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The phenomenon is W
spreading—just 4 ? must act
yesterday, another efore panic
merchant vessel cripples global
disappeared. trade.

Ifit's out there, 'll
find it—and harpoon
it—be it monster or
machine.
Ned Land, you've
hunted every whale
from here to
Iceland—what do you
make of these stories?




Did you see
that? No whale
glows like that!

It moved faster than
anything I've ever seen...




We all saw it,

right? That...

thing wasn't
natural.

No whale on record
matches this—look at
the length...and the
speed—impossible.

Itcan'tbe |
real... Or can
it?

Steady as she
goes—looks like a
shallow up ahead.

That's no charted|
reef—look how it
moves...

(Impossible! I¢'s|
| nearly the size
of our ship.




The creature shot past |

us—gone in a flash, like
nothing on Earth.

There it is—look!
It's back, and
faster than
before!
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It just slid under
us... like we
were nothing!

Look out there...
Did you see that
shape in the fog?

Pray it’s nothing
real. No ship sails

This repo Ard.' There'sno § s . .
would dwarf even | o o onEarth < (ON 3 : safe with that thing
the blue whale—it . \ < Baa loose.
defies all we know! - - ; ) o -




The French say it
s a giant narwhal Laugh if you want,
nonsense | say sir, but I'd not cross
= the Atlantic for all
| | the gold at Lloyd's.

still, monster or
three ships claim | myth, it's selling
the same—how do | more ng.)ers every
ay!

we ignore that?

Look at this
dent—nothing
natural could’ve
done that.

Mark those
measurements. The
impact force was
extraordinary.




That's three
collisions in a month. ;
The Admiralty { pattern—something [
wants answers. massive and moving. |/
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CRIPPLED INTHE| |
ATLANTIC-READ| | =
ALL ABO .

| will they imagine
3 next!




I'm telling you,
it's real—| saw

the photographs!

Professor Aronnax,
surely your
expertise can settle
this absurdity!

Or maybe it’s just
sailors’ tales and
wild rumors again.

Gentlemen, until
we have proof, all
we have is
speculation.

And last week, |
heard it snapped
a mast like a twig!

and bluster.

Catch him,
monster! Don’t let
the sailor get away!

~ HalLook at
that—Professor

FPompous and the
sqm‘g’wﬁ'rh spectacles!

They Ve made
monsters of




What in blazes did
we hit? There's no
reef marked here!




Oid you feel
that? Something
hit us hard!

There's a crack
along the keel...
it's taking water.




This hole—it's no
accident. What
could pierce steel
like this?

o | s
What was that? [l 9auges g breached—she's

i hit us and hard
The whole ship B |fiooding fast! Get
the pumps going!

fetch the chief
ineer!
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No known tool
could cut steel like Not a scratch out of
this—look at the place... it’s as if the
hull was punched by
a perfect machine.

Whatever did this,
it's nothing built in
any shipyard |
know.




Another ship lost?
That'’s the third
this month on this How do we
route. know it won't be
ours next time?

All clear so far...

home safe. but keep your eyes
wide. No one wants |

We'll keep a sharp
lookout—trust me,
we're all on edge.

We deserve | [How many more |,
safe seas! Do ships must vanish
__| before they act?

Each new mark is a ship gone
missing—fears growing with
every crossing.
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Will the navy ' lg
intervene, sir? 5
What's your response ' -
to the panic? We're deploying
every resource to
stop this menace—no
comment beyond that.

PUSH THE
NEXT HEADLINE
EMERGENCY

AT SEA

Arm the guns and
double the
patrols—we leave
at dawn,

bolt—no weak
spots this time!




The long journey from
Nebraska nears its end; New
York, and home, just ahead.

Islands can't move
at that
speed—must be a
monster!

No drift, no
wreck—none could
move 50 swiftly...
What am | missing?

The shipwreck theory is
discarded—no sunken hull
could move with such speed.

Has something
truly struck the
Scotia? Or is this
just more rumor?

Or something else
entirely. The facts
still refuse to fit.

It's a monster—no
machine looks like| =~ =
that!

to be a new kind [
of submarine.




All agencies deny
involvement. No
nation claims
No private citizen could build responsibility.
such a vessel—the cost and
secrecy are unfathomable,

My research urges
caution. We
mustn’t leap to
wild conclusions.

Professor Aronnax,

the world wants your

verdict—creature or
machine?

narwhal—imagine
: one magnified in
- |strength and size.

If the oceans still hide
unknown creatures,
why not something
vast and powerful?

Every fact, every

theory—| owe them

the full measure of
the truth.

A horn of that
dimension... it could
pierce even the
Scotia's steel hull.




Here, the evidence: tusks |

embedded in ships—what |

if the beast behind this is
even larger?

Move fast—if

| that creature's

: = VA R /' |out there, we'll

next if it's not LS SN 7 find it!

contained?




Move quickly,
gentlemen! Every
moment could mean |
the difference.

No sign—not even a

ripple. Keep your
eyes sharp, all of

- Lookc.; It's been

see another spotted again—out |
card, I'll throw : .
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aboard! We set
course as soon as |

_It's true... I'm to

oin the expedition
aboarJD;‘ia

Abraham Lincoln!



