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BUREAU FOR PARANORMAL RESEARCH AND DEFENSE

File #267999 (9/16/48)

Re: Nazi "Project Ragna Rok” (The Fatal Destiny)

To the best determination of the assigned in-
vestigative team, "Ragna Rok” was one of
Hitler’s many “Doomsday” projects initiated in
the closing days of World War Two.

Principally there were known to be five
individuals (see photos below) involved at key
steps of the project, and so far as has been de-
termined all five were present in the final mo-
ments. The project was apparently headed by
General Klaus Werner von Krupt (see addendum
under photo.)

The culmination of several years’ work by
the individuals, the ritual performed on
Tarmagant Island (see map, pg. 162) on 23 Dec.
1944 corresponds precisely with the manifesta-
tion of the creature now code named “Hellboy”
(see File #25891), the so-called "HELLBOY INCI-
DENT.”

Professor Trevor Bruttenholm and his
staff have examined both “Hellboy” and the
site on Tarmagant Island extensively, and al-
though no physical evidence can be found to

VON KRUPT, KLAUS WERNER link the events it seems unlikely their tempo-
(Photo taken 12/2/45) Committed to ral juxtaposition is merely a coincidence.
Eisenvalt Sanitarium. Died 6

months later. Body discovered to

be infested with beetles of un-

known species. No explanation.

Leopold Kurtz Ilsa Haupstein Professor Doctor Karl Name Unknown

(b 10/11/15) (b 6/7/19) Ruprect Kroenen (b unknown)

whereabouts unknown whereabouts unknown (bunknown) whereabouts unknown
whereabouts unknown
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I DID MY HOMEWORK
BEFORE WE CAME
OUT HERE.

THE HOUSE 15 CALLED
CAVENDISH HALL. [T WAS
BUILT ABOUT A HUNDRED
AND FIFTY YEARS AGO BY
THE FIRST OF THE
CAVENDISH FAMLY TO
COME TO AMERICA.

BACK THEN T STOOD ON A

HI6H PROMONTORY COM-
MANDING A WIDE VIEW OF
THE LAKE AND ALL THE LAND
AROUND AS FAR AS THE
HORIZON.

THESE DAYS (T'S WELL ON
TS WAY TO HAVING A SWIM-
MING POOL FOR A BASEMENT.
T'S BEEN SINKING SINCE THE
DAY T WAS FINISHED.

OH. OID T MENTION THERE'S
SUPPOSED TO BE A CURSE
ON THE PLACE? NOT THE
HOUSE TSELF. THE LAND.
THE LAKE.

THE LOCAL INDIANS KEPT

WELL CLEAR OF THIS AREA
FOR A COUPLE OF THOU-
SAND YEARS BEFORE THE
CAVENDISH FAMILY ARRIVED.

YOU MAY THINK CURSES

MAKES ME THINK OTHER-
WISE.

WAY

33
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Frogs, like snakes, scorpions, ravens, and black cats, are
traditionally considered harbingers of doom, witnessed by the

following tale.

AN AFRICAN MYTH ABOUT A FROG

N a day when little water was to be found, Man spent a
@while in thought and realized that he might one day die,

never to rise again. Man sent Dog to God to ask that
he might come back to life again, like the flowering plant, after
death.

Dog went off and followed his nose toward God. He was
soon distracted by the smell of soup, and followed his hunger
toward the source. Leaning close to watch it boil, Dog was
content and forgot his mission.

Seeing that Dog was lost, Frog took it upon himself to go to
God and tell him that Man did not want to live again. If Man
were to be reborn, thought Frog, he would soon muddy the
rivers and destroy the birthplaces of frogs.

Dog finally arrived to tell God Man’s message. Leaning low,
he crooned Man’s need for rebirth in the song of his howl. God
was touched by the devotion of Dog for Man.

But God granted the frog’s wish, because he got there first.

30
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CHAPTER Two
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[F T HAVE A REAL NAME, T'VE
NEVER KNOWN [T, T'M
CALLED HELLBOY.

TILL LET MY COMPANIONS
INTRODUCE THEMSELVES. .,

MRS, CAVENDISH?
T'M SORRY WE'RE S0 LATE,

WE'RE FROM THE BUREAU FOR
\  PARANORMAL RESEARCH 4

AND DEFENSE.

HELLBOY
CALLED YOoU
YESTERDAY..?

SHERMAN,

) -

‘H"F

T'M VERY PLEASED

O MEET ALL OF
YOou. YOUVE MISSED
DINNER, T'M AFRAID,

MAN TAKE
YOUR BAGS TO
YOUR ROOMS,

o

T HOPE YOU HAVE
NOT HAD A
WASTED JOURNEY.

T'M AFRAID T DON'T
KNOW ANY MORE

AND THIS
1S DOCTOR
ABRAHAM
SAPIEN.
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Journal of 1st Sgt.
George Whitman, USA
12/23/44

East Bromwich, England.

We've been here for
two days now and it
isn’t getting any better.
All of the men are jit-
tery in this place.
Maybe if it had a name.
Maybe if the people in
the village would even
talk about it. But they
won'’t.

Not even telling them
there could be a crack
team of Nazi commandos
lurking about some-
wheres gets anything
out of them. They just
look at you like Nazis
are maybe the last thing
in the world they need
to worry about.

If that were true, we
wouldn’t be here.

Okay--this is what we
think we know: Hitler
has sent some kind of
team to England. I
called them commandos,
but there’s a trio of peo-
ple from the British
Paranormal Society who
say they’'re more than
that. They say the
Germans are some kind of
spook squad. That the
krauts are here to per-
form some kind of spell
or something. Summon
monsters. Raise the dead.

Yeah, right.

YL U]
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HEEDLESS ARE THEY TO
PRAY AND SUPPLICATION.
THEY ARE THE SERPENT.
THEY ARE THE FURIOUS
BEAST. THE WINDSTORM.

EVIL WINDS THEY ARE. THE
EVIL BREATH THAT
HERALDETH THE BANEFUL
STORM. THEY ARE MIGHTY
CHILDREN, HERALDS OF
PESTILENCE. THRONE BEAR-
ERS OF ERESHIGAL.

////////// 4

E SHALL BE IN GREAT
INCREASE THE POWER. DON'T BUT IF DANGER OF BURNING OUT
LET THE LEVEL DROP. THIS CONTINUES THE PRIMARY COLL.
MUCH LONGER. .

THEY ARE THE FLOOD
WHICH RUSHETH THROUGH.
THE LAND. SEVEN 6005 OF
MIGHT. SEVEN DEMONS OF

OPPRESSION. SEVEN IN

HEAVEN AND SEVEN ON
EARTH,
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T FEEL IT. PAIN.

OF GIANT. TERRIBLE ANGUISH,

STRENGTH AND

GRIND THE LAND g
Like corN. - A TRAGEDY FROM
MANY VEARS AGO.

T (5 THIS T SENSED,

THIS WHICH BROUGHT

KNOWING NO ME HERE. (T 5 THIS
MERCY THEY OLDER SO0RROW WHICH
RAGE AGAINST : NOwW DRAWS UPON THE
EVIL FORCES LET LOOSE

MANKIND, TO
SPILL BLOOD LIKE INTO THE WDéELD

RAIN AND DEVOUIR
FLESH,

LET THEY SEVEN

THE Focus!
THE FocUs 15
THEM. POWER IS5 DRIFTING!
TO THEM.

WE ARE NOT ALONE
HERE., THERE ARE
TROUBLED SPIRITS. HOLY
SPIRITS. A PRIEST. A NUN.
THEIR SHADES ARE WITH
Us, [T (5 THEIR PAIN
WHICH HAUNTS THIS
PLACE., THEIR SECRET
WHICH STAINS THESE
ANCIENT STONES.

THEY SAY..,
SOMETHING 1S
<o

oo
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But whatever it is,
it’s got the top brass
worried enough to send a
special Ranger unit to
look into it. And the
Torch of Liberty is here
with us. Funny to see
him standing there,
having a cup of joe with
the rest of the guys. I'm
more used to seeing him
Jumping around in
newsreels, fighting some -
cockamamie Nazi menace.

Seems like an 0.K. guy,
though. And he believes
this whole business. He
says his own sources
confirm the Nazis are
in the final stages of
something called
“Project Ragna Rok”.

Idon’t think our
Limey friends were too
thrilled to learn it took
the Torch’s word to make
us believe them.

There’s three of them:

Professor Malcolm
Frost, from Blackfriar’s
College, stateside.

Trevor Bruttenholm
(pronounced “Broom”),
who’s some kind of para-
normal Whiz Kid.

And Lady Cynthia
Eden-Jones, who's sup-
posed to be England’s top
medium.

And in charge of this
whole Looney Toon party
is me, a guy who'd never
even heard the word
“paranormal” before a
week ago.

Anyway, two days
camped out in this holi-
day camp and so far
nothing. No spooks. No
monsters. No Nazis.

But Lady Cynthia
says it’s going to hap-
pen here. And it’s going
to happen tonight.
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Only thing is, she can’t
say just what "it” is.

WELL, “"BROOM"? YOUR REPL- YWHEN LADY CYNTHIA TOLD
S TATION 60T Us Hege, BUT ME THE DISTURBANCE SHE
gg%%@%ﬁésgﬁ@wé 5 HAAD SENSED IN THE ETHER
WAS CENTERED HERE,,,"
LITTLE BUTTS OFF. = ERE

I .
HAVE SPENT
THe G oA

RS
STUDYING THIS
PLACE, TRYING
TO DISCOVER
WHAT HAP-
PENED HERE
LONG AGO
THAT WAS S0
HORRIBLE T
ERASED ALL
WILLINGNESS
OF THE LOCALS
TO EVEN DIS-
cuss THe

CHAINED IN HEAVEN ARE

1 BUT IT (5 NORTH OF
HERE. FAR NORTH..,
THEY. SEVEN IS THEIR NUM-

YT SENSE.. COLD, AND WATER. BER, BRED IN DEPTHS OF

T 5 A TINY ISLAND JUST OCEAN, NEITHER MALE NOR
OFF THE SCOTTISH COAST.." FEMALE ARE THEY. THEY

ARE AS THE HOWLING WIND,
WHICH KNOWETH NOT
MERCY, WHICH KNOWETH

NOT PI
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MADE ONE.
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3
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T HAVE

M
Q
3
=

A
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7.

5NT

L
11 DOESN”
LOOK TOO
ANGEROUS
TO ME,
PROFESSOR.
e

SHOOT T! KILL (T!
M'S A DEMON COME
FROM HELL TO
DESTROY US ALL!
=
[\
\
oo,
g
5 i
;’
-t
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HELLBOY.

T couLp NOT
GUESS THEN
THAT T WAS
NAMING HiNe

W BUT “THE

HELLEOY INCIDENT
IT BECANE, AND THE
HELLEOY INCIDENT T

FAS REMAINED,
A AL THROUGH THE
VEARS.

YEARS IN
whicH oUz BesT
EFFORTS TO UN-

COVER HIS SECRETS

CUTIMATELY LEFT UB

KNOWING LITTLE MORE
THAN WE DI THAT
FIRST DAY, THIRTY-

IVE YEARS y
e Five
[ D

(s

p—
r ’4'
== P11 g

cLOSER TO
FIFTY NOW., AND
VET v AND YET e
50 MUCH MORE!
AS THOUGH T
BELONEED.

W TO ANOTHER
LIFETIME. SOME-
ONE ELSE'S LIFE-
TIME 10T MINE
ANYMORE.

you

LOOK JUST
FINE TO
E SIR.

T FEEL.., CUT
IN HALF. ¢UT OFF
FROM MVP T
SINCE.,, SINCE. .,

15
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HAVE OCCURRED
HERE.

SPARE ME
YOUR SARCASM,
VON KRUPT.

13

SARCASM? MY SARCASM
5 THE VERY LEAST OF
YOUR WORRIES, SORCER-
ER. YOU PROMSED THE
FUHRER A MIRACLE.,
SOMETHING WHICH
WOULD REVERSE THE
COURSE OF THIS WAR
AND ENSURE THE Vic-
TORY OF THE REICH,

HERR HITLER DOES
NOT TAKE KINDLY
TO FAILURE.

I HAVE SET IN
MOTION EVENTS
WHICH CANNOT
NOw BE
REVERSED

OR UNDONE.

T PROMISED
HERR HITLER
A MIRACLE.
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IT'S BEEN TEN
MONTHS SINCE THE
CAVENDISH EXPEDITION
WAS GIVEN UP FOR
LOST. THE WHOLE
WORLD THINKS YOUIRE

DEAD. AND YET.., [T ISN'T. FOR AS

'S5 6000
TO SEE You
ALIVE, SIR.

P 70 SEE HIM LIKE THIS, A
P | SHADOW OF THE MAN HE
Bl | WAS THE LAST TIME T SAW

T MAKES ME FEEL
SOMEHOW LIKE T MGHT
HAVE BEEN BETTER IF HE
HAD DIED.

TAKE (T EASY,
SiR. SLOW AND EASY.
LIE YOU TAUGHT ME.
LET IT COME AT TS
OWN PACE.

THERE (5
SOMETHING T
MUST TELL YOU,
HELLBOY.

SOMETHING
VERY
IMPORTANT.

T TALK TO HIM CALMLY,
STEAOLY, LIKE THERE'S
NOTHING TO WORRY ABOUT.

LIKE THE LOOK ON HIS FACE
DOESN'T SEND COLD
SHUDDERS (P AND DOWN
MY SPINE.

16
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YTHE EXPEOITION, THE THREE
CAVENDISH BOYS. SVEN
OLAFSEN, THE RENOWNED

WES. T REMEMBER.
ARCTIC EXPLORER. ME. NINETEEN DAYS OUT OF

BULL HARBOR. FIFTEEN DAYS
BY ICEBREAKER. THEN BY
SNOW TRACTOR:

YAND THERE,, RIGHT WHERE
THE CAVENDISH BOYS SAID
T WOLLD BE. RIGHT WHERE
NINE 6ENERATIONS OF

THEIR FAMILY WERE SURE T | N
WOULD BE.., NNSIOE, , DARK. SILENT. LIKE

THE AGE OF ALL THE WORLD
WAS CRAMMED INTO THAT
NARROW SPACE.

WINE GENERATIONS WHO
DIED TRYING TO REACH THE
SPOT ON WHICH WE STOOD: .«

YTHE RUINS. FROZEN. OLOER
IgAN THE TEMPLE AT YANG
(=]
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YAND THERE, SQUATTING IN
THE DARKNESS, PART OF

THE DARKNESS, PART OF THE [
SILENCE, THE AGE..,

WOU REMEMBER, . T SHOWED
YOU PICTURES OF THE
STATUES FOUND ON KOFU
IN THE THIRTIES. T WAS LIKE
THEM, BUT BIGGER. A
HUNDRED TIMES BIGGER.

e

YAND SEATED IN FRO!
T, SURROUNDED BY
ALMOST AS THOUGH T
WERE PART OF (M.,
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THINGS LIKE CHARGING

HEADLONG INTO A
g OOM.

PITCH BLACK R !
T'M TOUGHER AND \ ¥
STRONGER THAN b
ANY HUMAN, . :
L BUT T CAN'T SEE ANY
BETTER IN THE DARK,

Q/ ( \
/ N
CcOouULD.
¢
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s ALL A
BLUR. NOTHING
MAKES SENSE.

DETAILS. . EVENTS
ALL OUT OF
ORDER.

SCREAMING.
T REMEMBER
THERE WAS
SCREAMING.

THEN THERE
WAS THE NEW
VORK SKYLINE. T
JUMPED OVERBOARD,
SWAM TO SHORE.
CAME HERE.

BUT.. BEFORE
HAT.., ON THE ICE-
BREAKER AGAIN.
NO IDEA HOW T
&O0T THERE.

NO. PUSHED
MYSELF ENOUGH
IN THE LAST..,
HOW LONG HAS
T BEEN?

TEN MONTHS
You SAID? TEN
MONTHS OF MY

LIFE T JUST/u

WCANT
REMEM-
BER..(

ShH,,,
SkHH,, DON'T
worRryY, siR,
EVERYTHING 5
FINE NOwW.

I'M HERE,
WE'LL WoRK
EVERYTHING

ouT.

JUST TAKE
YOUR TIME,
DON'T PUSH
YOURSELF.

SR
YOUVE 60T
1WFROGS:
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A GUESS,
T'0 SAY YES.

4
AT LEAST, SOMETHING'S
Pl MADE HIM CHANGE HIS

Ml ATTITUDE ALL OF A SUDDEN.,

I DON'T KNOW WHO FROGEY
15, OR WHERE HE CAME

FROM.«\

HBUT HE OBVIOUSLY KNOWS
GUN WHEN HE SEES ONE.

HE BOLTS FOR THE
CLOSEST WINDOW.

-
L

)

(T HAPPENS TO
BE THE BATHROOM.

25

HE STAGGERS AROUND A
BT, LIKE HE'S TRYING TO
DECIDE WHAT TO DO NEXT.

MOSTLY M'S THE WORST
PAIN T'VE EVER FELT—AND
T'VE BEEN HURT BY
EXPERTS—~

BUT FEELING THAT ALSO
LETS ME 6RAB AND HOLD
THE PISTOL THE TORCH OF
LBERTY GAVE ME.

AND T'M 60ING6 TO LET
HIM 6ET OUTSIDE?
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WHAT FALL5 FEON\ THEFTOP
N\ON5T
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1+

HE DID SOME-
THING TO ME.

B LIS TONGUE WAS WRAPPED
e AEOUND MY ARM FOR
S L OF TWO SECONDS. .,

)O

Iﬂ l)jﬂ

/ﬂl
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AND MY FROG-FACED

FRIEND 5 COMING BACK
TO FINISH THE JOB!

'S NOT MY FLESH
AND BLOOD ARM HE
GETS A HOLD ON.

=
%
N\
2

THEY COULDON'T
IND OUT

«BUT AT LEAST
I kNow DNE THING
ABOUT

P

b) ||uu|||||n g
- Il e
oL

G

24

I LET HM GET A
TASTE OF MY
RIGHT HAND.

THE HAND THE BEST
SCENTISTS OF THE LAST
HALF CENTURY HAVE TRIED
AND FALLED TO ANALYZE,

WONDER F
FROGGY DOES?
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T STUMBLE BACK DOWN THE
HALL AND MAKE A CALL TO
THE HEAD OFFICE. DOCTOR
MANNING, HELL-
BOVY 15 ON LINE

VEAH,
I'M OKAY.
IM STILL IN
BROOKLYN.

NO, HE'S
DEAD, SOMETHING
WASN'T HUMAN.

NO, T CAN'T
EVEN 6UESS
WHAT T WAS.,

HELLBOV!
ARE You
AlLL RIGHT?

RIGHT. VES.,

OF COURSE. YOU'RE
FREE TO ASSEMBLE
YOUR OWN TEAM,
AS ALWAYS.

AND..
HELLBOY 1

]

1.1

I'M. SORRY
ABOUT PROFESSOR
BRUTTENHOLM. T
KNOW HOW CLOSE
YOoU WERE,






