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vrooom 
crash!

ich 
komme 
wieder

Six months after Rennes-le-Chateau.

Schloss Ritter.

kno
ck

knoc
k

knock
knock

Herr 
KNight?



There’s nothing here.

This is a waste of time. 

Seriously, you’re not even 
getting paid for this shit.

What are you doing with your life? 
This isn’t heroism. It’s fantasy.

There’s nothing here.

shut 
up.
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The 
reason why I 

am here to see you, 
Herr Knight, is my brother, 
Jan Josef. He owns a small 

guesthouse near the town of 
Wolfach. He keeps it open as a small 
pension for him. He does not believe 

in your type, Herr Knight, which is 
why he would rather not talk to 
you about his guesthouse. He 

is a practical man.

You 
see, the house 

has a sickness. And 
that sickness has fallen 

on the visitors. They’ve been 
falling ill during the nighttime. 
Nothing big, until a guest that 
was three months pregnant 
lost her baby. Jan believes 

it to be microbes and 
bacteria.

Here 
you 

go, Frau 
Schmidt.

I’m 
sorry 

I don’t have 
anything else to 

offer at the 
moment.

Danke 
Schon.

I 
believe 
it to be 

something in 
the forest.

We 
can offer you 

a room. You might 
consider it a short 
holiday and see what 

you can find out.

Would 
you be willing 

to come and see, 
Herr Knight?



What the hell 
was that?

That’s my 
room...

I’m not in the room. 
Does it sense that? 
What does it want?

Thump!

Grrrrrrr



Too much TV.

pant... 
pant...

Eight parts pure bollocks 
and two parts imagination. 

You have no idea where that thing is.

PUFF! PUFF!

stop!



You lost it.

pant... 
pant...

It’s probably miles from here by now. 

It’s called trespassing.

stop 
it!



A witness. Oh, goody. 

Hi. 

Entschuldigung. 
I didn’t intend to 

bother you,  but could 
I ask if you saw anyone 
go by here tonight?  

A figure in a 
cloak.

HalLo? 
Wer ist 

da?

shit!

Not 
that one 

again. Well, 
come inside. I was 

about to make 
some tea.



Black 
tea or 

herbal, Gabriel? 
I have mint. I 
grow my own. 

Black, 
please. 

Huh. I could really learn 
some things from her. 

My 
name’s Gabriel. 

Gabriel Knight. This 
is kind of you. Sorry to 
barge in. I was followin’ 

this cloaked figure 
through the woods. 

You’ve seen it?

Have a 
seat, tea will 

be just a minute. I’m 
Emma Tourney, by 

the way.

Since 
I was a small 
child.  It’s not 

the only thing in 
these woods.

I’d 
like to 

hear about it, 
Frau Tourney. 
Do you know 
what it is? 

Mmm. 
It has various 

names. 

I’ve 
heard it called 

a Seelenfresser, an 
eater of souls. Also a 

bat, a night wraith. Though 
it could also be a witch, 

I suppose.  
Here we go!



Feels good to talk.

It’s been too long since I 
had any real conversations 
that weren’t with myself. 

God. Now you can’t even have 
tea with a little old lady 
without getting suspicious.

The job is making you nuts.

It’s 
my legs. They 

just won’t let me 
rest at night.

Sorry 
to hear that.  

About the... eater of 
souls. Does it have a 
human form? Any idea 

who it might be?

Uh...
thanks. 

There’s 
cream and 

sugar on the 
table.

I 
don’t know. It 

might have a human 
form, but I honestly 
have no clue who it 

might be.

 I’ve 
never warmed to the 

butcher in town, you know. 
Something about the eyes. But 
I’d expect Herr Steiner to be a 

ghoul if anything. All that 
bloody meat.

Tell 
me about the 

soul eater. What 
exactly does it do? 

Does it kill?



It 
drains energy. 

Usually not fatal, but 
it can be, if the person 

is sick, old, or an 
infant.

Oh, 
don’t worry 

about me. I have 
wards all around this 

house. My mother believed 
in the old ways, you see. 

Generations of my people 
lived in the Black Forest. 

We’re used to the 
creatures here. 

That’s... 
amazing. I’d like to hear 

all about them. Anything you’re 
willing to tell me.

And 
who exactly 

are you, young 
man? 

Most 
boys your age have 

no interest in anything that isn’t 
on a computer. I’ve tried passing our 

knowledge on to my grandsons, 
but they think I’m senile. 

Well. 
Haven’t ever 

met one of those 
myself. Didn’t think 
they still existed.

Have 
you ever 

heard of a 
Schattenjaeger?



Or any. Except for me.

There 
aren’t 
many. 

In 
that case, I 

might be willing to 
share some of my 

stories.

I 
definitely need to 

come back and pick 
your brain.

Best wait 
for the light of day. 

It’s risky to speak of these 
things in the dark. Words are 

powerful, you know.

Perhaps 
its movements are  

limited. Could be it’s wounded. 
Could be trapped by a 

binding spell...

Could be 
old age.

At the 
Schmidt pension. 

Yes, I heard. It’s unusual 
for a creature like that to 

haunt the same place. Usually 
it spreads out its takings. No 

one notices an illness 
here and there.

All 
right. I can come 

back tomorrow. But 
about the... soul eater. 

Have you been seeing it pass 
by here lately? There’s 

been some trouble 
nearby.

I 
would 

love that.



I’m beating myself up more 
and more.  I have to get out, 
and not a place like this. 

A city. Nightlife. Some 
women who actually speak 
English and don’t think 
I’m some dumb foreigner. 

New Orleans, even. Be around 
some friends. See Mosely again. 

Maybe figure out if Gracie’s there.

After all, at least with Emma, you’re 
unlikely to have sex with her and ruin 
your working relationship. 

Hey, maybe you can team up with the old gal. She has a 
few years left in her still. And it’s not much fun being 
a hunter all by your lonesome, is it? Dangerous even. 
You should travel in pairs. Like socks.

Oh, 
some of us 

still know the old 
ways. Before you go, 

there is one thing I want to 
give you. For protection.  

Give me just a 
minute.

I’m 
not in a 
hurry. 

*coff! 
coff!* 

Christ, what’s 
wrong with 

me?

I’ve 
found 

it!



um...

Looks harmless. Powerless,  
some old discarded thing

Looks perfectly 
ordinary.  Old. Maybe 
late 1800s? Ah, I don’t 
want to insult her-

Blood on white

Like you.

What 
is it?

I bet 
you haven’t 

seen one of these 
before. 

The 
story 

goes that this 
glove belonged to 

a sorcerer. It’s said 
that the wearer is able 

to touch the insubstantial 
- like a ghost or a soul 
eater or night wraith. 
Borrow it until you’ve 
found this creature. 

I’d hate to see 
you hurt. 

At 
least try it 

on, dear boy. See 
if it fits.

ow!

I’m so 
sorry, must be 

an old pin in there. Let 
me get you something 

for that



“Though it could also 
be a witch, I suppose.“

Well done. 

You...



You still have that 
hunter’s instinct 
after all.

To Be Concluded...




