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‘ WHO HAS CONJURED HIS
| LORD SATAN, IN THE LIVING

THE HOME AND SANCTUM OF [
EDWARD THEODORE SPELLMAN.

..BUT TONIGHT FACES

A MUCH GRIMMER TASK.

...if I could

take this cup

from your lips,
Diana...

| HIGH PRIEST OF THE
CHURCH OF NIGHT.

SCHOLAR,
e occuLTIsT,
e FATHER.

" TICKS

& 7'

TICKS
Tock

evening, [
ladies... f




w.you do know o= Welcome,
how to make an 4
enfrance. remember: We
stand in His
shadow.

Happy
Halloween,
Edward--

hallowed little one
Samhain. ready to
go?

It's time,
my love.
They’ve
come for-...
upstdirs, in the -
nursery. Her You stdy
mother’s saying  pight where
goodbye. you dre,

WARD SPELLMAN
MARRIED A WILLFUL, {| OF COURSE,
MORTAL WOMAN... HE'S ALWAYS R
-y " ‘| BEEN WILLFUL

; HIMSELF.

4 A

B

BN His SISTERS, EVEN HILDA,
WARNED HIM AGAINST
BREAKING WITCH-LAW...

-
™~




[ Y] 4 | %] TR

V...what in the name of ., : ’ |
: a2 TR Ny --we'll go ...consecrated
Lucn"'e dre-yod +hmmg. i ‘ somewhere, ground, a church,
iR \ \ far, far ; where Ihey
\ can’t--

\

..it’s dll right,
baby; Mommy’s not
going to let anyone

tdke you from

the weird woods...
we are the salty earth...
we dre .;f':e bl?gdo m;_:og... !
; we are the cold October
Yosflét J[,';f,’;’, wind that blows through
understood that the dry, dead

about us, have We are

? T mountains, and
i 1 rivers, and caves,
i ﬁ I and night...

) | -

You--you
can’t have
her--

from me--

] You
.4 promised




= :
N o Loeq peds ¥ Any longer \lJF

Edward, give me A | dndns);ue%?giar-f # And
more time with i +o remember-. that simply

her-- y =\ won't do.

You'll hav
another,

DAMN YOU,
Edward, she’s our 3§
daughter//

Which, let's be
honest, you never |~
would’ve conceived

without our

Corne to ' e, <
Auntie Hilda, | == ; 2 - ‘ﬂ --well, we
thaagat's a SRS g s e should get
good girl... & ) ) , something in
- “Tyes, we {;'ixed 4 return, that's
you up; didn’t we? only fdir.
Made it so you could 7 -
have children; so you £
could bear fruit--




wno; T
don’t believe
you will.

| .

I'll tell them--
Til tell everyone
what you are--

be clear,
Didna...

N...I'm already damned.
We both are.”

“WhenlFam N3] % dilly, dilly, who
king, dil = 7 vl told you’so?

Il b . SR - ‘Tw;lsl m); _an #’ec;rf, !

ily, dilly, Tha ,,

= told me so...” &/

She’s not...
suffering, is
she, Doctor
Saperstein? / o, Mr.
Spellman. |n
that regard,
at least; the
operation was
d complete
success.

Not aft all.
I dppreciate
your honesty,
Doctor.

Thank the stars k / Nothing’s
for small mercies. conclusive, but
’ : every day that

passes...it seems |
more dand more /-
unlikely.

And in ferms
of my wife ever
recovering...? g%

Didna;, I only
wish there was
more I could
Doesn’t Mrs.
Spellmdn have dny
other fdmily who could
help you? Parents--or
d sibling, perhaps?






