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“The Darkness maintains a steady guality that “ If you’re ready to go deeper into a hard-boiled fan-
% other comics dream of attaining.” tasy, then The Darkness could be for you.”

~ OneMetal.com ~ Guerrilla Geek
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« ,‘-M—wrfsgﬂ(cr.lhis,,mst birthday when he begame the bearer
| of The Darkness, an elemental force granting those whp'
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in his life, Estacado has everythi | he’s ever wanted -- wealth,
‘power, & family — but can he hold
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LAST WORDS

BY DAVID HINE

Ilya Bokan was feeling good. He had dreamed of coming to America since he first saw Al
Pacino in Scarface. He had been sixteen years old, drunk on bootleg whisky and high on the local
amphetamines. Bulgaria was a dismal place to live when he was growing up and the promise of the
high life, as lived by Tony Montana, was the ultimate dream. Even when the hero went down in a
hail of bullets it seemed like the perfect way to die — guns blazing and head fucked-up on cocaine.
“You think you kill me with bullets? I take your fucking bullets!”” Now he was here, on the same soil.
Manhattan.America. Bokan and his compatriots were going to take this island and make it their own.

Two solid hours of pumping iron had energized him. He stood under the shower and set the
temperature all the way to cold, roaring like a panther as the icy jet pounded his skin. The other men
inthe shower room glanced at him then turned away, not wanting to catch his eye. They were terrified
of the scars, the tattoos, the sheer bulk of him. He laughed. Americans. “Soft like shit,” he sneered
aloud.

In Bulgaria, he had been a wrestler, then an agent with the Darzhavna Sigurnost, the Bulgarian
Secret Service. The communist regime was already falling apart when he joined up but none of his
fellow agents were bothered. The transition from communism to full-blown capitalism came easy.
It was just more of the same. The DS had been controlling all the illicit money making schemes for
decades. They controlled the borders, giving them a stranglehold on smuggling operations, whether
it was drugs, weapons, technology or people. When the communist régime finally collapsed they set
up ‘legitimate’ businesses. Import, export - the same old trade with a slicker image.

Now they were moving into the West. Setting up in the USA
was a bold move and it had its risks. The system was tougher to
work with here. Cops and politicians could still be bought but
it had to be done discretely. Bokan hated the hypocrisy. Like
these poseurs in the gym, with their sleek bodies and fake tans.
The muscle was there for show, for aesthetic appeal. They never
pushed to the limit. For Bokan the muscle was a weapon. He
used it to crush anyone who stood in his way. With these hands
he had snapped bones and beaten faces until his victims’ own
mothers wouldn’t recognise them. And tonight he would crush
Estacado.
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Originally from Cleveland, Ohio, Brian
K P

. g is an Eisner A d g
writer of comics like Y: THE LASTMAN,
EXMACHINA and RUNAWAYS. A writer/
producer on the hit tv series LOST, Brian lives
in Los Angeles with his family and their loyal
dachshund. In 2012, he and co-creator
Fiona Staples are launching SAGA, their
new ongoing sci-fi/fantasy series forImage
Comics.

What are you working on right now?
I'm juggling the script for SAGA #6 with
some Hollywood nonsense.

What's the best part of your job?
That's easy, getting artwork from Fiena.

What's the worst part of your job?

The frequent lack of money, the fear of a
future I'm really struggling to answer this,
which is awesome.

How did you first discover comicsg

My parents, who were cool encugh to buy
a couple comics for me the first time | was
home sick from school. Maybe it was just
the fever, but lwas hocked onimpact.

If you weren’t working in comics, what
would you be doing?

Working on a pitch to somehow get back
into comics?

What's the strangest thing a fan has ever
said to you?
"My mom and | brought you drugs!"

What are you most likely to complain to an
editor about?

| guess | used to complain about poorly
placed ad breaks ruining pacing in monthly
comics, but that’s not anissue at Image,
where creators can put ads wherever the
hell we want.

Who is the biggest influence on your work?
My friends and my family.

What is the single work of which you're most
proud?
In the end, | think it’s geing to be Saga.

Own up to one of your guilty pleasures.
Gin.

SAGA #1

MANHATTAN PROJECTS #1

What was the last comic book you bought?
THE BOYS #63, which was superb.

Who would play you in a movie about your
life?
Someone whose careeris in dire frouble.

Pick three things you couldn’t live without.
Sclitude, the kindness of strangers, s
Whatchamacallit bars.

What’s the strangest thing you have in your
house?

My own inner workings. Ugh. L
When was the last fime you laughed out
loud?

This morning, at the breakfast table. HELL YEAH #1
What music are you listening to these days?
Let’s see, alof of Neko Case, Das Racist,
that new David Lynch album is pretty
great...

What is your favorite film of all time?
Citizen Kane.

Who is your best friend?
My wife.

What is the worst advice you've ever
received?
"Give 'em what they want."

When was the last time you were truly
frightened?

My children are both aspiring daredevils, so REBEL I'OOD #1 (of 4)
terroris my constant companion. Ny ¢

Name someone you really admire and
explain why.

Alan Moore once said it's more important to
be a good person than a great writer. |love
him because he's always been both.

What would you like to see happenin
comics in the next 12 months?

Ihope some creator I've never heard of
comes out of nowhere to make my new
favorite comic. Wouldn’t be the first fime.

What the world needs now is...
...less nostalgia, more daredevils.
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Heknewtheman’sreputation.Jackie Estacadohadrunthe Franchettimobin Manhattanfor close
to a decade. Somehow he managed to keep a legitimate front and he could only do that by owning the
system. On the face of it he too looked soft, but Bokan was aware that Jackie had survived countless
attempts on his life, and he had left a lot of bodies in his wake. No one knew for sure how he did it.
There were stories of some kind of supernatural forces, something they called The Darkness. Bokan
had experienced enough bizarre events in his own life to maintain a healthy respect for the unknown.
He wasn’t going to take any chances. Bokan’s bosses had set up a meet with Estacado in his own
offices. Just Bokan and his number two, Yoan Chervenkov. Estacado wouldn’t be expecting trouble
from them. Two Eastern Europeans, fresh off the boat. Bokan knew how they looked on him and his
people. They only saw the buzz-cuts and the tattoos and the knock-off designer suits. They thought
they were dumb thugs, all muscle, no brain.

Not so dumb. Bokan had a man on the inside, working security for the building where Estacado
had set up his respectable front. That man had planted guns in the washroom on the twenty-first floor
where Estacado had his own offfice.

Stepping out of the elevator, Bokan
deliberately slurred his words as he asked
for the bathroom. “Too many beers. Your
American beer is like piss. It goes right
through.” He played to their prejudices
and it worked. He and Yoan had been
thoroughly searched on the ground floor
beforethey enteredthe elevator.They were
unlikely to be frisked again. Once inside
the bathroom they moved fast. The guns
were concealed behind a panel in the first
cubicle. Two Glock 19’s. Small enough so
they didn’t look conspicuous under their
Jackets, big enough to blow Estacado into
the next life with a couple of well-placed
slugs. Getting out of the building wouldn’t
be so simple and it occurred to Bokan that
his masters mustconsider himexpendable.
But he hadsurvivedtighter situations. And
if he didn’t... if he went down in a hail of
bullets like Tony Montana... well then, so
be it. He would make a beautiful corpse.
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