R ANy BRaalOB LU ™ "=

x .ﬂ_‘lll j{-w y
RON WIMBERLY P
sy

ABINTRODUCTION BY RAY



ID LIKE TO THANK MOIRA MELTZER-COHEN, FLOYD HUGHES,
AND KIER KIRBY FOR THEIR SUPPORT AND COUNSEL; BOB MECOY
" AND THOMAS LEBIEN FOR GREASING THE GEARS; DEAN MOTTER,

RAY ERADBURY 'S JOHN SIERS, AND COLIN WALTON FOR ASSISTING ME WITH
THE ARTWORK. — RON WIMBERLY

HILL AND WANG
A DIVISION OF FARRAR, STRAUS AND GIROUX
18 WEST 18TH STREET, NEW YORK 1001

THIS IS AZ FILE, INC, BOOK
SOMETHING WICKED THIS WAY COMES COPYRIGHT © 1962.
RENEWED 1990 BY RAY BRADBURY
INTRODUCTION COPYRIGHT © 20T BY RAY BRADBURY
ARTWORK COPYRIGHT © 201 BY RON WIMBERLY
ALL RIGHTS RESERVED
DISTRIBUTED IN CANADA BY DEM PUBLISHERS, INC.
PRINTED IN THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA
PUBLISHED SIMULTANEOUSLY IN HARDCOVER AND PAPERBACK
FIRST EDITION, 201

LIBRARY OF CONGRESS CATALOGING-IN-PUBLICATION DATA

WIMBERLY, RON.
RAY BRADBURY'S SOMETHING WICKED THIS WAY COMES : THE AUTHORIZED

PW
ISBN 978-0-8090-8746—4 (CLOTH : ALK. PAPER) —ISEN 978-0-8090-8044-

(PEK: ALK. PAPER)
1. GRAPHCNOVELS, L BRADBURY, RAY, 1920—SOMETHING WICKED THIS WAY COMES.

IL TITLE, IOL TITLE: SOMETHING WICKED THIS WAY COMES.

INTRODUCTION BY RAY BRADBURY PN6727. W563R39 2011

741.5'973-DC22
201005177

ART BY RON WIMBERLY
EDITED BY HOWARD ZIMMERMAN

' DESIGNED BY DEAN MOTTER
PRODUCTION ASSISTANT: DAN CRISSMAN

A NOVEL GRAPHIC FROM HILL AND WANG
WWW.FSGBOOKS.COM

A DIVISION OF FARRAR, STRAUS AND GIROUX
NEW YORK
1 3 6 7 9 10 8 6 4 2



WG« SR

O
FOLKS i
HOME?
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BOY, WHAT'S @ L
| YOUR NAME? ;

ANY MONEY,
YOURSELVES?



AND ONLY

FITTING. L WAS
¥ NIGHTSHADE. BORN ONE MINUTE
THAT’S QUITE BEFORE MIDNIGHT,
A NAME. OCTOBER
! THIRTIETH.

JIM WAS BORN l

ONE MINUTE AFTER
MIDNIGHT, WHICH
MAKES IT OCTOBER
THIRTY-FIRST.

NIGHTSHADE.
NO MONEY, YOU

" FREE! WHY? ONE OF ril
THOSE HOUSES WILL A

BE STRUCK BY 8
LIGHTNING/ _ \

WITHOUT <
THIS ROD, BANG!/
FIRE AND ASH,
ROAST PORK AND
CINDERS!

BOY, IT’'S
HEAVY! AND FUNNY-
LOOKING. NEVER SEEN
A LIGHTNING ROD
LIKE THIS.

SCARAB
BEETLE.

“WELL, -
WHAT TONGLUE
DOES THE WIND
TALK? WHAT
NATIONALITY
IS A STORM?*

#”” AND THOSE

: THERE--
/ V PHOENICIAN HEN
/ ; : TRACKS. o
/ 5 : - " :&- ‘

The metal thing was hammered §
and shaped half-crescent,

half-cross. Around the rim of
the main rod little curlicues and

/ doohingies had been soldered

on, later. The entire surface of
the rod was etched with strange
languages, numerals that added §

to incomprehensible sums,
pictographs of insect-animals
all bristle, chaff, and claw.

- | ] iy L ¥

SHAPE AND FORM TO HEX THE
EARTH LIKE SIZZLING CATS.*

e

WHICH? WHICH
HOUSE WILL IT
STRIKE?

r| WHICH?
HOLD ON. WAIT.

SOME FOLKS DRAW
LIGHTNING, SUCK IT
B LIKE CATS SUCK BABIES' ——
BREATH. SOME FOLKS’
POLARITIES ARE
NEGATIVE, SOME
POSITIVE. SOME
GLOW IN THE
DARK.
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o ' SHOULDVE
S0 ). KNOWN.

HEY,
WHAT
ABOUT
ME?

BUT THE
REAL SHOW’S

I'M ON MY

NEXT DOOR WAY. STORWS
HERE, AT THE COMING.
NIGHTSHADES/

DON'T

OTHERWISE--
BAMM!

WAIT, JIM BOY.

NO, NO.
OH, A FEW
SPARKS'LL

JUMP ON YOUR

RAINSPOUTS.

“ANY BOY HIT BY

LIGHTNING, LIFT HIS LID
AND THERE ON HIS EYEBALL,
PRETTY AS THE LORD’S
PRAYER ON A PIN, FIND THE
LAST SCENE THE BOY EVER
SAW! A PHOTO OF THAT FIRE
CLIMBING DOWN THE SKY TO
SUCK YOUR SOUL BACK UP
ALONG THE BRIGHT STAIR/
GIT, BOY! HAMMER T HIGH
OR YOU'RE DEAD

COME DAWN/*
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YOUR You

Y

HOUSE, GOING TO NAIL

M HE SAD.  UP THE ROD

g OR AINT
you?

=i et

FUN!/
—_— You v
CRAZY? N

T
— \ .
---GEI THE T

—— HAMMER,
SOME NAILS

ND WIRE/
—____ ANDWIRE

THINK OF
YOUR MOM.
YOU WANT

NO.
WHY SPOIL
THE FUN?

c“.fj"‘;( ‘fﬂb




There’s nothing in
the living world
like books on water
cures, deaths-of-a-
thousand-slices,

lava off castle walls.

So said Jim Ni

that’s all he read. Ifit

'wasnt how to burgle the

JFirst National, it was

how to build catapulis, or
black bumber-

shoots imto

harking bat

Supper over, itwas
time for theirweekly
Jjog to the library:

breathed.
it out all
fine.

GONE.
OR IT WASN‘T
EVEN THERE.

Ma..l"\tﬁ.(af &
WILLIA
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|

no SUCH PLACE
AS HECK. BUT HELL‘S
RIGHT HERE UNDER “A”
FOR ALIGHIERI.

ALLEGORY’S
BEYOND ME.
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IS THAT YOU, %

WILL? GROWN AN

INCH SINCE THIS
MORNING,

JIM? EYES
DARKER...YOU
BURN YOURSELF
AT BOTH ENDS,
JIm?

" LOOK AT
THIS. PICTURES
BY MISTER DORE,
SHOWING ALL THE
ASPECTS. HELL
NEVER LOOKED |




