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There are creatures that walk the earth that are not like us. Powerful. Immortal.
They are perhaps the ones who inspired the legend of the vampire. This amuses
them.

They do not feed off of humans. They feed off of one another. They grow strong
through Sharing. In their hierarchy, three things make them powerful. The
power of the One who changed them. The power of those they Share with. And
their age.

But these are competing factors. Young ones are not powerful enough to initi-
ate Change, their blood is weak. Old Ones are too powerful, their blood is toxic. \]{ \

P

Only those who occupy the middle ground are capable of initiating change. In
theory.*

So why is the world not populated by these creatures? They are predators, and |
their favorite prey is each other. There is nothing more pleasurable than to Share ‘u.‘\
unto death, Young Ones are easily killed, but it is not enjoyable, Old Ones have ' 2 \x
passed into immortality, and are incapable of being killed. Again, it is those who A'\
occupy the middle ground who are the challenge. )
The Change itself is torturous, and few humans survive to become Young Ones. .H‘
Some do. This is their story. ' "-L

*see Blood Legacy: The Story of Ryan
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Ohe evolution of this stovy is a story in itself, Tt was oviginally plotted in mid- \ ( N
2001 and given the green light by Top Cow. Because oj'cw;petﬁg priovities and A
diffevent projects, it was placed on the back lnymer for awhile, and then due to £
w@ events, had to be completely vewritten.

Ohe story originally was going to focus on the plight of women in Afghanistan,
which n:a:ivcdorlgy Little press priov to Scptcmbrf%l,, 205] . Admit z’t:&t!mw many
of yor enew what was happening in Afghanistan or bad ever beavd of the Talibun
priov to the destvuction of the World Trade Center? I myself am embarvassed to
admit that I first learned of the gender apavtheid taking place in Afghonistan from
a Dear Abby column (or was it Ann Landers?). Mavis Leno bad written a letter
vividly describing the Talibaw’s hovvific treatment of women. At that time, she was
Siglting a project UNOCAL was seeking approval fov, one that would create an oil -
pipeline acvoss the country, giving the Taliban about o $100 million n year. "‘

o/ think this was avound 1999. I did some vesearch, and I was astonished that “‘\
these atrocitics veceived so little mention in the world pvess. When I was given the v‘-
chance to put together this graphic novel, 1 saw an opportunity to work in a story u\
line to shed some light on the evil that was taling place in that country, and the ‘“‘
lack of world vesponse (a common theme in this story). ' "{

1t then September 11 bappened, and obviously the stovy was scrapped. It was
100 late, and it would have appeaved shallow and opportunistic as written.

o the story of Rwanda was substituted, another time when we did nothing to /

will always vegret not getting this stovy out sooner...
"“The only thing necessary for the triunph of evil is for good men to do nothing."
Edmund Buvke
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EVIL IS AN INTRINSIC PART
OF THE HUMAN RACE.

¥ IKNOW You
GOT MS'\'E,\"

PEOPLE THINK THIS IS A
RECENT PHENOMENON.

I'VE SPENT MY WHOLE
LIFE FIBHTING EVIL.

| ZUsUALLY ON,
} BATTLE THE "
| BV AT
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A "REFUSEEY CAMP IN THE NATAL
RESION OF SOUTH AFRICA. THE
BRITISH COULD CALL T
WHATEVER THEY WANTED— IT
WAS A CONCENTIRATION CAMP
FOR MY PEOPLE—— THE BOERS,

B ForcE. f./IYMOTHEEA
WERE AMONSG THEN

WITH A CHRONIC SHORTAGE OF |
FOOD AND MEDICAL SUPPLIES ‘
N OVER 26,000 PERISHED ‘

OUT OF THE 26000
EIGHTY-ONE psecs»u T
OF THE DEAD WERE
CHILDREN,

FACED WITH THE LOSS B
OF AN ENTIRE
GENERATION, MY PECPLE
GAVE UR EXCEPT MY
MOTHER, SHE DIPN'T
SURVIVE LONG ENCUGH
TO MAKE THAT CHOICE.
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’ SURE THIS
7 \ /\\\ WORLD IS
7 WORTH
7 \ L ‘ SAVING.
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O sEAUTIFUL ONE, Yl 8. /
i\~ You keEP : Fi
2 TRYING. Yog,iﬁﬁygg ’ /
Ay : JUST LIKE . S i
G\ Tokick some 47 M 7]
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7 I DON'T KNOW.
MAYBE, MAYBE NOT.
IT'S REAL

Si

WILL YOU BE
&OING TO THE |
CLUB TONIGHT?

%

HEY, ERIKA.
WELCOME TO
MY CLUB.

YOU DON'T

SEEM TO BE
ENJOYING YOURSELF, |
PERHAPS I COULD DO |

HANGE THAT, _ A

MY WILL, HE & THE MOST POWERFUL
PERSON IN THE ROOM.

IT IS5 A GREAT
HONOR FOR
HiM TO EVEN
APPROACH ME.

AND HE HAS SOMETHING
I DESPERATELY NEER

NOT MY SCENE. THESE ARE

MY KIND BLOODSUCKERS
VAMPIRES CHILDREN OF THE
NIGHT, WHATEVER YOU WANT
TO CALL THEM.

THEY FEED ON EACH OTHER,

YOU SHARE WITH. IT MAKES
YOU STRON&,

1T MAKES
ME SICK.
]

I COULD BECOME
MORE POWERFUI
[ :
IF I WERE WILLING |

TO SELL MY SOUL.

HAVE PLANS FOR
THIS EVENINGT




HIS OFFER (S TEMPTING
MESMERIZIN,

IT'S SAID HE HAS THE
GIFT OF MEMO)

IFIT'S

OH, HEY,
THERE‘-s MY
FRIEND!

= | HE couLp sHow
ME THE ONE IM
LOOKING FOR.

IF I
WILLING TO
PAY THE

YEAH, BUT
NOT FOR THE
SAME REASON
I'M GLAD TO
SEE YOU.

= PLAYING
NGEROUS

4 : 7 IDON'T NEED
GAME THERE, LITTLE . T
EIRL. YOU SHOULD BE : _ -
CAREFUL WHOSE | |
ATTENTION You

REFUSE.

YOU KNOW, MAYBE

YOU SHOULD JUST
T‘\" HIM UP ON HIS

YOU'RE NOT
AFRAID OF DYING,
YOURE AFRAID OF

CON'T'EOL

MAYBE HE WAS
RIGHT. MAYBE IT
WAS THE LOSS
OF CONTROL.










Teary for vy ’ru.mﬁ’wb{ Nt vistony

Dissatisfied; I dor
My dreams have set m(» fyoz\,

CLEAE§ MY HEAR

1 BUT [T.DOESN'T
c OOL THE FIRE.

THE NféHT’ AlR
b,

9’“5 AUSCHWITZBIRKENAU.
SEVEN MILES WEST

CCWTEAEY TD WHAT MAN‘ b
BELIEVED IT WASN'T THE
AMERICANS WHO OPENED
THE




JUST LEFT.
TILL SMOKE COMING

e

IT SEEMS IMP
THAT ANYONE O
HAVE DONE THIZ.

<QUICKLY. WE

NEE! HESE
GATES OPEN.>

<UM, I DON'T
THINK THAT'S A
FACTORY.>
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THE EYEGLASSES = e
WERE EXPLAINEDR
1 IN 1944, WHEN THE FOUR

-

- e NO LONGER KEEP UP WITH THE
it _—

& e

SOME 20000 BODIES A DAY
WERE BURNED IN PITE

WHEN THE RED ARMY APPROACHED IN
1945, THE NAZIS DESTROYED
PDOCUMENTES AND BURNED BUILDINGS,
ATTEMPTING TO HIDE THEIR CRIMES.

| THEY RAN. ==
—— OUT OF TIME \
BESSSE LT

| rusSIANS
| POLES evPoIES
| PRISONERS OF WAR

v e L /3/

A MILLION OF THEAM. B8

MAYBE MORE,






4 !
BECAUSE WHATEVER
bl LivEs Here—IT IS
B DEFINITELY OLD AND
B8l DEFINITELY POWERFUL.




IT WAS ONE OF o
CUR KIND WHO SAW %‘
IAT. A HANDSOME,

AMUSEME!

MY ONLY Q
CONSOLATION WAS THAT
i HE WAS DESTRO!

ACTIONS, THE IRONY OF IT, HE
WAS POWERFUL ENOUGH TC ] f
MAKE ME, YET NOT. !

POWERFUL ENOUGH TO
£ SURVIVI
2 i

y; IF I HAD BEEN R
J LEES COWARDLY, T
WOULD HAVE LET THEM
KILL ME, TOO BUT
STEAD I




MY MENTOR
{ WAS YOUNG. HE VEGIIRA
WAS KILLED
SHORTLY AFTER
MY CHANGE.




pA2U (P, -t
MY REVULSION--
#1 Y ERSANN




GRAPUALLY COME INTO FOCUS,

I SEE THE ONE WHO FIRST TOOK
ME, THEN THE ONE WHO FIRST
TOOK HiM. I BEGIN TO SEE MY
ENTIRE LINEAGE, STRETCHING
BACKWARD THROUSGH TIME.

SEE A FIGURE IN
THE SHADOWS, -

You MUST
i COMPLETE THE |
. CIRCLE IN ORDER
TO SEE.

BLOOD I BEGIN _ |
T

SEE VISIONS. |




'BE cARERUL |
WHAT you
WISH FOR.

ws foncy, it fades away,

S lowly yow shed: no-teas,
Suchsilence begins you wondering,
If it wag ever really heve:

B




has seen, of
powerful they walk the
earth unseen. And she is
haunted by the nameless
woman in her waking dream,
the mother of her line.

She is also haunted by her past—the
concentration camps of the British,

and those of Nazis. The loss of life on
an unimagined scale.
And in the newspapers, she reads of another
loss of life taking place, which strangely
receives little attention by the Western world.
She is compelled to investigate.
Strange names. Hutus. Tutsis.

And for whatever reason, the rest of the world fiddles
while Rwanda burns...




e THREE WEEKS NOW I HAVE
N BEEN RUNNING ACROSS
THE CONTINENT,




= RUMORS ABOUT THE MADNESS

Y| CVERTAKING THESE PECPLE. TWO
TRIBES COMMITTING
NST ON TH.

I HAD NC IDEA THERE WERE THIS
| MANY OF THEM. THOUSANDS
HUNPREDS THOUSANI




THAT TELLS ME IM O)
THE RIGHT TRACK. 3

7
Wira

WHATEVER I SENSE
IS IN THE JUNGLE &
AHEAD OF ME.

o

THAT WON'T” STOP M
IT WON'T EVEN SLOW
ME DOWN. K

<TOMORROW
WE WILL KILL
SOME MORE.>

<THE JUNGLI
RUNS RED WITH
THE BLOOD OF OUR
ENEMIES?>







ALTHOUGH I HAVE THE [
TERRIBLE FEELING B\
THAT IT'S FOUND ME. |




| 50 MucH EVIL HERE. | NSNS 2
S| 50 MUCH DREAR I WANT TO
T = TURN BACK~ i

BUT I CANNOT.
THE PAST
WON'T LET ME.

B, "
INK DANTE WAS
ONG I THINK THERE IS5 &
A TENTH LEVEL OF HELL.
.

ONE FOR
IPEALISTIC FOOLS.

THERE IS
SOMETHING HERE.
SOME TYPE OF
MOVEMENT MORE
FELT THAN SEEN.

OKAY I THINK I'VE SEEN
ENOUGH. DISCRETION IS THE
BETTER PART OF VALOR.

;"/’/’;W v



I WAS UNCERTAIN. !
THIS 15 NOT WHAT I |
WAS EXPECTING.

A ol

ST

b

N
PERHAPS YOU
SHOULD FIGURE
ITouT

HIS WORDS
ARE POLITE. |8
7

YOU WERE A
MATCH FOR
ME.




THE PAIN IS INTENSE

BUT IT 15 NOT A N\

MORTAL WOUND M
AN

O YOI 1' \
HAVE ANY IDEA e
WHO I Am? I REALIZE I HAVE
COMPLETELY
UNDERESTIMATED K
MY ENEMY.

/ ‘
LN NS

2

X | WORSE I REALIZE THAT
\ HE [& ONE OF MY KIND

AND VERY OLD




I SAW
HISTORY OF MY LINEAGE, THE
BLOOD BRINGS THE VISIONG,

Bur SE IMAGES ARE
OF HORROR, THE HISTORY
OF A MADMAN UNFOLDING
BEFORE ME.

THE WORST POSSIBLE SCENARIC
A MAN OF INFINITE POWER AND

h
15| IMAMORTAL LIFE, RUNNING £
RAMPANT THROUEH TIME, i ‘
s <
oy s THIZ ONE 15 EVIL
INCARNATE







H
PERHAPS YOU
WOULD LIKE TO

DEAL WIT)

ITTLE BIT
OLDER?

THE WOMAN STEPS FIROM

THE SHAPOWS, AND HER

PRESENCE FILLS THE ROOM.
ST
SHE APPEARS YOUNG,
BUT AMONGST OUR
KIND APPEARANCES
CAN BE DECEIVING.

/’ e
(
| /5 IMMENSELY OLR
[ ( { '
. \




I AM ALWAYS

HONORED 8Y

YOUR PRESENC
RYAN

THE WOMAN IS
MESMERIZING

AND FOR THE FIRST
TIME IN MY LIFE, THIS §
ACTUALLY HURTE.
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AND AS THEEAT%

NS e i
AND AS THE
DUST SETTLES.
2

| pesinss

/3 51(:5
COMPLETE.
N




! NOTHING COULD
W ~aveE suRvIVED
M8 7HAT DESTRUCTION.

I love; I hate; I howt inside;
And then the ice-blade fally
A brick; a-brick; just one more brick;

For the completivn of my wealls




Ul ““ AT"sl you \

TUST WANDER IN
THERE AND TAKE OUT
THAT MONSTER? THAT'S
ITZ NO EXPLANATION, OR

{OTHING? I Wi

N AS GOING AN
HATY

WOULD NOT HAVE
SUCCEEDEDR HE WAS
TOO O ‘ou

LL HAVEN'T
NSWERED
WHY.




I er.‘ TELL YOU
I PESPERATELY
T TOASK

> MANY YEARS
AGO, THAT ONE
BETRAYED MY
FATHER.

DONY I W
i A ALLowED To !
) |

AND THAT 15 Y
NDT' ’\éDOD AN
N&.

WILL FIND
OUT FOR
YOURSELF. 4




EPILOGUE, r
_ I wiry I lose; I never gad

Rarely oftesvdo- T weep,
MUCH LATER. Im'i?’m but yet I hold no-
I | fear, that iy unlil I deep. [
— - —

il i

1 B/ A WA WL )

ICUSHTS
TODAY
. .

|| ZWONDER HOwW SOON
A g THAT WiLL BE..

il Teaurs for my trarsparent vision, §
§ Yowwonder what I see;




ekl T
Tears for my Iransparéﬁ?vision.
You wonder what | see,
Dissatisfied, | don't see clear,
My dreams have sel

T Hu pl‘OmISC |

" Ridiculous fancy, it fades
S0 slowly you shed no fear™
Such silence begins you wonderin
IF it was every really here.

The bird pounds inifs fury,
Ly My ribs are buta
wﬁ‘% WL & My skull seryes
‘ . For unconfrollaf

[ love, | hale, I hurk inside,
And then the ice-blade falls,
ADrick, a bricR, just one more brick,
for Ihe completion of my walls.

I'win, 1 ose, | never gain,
Rarcly often do | weep,
ki I'm afraid, but yet | hold no fear,
L That is, until | sleep.

o n .,ﬂ;' "
I need more fime, g !.

down,
‘That bird has such grcat thirst,

Necessily Rills my every fhought,

But 1 Rnow they/ll get me first. ey il

A drcamcr Slaulng V.,
While my dreams are Siagm m@,

Ryan




