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INTRODUCTION
 

by  Gary Gianni

	 few years ago I asked Mike Mignola to write 
an introduction for my comic-book adapta-
tion of Jules Verne’s 20,000 Leagues Under 

the Sea. What sort of insight could the creator of 
Hellboy provide for the marvelous nineteenth-century 
adventure story? By nature, Mignola has an utterly 
unique, often zany viewpoint on every topic from 
abomination to Zarathustra, and, given his reverence 
for Victorian literature, I thought he’d find the offer 
worthy of his mettle.
	 Unfortunately, he declined.
	 His excuse? Well, that would have made an 
introduction in and of itself. The bizarre angle 
I had hoped he’d commit to paper was rendered 
verbally in the form of an inspired soliloquy which 
he delivered off the top of his head. It was a snapshot  
of a true storyteller—a portrait of the artist as a 
gifted madman.
	 “You want me to write an introduction?” 
Mignola’s voice echoed incredulously over the phone. 
He paused a moment, considering the possibilities, 
and proceeded to launch into an imagined scenario 
which Charles Dickens, who thrilled audiences with 
his storytelling skills at public readings, would have 
greatly appreciated.
	 “Yeah, I can just picture it,” Mignola mused. 
“The long-deceased Jules Verne smashing his way 
out of a tomb somewhere in France after he hears 
I’m writing an introduction for his 20,000 Leagues 
Under the Sea. He’ll look like he’s grinning, but  
he’s not, because he doesn’t have any lips—he’ll just 
be mad.”
	 I could easily see the black-and-white shapes 
Mignola would use in rendering an illustration for 
his whimsical nightmare. One of his chief attributes 
as an artist is the ability to create poetic imagery 
from material which, in the hands of others, would 
be vulgar and tasteless. 
	 The artist continued: “Verne is yelling, ‘That 
bastard, Mignola, I’ll find him and tear his heart 
out.’ Verne will try to say this, but by now his jaw 
unhinges and falls down around his collar bones. He 
shambles half-way ’round the world, and winds up 
at my front door. Boom! Boom! Boom! ‘C’mon down 
here, Mignola! Open Up! Ya hear me? C’mon down 
here and I’ll beat the crap out of ya!’”
	 I cracked up laughing, but when I realized 
this comic narrative was Mignola’s polite way of 

bowing out of my request, I knew there was no hope 
of arguing. On the contrary, I began to wonder if 
adapting 20,000 Leagues into a comic book had any 
merit at all.
	 I describe the phone call, albeit in a paraphrased 
manner, because I think it illustrates—in a small 
way—Mike Mignola’s modus operandi. He takes 
his work seriously, and yet he is acutely aware of the 
absurdity of the proceedings. (See Screw-on Head for 
further testimony.) The literary references which are 
often sprinkled throughout his stories allow Mignola 
to acknowledge his influences without being pedantic 
or ostentatious.
	 As entertaining as the Hellboy series is, I find 
an underlying sense of melancholy and pathos at 
the heart of it all. Mignola once admitted to me he 
regretted not having the skill as a writer to be able to 
move readers to tears—a difficult task for even the 
best among the Victorian writers to achieve.
	 Poetry, myth, and folklore are other interests 
which surface in his stories, but the high regard 
for classic foundations are mingled in a refreshing 
manner with pulp material from the ’30s and ’40s, 
as well as horror films and other comics. The pulp 
material in particular is a favorite area of exploration 
for Mignola. He has examined some of the lamest, 
hare-brained concepts anyone has ever laid eyes upon, 
and managed to develop even more grist worthy of 
his creative mill. I would go as far as to say Mignola 
never met a pulp idea he didn’t like. Except perhaps 
for the dream detective—a paranormal investigator 
who has the ability to solve supernatural cases while 
he sleeps. “How many times can you hit the snooze 
alarm on that idea?” Mignola observed, to his credit. 
Over all, Jules Verne, Dickens, and even the pulp 
writers of their day entertained the reading public, 
and much of their work, enduring over time, is now 
recognized by modern critics as classic literature.
	 It’s just possible, one hundred years from now, 
a scholar of twenty-first-century pop culture will 
compose a new introduction for this very book, and 
Mignola’s Hellboy will be re-issued and appreciated 
by an as-of-yet unborn audience. Somewhere, dear 
reader, you and I will be grinning.
					   

Gary Gianni
Goldstadt Medical University
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For Hans Christian Andersen, 

King of Mermaids, 

and 

William Hope Hodgson, 

Master of the Sargasso Sea.



THE THIRD WISH



	 This one started out as a Sub-Mariner story.
	 Back in 1983, I’d just drawn my first story for Marvel Comics, a 
short Sub-Mariner story (written by Bill Mantlo) about a drowning 
horse. It was a nightmare. I didn’t know how to draw boats or horses, 
or pretty much anything in the real world. I just wanted to draw rocks 
and monsters. So, as a possible follow-up to the horse story, I plotted 
something that would take place entirely underwater, with the Sub-
Mariner captured by mermaid sisters and turned over to a demonic sea 
hag. Then I think I just filed it away in my head. I don’t remember sending 
it to my editor (at that time, the great Al Milgrom). I don’t remember 
it being rejected (seems like I’d remember that). I do remember that I 
liked the story. Ten years later, when I created Hellboy, I slid it over 
into the corner of my brain where I keep all my Hellboy stuff. It would 
need a better ending and some brilliant way to keep Hellboy breathing 
underwater, but I’d worry about that when the time came.
 	 Cut to September 11, 2001.
	 I had just moved back to New York City and was about to start  
a new project, a non-Hellboy graphic novel set in a partially ruined  
New York City. How’s that for timing? By the end of that day— 
I remember the air smelling like burnt wire—I’d shelved my “New York 
thing.” Suddenly it seemed like a good time to do a cute little fairy tale 
about mermaids.
	 I had originally intended to follow Conqueror Worm with a story 
about Hellboy in Africa, so I had started doing some research: Mohlomi 
was a real person, and the haunted banana tree, the bat with the basket, 
and Ananse trading for stories are all taken from actual African folktales. 
The first half of the mermaid story is almost exactly the story I made up 
in 1983, inspired by Hans Christian Andersen’s The Little Mermaid.
	 The overall tone of the story ended up much darker than I originally 
intended. Maybe it was 9/11 (the ghost father and souls in jars were all 
post 9/11 inventions), or maybe it’s just that Beast of the Apocalypse 
thing catching up to Hellboy. Not sure. Probably a little bit of both. 
I had trouble drawing this one. I did four different covers for issue 2, 
and, for the first time, I drew and discarded whole pages. It was nothing 
compared to the trouble I would have with The Island, but we’ll get to 
that later.
	 The Third Wish was published as a two-issue miniseries in 2002.



















































































































THE ISLAND



	 This was a rough one.
	 My original idea was a story inspired by the Sargasso Sea stories 
of William Hope Hodgson (1877-1917) and his novel, The Boats of the 
Glen Carrig—a graveyard of ships and a strange island overrun with 
weird fungus and monsters. Simple enough. Fun. I plotted a two-issue 
miniseries and drew the first eight pages. No problem. Then I had to stop 
work for a while, go to Prague, and watch final filming of the Hellboy 
movie. Cool. Except that I got hit with a nasty Eastern European flu and 
was ordered to stay in my hotel room for a week. Solitary confinement 
in a foreign country. With nothing to do but sit and think, I became 
convinced that my story was crap and I would need to start over.
	 When I got back to New York I replotted The Island. Now it was 
a three-issue miniseries. It still had the ships and the fungus, but now 
there was also this strange mansion with an old man and his servant. 
This time I drew nineteen pages and then sort of . . . ran out of gas. Not 
sure what happened. I really like that story, and plan to do it one of these 
days, but right then it just wasn’t working. I scrapped the idea of the 
fungus people (though I dearly love fungus people), tried replotting it as 
one issue, bumped it back up to two issues, and, finally, that’s the story 
you have here.
	 I created Hellboy way back in 1993. Since then I’ve figured a lot of 
stuff out about his world, its history, and how it all works. The question 
has always been how much do you tell people and when do you tell them? 
I’ve been keeping a lot of secrets. Then along comes this Hellboy movie, 
and suddenly we have the Ogdru Jahad popping out of their prisons and 
waggling their tentacles at the cameras. Hell, if you were going to see 
them, I figured I should show the real version of them in the comic first. 
And I’ll do one better. I’ll give their origin. And, while I’m at it, I might 
as well throw in the creation of the world, the rise and fall of angels, and 
the origin of mankind. After all, the audience has, by now, been waiting 
a long time for a new Hellboy comic. I better give them something big.
	 The Island was published as a two-issue miniseries in 2005, and is 
the end of the first chapter of Hellboy’s life. The Epilogue, published 
here for the first time, gives us a first look at where things are going—
stranger places.





































































































































	 The first eight pages to follow (inked and colored 
specifically for this book) are the beginning of the first version of 
The Island. This version was closest in spirit to the old William Hope 
Hodgson stories. Hellboy is called up out of the sea by witches and finds 
himself on a spooky island surrounded by fog and wrecked ships. He 
finds the remains of a sailor who’s killed himself to avoid the fate of his 
shipmates. His diary tells the tale—despair, madness, and men turned 
to fungus. And, of course, that night the fungus men attack. The bit 
with the witches and the little carved Hellboy is being used to better 
effect in the next Hellboy miniseries, Darkness Calls. Strangely enough, 
Hellboy’s last line on page eight was going to be, “This isn’t going to 
work.” As is so often the case, he was right.
	 The next pages (in pencil) are part of my second attempt. With a 
little redrawing, I was able to use the first twelve pages of this version 
as the beginning of the published story. These pages (which would have 
been thirteen through nineteen) show the original design of the big 
weird house, the old man and his servant, and a longer sequence with 
the fungus men. You can also clearly see the panel where I ran out of 
gas. I don’t want to say too much about what was going to happen in 
this version of the story. It’s a good one, and I do plan to do it right one 
of these days.
	 Following the unused pages are a few pages from my sketchbook, 
and there you go.
	 That’s it.

Somewhere in Southern California

































Animal studies for the “fairy sequence” in The Third Wish.



The Ogdru Jahad.



The priest and the Inquisition soldiers.



The beginnings 
of cover sketches for 
The Island #2 cover 

(page 2 in this volume).
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