




C

M

Y

CM

MY

CY

CMY

K

HS_BOTC_01.pdf   5/6/2010   10:57:37 PM



She’s got the looks that would
make a man shoot himself if he
couldn’t have her.

I am a new presence in the city.
A prince of shadows. They do not
see me. But I see everything they
do. These two catch my eye.

I wait. Perched in the shadows like some human sized
raven. They never realize I’m here. Good. I like that.
My debut must be mysterious. Dramatic. Terrifying.

He’s a reporter…The Midnight Sun.
She’s a gun moll…a dangerous pit
viper known as Siren Mcbride.

I know the pawn
and the dame.

She’s got him. 

Hook. 

AND SINKER. 

Line. 

The funny thing is…everyone in
Harlem knows that Mcbride is
Boss Man’s main squeeze.

Everybody except
this clown. He’s being
set up and he doesn’t
even know it.

He should know better. Most men should,
but biology is our Achilles’ heel.  

Let’s go
somewhere a little

more private.

Wait.Stop.
People are looking.

Come on.

Nigel...
kiss me!

You ain’t gotta
tell me twice
sweetheart!

I want you, Nigel.

Nigel…
don’t you
want me?

Let’s cut out the
nonsense. my place is
just right across…

I don’t want to
go to your place. I want
you here… right now.
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   give him credit. He tries to
resist. But desire bypasses
common sense... 

Knockout. He’s down for the
count. Almost time to clock in.

...so I’ve made the roof
tops my headquarters.

I watch Harlem
from overhead.

stop gawking like a
school boy and come get some of

this while the getting’s good.

Sweet Mary,
Mother of Jesus.

I

...She’s about to throw
the knockout punch.

Most times, the people I am
watching are too distracted
by their everyday lives to
even look up…
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  t is from my urban observation
deck that I visually acknowledge
the components of this ambush.

Especially for a guy with a
gun to his head and his pants
down around his feet. 

Suddenly he seems worth rescuing.
Suddenly the violence that I am
about to inflict seems justified.

I

All the players are
moving into position. 

I’ve put better
men in their graves
and won’t hesitate...

Slow down,
big boy. You are
kind of cute...

Who’s your
informant for the

stories you’ve been writing 
about the Harlem

Underworld?

...and I don’t want
to have to spill your

good brains all over the
street. But we’ve got 

business. 

You bitch!
You kill me and

harlem goes up in
flames. You and boss

man up the river
for twenty.

...after I ask
you the second time.
Who’s been giving you

the dish, Nigel?!

 So pull the
trigger. if I gotta

go I’d rather go out
with a bang... But there’s
no way in hell I’m giving

up my informant.
 

tough words.

I like this Nigel.
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My heart begins to race.

There is no turning back.
My life will never be the same. 

My personal war
on crime begins now. 

She walks off into the night,
leaving Nigel with his pants
down and in the company of
three cut-throats. I wait
for her to exit.

    wolf dressed in
an angel’s clothing.

At least not yet.

I don’t swing
on dames.

Gentlemen...

Very well. 

A

So you think
you’re a tough guy…

is that it? 

Squeeze off,
ya lousy dame or let
me go. Time is wasting. 

You’re boring me.

We coulda been
friends, Nigel. It’s a 

shame. I actually
liked you.

Last but not least…
the quiet one, Gravedigger.

He’ll be handling your final
arrangements. 

Let me introduce
you to your pall
bearers then.

The big guy
is named Muscle. He’s going

to smash your face into hamburger
and then break your legs. The handsome

one is Pretty Boy… a doctor of 
sorts…the kind that specializes

in torture.

I SPEAK.
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I leap towards him

Back away from
the square and you’ll

have no trouble with me. but 
if any of you so much as 

lay a hand on him... 

Can’t you see
we’re conducting business?
Pretty Boy…light him up

…no witnesses.

Nighty night,
Masked Man!

...there will be severe 
repercussions. 

Who is
this guy? HA

HA
HA HA

HA
HA

HA
HA

HA HA

HA
HA

HA
HA

HA HA

HA
HA

  retty Boy swings 
around in my direction 
with a tommy gun
and that stacatto 
rata tat-tat sound 
punctuates the night. 

taking on a shower of bullets, some of 
them missing, others shredding my fine 
suit, but none of them hitting their mark.

P

C

M

Y

CM

MY

CY

CMY

K

HS_BOTC_06.pdf   5/6/2010   11:24:02 PM



No disrespect
to the dead…

…but go back
to the cemetery!

  kick Pretty Boy
with such force in
his face that he
drops his smoking
gun and gasps for 
breath on top of a 
fetid heap of 
garbage.

I pounce on him, 
reverting to street 
fighting style. 

You’re a
discredit to the 

neighborhood of 
Harlem.

your New
York privileges are

revoked. I don’t
ever want to see

you again.

Do you
hear me!!? 

After I’m
done giving you 

a beating.

I

Revoked!!!Revoked!!!Revoked!!!

TH
UMP

TH
UMP

TH
UMPTH

UMP

TH
UMP

TH
UMP
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Run and tell
your boss the night 
and these streets 

belong to me!

Uh…thanks.
That was…amazing! Thank 

you. I thought I was a 
dead man.

We didn’t
do nuttin to deserve this!
This square is stickin his 

nose where it don’t belong 
and we’re just enforcing

a little street
justice…

What..uh…
who are you, man?!
Who’s your crew? 

This is war,
whoever you are, you 

masked motherfucker!
You done interrupted
Boss Man’s official 

business. 

You can
kiss your ass 

goodbye.

Pull up
 your pants.

I’m justice
dressed in black. A

Prince of shadows. The 
Patron Saint of Negroes. I 
won’t sleep  until Harlem 

sleeps. You got that?
Now let Nigel go.

You are a dead
man if you continue to let

people like this run Harlem. 
That’s why I’m here. I’m taking 
down the Underworld. To Make 
this neighborhood safe for 

honest Americans. I need
your help. 

*GASP*

C

M

Y

CM

MY

CY

CMY

K

HS_BOTC_08.pdf   5/6/2010   11:32:47 PM



Listen. I’ve thought
this out many times before putting
on these duds tonight… trust me.

Do what I ask . In return I will
protect you from harm and give you

the exclusive stories for the
paper regarding my exploits and 

investigations. 
Do we have

a deal?

What about
this guy? The one

that’s still
alive?

   e shook hands.
It was 1930. 

I need you
to continue writing 
the stories about 
the crime lords 

of Harlem. I also 
need you to report 

about me. 

I want
people to be unsure 
as to whether I am 

the hero or the 
villain.

I can do
that. But are you 
sure that’s what 
you want? Harlem 

needs a  hero. 
Black folks need

a hero.

You never
see those fancy

white capes fly through  
our neighborhoods…and 
why should they if we’re
not ambitious enough to

have our own masked 
vigilantes. I say let

everyone know you’re
a good guy!

Why sure…
I’ll help in any 
way possible.

W

The next two years would be the 
wildest years of our lives. Nigel
and I would become great friends 
and men of distinction in the history 
of Harlem. That night was when the 
magic began.
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  smiled in the darkness. I wanted him to 
know that I was human after all. That I 
had a sense of humor and as he gained 
my trust he would be privy to my other 
layers as well.

I

He stood there 
for a Few more 
seconds. but I 
had to go…I 
had to work the 
next day. in my 
hasty flight I 
thought I 
heard him say… 

Perfect.

FIN.

Let him sleep
it off. You never 
know…tomorrow 

he may be a
changed man.

The Harlem 
Shadow.

You’re the 
writer…come up 
with something 

clever.

What should
I call you…I 

mean…in the paper? 
You got a name?
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