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"THAT THERE BUILDING N—
IS THE HOWLETT “THEY SAY IT
ESTATE. WAS BUILT ON

A FOUNDATION
OF TEARS.”




AYE...A RIGHT
TERRIBLE TRAGEDY
IT WAS « JUST AFTER

THE PLACE WWAS DUILT,
THE ELDER BOY TOOK

Oh, THAT
MUSTVE BEEN SO
AWTFUL, MISTER

KENNETH...

AN IS IT TRUE
ABQUT THE OLD MAN?
IS HE REALLY AS DAD AS
THEY SAY DOWHN IN
THE VILLAGE?

M

/ O
‘IS FATHER. DON'T ABIDE
EACH OTHER.

OF SADNESS UP
HERE -+ THAT'S HOW
IT'S BEEM EVER SINCE

THE TRAGEDY.

THEY BURIED
‘IM HERE ON THE
GROUNDS, THAT

VVAS SUCH A

DESPERATE SAD DAY

FOR EVERYONE.

IT WAS AT THAT, YOUNG ROSE.
‘COURSE. WE DON'T TALK ABDUT
IT MUCH UP OM THE HILL.

POOR
MRS, HOWLETT
WAS SENT AWAY TO THE

AFTER SHE CAME BACK.
THINGS WAS NEVER
THE SAME.

_ YOUrLL NEVER. HEAR.
ME SAY THIS, MIND... DUT
IF ¥'ASK ME, THE OLD MAN'S
ONE TO BE AVOIDED, HE
AIN'T LIKE HIS SON.

SELF-MADE MILLIONAJRE...
MADE A FORTUNE IN COPPER
ORE. BUT A MISERABLE BLIGHTER
WHEN IT COMES TO ANYONE
OF QLR STATION.,

IF Y ASK
ME, GIRL, THIS
BLOODY PLACE
IS BAD LUCK.




VHAT
RILP\JHLI*- YOu up
FROM THE VILLAGE, MY PARENTS, SIR...
YOUNG ROSE? IT WAS THE INFLUENZA
WHAT TOOK EM BOTH.
I AINT GOT_ NOBODY
WO MORE.

=~ E—
&/ MRS, HOPKINS v 1 MEAN,
WHAT WITH THE

KNEW MY AUNTIE
DOWN IN THE VILLAGE. MISTRESS TAKEN
SHE THOUGHT AS JLL AN" HIM BEIN'
HOW I'D BE A GOOD THE ONLY CHILD
COMPAMION FOR AN ALL...
YOUNG MASTER. :
TAMES. .

HONEST TO /AN’ YOU WON'T
- NOT

GOD, klll., I'nA RJL-HT AGAIN, LASS

IMN ¥YOUR LIFETIME.
THERE AIN'T WO
OTHER PLACE LIKE

] AIN'T NEVER BEEN THE HOWLETT
ESTATE IN ALL OF

AROUND SUCH FINERY oT,
b S THE COUNTRY,

EFORE

TELL ME -+ HOW OLD
ARE YOU, ROSE?

AYE, WELL...
IF ¥OU WANT TO BE L
THIRTEEN. YOUW'LL KEEP
YERSELF TO YERSELF
AND DO EXACTLY AS
YOU'RE TOLD.




WHY,
THANK. YOU,
SIRI DYOU LIVE JRIFS
WELL, UP HERE AT THE

AIN'T YOU HOUSE -7
THE CHARMING
ONE. AN’ WHAT
WOULD YOUR

NAME BE?

&~
o

THAT ONE,
AN" MAKE NO
MISTAKE.




I-I'M SORRY,
MRS, HOPKINS. I'D
BETTER GET ME
THINGS...

BOTH OF
EM ARE - HIM AN’ THAT

A F
THE ANIMALS, | DUNND
WHY MASTER JOHN
KEEPS “IM ON.

YOU MARK
MY WORDS, GIRL,
THEY'RE A DIRTY BUNCH
OF SCOUNDRELS, THEM
LOGANS, THE BOY
JUST AS MUCH AS
il
IS FATHER., MISTER
LOGAN'S THE
CROUNDSKEEPER UP
HERE. YOU DON'T GO
WITHIN FIFTY YARDS
OF THAT MAN,
UNDERSTAND?

NOW THEN., LET'S
TAKE A LOOK AT YU,
YOU'LL BE MEETING
MASTER JOHN IN A
FEW MINUTES.

TCH,,. LOOK
AT THE STATE OF
YOU! YOU LOOK. LIKE
YO Was DRAGGED
THROLGH A HEDGE
BACKMWARDS,

THIS 15 A BIG
OFPORTUNITY FOR
A YOUNG GIRL, ROSE.

ESPECIALLY SEEIN'

AS HOW YOU CAN

READ AN" WRITE

AN ALL.
1 DONE

YOU A GREAT
FAVOR. TO GET

YOU AWAY FROM
THE BOTTOM OF
THE HILL, CHILD, 50
DON'T YOU MESS

IT UP... ;




. I'M TELLING ¥OU, JOHN, YOU
SHOULD HAVE LISTENED TO ME
INSTEAD OF THOSE BLAMED
BANKERS OF YOURS! 1 DIDN'T
HAND YOU HALF OF MY MONEY
- S0 THAT YOU COULD
SQUANDER 1T, I'™M NOT YOU.
FATHER! 1 HAVE A
DIFFERENT WAY OF
DOING THINGS -

WELL,
NOW... WHAT
HAVE WE HERE?
A NEW FACE,

1 SEE.

THIS IS YOUNG ROSE
FROM THE VILLAGE,
SIR. YOU INQUIRED

ABOUT HER BEIN' YOUNG
MASTER JAMES" NEW
COMPANION -7

A O DR
UT DON'T WORRY, 5 i
50, YOU'LL GET USED TO IT #8 MRS. HOPKINS
YOU'RE ROSE, \,_ SOON ENOUGH, : WILL SHOW YOU
ARE YOU? TELL ME, — TO YOUR ROOM
ROSE: WHAT DO g & bt UPSTAIRS,
YOU THINK OF MY - ; ; -
HOME? DO YOU i
LIKE IT?

I THINK
MY SON, JAMES,
15 GOING TO LIKE
MEETING ¥YOU
VERY MUCH.,







Every day that passes up here on the hill,
dear diary. | fear the house gers bigger
and bigger. So many rooms! I'm hot sure
if | will ever find iy Waly around it

Poor James is so frail and sicb.ly.. His
es leeep him ingide for most of
. although we do manage
time in the S.\::dr.n AL Sunset.

But he is a good boy, nonetheless
An attentive child. T chinl

Moaster _lohn seermis avwfully nice, but so
busy actending to matters of the estate. ;
He acts very kindly tovwards me. . No one doves excepr Mrs
. 5 | our househeeper. It's
Narvies misses his moth

As for the Old Man. | chink he's a eruel old
buzzard. Always griping and complaining.
He visits from the Ea¥t every weels 1

8 ' sure Master
| _.i|.‘|'|rl wouild
soomer he staayed

g i the city




B I'm certain the boy seeredy
admmires e. | catch him ]_;f.‘_' i

up towards my window often. ™
But of course. he does his level best
to precend ics by accident.

The one other d who comes by

the house to worl — the Logan boy. I'm '\
sure | don'c even lenow if he has a first
name.  Everyone calls him Dog.”

He's a gagle of sorapes
and bruises, that one

His #acher, Mister Logan.
drinks at all hours &F the
day and curses at everyone
he :.Hnlnt.*f. | E\rlcu he beats his
son as often .'L*F r._LE._l‘: arl J'u'n].

That boy's going to
i cause me troubles
il ' sure of it




Since there are only three
children up here at the house,
I thinl it's only ratural

we should all be friends,
dear diary. Don't you!

And what great
friends we have
become!

A . it

Jammes is very fond of Dogl I'm certain

it's doing him some good te be arcund a
boy his age. despite his allergies.

Poor thingl James can't be
too long away from the

| shade. and the water nadoes
his sltin all blocched. Like
a snapping ourtle.

| sormetimes wonder

F he wants to swim
with Dog and me. but
he seermF content to
paddle on the shore.

I must confess, dear diary, we've been
B having a wonderful Summer! We're
I ~ll the best of friends now. | thinkl

Yer some small measure of
saclness remadng about us,

1”11‘ EY I:inJ'l.l.q'.‘i...




.t the end of owur |'.‘L\L1 I\nu_.*
\.mﬂ | return to that sp: arkling.
wonderfid house on the hill...

bt Fu.'\.:‘-r D-;h\‘ st advwvangs ge
b'\flh to his life dovwn below.




SHE'S
PROB'LY IN
TROUBLE. MAYBE
WE SHOULD

FESS UP? _ 408

" DON'T SAY
THAT AGAINI

LA LA 1A,
1 LOVE WOSE!

JAMES!
JAMES]

OH, WHERE
ARE YOU, BOY, BLAST
YOUR HIDE!
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| JAMES!
. HANG ON!

* QUIT YER
STRUGGLING +-




STER. JOHM,
I SWEAR TQO HEAVEN
I DIDN'T KNOW HE WAS
AT THE POND! [ ONLY
TURNED MY EYES
FOR A MINUTE -

OHH, SIRI HUSH, ROSE...
EAhchehhs DON'T CONCERN
« IF ONLY I'D YOURSELF 50, YOU'RE
SEEN 'IM RUN [ GETTING WETTER
OFF L THAN THESE TWO
SCALLYWAGS,

DON'T WORRY ABOUT ANY RAMIFICATIONS,
LOGAN. LET'S JUST BE RELIEVED EVERYONE'S
INTACT, SHALL WE? “BOYS WiILL BE
BOYS,” AFTER ALL.

HERE, CHILD..
DRY \GUR:-ELF -
WITH THIS .

WHAT?
YOU'RE LETTING
THEM. GO WITHOUT
PUNISHMENT? IN
MY DAY, THE BOY
WOULD HAVE BEEN
FLOGGED, AS WOULD
HIS FATHER. IN
MY DAY -

THIS
ISNT YOUR
DAY, PAPA.

THOMAS,
1 WANT ¥Ou
TO TAKE YOUR
BOY HOME AND
A TAKE CARE OF HIM,
UNDERSTOOD?




I DINT
MEAN ANYTHIN'
BY IT.

LET THAT BE
A LESSON TO YOU,
BOY. IF [ TOLD YOU
ONCE, 1 TOLD YOU A
THOUSAND TIMES -
QUR KIND AN" THEIR
KIND DON'T MIX,

THEM PEOPLE. THEY

DONT UNDERSTAND
"OWY IT 1S DOWWN BELOWY,
THEY LIVE IN THEIR BIG,
FAMNCY HOUSES, AND WE

LIWVE 1IN THE DIRT.,

REMEMPER  \D 4

THIS ONE DAY, BOY,
YOU'LL THANK
ME FOR IT.

HERE...
THIS'LL SET
YOU TO




How | feel for poor _lames.

The child is s terribly ill all
the time. | think his melancholy
makes him worse. i

He misses his mother, who is 50

| distant yer so close byl It's enough
to eatch a glimpse of her as she eakes
air on occasion up on her balcory...

JAMES,
WHAT IS5 IT..7
JAMES?




DO HURRY,
JAMES! ¥YOU
REMEMBER. WHAT
HAPPENED THE
LAST TIME

COME
AWAY NOW,
JAMES, LET'S

GET YOU BACK
INSIDE BEFORE
YOuU CATCH A

GERM,




Christrmas has been such a lovely season. dear
diary. James received a special qift from his
Fanther: a sweet little puppyl | can'e tell you
how excited he was! 3 % /

Today. it was Boxing Day. Master
Johin was so funng about it... and
so kindl He sorved up honey punch,
dressed in one of Mrs. Hopkins'
aprorsl How the servants Lawsghed!

WHAT NOMNSENSE, JOHN. B PAPA, JUST FOR. ONE DAY I'M NOT GOING
WHERE'S THE DECORLUM ] TO ALLOW YOU TO SPOIL MY FUN, IT'S
IN ACTING LIKE A FOOL N, BOXING DAY, AND | RATHER. LIKE THE
IN FRONT OF THE TRADITION OF SERVING THE HELP
[ FOR ONE AFTERNOON.

MNOW, IF YOL'LL EXCUSE
ME. 1 HAVE TO GO AND

HELLLQ,
ROSE. WHY
50 GLUM?

w1 MISS
] ME MAN An
T - DAD S0 MUCH,
_OH, SIR... MAMD ALWAYS
ZSNIFF MAKE ME A PRETTY
/ f NEW DRESS AT
CHRISTMAS...




WELL, LOOK.
WHAT WE HAVE
HERE! DOES THIS
BELONG TO YOU.
YOUNG LADY?

Oh. MASTER
JOHNM. 1 DONT KNOW
WHAT TO SAY...

<l !f’l\;\“#
nhH K74

i
\ e
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HUSH, CHILD,
GO AND THANK
MRS, HOPKING -
SHE'S THE ONE VWHO h
TOLD ME ABOUT
YOUR CHRISTMAS
\ DRESS,

SOUNDS LIKE
THE HELP 15
GETTING INTO
THE PUNCH
AGAIN.

MERRY
CHRISTMAS,
ROSE,



i : ‘r"qIU'EL[ LOGAN'S BOY, AREN'T
g B YOU? WE HAVEN'T SEEN YOU
MASTER JOHN, : B, YOU? WE HAVEN'T SEEN YOL
SIR! THE BOY WAS
SPYING IN THE
WINDOW!

= AROUND HERE MUCH
Ch. FOR T LATELY -
GOODNESS e s
SAKE, KENWETH,
LET THE BOY ; i
GO. HE'S DOME SORRY,
ek : ¢ : MASTER
JOHN, SIR.
HOMEST,

HERE... JAMES
IS BUSY WITH HIS
NEW PUPPY -- 1 DOURT
HE'LL MISS ONE MORE
TOY. WHAT DO
YOUu SAY?

- _\IC-'F'I. EHAHK
fOU, SiR MERRY B S 1S
U, SIR! MER e . ; THIS IS THE
C HIJ.!:':i H.-'IA:-. e pRer o ; FINAL STRAW, JOHMN!
C o B ARE YOU GOING TO HAND
. THEM THE KEYS TO THE
SAFE NEXT? 1 WON'T
STAND FOR. 1T

WHAT DO YOU MEAN,
YOU WON'T STAND FOR. IT? THIS
15 MY HOUSE, FATHER -

YES, AND BUILT
OMN THE STRENGTH OF
MY MONEY!

YOUR MONEY?
0O IT RETURNS
Ol EACH AND
EVERY TIME YOU FIND
DISPLEASURE WITH
ME, DOES IT? HOW
DPARE YOu
TALK TO YOUR
FATHER. THAT
VUAY]




B\ 1OOK AT 'EM UP THERE,
q) TivIN' LIKE KINGS IN

THINK THE
ALMIGHTY, THEY pO,
BETTER'N Us,

1 HATE 'EM..ALL OF TH'
BASTARDS! "SPECIALLY “SOFT
JOHM. " THINKS HE'S TOO
GO0D FER SOMEQOME LIKE
ME, BUT HE AIN'T!

AT LEAST THE OLD
MAN KNOWS His PLACE...
HE KNOWS "O0W T° TREAT

A SERVANT, SO 'E DOES,
SOFT JOHN DON'T EVEN
KNOW "Ow TO TREAT

GET vOUR
BLEEDIN® HANDS

= R
. -l;“""":-"‘ « F _,'.I
™ ?‘-iﬁfﬁ té‘* &.;{

THEY AINT
LiKg WE ARE .,
TOO BLEEDIN®
GOOD FER
us,..




- POPPA! POPPA! ;
l LOOK WHAT MASTER
HOWLETT -




ITELL

YOu, pOY? Youon




For years, we have followed LOGAN in the
desperate search for his past, picking up bits and pieces
everywhere — from the wilds of the Canadian
wilderness to the teeming cities of Japan.

To many, WOLVERINE is Marvel's finest hero —

the best there is at what he does. But toall; heis our
most mysterious. Genetics, environment, divine
mtervention: what incredible forces created this man —
theworld's greatest killing machine with a heart asibig
as the great outdoors?

]
At long last, all will be revealed. Eisner Award-Winfict:
Paul Jenkins, world-renowned artist Andy Kuberts and
spectacular digital painter Richard Isanove wall tak&

you on a journey into Wolverine's QR IGIINE %‘g«‘
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