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Terribly sorry, 
but you have just

been robbed by
the Black Cat!

If it's any
consolation,

I feel absolutely
rotten about it.

I’m so
conflicted, I might

have to cancel
tonight’s dinner

reservations.

yet one does
have to eat. It
did take weeks

to get that Spot.

Be a shame to
let it go to waste. 

But, I do foresee
the need for a

bicarbonate after.

Again, awfully
sorry about

all this



 Tenerife, 1910.

The sea is angry.  
Quite peeved!

A freighter gets 
tossed around in this 
tempest tantrum.

The vessel strains 
and groans and 

so do the sailors.

The Captain, 
a boulder of a man, 

throws all his weight 
against the wheel.

I never promised
 you boys a 

pleasure cruise!

First man who 
vomits is docked

 a week’s pay!

grrr

creeek

greee

err

Miles Off the
 Jagged coast. 



Meanwhile, in the hold,
the storm unbattens 

down the hatches!  A Hundred tons of 
cargo break free.

A seasick sailor leaves
 his post. He doesn’t notice 
THE MASKED MAN, clad in 
BLACK LEATHER, overhead.

This is 
Jack Wolverton,

 The Black Cat. Wolverton ignores 
the chaos below,

 crossing hand over hand 
towards his prize.

 The crates shift from side to side, 
SMASHING APART, revealing the 
TOMB-RAIDED antiquities inside.



A giant wave 
sends a crate 

his way.

he causally 
swings out

 of its path... …...and 
swings 
back to 

work.

Piece
of 

cake.

  another wave 
sends him head first
into the steel door, 

locking it again.

Bloody Hell!

the tumblers 
fall into place.

Wolverton 
ties a rope 

to the riggings
and GRACEFULLY 

glides down.

He CRACKS his 
knuckles, puts an ear 

to the door and 
GETS TO WORK.

but, just as 
he’s about to 

CRACK her open,

w

o
o

S
h



Jack Wolverton is no 
ordinary thief.  He 

specializes in the
arcane, the accursed 

and the occultic.

He pushes away 
the piles of cash and 

precious gems for
 what he’s really after.

He repeats 
the steps 

Okay, once again 
with feeling.

FASTER 
this time.

avoiding the SLIPPING
 and SLIDING cargo, 
barreling towards him.

 a BELL JAR with a 
MANGY surprise

 inside.

He’s also a GENTLEMAN. 
And, a GENTLEMAN always 
leaves his CALLING CARD!

AMH WAS HERE



A gunshot severs
the rope. the thief

falls far from
feline-like to the

floor. the glass
jar shatters.

KA-
BOOM

 That would 
make

unfastening
 a corset 

rather more
 difficult.

Then, I’m 
glad 

we’re not 
in your 
country. 

In my country, 
we chop off the 
hands of a thief!

And, 
get me that 
damned Paw!

So, The 
Black Cat 
crosses my 
path again.

The sailors 
stumble after him.  
Stonehenge-sized 
crates slide around 
them like a deadly 
game of Tetris.

Get him!  

another wave 
sends everything 

flying.

ooof!

There wouldn't 
perchance 

be a chiropodist
 on board?

Always with
the running
and chasing. 



Easy peasy.

Perhaps NOT 
so easy peasy!

AAAIEEE!

Wolverton tries to 
CATCH the paw, 

but some
 poached 

IVORY nearly 
IMPALES him!

don’t move, 
my maggoty, 

Little minx.

I’ll come 
to you.

crikey!

WHOOSH

POP!



Some of the crew 
knows EXACTLY

what this 
TRINKET can do.

I wish 
for...

Be careful
WHAT you
wish for. 

Wolverton SCOOPS up 
the paw, JUMPS onto a 
crate and CONTAINER 

SURFS away. This is much 
BIGGER GAME 

for you, Captain. 
WHO are you 
working for?

How do you 
KNOW I’m not 

SELF-EMPLOYED?

Because you’ve 
ALWAYS been 
SMALL TIME.

the Thief LEAPFROGS
 from CRATE TO 
CRATE, making

his escape.

Two sailors 
SCURRY 

up the BOXES 
after him.

but They don’t 
have HALF the 
BLACK CAT’S 

agility!

but, wolverton
 is beaten to 

the punch

SQUISH!



AAAH!

OOOF!

SLI
P!

The other sailor 
PULLS a knife.

REACHES for 
the thief's 

collar.

And, just 
MISSES it, 
TUMBLING 

OFF the edge.

Small
 time?

Let me show 
you how much 

I’ve grown.

STOP!

Everything 
MAGICALLY 

pauses!

So MUCH for 
the QUEENSBERRY 

RULES then.

Wow! Your 
MAGIC has 

gotten 
QUITE good.

THANKS, 
I’ve been 
practicing.

Even though 
magic is 
ILLEGAL?

Don’t do a 
HELLUVA lot
 that isn’t.

Apparently
not.

But, Wolverton 
has his 

TRICKS, too.

He removes 
a POUCH from his 
belt and BLOWS...

I’ve always 
preferred the
 CERTAINY of 
science myself.

The Captain’s beard 
ERUPTS into flames. 

He DROPS the thief and
sWATs his bristles.

boo
m

splat
!



crack!

You won’t
get off

this boat
alive!

Wolverton retrieves 
the paw as the 

sailors rush him.

Wolverton GRABS 
more pouches,

 throwing more 
SCIENCE their way!

The Captain CLAPS 
his hands,

 releasing a 
CRACKLE of energy!

There’s
more than 
one way to 
skin a cat!

STONE suddenly
 turns into FLESH!

Blocking 
Wolverton’s 

EXIT.

With a DAGGER
 in each of 

her SIX hands!

God, I
HATE magic!



Slice!

Dice!
 

Mince!

I say!

 I PREFERRED 
when you were 

merely STATUESQUE.

Brilliant

you’ll be receiving 
a BILL from my 
TAILOR, old girl. 

Wolverton BOBS 
and WEAVES as 

best he can, 
but it’s like 
fighting a 

CUISINART!

He PULLS some
 FLOTSAM off 
the floor to 

PROTECT himself.

The DAGGERS come 
DOWN at him
 all at once.

Wolverton KICKS 
the golden gal OFF 
and SOMERSAULTS

 out of reach!

He CHECKS himself
 out. All the important 
BITS are still there.

but, he’s not 
completely UNSCATHED.

 His outfit is in TATTERS!



Don’t!
 Only an adept 
can wield that 
kind of power 

without 
repercussions.

I’m DONE 
with the 
WHITE 
GLOVE 

treatment!

prepare to be 
completely
 de miloed!

sending A WHOLE 
SUPERNATURAL CONGA LINE 

AFTER WOLVERTON!

EVERYTHING 
STOPS! EVEN THE 
ENCHANTED KNOW 

THE POWER
IT WIELDS!

ANOTHER WAVE SENdS
SOMETHING far MORE 

FORMIDABLE HIS WAY.

You left
 me no
 choice!

THE CAPTAIN re-furrows 
his BROW. More STATUES 

come to life.

Now, 
you’re just 
SHOWING

 OFF.

The thief CLUTCHES
the PAW to his

chest to 
make a WISH!

fine!



On his COMMAND, 
a mangy finger 
CURLS DOWN.

Words have 
POWER. 

Words have 
CONSEQUENCES. 

A wall of water 
is WISHED out 

of the sea.

Everyone is 
sent AIRBORNE!

Wolverton
TUMBLES 

across the 
length

of the hold, 
ROLLING
straight 

into the SAFE.

The steel door 
SLAMS behind him.

Then, SMASHES 
through LAYER 

upon LAYER 
of the hull.

He’s OFF 
the boat.
But, even
HOUDINI
 couldn’t

 get out of
 this mess!

GET ME 
OUT OF
HERE!

Maybe I should
 have been SOMEWHAT

 more SPECIFIC.

I really 
HATE magic!

W
H
O
O
S
H
!

No! No! No!





THWACK

THWACK

POP!

poof

There’s not enough 
AIR for much longer. 
But, there are still 

TWO wishes left.
Get me
out of
here!

Another mangy
 finger CURLS down.

Wolverton FINDS himself 
in an EQUALLY dark place.
 He LIGHTS a match and 

SURVEYS his surroundings.

But, of 
course!

Dare he make 
ANOTHER wish?

Suddenly, A 
machete 

SLASHES 
through the 
BLUBBER,

 creating a
 WOLVERTON-
SIZED hole.



Carry 
on ...

Nothing to
 see here ... 

Beautiful
morning,
isn’t it.

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.



His rescuer, 
FATHER PATRICK, 
surprises him with 

a RESOUNDING slap!

You used the
 blasted MONKEY’S
 PAW, didn’t you?! 

No. Of course 
not. What 
makes you 
say that?

The CRANKY priest 
grabs the PAW 

from Wolverton. Two 
of its FINGERS are 

curled down.

Don’t lie to
 a priest!

Magic isn’t to
 be toyed with. 

You of all 
people 
should 

know that.

I know all 
too well. 
Believe me.

We’re finally
 CLOSE to 

catching our
 COLLECTOR.

so, who 
was the 
Captain 

Working for?

About that. 
There MIGHT’VE 

been some 
SLIGHT HICCUPS. But, you got

 the ship’s 
MANIFEST?

That would
be the FIRST

hiccup.

praise god 
you’re safe

errr...



No matter. 
We’ll CATCH UP 

with them at
the HARBOR.

UH. That would 
be the SECOND 

hiccup.

The priest 
REALIZES!

DEAR GOD! 
You WENT 

and SUNK it, 
didn’t you? 

Sometimes, 
Wolverton,
I WISH

...

You might want
 to WATCH your 
words, Father.

Father Patrick puts 
the PAW somewhere safe,

a LEAD BOX covered 
with CROSSES.

Unfortunately, 
there’s NO TIME 
for a breather. 

The Hope
Diamond?
Isn’t that

just a
fancy HUNK
of jewelry?

Try the most lethal
SUPERNATURAL

WEAPON in history!
Been CURSED by

every god in
the Hindi pantheon.

With the CONTINENT
on the brink of WAR,

something that POWERFUL
could just tip the scales.

Imagine if it fell
into the HANDS of
the GOLDEN DAWN.

Something 
PARTICULARLY 
NASTY just 
surfaced 
back home.



You’re awfully
PARANOID for
a priest. The

Golden Dawn is
ANCIENT history.

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 you?

Getting it OUT 
of the British 

Museum won’t exactly 
be a WALK in the PARK.

For once the
STARS are ALIGNED

in our favor.

 I’m sure Europe’s
 BIGGEST star 
can get you IN 

just about anywhere.

 Oh, NO! I’m not 
INVOLVING her. 

It’s far too
DANGEROUS. It could be FATE.

Perhaps the TWO
of YOU are MEANT
a second chance.

Niceties like
a NORMAL LIFE
aren’t in the

CARDS ...

It’s my JOB
to lock these EVIL

 THINGS away where
they CAN’T hurt

anyone.

It’s not ALL on you, 
lad. You weren’t the

one who OPENED
the Pandora’s box

But, we KNOW who
did, Father. And,

I intend to CLOSE
IT once and for all.

isabelle is
back. her tour

has already sold
out the royal
opera house.



Various NOBLES are
HUNG in effigy, 

including THE ONE
we’re about to meet.

Hope Diamond
Exhibit to Open at
British Museum!

King George’s coronation
next week! All the heads

of Europe attending!

Londoners have GIVEN
UP their DRAB Victorian

clothes (and morals)
for more COLORFUL ones.

Electricity has
REPLACED

the WARM GLOW
of gaslight.

And science had
finally TRIUMPHED
over superstition

and magic!

Back home to a
LONDON in transition.
Cars now OUT NUMBER

horse-drawn carriages

but not
everything’s
just Rosy.



BOO

BOO
BO0O

BO0O

BO0O

B
O
O

BO
O

BOO

S
H
A
M
E
!

SHAME!

hiss!

Gray STORMS out of the
chamber, THROWING his

POWDERED WIG and CAREER
into the nearest

receptacle.

I’ll bring the
KINGDOM back to

DOMINANCE whether
you want it or not!

Fine. I’ve grown
TIRED of seeing us

lose COLONY
after COLOny

My lords, get a
STOMACH and

STRIKE that match!

He’s DROWNED
OUT by an

ANTI-STANDING
ovation.

My lords, I can
GUARANTEE that

England will
be the VICTOR!

We have the
WEAPONS at our

disposal to ENSURE
our rightful place.

I know 
many LIVES

 will be LOST. But, think
 of it as
NATURAL

SELECTION.

Lord Gray has the FACE
of a Michelangelo

cherub, but a SOUL from
a much LOWER latitude!

We can all
agree that

WAR is
INEVITABLE.
But, why do

we FEAR it so?

Why aren’t we
running HEADLONG
into the flames?

IGNITING the FUSE?

Sit DOWN, Gray!
STOP these

DAMNED theatrics!



GRITTING his teeth
IN PAIN, Gray

JUMPS inside his
carriage, leaving

a TRAIL of BLOOD.

I NEED to
go home!

The victim
SURPRISES
everyone by

getting to his
feet.

Stay STILL Lord!
We NEED to get

you to the hospital!

The Assassin
VANISHES in the

COMMOTION. Policemen
RUN to Gray’s side.

Dorian Gray!
You devil!

The HATEFUL crowd
seems to ENERGIZE him.

Gray WHISTLES for
his carriage.

Blam!
 

Blam! 

B
l
a
m

!
 



and cARESSES
his LIKENESS.

The wounds CLOSE
on their own.
He TESTS OUT
his SHOULDER.

There. 
All better.

P
in
g
!

P
in
g
! Pi

ng
!

the pain VANISHES.
The CANVAS
works its

FORBIDDEN magic.

Gray LIMPS
over to one

in particular

Just get
me a drink!

I’ll get
you a

doctor.

He’s CARRIED to
the SALON. The walls
are all COVERED with

PORTRAITS of the
same subject...  – HIMSELF!

You’re hurt!
Yes.

Fancy that.



We PULL BACK to
REVEAL a well-appointed

room filled with
priceless antiques.

As well as
a shocking collection

of ODDITIES
AND GROTESQUES.

And, there’s 
ALWAYS room 
for ONE more.

You know how
I FEEL about mixing

with the HOI POLLOI.

Why DON’T we
SCHEDULE a far more
PRIVATE viewing of

the HOPE 
DIAMOND, then?



Outside the  Opera House,
Edwardian PAPARAZZI

lie in WAIT. 

H.G. Wells to
open GRASSROOTS
LABS in LONDON!

All of LONDON
wants  a GLIMPSE

of Europe's
biggest Star,

Isabelle Conte.

Epilogue Art by
Jon Grayson

Story by
Stark/Garrett

Colors by
Ellen Belmont

Letters by
Elizabeth McBride

Uhhh...

WHUT HO,
Izzy.

Sorry,
MAESTRO,

I’ll be
right back.

EPILOGUE

including
the black cat.

Till the
SPOTLIGHT

blows his
cover.



Jack!
May I be

the first to
WELCOME
you BACK
to merry,

old ENGLAND.

NOT a
WORD! Not
a SINGLE
Letter!

I THOUGHT
you were

DEAD!

I was
HOPING

you WERE!

Please,
LET me
Explain.

An EXPLANATION
was due

YEARS AGO!

What ABOUT
an ACT of

CONTRITION
then? It’s
NEVER too
LATE for

one of THOSE.

Why are
YOU here,

WOLVERTON?
To DRAG me

into ONE of your
ESCAPADES,

again?

But, you HAVE
to admit, those

ESCAPADES were
somewhat ROUSING,

weren’t they?

No...
CERTAINLY

Not

I’m only HERE
to return

your brooch.

Somewhat
rousing,

WOLVERTON!
Just somewhat.

join us for More
somewhat rousing

escapades real soon!



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, I go!”

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.  I took 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 Wolverton, 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

www.wolver toncomicbook.com
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