT OF THE
BSMOKE AND CRUGHT
HIM, AND CARRIED
HIM BRCK INTO
THE FIRE.

W,




T NEVER YES,IT \ / IT IS R 29 MAYBE THE INSIDE OF THE \j
HERRD THRT/ /= TRUE. PLACE.OFTEN SOMERBODY'S TOWER 1S ALL FRLLEN
LITTLE GEM[  MANY THERE RARE LIVING UP DOWN. IT 1S BUILT

BEFORE. STRANGE LIGHTS
IN THE TOWER
WINDOWS AND THE
STINK OF THE

BURNING BOPIES,

THERE?Z BRCK INTO THE CLIFF,
BUT THRT ROCK IS

TOO STEEP TO CLIMB,

ONLY PEVILS AND
GHOSTS CRN GO
UP THERE...

-

My

@
Vi)

SOMEBODY'S
COOKING,
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OVENZ

WHRAT
THE HELL
1S THRT?

LOOKS

LIKE IT RUNS
RALL THE WRY
UP THE IN-
SIPE OF THE

TOWER.
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WELL,
NO WRY OuUR
GuY couLp

LAST EIGHT
vavs,..

RIGHT?
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THE FIRE WAS
OUR TUST PLINISH-~
MENT, FOR WE
PROFANEL THE
CROSS AND TRAF-
FICIKED WITH PEVILS,

YOU HRP IT
COMING..,

...BUT
THRT'S B ROUGH
WRY TO GO.

WE cOlLP
HAVE ESCAPED
BY SECRET
FASSAGES, BUT
WE CHOSE TOS7AY,
ANC WE WILL RE-
MAIN SO LONG
AS THESE WHLLS

WE ARE
POOMEDP TO
WITNESS
GREATER EVIL
UNFOLLING IN
THE TOWER
ABOVE.,

T MIGHT
BE ABLE TO
HELP YOuU ouT
WITH THRT & T
AN FIND A wRY
QuUT OF HERE.




KNOW.

)
w3
w_w

03

3
=2

THESE
TUNNELS RRE

CENTURIES OLP

WHERE Y
ARE WE?

THIS WRY L HRVE

HIPDEN MY
RCTIVITIES FROM
. THE WORLDP.

TIME FOR
SECRECY 1S
ENDING.

NOW THE
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YOU , WALLED BLIWVE IN THRT cOLD
ROTTING SKIN, WELL, NO MORE,

TOO MRANY YERRS RLONE, BROTHER,
TOMB, AND T, R PRISONER IN MY OWN

I HRAVE MRPE
FOR US THE
BODY OF R

GIAN7.

WORAkSS

A GIGHNTIC FORM TO STRIPE
THE EARTH, ANDP YOU RND T,
TOGE7#7ER, THE BRRIN OF
THE THING, THEN RLL THE
HUMBN RRCE wiLL BE FOD-
DER FOR OUR GREATER

%,
TO G2, GROW.,
CeAME, TO CRACK
WIDE THE CELESTIAL
VARULT RND RRKE
THERE FOR S¥ECKFET
ANOWLELCE"

SEE THE UNIVERSE
TIROESTEL & \N
U COLOSSAHL
G/

VT
ONLY
REMAINS
FOR US TO
BECOME
LIQUID.

- THE MRSTER.




WHERT HRAVE YOu

GOT THERE, SLAVE?
A LIVING HUMRAN?

SHALL WE USE HER
TO CHRISTEN
THE WORK?2

REMEMBER
WHRT T TOLD
NYOU . & BRE
THE GRERTER.
THESE HUMANS
SHOULDP BE OURS
TO PO WITH RS
WE PLERSE...

QUIET,
BROTHER.

... ANDP
CES 70N,
REMEMBER
THERT,
BROTHER,

ANOTHER
ONION
FOR THE




7 THE STRIRS WERE
A TISGHT FIT, AND
SOME SMART-RASS

BRICKED UP THE
THINK YOU HRP POOR AT THIS END.
TO PO THRT--
BANP WHAT TOOK
YOU SO LONG?

MY BROTHER
TURNS RGRINST
ME RAND NOwW MYy
LABORRTORY 1S

NVFCEL 7




—

FooLs.

RISING IN ME
NOW ANP ONLY
BLOOD wiLL

QUELL IT.

WHO'S THHRT
SKINNY GUY?2

PRETTY
CRAZY.

HOW THE WORLD
WiLL SUFFER
FOR THIS,

I'M NOT
SURE, BUT
HE SOUNDS

HOW
MucH
BLoor 2

YOU THINK T BM
A MADPMANZ WELL.,
YOU HRAVE MEF2L

Ol 7TRPGEZS

...BAND
THIS MRAD-

MOUNTRINS
AN LEVEL
CITIES...

-.BuT
YOU wil.L
NOT LIWE
TO SEE
T,

“HE /5 CRRZY.”

o/




JO--

HOW
ARE WE
SUPPOSED

o,
o “w rv

“-l-l # T
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bo You =i
SEE ME, MY
BROTHERZ T
AM THE GOP
OF SCIENCE,

=

— - oy

-

T
THINK T'M
HAVING
~= A HERRT
RTTRCK. YOUW'RE OKRAY,
KATE. HANG ON.

M cosnvss




"__ f@" - - -

’ CRESTLIRE,
YOU THINK
YOU CAN FLEE

SNEAK,
crRAWL,
BLURROW IN
72;5 é/::g,zw—/.
YES OF
Gopr ARE
UPON YOL.




9/ 7
W

A TREE N
HIS NECK.

NSECTS YOU
THINI YOLI) AN HERM
AMEZ YOL THINK T

THOUGH

2 MENLIKE IN
APPEARANCE

I HAVE NONE OF

A THE WEAKNESSES

OF THAT

 SPECIES,

PO YOUR WORST,
YOU SON OF R --

8 NOT THE




HE HAS
THE RIGHT
ANP POWER
TO 7Z9KE
777

GOL 7#E
CESTROYERS

HE WHO

HAS THE
POWER TO
\ GIVE LIFE...

THIS IS THE
WORDP OF




THE WORD
BROTHERZ 15 LINKNOWN
BROTHERZ 7O ME.

PLERSE,
BROTHER,
FORGIVE
ME.

T Do
NOT RERLIZE
THE GIFT L
WRs BEING

OFFEREDP, BUT

NOW T SEE YOU

... SEE THE LIFE

T MIGHT HRAVE
SHRARED... (4

PLERSE.




CAN T
BELIEVE

TO BE
MORE THRAN
BROTHERS...

You
wouLZ JoInv
ME T LIVE IN

THIS BOPYZ

TOGETHER
IN COMMON

BoOuUNP

FLESH,

~

/
N
1 I\\\ ////,/,/ o *\‘//,k/{_

-

/

7z L
’

~\ I/,f////"
fi¥ L

2 as

W'

Z KNEW YOU/
wouLe
REALIZE TH/S
WHS MEANT
TO BE.

T's
THE FIRE
STOLEN
FROM THRT




b vou
of SR THET
N /- SReE NOT

LESS THAN
HUMBN,

ENOCUGH TO
DESTROY
) PERHRAPS,
BUT WE
CERTAINLY
-\ PBRE NOT MORE... .

OUT, THATS
BOILING v
HUMBN FAT,

BaNp
NOTHING
WRS MERNT




)




ENJOY T
WHILE T
LASTS, PAL.
YOW'RE COMIN'
WITH US|

I SAVED YOUR LIFE, AND
HOW MRNY OTHERSZ RND
TO DO THAT, T AZLEL

MY OwN BROTHER,

T Wikl
BE ALONE
FOREVER...

LERVE ME BE...T Wil
HAVE NOTHING TO DO WITH

MAN,




¢ V GETuPOR
W, T SWERR TO
SOV TM
GONNR...,

BUT YOU

REMEMBER
WHERE YOU
GOT THE
FIRE TO
Vo 1T...

WENT TO

ONE, BUT
Z We.

VO wWHRAT
HRARM ANY- T HAVE TO
PO TO BE
FREE,

GONNR
JERK
AROUNDP
WITH THIS

BRSTARD, BURN

amEm .,

... AND YOU
REMEMBER

AOW YOU

GOT T,

THE

CLOCK'S
TICKIN'S

A




HELLBOVY...
W SHE DED A
PLE OF

THE WALER

INSTITUTE,
TIRGOVISTE,

LISTEN, -
NOCEOLYS DVERD )

ERE
UNTIL T SRY 50,

YOU

NP H

RROUW

HERR MEZ




WHHART RBOUT THE
HOMUNCULUS?

L

TRKE HIM BRCK

TO THE STRTES
FND GIVE WM TO
THE LAB BOYS.,
MBYBE THEY CAN

PO SOMETHING
FOR HIM.

END, BLL THINGS
CONSIDERED, HE
WRSN'T THRT 8AD

R GUY.

THE ENCE



G ALLETRY

featuring
KevIN NOowLAN
MATT SMITH
DuncaN FEGREDO
DAVE JOHNSON
THIERRY ROBIN

and
B.C. Boyer






















GRAPHIC NOVEL / HORROR

DARK

HORSE

BOOKS

“Hellboy is a comic-book master-
piece. With style, imagination, and
a haunting simplicity, it creates a
parallel universe of mystery and
horror, which is unique in the
medium. 1 have nothing but
admiration for Mike Mignola and
his cohorts. Hellboy restores my
faith in the joy of comic books.”

Clive Barker



