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WOLVE RTON

THIEP Q‘p
I
ussﬁ“j

A MESSAGE
FROM TEAM WOLVERTON

WOLVERTON started a8 an ORIGINAL SCREENPLAY, attracting the ATTENTION of some MAJOR
HovLiywoon p!ayers. The SPARKLING DIALOGUE and INSANE ACTION SEQUENCES were a
director’s wet dream, hut the studio bean counters just couldn’t see making a S 100,000,004
maovie based on an original idea. “If only it was g comic book firss, lads,” they said,

oBJECTS

S0, we made it a COMIC BOOK first! And, we have TROVES OF PEOPLE to THANK along
the way — because we didn’t know a helluva a lot about putting owt a comic book!

THANK YOU

We would never have gotten to print without the astonishing assistance of Andrew
Hollister and Greg Guithesahl, Our snappy promo video woulid never have happened
without Greg, Chris Mills and Chris Beat. We had quite a bit of ADVICE from Tom Plotkin,
YVan Jensen, Emil Ferris, Michael Tisserand and Bob Burden.

And, THANK vou, Kraken Print for putting up with Michael’s constant questions,

Michael would like to thank Elizabeth Gholston, Liz & John Perce, and his serecnwriting
mentors Ring Lardner Jr, Waldo Salt and Tan McLellan Hunter ... Terrell would like to
thank Bree Garrvett, Tempest Garrett and Mike & Jessica Healy ... Derek would like io

thank Mara Freilich, Kuma & Balto, Matt Gallant, Sumi Ink and Carl Sagan.

And, t0o everyone who had our backs on Hichkstarter!

Our crowd funding campaign was a raging success
and we'd like to thank all of our super backers:

Evan & Linda Shore - Aaron Kuder - Brook Fuiton - RockitBot - Grassroots Labs
Zachary Aten * William Huff - Viviana Goldenberg - Laurie Gardner - Chris Mills
Kristina Zacharias « Bill Sweeney - Steve Fallon - Jason Zions * Michael Levy
Blair Buscareno * Matthew Barton - Alexander . Garrett - Terry Garrett
Andy Peters - Keel Heisler - Terran Joy McCanna - Obi Gholston - Max Gholston
Lisa Barcy - Robin Fagin - Christina Whitlatch - Rafa Reyes - Ray Bogdanovich
Kevin Madden * Ruclus & Lane Skye - Jennifer Mackey - Andrew Perez
Donna Ryder - Michael Giordano - B.]. Parker - Marcy & Chris McLamb
Alexandra Krispel - Deb Sprague - Bruce Meyer * Quan Tran - Robert Koenig
Nathan DeWitt - Rory McGee * Alexander Gent + Carolyn Carier - Gregory Nicoll,
Roshell Resnick + Chuck Miller - Sergey Anikushin - Rebecca Perry Damsen
Jonathan Smoct - Toni Ostrow * Lorelle Chizen « Stephen Hunking * Ryan Kirkpatrick
Anita Hicks * Richard & Glynis Ward - Kristina Boothe - Jeffrey Archer!

{f we spelled ary names wrong, please don't sue us.
Publishing an indie comic boek isn't eaxy!




WRITERS ART LETTERS
MICHAEL STARK zzgfosé(s ROPENBECK ELIZABETH MCBRIPE
AND
TERRELL T. GARRETT ELLEN BELMONT ,’i}igf,}iéf“fr%?,‘f’?
IF IT'S ANY I'M SO
aﬁ"%%%f% ﬁ’fgf CONSOLAT/ION, CONFL lcrfﬂl I MIGHT
BEEN ROBBED BY I FEEL ABSOLUTELY HAVE TO CANCEL
THE BLACK CAT 7 ROTTEN ABOUT IT. TO:Elgg; VSA%I(%%ER

YET ONE DOES BE A SHAME TO
HAVE TO EAT. IT LET IT GO TO WASTE.
OID TAKE WEEKS BUT, I DO FORESEE

TO GET THAT SPOT.

THE NEED FOR A
B/CARBONATE AFTER.

AGAIN, AWFULLY
SORRY ABOUT
ALL THIS

Wolverton, Thief of Impossible Objects Issue #1. Winter 2017/2018. Published by Burnt Biscuits Books. Wolverton, Thief of Impossible Objects is ™
and © 2015. All characters (except for Mr. Gray) and related elements are trademarks of Michael Stark and Terrell T. Garrett. All rights reserved.

No unauthorized reproductions permitted, except for review purposes. Any similarity to persons alive or dead is purely coincidental.

Printed in Taiwan by KrakenPrint.



TENERIFE, 1910.

i .

MILES OFF THE
JAGGED COAST.

T

= x

1| THE SEA 1S ANGRY . [F
QUITE PEEVED! [

A FRE/GHTER GETS
TOSSED AROUND IN THIS
TEMPEST TANTRUM.

AND 6ROANS AND
SO D0 THE SA/LORS.

) I NEVER PROMISED
-- YOou BOYS A
\ PLEASURE CRUISE!

FIRST MAN WHO
VOMITS |15 DOCKED
A WEEK'S PAY!

THE CAPTAIN,
A BOULDER OF A MAN, 3
THROWS ALL WIS WE/GHT |
AGAINST THE WHEEL.




P
MEANWHILE, IN THE #0LD,

THE STORM 0//04775//3
DOWN THE HATCHES /

S\

A HUNDRED TONS OF
CARGO SREAK FREE.

| THE CRATES SHIFT FROM SIDE TO SIDE,
SMASHING APART, REVEALING THE
TOMB-RAIDED ANTIQUITIES INSIDE.

A SEASICK SAILOR LEAVES
HIS POST. HE DOESN'T NOTICE |f
. | THE MASKED MAN, CLAD IN

.| BLACK LEATHER, OVERHEAD.

- .
1 THIS IS
JACK WOLVERTON, —
GheBlack Cat, WOLVERTON IGNORES
THE CHAOS BELOW,

CROSSING HAND OVER HAND
TOWARDS HIS PR/ZE.




WOLVERTON
TIES A ROPE

TO THE RIGGINGS
AND 6RACEFULLY
GLIDES DOWN.

l‘ﬂt'-'.r._i'j'l_rhv_ﬂ P L

SENDS A CRATE SW/NES OUT

A GIANT WAVE B HE CAUSALLY
HIS WAY.

OF ITS PATH./;. i

el Y B A W R P g

]

B

-
-

W
il)

...AND
SW/NGS
BACK TO
WORK.

THE TUMBLERS
W FALL INTO PLACE.

HE CRACKS HIS
KNUCKLES, PUTS AN EAR

TO THE DOOR AND
GETS TO WORK.

BUT, JUST AS
HE'S ABOUT TO
CRACK HER OPEN,

ANOTHER WAVE
SENDS HIM HEAD FIRST A
INTO THE STEEL DOOR, i

LOCK/NG T AGAIN. Lk




y A

JACK WOLVERTON IS NO
ORDINARY TH/EF. HE
SPECIALIZES IN THE
ARCANE, THE ACCURSED
AND THE OccUlT/c.

¥

A HE PUSHES AWAY
THE P/LES OF CASH AND
PREC/IOUS GBEMS FOR
' WHAT HE'S REALLY AFTER.

Wil A BELL JAR WITH A
MANEY SURPRISE
] INSIDE.

3

HE'S ALSO A GENTLEMAN.
AND, A GENTLEMAN ALWAYS
LEAVES HIS CALLING CARD/




STUMBLE AFTER HIM.
STONENENGE -SIZED
CRATES SL/0E AROUND
THEM LIKE A DEAOLY
GAME OF TETR/S.

A GUNSHOT SEVERS
THE ROPE. THE THIEF
FALLS FAR FROM
FELINE-L/KE TO THE
FLOOR. THE GLASS
JAR SHATTERS.

AND,
GET ME THAT

DAMNED PAWY s,

THERE WOULDN'T
PERCHANCE

ON BOARD?

ALWAYS WITH
THE RUNNING
AND CHASING.

ANOTHER WAVE
SENDS EVERYTHING
FLYIN

IN MY COUNTRY,
WE CHOP OFF THE
HANDS OF A THIEF!

THAT WoULD
MAKE
UNFASTENING
A CORSET

r/THEN, I'm

GLAD
WE'RE NOT
IN YOUR

RATHER MORE 4

PDIFFICULT.




BUT SOME
POACHED
IVORY NEARLY
TMPALES Him!

WOLVERTON TRIES TO
CATCH THE PAW,

DON'T MOVE,
mY MAGGOTY,
LITTLE MINX.




BUT, WOLVERTON |
IS BEATEN TO
THE PUNCH

SOME OF THE CREW
| KNOWS EXACTLY

WHAT You
WISH FOR.

. WHAT THIS
| TRINKET caN DO.

WOLVERTON SCO0PS UP

THE PAW, JUMPS ONTO A

CRATE AND CONTAINER
SURFS AWAY.

THE THIEF LEAPFRO6S||
FROM CRATE 70 > T
THIS 15 MUCH

CRATE , MAKING
HIS ESCAPE. || BI66ER GAME
T For You, capTaIn.
N\ wro are you

WORKING FOR?,

BECAUSE YOU'VE
ALWAYS BEEN
SMALL TIME.

HOW PO You
KNOW I'm NOT
SELF-EMPLOYED?

BUT THEY DON'T

= HAVE HALF T'HE

S BLACK CAT'S
AGILITY !




AND, JUST
MISSES IT,
TUMBLING

M OF F THE EDGE.

LET ME SHOW
'YOU HOW MLICH
I'VE GROWN.

EVEN THOUGH
MAGIC |5
ILLEGAL?

BUT, WOLVERTON |
HAS HIS
TRICKS, TOO.

| Il =
HE REMOVES

I'VE ALWAYS
PREFERRED THE \

CERTAINY OF
SCIENCE MYSELF.

A POUCH FROM HIS
BELT AND BLOWS...

50 MUCH FOR
THE QUEENSBERRY
RULES THEN.

VONTPO A H
HELLUVA LOT

THE CAPTAIN'S BEARD
ERUYPTS INTO FLAMES.

.

HE OROPS THE THIEF AND
SWATS HIS BRISTLES.




sl WOLVERTON RETRIEVES
= THE PAW AS THE You WON'T
SAILORS RUSH HIM., GET OFF
= THIS BOAT
= ALIVE!

'..‘_..

WOLVERTON 6RA8S
MORE POUCHES,
THROWING MORE f
SCIENCE THEIR WAY

FLAGH
i
THE CAPTAIN CLAPS
e HIS HANDS, y
/ RELEASING A
CRACKLE OF ENERGY /
Fal
% THERE'S
) ’ I - MORE THAN
. Nl | . A ONE WAY TO
o AL SKIN A CAT!_£
o £ . === *
i 3 - N
iR .l o :
ke l}g’) E-..-v' F L f
.'I | /X’ -
o s STONE SUDDENLY
a ] TURNS INTO FLESH ! 1 =
L ( ) 4 i
¥
< e
i ; T
o | e i b
BLOCKING =i Nk
WOLVERTON'S S - s
ExXIr. |__ ;
4] bt f
}
WITH A DAGGER
IN EACH OF
HER SZX HANDS /
600, I W=
HATE MAGIC! ™
i

—



WOLVERTON 80588
AND WEAVES AS
BEST HE CAN,
BUT IT'S LIKE
FIGHTING A
CUISINART /

-
-

I HE PULLS SOME

=

| FLOTSAM OFF

7% THE FLOOR TO
Mor:cr HIMSELF

THE DAGGERS COME
OOWN AT HIM

1 PREFERRED
WHEN YOU WERE

WOLVERTON KICKS
THE GOLDEN GAL OFF
AND SO’ERSAI/L/'S
OUT OF REACH!! i

HE CHECKS HIMSELF
OUT. ALL THE IMPORTANT
BITS ARE STILL THERE.

BUT, HE'S NOT

COMPLETELY UNSCATHED.
HIS OUTFIT IS IN TATTERS /7

YOU'LL BE RECEIVING
A BILL FROM mY

TAILOR, OLV GIRL.




ANOTHER WAVE SENDS
SOMETHING FAR MORE
FORMIDABLE HIS WAY.

” PREPARE TO BE
COMPLETELY
PE MILOED!

¥l Il

THE CAPTAIN RE-FURROWS
bul HIS BRON. MORE STATUES s \
COME TO LIFE.

SENDING A WHOLE

SUPERNATURAL CONGA LINE d

AFTER WOLVERTON /

EVERYTHING
STOPS /7 EVEN THE
ENCHANTED KNOW

THE POWER

IT WIELDS/

PON'T!
ONLY AN APEPT
CAN WIELD THAT
KIND OF POWER

WITHOUT
REPERCUSSIONS.
NOW,

YOL'RE JusT
SHOWING

THE THIEF CLUTCHES
THE PAN TO HIS
CHEST TO
MAKE A WISH/




WORDS HAVE P WoRDS HAVE _ [ I A WALL OF WATER
POWER. CONSEQUENCES. IS WISHED OUT
L - s " .

ON HIS CONNAND, RSNEE—
A MANGY FINGER f =
CURLS DOWN. |~ et

EVERYONE IS
SENT ATRBORNE 7

- HE'S OFF
ey - o o0i
ACROSS THE ik HOUOINI
LENGTH COULDN'T
OF THE HOLD, GET OUT OF
ROLLING - THIS MESS/ |

STRAIGHT
INTO THE SAFE.

| THE STEEL DOOR
SLAMS BEHIND HIM.

EEST E

THEN, SNASHES
THROUGH LAYER
UPON LAYER
OF THE HULL.

I REALLY

L Hare macic!






THERE'S NOT ENOUGH
AIR FOR MUCH LONGER.
BUT, THERE ARE STILL

TWO WISHES LEFT.

WOLVERTON FZNDS HIMSELF
IN AN £QUALLY DARK PLACE.
HE LI6AHTS A MATCH AND
SURVEYS HIS SURROUNDINGS.

BUT, OF
COURSE!

DARE HE MAKE
ANOTHER WISH?

SLASHES -
THROUGH THE |=ast
BLUBBER,




TWO HANDS PULL
WOLVERTON OUT
FROM THE BELLY
OF THE BEAST.

A CROWD STARES
AT THE BEACHED
WHALE AND THE
MODERN-DAY JONAH
WHO RODE IN ON IT.

NOTHING TO
SEE HEKE ...

BEAUTIFUL
MORNING,
ISN'T IT.




HIS RESCUER
FATHER PATRICK,
y SURPRISES HIM WITH
_14'( A RESOUNDING SLAP! |

I PrRAISE GOP
Y\ You're saFE

YOU USED THE

w| BLASTED MONKEY'S N°~8? CV\%@?E
PAW, DIDN'T YOU?! MAKES You
SAY THAT?

THE CRANKY PRIEST
GRABS THE PAN
FROM WOLVERTON. TWO
OF ITS FINGERS ARE
CURLED DOWN.

PON'T LIE TO
A PRIEST!

MAGIC I1SN'T TO
BE TOYED WITH.

TOO WELL.
BELIEVE ME.

WE'RE FINALLY ABOUT THAT.
CLOSE TO THERE MIGHT'VE

CATCHING OUR BEEN SOME
COLLECTOR. SLIGHT HICCUPS,

BUT, YOU GO
THE SHIP'S
MANIFEST?

THAT WOULD
BE THE FIRST
Hiccur




UH. THAT WouLp

THE PRIEST FATHER PATRICK PUTS
REALIZES/ Cou MIGHT WaNT HE PAN SOMEWHERE SAFE,
A LEAD BOX COVERED
TO WATCH YOUR WITH CROSSES.
WORDS, FATHER. | / NFORTLNATELY
TEAR or! THERE'S NO TIME
AND SLNK 1T e\ FOR A BREATHER.
DIDN'T You? &2
= ==
N ¥
SOMETHING A,
SOMETIMES, PARTICULARLY \¢
NASTY JusT :
WOLVERTON, ), SURFACED A
I WIsH /¢ BACK HOME.

-7

TRY THE MO5T LETHAL"

SUPERNATURAL
WEAPON IN HISTORY!
BEEN CURSED BY
EVERY GOV IN
THE HINDI PANTHEON.

THE HOPE
VIAMOND?
ISN'T THAT
JusT A
FANCY HUNK
OF JEWELRY?

WITH THE CONTINENT
ON THE BRINK OF WAR,

» IMAGINE IF IT FELL
INTO THE HANDPS OF
THE GOLPEN PAWN.




YOU'RE AWFULLY
PARANOID FOR
A PRIEST. THE
GOLVEN PAWN 15
ANCIENT HISTORY.

I'M SURE EUROPE’S
BIGGEST 5TAR
CAN GET YOoUu IN
| JuéT ABOUT ANYWHERE.

MUSELM WON'T EXACTLY
BE A WALK IN THE PARK.

ANCIENT HISTORY
HAS A WAY OF REPEATING
ITSELF, WOLVERTON.

I THINK THE WORLD
WILL BE A LOT SAFER
WITH THE HOPE DIAMOND

IN OUR HANDS, DON'T YO, e

GETTING IT OUT
OF THE BRITISH

OH, NO! I'M NOT
INVOLVING HER.
IT'$ FAR TOO
PANGEROUS.

TO LOCK THESE EVIL
THINGS ANAY WHERE
THEY CAN'T HURT

ISABELLE 15
BACK. HER TOUR
HAS ALREADY S0LD
OUT THE ROYAL
OPERA HOUSE.

IT COULD BE FATE.
PERHAPS THE TWO
OF YOU ARE MEANT
A SECOND CHANCE.

IT'5 NOT ALL ON You,
LAD. YOU WEREN'T THE
ONE WHO OPENED
THE PANDORA'S BOX

NICETIES LIKE
ANORMAL LIFE
AREN'T IN THE

BUT, WE KNOW WHO
DIV, FATHER. AND,
I INTEND TO CLOSE
IT ONCE ANV FOR ALL.

IT'5 MY JOB

ANYONE.




BACK HOME TO A
LONDOON IN TRANSITION.
CARS NOWN OUT NUMBER

HORSE-DRAWN CARRIAGES

.........

AND SC/ENCE HAD
FINALLY TRIUMPHED
OVER SUPERSTITION
AND M AG/C/

ELECTRICITY HAS
REPLACED
THE WARN 6Low

OF GASLIGHT.

LONDONERS HAVE 6IVEN
YP THEIR ORAB VICTORIAN
CLOTHES (AND MORALS)
FOR MORE COLORFUL ONES.

EVERYTHING'S
JUST ROSY.

KING GEORGE'S CORONATION
NEXT WEEK! ALL THE HEADS
OF ELIROPE ATTENDING!

HOPE PIAMOND
EXHIBIT TO OPEN AT
BRITISH MUSELUM!

VARIOUS NOBLES ARE
HUNE N EFFIGY

INCLUDING THE ONE

| we'Re aBOUT TO MEET.




LORD GRAY HAS THE FACE
OF A MICHELANGELO
CHERUB, BUT A SOUL FRO"
A MUCH LOWER LATITUDE !

\ 0 WE CAN ALL
el AGREE THAT

WL E WAR 15
el : INEVITABLE.
: BUT, WHY DO :
WE FEAR IT 507, SR %

WHY AREN'T WE
RUNNING HEAPLONG
INTO THE FLAMES?

IGNITING THE FUSE?) =
Co

SIT POWN, GRAY!
STOP THESE
PAMNED THEATRICS!

MY LORDS, I CAN
GUARANTEE THAT
ENGLAND WILL
BE THE VICTOR!

WE HAVE THE
WEAPONS AT OUR
DISPOSAL TO ENSURE

MANY LIVES

WILL BE L05 BUT, THINK

OF IT AS
NATURAL

SELECTION.

HE'S OROWNED
oUT BY AN
ANTI -STANOING
- OVATION.

FINE. I'VE GROWN
TIRED OF SEEING U5
LOSE COLONY
AFTER COLONY

MY LORDS, GET A
STOMACH AND
STRIKE THAT MATCH!

I'LL BRING THE
KINGPOM BACK TO
POMINANCE WHETHER

GRAY STORMS OUT OF THE

CHAMBER, THROWING HIS

POWDERED WIG AND CAREER
INTO THE NEAREST

RECEPTACLE.

YOU WANT IT OR NOT!

[T JET A




=

THE HATEFUL CROWD
1SEEMS TO ENERGIZE HIM.

GRAY WHISTLES FOR
HIS CARRIAGE.

4 L1

{

11\ \ o
N\

:m'

THE ASSASSIN . THE VICTIM
) VANISHES IN THE g SURPRISES
My | COMMOT ION. POLICEMEN - Bl EVERYONE BY
%| ARUN TO GRAY'S SIDE. S GETTING To His

STAY STILL LORD!
WE NEEP T0 GET )
YOU TO THE HOSPITAL!/ /

GRITTING HIS TEETH
IN PATN, GRAY
JUMPS INSIDE HIS
CARRIAGE, LEAVING
ATRAIL OF 8L000.




YOU'RE HURT! = "

I YES.
FANCY THAT )
N v

||

i

1|

HE'S CARRIED TO
THE SALON. THE WALLS
ARE ALL COVERED WITH

PORTRAITS OF THE

SAME SUBJECT... | | HIMSELF/

=

17

m S e e

| T,
[ b =
- o SNAN Tuweer
e You A
DOCTOR.
e JUST GET
{11 ME A DRINK!
'_- IE.-E_\' o =
R
— "
GRAY LIMPS &
OVER TO ONE ;
IN PARTICULAR i
.

i

an [ ——————

‘é AND CARESSES
A HIS LTKENESS.

WORKS IT
FORBIDOEN

THE PAIN VANISHES.
THE CANVAS

S
MAGIC.

L)
o
&

4

THERE.
ALL BETTER.

THE WOUNDS CLOSE |
ON THEIR OWN. B
HE TESTS oUT
HIS SHOULDER.




A U

WE PULL BACK TO
REVEAL A WELL-APPOINTED
ROOM FILLED WITH
PRICELESS ANTIQUES.

AS WELL AS
A SHOCKING COLLECTION

OF 0DOITIES
AND 6ROTESQUES.

S AND, THERE'S
" 4 ALWAYS ROOM
i FOR ONE MORE.

= [ ‘
¥
= i b

o - | \
= g N2 BRI YOU KNOW HOW
Ll = L e I FEEL ABOUT MIXING
e s WITH THE HOI POLLOL,

=

el
v n e
= 'ﬁ 1

WHY ZON'T WE
SCHEPDULE A FAR MORE
k PRIVATE VIEWING OF
= THE HOPE
k. PIAMONPD, THEN?

=
"




THE OPERA HOUSE, 4t ' f_ B & He. WELS TO
EDWARDIAN PAPARAZZI ' [ =4 5% A1 oPeN eRASSROOTS

LIEIN WAZT. H LAB% IN LONPON!

e LT ] T8 VHA
M N

ALL OF LONOON

WANTS A GLIMPSE

OF EUROPE'S
BIGGEST ST AR,

x| /wnecLvoIne
1| THE BLACK CAT.

TILL THE
SPOTLIGHT
BLOWS HIS

SORRY,

MAESTRO,
I'LL BE

RIGHT BACK.

EPILOGUE ART BY
JON GRAYSON

STORY BY
STARK/76ARRET} g

COLORS 8Y ¥

ELLEN BELNG LT
LETTERS 8YLY. A
ELIZABETH -




MAY T BE
THE FIRST TO
WELcome
YOoU BACK
TO MERRY,
\OLD ENGLANPD.

PLEASE,
LET ME
EXPLAIN.

NOT A
= [ worp Not

A SINGLE
LETTER!

I THOUGHT
YOU WERE
PEAD!

I WAS
HOPING
You WERE!

AN EXPLANATION

WAS DUE
YEARS AGO!
W,
WHAT ABOUT
s Y N acr oF /
= CONTRITION WHY ARE i 3
e THEN? IT'S YOU HERE, ﬁ A
& NEVER TOO WOLVERTON? 4 :
LATE FOR TO PRAG ME
ONE OF THOSE, INTO ONE OF YOUR
ESCAPAPES, ol
AGAIN? i
I NO... BUT, YOU HAVE
CERTAINLY ] 4 TO ADMIT, THOSE 'A
; NoT ESCAPAPES WERE
SOMEWHAT ROUSING,
WEREN'T THEY? .
: i SOMEWHAT —
= ROUSING,
WOLVERTON!

JUST SOMEWHAT.

I'M ONLY HERE
TO RETURN L
YOUR BROOCH, e\l |

JOIN US FOR MORE
SOMEWHAT ROUS/NE
ESCAPADES REAL SOOWN !




December 20, 1910

My father opened this Pandora’s Box. It’s my job to close it. It was always my job.
I’ve never known another thing.

Lionel Wolverton wasn’t a bad man, but the allure of these cursed things was just
too strong. That’s why we work together in this order. Lest any man get tempted.
And, they get tempted. Throughout all of mankind, throughout history, don’t
they always?

We moved around a lot. But, it was in France where it all went to Hell. I was
eleven. My parents rented a villa nestled in the hills of Provence. We always kept
out of the cities and off the beaten path.

Before the fire, one could say my childhood was idyllic. Salad Days in a
carnivorous world. My parents were a handsome couple so much in love. They
didn’t much miss high society; they brought fun and warmth wherever they
holed up. And, a villa in France wasn’t exactly roughing it. The Wolvertons might
have made a holy vow, but that didn’t exactly mean one of poverty.

We were entertained every evening by the steward and his beautiful daughter,
Isabelle. Unless you’ve been locked up in the Tower of London, you've probably
heard of her. I loved her then. I love her now. I've never known another thing.

Isa was like an angel to me. How could I help but stare? So, my spoon kept
missing my mouth while she sang during supper.

My father ruffled my hair. “You’re going to need a bigger spoon, son.”

Then, a loud knock at the door stopped the music. Who knew we were here?
Stupid question. Evil always knew where we were.

Our manservant, Dix, stopped serving and snapped to attention. My father
signaled Isabelle’s father to “Continuiez” He kept his cool, but I noticed a bead of
sweat on his brow and him palming a tiny revolver.

I only caught glimpses. Couldn’t hear a thing over the music. My father opened
the door to two swarthy gypsies. He didn’t seem happy to see them. They were
loud and drunk and came bearing a gift — one poorly bundled in dirty swaddling.
He grabbed it from them and I saw the wrapping come apart, exposing the
mummified paw of an animal.



Always that damn paw. It begins there. It ends there. It circles back
continuously there in an infinite loop I pray one day will end before I go mad.

That soul damning Monkey’s Paw!

I couldn’t sleep that night. My parents’ arguing saw to that. It was the first time I
ever heard my mother so upset.

“You promised you were done. I don’t want those things anywhere near Jack.
They’re far too dangerous.”

“Do you honestly think the church should have them? Or the King’s army?
They’re all corruptible!”

“They go, Lionel. Or, Igo!”

The door slammed. I heard my father’s footsteps towards my room. I blew

out the candle and pretended to be asleep. I smelled the alcohol on his breath
immediately.

“I know you’re playing possum.”

“What were you and mother fighting about?”

“I have to go abroad in the morning. It won'’t be so long this time.”

“You always say that.”

“It’s the last time. I promise.”
Later that night, I found him passed out on the couch. Already a seasoned
pickpocket, I dipped my fingers into his shirt pocket, where I found the key to the
wine cellar. The one room in the house that was always off limits to me. Till now.
I made my way down the hall, but the door was already wide open. Itook the
lantern off the wall and ventured down. Our villa was old, but this part was
absolutely ancient like the reliquary of a medieval abbey. The room seemed to

stretch out endlessly.

And, I was not alone down there!



Reminiscent of such movie greats as Errol Flynn, our droll hero is a thief... and WHAT A THIEF!
Kudos, guys, you've brought the ‘gentleman thief” back into vogue and with a vengeance!
Emil Ferris, author of My Favorite Things is Monsters

Enter the realm of adventurers and draw a line from Indiana Jones to The Escapist. Good. Now go
squarely in the middle and mark a big, fat X.That’s the precise location where you’ll find Waolverton, a fun,
funny, raucous new comic. Just remember that X doesn’t mark the end of this journey, but the beginning.

Van Jensen, writer for DC’s The Flash and Green Lantern Corps

Fresh, funny and exciting. These are comic pages that insist on being turned.
Michael Tisserand, author of Krazy: George Herriman, a Life in Black and White

T N TS ;
HIEF OF I\ et OBJEC www.wolvertoncomicbook.com
S





