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In the woods, outside Charleston, South Carolina.
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June, 1693




THE VILLAGE ELDERS GATHER AT THE SITE OF A BRUTAL, RITUALISTIC MURDER.
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ALL EYES TURN TO A
SHORT, SQUARE MAN...
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“TI5 WORSE THAN THE
TROUBLE THEY HAD UP NORTH.”

*..MOTHER OF GOD PROTECT UsI”

THE GRIM VIGIL IS BROKEN BY THE
SOUND OF A HORSEMAN'S
GALLOPING APPROACH.

AN ODDLY DRESSED STRANGER
DISMOUNTS...

“50 SHALL WE BE, NOW
THAT THOU ART WITH US.”
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TCH-HUNTER REJECTS FURTHER FORMALITIES, TURNIN
|N5TE_.AD TO.JHE'GORY SCENE SPREAD OUT BEFO_&E HIM...
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“T1S THE WORK OF WITCHES,
IF NOT THE PEVIL HIMSELF!™ I‘

L1 WHEN THE WITCH-HUNTER FINALLY

ANSWERS, HIS VOICE IS GRIM...

e

THE SOUND OF A DELICATE FOOTFALL

QUIETS THE ANERY MEN. INTO THEIR

MIDST COMES ONE WHO SHINES LIKE
COPPER IN THE BRIGHT MOONLIT NIGHT.

AS THEIR EYES MEET, SOMETHING PASSES
BETWEEN THE WITCH-HUNTER AND THE SLAVE--
SOMETHING LIKE...
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AT T}:|E END OF A SCORCHING SUMMER DAY SPENT INVESTIGATING, GUNTER RITTER FINDS HIMSELF AT THE THE WOMAN STARES AT HER QUESTIONER, UNABLE TO FATHOM HIS INTEREST. BUT WHEN HIS FACE
SLAVE QUARTERS OF MAYOR CRODWELL. THE SIGHT OF A FAMILIAR FIGURE 15 A WELCOME RELIEF.., REMAINS SINCERE, SHE FINDS HERSELF SPEAKING. THE BITTERNESS IN HER YOICE SURPRISES HER.

"~ “WHAT IS THERE TO TELL?

MY REAL NAME IS TETELO."

T

“MISTRESS ELIZA, MIGHT | TROUBLE THEE?"

“FEW SURYIVED THE SLAVERS.”

“MY PEQPLE WERE STRONG
AND BEAUTIFUL. MY FATHER LED

T —" ' EM TO PROGES Rl o S “| WAS-TAKEN.T0 THE WEST INDIES.
O T A DY RORT. . . ;}*" LATER, WHEN MY FIRST MASTER DIED.. "
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HERE ARE THINGS THAT... )
SHOULD NOT BE."

THE DOOR BURSTS
OPENS, BREAKING
THE MOMENT...

- “HERR RITTER, _
“IT IS NOT MY COLONY. T —— = 1 | DID NOT EXPECT TO FIND
COME INSIDE BEFORE YOU ?Q‘E';EYEEE "':*'lm ?ﬁl':gg \ T g _ B THEE STILL ABO
FAS PN, WHICH SHOULD NOT BE.” W —

GUNTER FINDS
' ! HIMSELF
"0, : 3 g STRANGELY ¢
YOU ARE THE A e EMB
FAMOUS WITCH- ¢ Ry :
HUNTER?" i Y “ K o
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(_“THAT IS WHY | AM HERE." Wi ' L
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“WHY DO YOU DO THAT-- 1 k| : & & :
HOHTTGHEE §4GOODT ARE YOURSMD, .| W 15 LONG W “IWAS JUST LEAVING.
WITCH-HUNTES" : PAST SUNSET.” GOOD NIGHT, MAYOR.”




~ A SEAMAN’S TAVERN. : THAT NIGHT GUNTER CANNOT SLEEP. HE STRUGGLES WITH AN OPPRESSIVE RESTLESSNESS-- AN
e | R ANXIETY HE CANNOT NAME. THE LIGHT TAPPING AT THE DOOR TAKES A MOMENT TO REGISTER.

THE NEXT DAY GUNTER FOLLOWS A LEAD TO THE CROW'S NEST
oRi:  § e
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THE MERCHANT'S
PRIDE

AS HE HEADS THROUGH TOWN, GUNTER SEES A DISTANT FLASH
OF SKIRT AND HURRIES TO CATCH UP.

GUNTER

ABOUT HIS FATHER, ABOUT THEIR FAMILY ROLE OF

SHATTENJAGER-- SHADOW HUNTER-- DESTROYERS OF EVIL,
ABOUT THE TALISMAN THAT GOES WITH THE TITLE...




“A WHITE MAN
D.IT

i ']
“WHEN A MAN AND A WO!!.MN ARE BROUGHT TO&ETHER
BY THE UNIVERSE. THEY HAVE NO CHOICE. THERE 1S
ALWAYS A REASON-- A CHILD MUST BE BORN, A VILLAGE
SAVED... TO FIGHT IT IS A LIVING DEATH.”

LATER...
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ULD NOT
TO ME.”

I DID NOT
WANT TO BE LIKE
THE OTHERS."

“GO0D. IT IS BETTER
THAT 5E FOR
MYSELF. "

SEVERAL WEEKS LATE
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THE WORDS, NOW SPOKEN,
HANG BETWEEN THE TWO MEN.

E ME ONE
E NIGHT."
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“IT HAD BETTER BE 50. THE EXAMPLE WE MAKE
OF THIS COVEN SHALL NEVER BE FORGOTTEN."

N GO

HOME.”
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THAT SAME NIGHT...

HE FIGHTS THE DARKNESS TO THE
THROBBING OF DRUMS.

THE WITCH-HUNTER THOUGHT OF THE
PERFECT TRAP..,

AND INTO IT HAD FALLEN THE ONE
PERSON HE HAD LEAST EXPECTED...
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"WHERE ARE .ﬁ_.‘“_:
MY MEN?" . .
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HIMSELF.




SETMETEST L T

WHEN CONSCIOUSNESS

RETURNS, HE FINDS IT

|/ STRANGER THAN ANY DREAMI

“DAMBALLAH OUEDDO, OUCOULEUVRE MOINSI®




AS THE DAGGER PLUNGES TOWARD
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THE muslm"m{ﬁ&vm ENERGY...
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...AND SUDDENLY, THE WITCH SEES
THE MAN BENEATH HER.
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“RUN, TETELO.."
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IN A HORRIFIED DAZE, GUNTER WATCHES HIS MEN CAPTURE THE COVEN.
THEN, WITHOUT A WORD, HE SLIPS AWAY TO CONFRONT THE WITCH HERSELF!

"EVERYONE STILL LIVING
WAS TAKEN. MANY MORE
DIED ON THE YOYAGE."
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‘ “DO NOT BETRAY ME." i

HT A
LET ME

“OF COURSE YOU CANNOT. | HAVE
BEEN LIVING FOR THE PAST, BUT  § 'LET YOU? | HAD
SINCE YOU CAME | HAVE SEEN | [ O CHOICE!"
OTHER PATHS FOR ME. :

TOGETHER, YOU AND L.."

WAS DESTINEDI
T MAKE A NEW WAY,
JGETHER.
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LOOKING INTO THE

COVEN MEMBER'S r i
BLOODY, COPPER - i 0
COLORED FACE, ¥ 3 -

A HORRIBLE o , 1
REALIZATION COMES 3

TO CRODWELL. o
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EAK WITH YOUR DAUGHTER. *
A ., -

“EATHER, | CALL fou.'-cwiﬁ“ 1E6"
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WITH A GUICK MOTION THE VEVE IS
SMEARED- THE CONTACT 15 BROKEN.
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“FATHER, | HAVE COME TO ASK YOU... PLEASE RELEASE ME FROM MY DUTY TO THE TRIBE. "




GUNTER REACHES THE TOWN SQUARE, WHERE THE S50FT GLOW OF FIRELIGHT FILLS HIM WITH TERROR.
“GOD, GIVE ME AN ANSWER! *

IN A CLEARING 45
NEARBY, GUNTER T NIRRT ST
WRESTLES WITH e :
DEMONS OF HIS
OWN... Wit
AT (""“‘\..j'.
JHETRERT ) . it o N
THE ANSWER IS NOT ONE HE EXPECTED.
N '

e
iy
g L. ;

HIS REYULSION AND FEAR ARE INSTANT,

HIS DAGGER |5 IN THE AIR BEFORE HE'S CONSCIOUS OF THE DECISION TO THROW IT...

! “HIS WAY WiTH PRETENDED
COLDNESS TO THE EDGE OF
THE ANGRY-CROWDg

.

BUT CANNOT MAKE
HIMSELF GO FURTHER.

MUST HA




e ]

HE WATCHES, TRANSFIXED, AS THE FLAMES GROW HIGHER.

AND TETELO, ABANDONED ONCE MORE, BEGS HER OLD GODS FOR VENGEANCE. 'THE POWER OF THE

SMAN AND THE POWER -
OF TETELO'S DARK GODS
NJOIN IN A TERRIBLE |
SYNERGY. | -
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“DAMBALLAH, 0GOUN

BADAGRIS, HEAR YOUR 7 i .
WICKED DAUGHTER! | CALL UPON YOU TO REVENGE %

YOUR PEOPLE! DESTROY THIS ki O A = |
TOWN AND ALL WITHIN ITI™ “DAMBALLAH! GREAT SERPENT --STRIKEI™

BUT THE-ONLY REPLY IS THE TAUNTS OF THE HATE-FILLED MOB.

HER AGONY AND HUMILIATION TWIST IN GUNTER'S MIND--SHE, THE MARTYR.
THE CROWD, THE HOWLING DEMONS. IT CAN NOT. GO. ON.

I 4 “NOW, MY BROTHERS,"




GUNTER SITS IN THE EYE OF THE STORM. WHILE SOME PART OF HIS BRAIN HEARS
THE SOUNDS OF THE MASSACRE, HIS EYES REFUSE TO ACKNOWLEDGE IT. HE
STARES AT THE TALISMAN IN HIS HANDS AS THOUGH FOCUSING ON A LIGHT...

a :
TETELO'S HANDFUL, EREED FROM THEIR BONDS, ATTACK. THEY ARE JOINED BY CHARLESTON'S OTHER ‘
/ TR SLAVES-- THE OLD GODS F‘ANN'IRG A SPARK THEY HAD FORGOTTEN WAS THERE...
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MERCY HAD BEEN LEFT IN THE FIELDS . b =
OF AFRICA AND THE HOLDS OF
STINKING SLAVE SHIPS... TR T

% CHARL%TONN‘HAT WILL PAY THIS




HE WILL NOT,

"YOUR G

SAVED ME. AND
THIS...”

“BUT YOU
BETRAYED ME."

BETRAYED , e
ME.” ] “I COULD HAVE
LOVED YOU. | WOULD HAVE
LEFT EVERYTHING.”

f “WHAT
HAVE | DONE?"

"YOU HAVE
MADE ME MY FATHER'S
DAUGHTER."

, WITCH-HUNTER."






