


Hidden amongst the 
furthest reaches of 

the siberian mountains, 
surrounded by towering 
peaks and shrouded by 

superstition, lies  
lake labynkyr.

though it resides in 
one of the coldest 
regions known to 

man, its waters never 
freeze, even in the 
heart of winter.

the few villagers 
tenacious enough to 

dwell in this frigid domain 
stay far away, and warn 
their children to never 

swim its waters.

for they have all heard the tales passed down 
for generations upon generations, tales about 
something lurking within the depths of the lake.

something ancient…

something vast…

something…



…evil…

eto… 
chert…

cherrrr…



LLondon home of maria 
  alexandrovna, grand 
    duchess of russia.

…the labynkyrsky 
chert, they call it. the 

devil in the lake.

and your  
friend went  
in search of  

this lake 
monster?

with her  
husband, yes. 

they --

at  
once, your 
highness.

this all started, you see, 
when one of the local folk 
found a fossil by the lake 
shore, a giant tooth over a  
foot long. only it turned 

out not to be a fossil  
at all.

the russian  
imperial university 

tested it and discovered 
it was only a few years 

old. the scientists  
were all abuzz. an undiscovered  

species, they conjectured, 
possibly from the prehistoric 
age, surviving for millennia in 

this remote and isolated  
body of water!

imagine it! a living  
dinosaur! it would explain 

all the legends and rumors 
of a monster in the lake. the 
university began planning an  

expedition right away, to search  
the lake for more evidence  

of these creatures.

my friend  
elizabeth fairfield,  

mrs. owen now, her husband 
is a paleontologist here at 

cambridge. when he heard the  
news, well, naught would do 

but he must take part  
in that expedition.

they treated it like a  
holiday, a harmless adventure. 
I don’t think anyone believed 

they would find an actual 
dinosaur.

but they did? 
they found 

some kind of 
creature in  
the lake?

but now here she was, 
speaking of dreams and  
premonitions! she was 
convinced something 

horrible had happened 
to her daughter.

-- no, no, not  
the raspberry! 
I wanted the 

strawberry biscuits. 
have cook prepare  

a new tray.

so elizabeth contacted me, and I 
contacted the imperial university. 
I arranged for them to join the 
expedition, and they brought 
their son along, a little boy  

of only eight years. she must have spent too  
many years in russia. she was my 
governess, you know, my english 
governess. she used to scoff  

at all our little stories.

elizabeth and I were the only girls in  
the household, and my brothers would tease 

us endlessly, frightening us half to death  
with tales of the leshy in the gardens and  

the domovoi hiding under the bed.

mrs. fairfield  
always said they were 

just silly russian 
superstitions.

no one knows what they found. a few 
days ago, elizabeth’s mother came to me 

in tears. she’d had a dream, she said,  
a premonition.



they had been sending reports every day, 
using one of those air telegraph devices. 

but then one day, all communication 
suddenly stopped.

the university wanted to  
send a search party, but the  

lake is in a very remote location, 
accessible only by land, through 

mountain passes where there  
are no roads.

but  
not for 

you.

I shall  
do my best, 

your highness, 
but you must 
understand…

if there is  
some kind of 

monster in that lake, 
I’m sorry to say but 

it may already be 
too late.

I understand.  
I pray that is not  

so, but if it is, then 
you must avenge her! 

find the creature 
and destroy it!

I’ve hired a guide who can take  
you to the lake, and two of my own 
imperial guards will accompany you. 

I’ve already taken care of all  
the arrangements.

you usually work with a 
partner, do you not? I assume 
he will be accompanying you 

as well?

actually,  
I don’t think  

mr. lewis will be 
coming on this 

trip, no.

why ever  
not? I must say,  

I would feel more 
comfortable if there 
were two monster 

experts on the  
job.

it…it’s 
complicated…

so I reached out to  
the university, just 
to allay her fears, I 

thought. but they said 
they hadn’t heard  

from the expedition  
in weeks!

elizabeth is my  
oldest and dearest 
friend in the world! 

we grew up together, 
like sisters. I would 

be devastated if 
anything happened  

to her!

lady mechanika,  
you are a renowned 

expert in such affairs, 
particularly in hunt-

ing monsters.

if anyone  
can find and 
rescue her, 

it is you!

with  
winter coming,  
the journey 

would be too 
difficult and too 

dangerous.



SSiberia.

devushka…

here. 
for you. oh! my 

hands don’t 
need…

very,  
very cold 
outside.

thank you. 
spasibo.

are you lady 
mechanika?


