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THIS IS GOING
TO HURT...

In a world where costumed heroes soar
through the sky and masked vigilantes
prowl the night, someone’s got to
make sure the “supes” don’t get out of
line. And someone will.

Billy Butcher, Wee Hughie, Mother's
Milk, The Frenchman and The Female
are The Boys: a CIA-backed team of
very dangerous people, each one dedi-
cated to the struggle against the most
lethal force on Earth- superpower.
Some superheroes have to be watched.
Some have to be controlled. And some
of them- sometimes- need to be taken
out of the picture. 

That's when you call in The Boys
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INTRODUCTION BY
SCOTT DUNBIER

I have a funny story to tell about Garth Ennis. Many of you picking this book up will know TheBoys originally started out at WildStorm where, at the time, I was Executive Editor. But there’sa bit of behind-the-scenes intrigue that most people don’t know, and I’ll have to fill in some ofthose blanks a bit during the telling of this story or it just won’t make much sense. Now, beforeyou get your hopes up, I’m not going to start slinging any mud around--sorry. 

Okay, to set the stage, WildStorm was not the original intended home for The Boys. I first heardabout the book four or five years ago from an editor at DC Comics who had received a pitchfrom Garth but was having trouble getting it approved. The editor, a very nice guy by the nameof Pete Tomasi, told me about it over lunch when I was visiting the DC offices. Pete loved theproposal but thought it would be easier to get it going as a DC book produced out of theWildStorm offices in La Jolla, with him attached to edit. This practice wasn’t so unusual, morerecently I edited Darwyn Cooke’s run on The Spirit. I told Pete I was open to the idea and hegave me the pitch to read. 

On my flight back to San Diego I got my first real taste of The Boys. The proposal promised,on the very first line, to “out-Preacher Preacher.” I want you to think about what that means,toss it around your head for a few seconds. That’s a strong statement, it sets a certain tone forwhat’s to come. But it isn’t until a bit further in that we hit the real meat and potatoes of thedocument: The Boys, in all their glory, would co-exist with the mainstream DCU characters andinhabit the same world as Superman and Batman. Okay, now think about that.

After reading the rest of the proposal I was struck by a couple of things; the first being that thissounded like a damn entertaining book, one I would enjoy reading. The second was that there



™

was no chance in Hell it would ever be published as part of the DCU. And this brings us to thepunch line of the funny story I mentioned earlier—I believe that Garth, as rough as a lot of hismaterial is, as brutal as his stories can be, is a romantic at heart. A romantic with a twisted side,sure, but still a romantic. How else do you explain his charmingly naïve belief that DC would pub-lish The Boys as he originally intended? I really love that about Garth. 

But wait, there’s more--Otherwise I wouldn’t have a place to write an introduction in such afancy-pants gigantic hard cover collection like this, now would I? Around this same time DanDidio, Executive Director or the DCU, got involved. Pete had also given the proposal to Dan, ofcourse, and he pretty much came to the same conclusions I did—except he had an idea. Dan pro-posed giving the book to WildStorm and making it a creator owned, with its own set of iconicsuperheroes, one that wouldn’t touch upon any of DC’s sacred cows. So then, with that utterlysimple and good idea, The Boys, as written by Garth Ennis and drawn by Darick Robertson, cameover to WildStorm, where we all lived happily ever after. 

Well, except for that last bit.

What happened next has been rehashed over and over so I won’t add much here. Suffice to saythat attempting to “out-Preacher Preacher” was just not in the cards for an imprint of the afore-mentioned DC Comics, even without Superman. It was a sad time for all of us who worked onand loved the book. Besides Garth and Darick, two very fine and standup guys, I felt very badlyfor Ben Abernathy, the line editor of the book. Ben is a very good editor who cares a lot abouthis books and creators; it was not an easy time for any of us. But, most importantly, The Boyscame through it unscathed and has thrived.

At the end of the day all that matters is the book you now hold in your hands. It contains someof the filthiest and most absurdly funny scenes you are likely to see in a comic book. It’s all clas-sic Garth. No one tells this kind of story better or possesses a keener ear for dialogue. DarickRobertson, whose visual interpretation brought The Boys to life, continuously demonstrates hisuncanny ability to incorporate exquisite detail without looking stiff. Both are at the top of theirgame here.

Finally, somewhere buried in this tome is a little four-pager that you should pay special attentionto. It was the lead story in Liberty Comics, a benefit comic I put together earlier this year for theComic Book Legal Defense Fund. Both Garth and Darick (along with Tony Aviña and SimonBowland) donated their time and creative energies to get it done. Please read that story and takeit to heart. While I am sure the next 14 issues will be as creatively rich as the ones you are aboutto explore, I would prefer that the road taken to get there be a bit less bumpy. 

Scott Dunbier
San Diego
September 2008

Scott Dunbier is originally from New York where he was a dealer of original comic art. In 1995he moved to San Diego to work for Jim Lee at WildStorm Productions, quickly rising to the posi-tion of Editor-in-Chief. After WildStorm was purchased by DC Comics his title changed to GroupEditor, eventually becoming Executive Editor. After leaving WildStorm earlier this year he joinedIDW Publishing as Special Projects Editor. He lives in San Diego County with his lovely wifeAmanda and two ridiculously cute sons, Alex & Sam. 
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BUTCHER

Originally conceived as “Savage”, Garth

later changed the name to “Butcher”. I had a

hard time wrapping my head around a

character as brutal as Butcher without

imagining another version of Nick Fury or

Frank Castle. I entertained signature cigars

and requisite stubble on his iron jaw but other

than a gleeful smile, I wasn't seeing the

character as Garth wanted him. Only until Garth

described Billy Butcher as having a “dark, cruel 

smile of malicious intent” - that got me to

sit down and draw Butcher's face over and over 

until I got it right.
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WEE HUGHIEWee Hughie was inspired by an old friend of Garth’s.

Garth emphasized that it was important to capture

an  innocence but tough determination in Hughie.

Two things that seemed to  contradict each other, and

somehow, in early sketches, he kept looking too old.When I saw Simon Pegg in 'Spaced' I thought he

captured that balance perfectly, and “Shaun” nailed

that home. I never thought the reference would

get so much attention, but I was thrilled when

Simon contacted me and showed us such support!

Wee Hughie has become my favorite character

in the book to draw, since that balance in his

nature is always a challenge and when I feel

I get it, I have the most satisfaction accomplishing that.
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MOTHER’S MILK

MM was my first real contribution to
THE BOYS when Garth first
mentioned the book to me back in
2002. I can't say too much or I'll
blow the surprise, but Garth applied
an idea to this character that I had
suggested and will eventually
reveal. We originally saw him as
bald and smooth but when I drew up
the final design piece, Garth asked
for a beard and tight afro at the last
minute. 
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THE FEMALE

The point was to make her small and insane. In the years leading up to

actually having scripts to see these characters in action, I didn't fully realize

what Garth was going for, and I think my instinct was to go for sexy, like a

'Kill Bill' Tarantino-esque character.

In a later sketch, I tried making her Japanese and that’s when the char-

acter came to life for me. When I suggested the change in

nationality to Garth, he lit up, and embraced the idea. I

can't wait for the origin story he said the change

inspired.
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THE FRENCHMAN

The earliest character I played with when sketching, Iimagined him in action from the beginning. Rollingoff of Transmetropolitan, it was important not to makehim too much like Spider Jerusalem, since he's skinny,bald and smokes and has goggles on all the time. 
I felt it was important at first to give the BOYS somesort of logo, or symbol. I imagined them having theirplace in the super hero world and being more publicfigures. I designed a symbol for their coats and littlecollars for what I thought would be super suits beneath,ala the Challengers of the Unknown or Fantastic Four. 

The key to The Boys is how otherwise normal theylook aside from their signature boots and trenchcoats. Less is more. 

Garth wanted Frenchman’s

genial nature to be a strong

contrast to the psychopath he

becomes when pissed off.

Where I saw him as aloof,

Garth sees him shy, friendly and

unassuming. 

concept sketches concept sketches



The Seven designs: 

• Homelander round one: I liked the Nazi overtones, but we agreed it
was a little too overt. There was something appealing about the white
suit that I still like.  

• Queen Maeve went through a few rounds back and forth. The early
ones were far more Celtic in theme.  

• The Seven's headquarters appeared almost exactly the way I sketched
it out in this drawing from my sketch book.  

• That Ass-hat 'A-Train' was right there from the start.  
• Starlight's costume was all about covering her up, and making her

sweet and innocent so when the Seven gets a hold of her, the contrast
would be clear.



I liked this pose, but the layout

wasn't quite there, with the boot

obscuring the punch of Garth's

gag. So I lifted the pose and

redrew panels 2 & 3.



I went to town on this drawing and
thought I'd nailed it. Problem was,
it wasn't working for Garth, so I
went back to the drawing board
and drew it two more times
before it came out just right.
I did get to use my
background though. 



How do I loathe thee? Let me

count the ways...
I wanted to get the best pose to

give the punch of Rayner and

Butcher's strange relationship and

the surprise when the reader turned

the page. Rayner's reaction was

important to make the point. Even

after round four she was still

having too much fun for Garth's

take. So finally, I focused on her

facial expression and the rest
worked out.

It Ain't the Kama Sutra.



THE BOYS 4 BY GARTH ENNIS

PAGE ONE

1.
Night. Exterior a large, three storey house on the edge of the interstate, somewhere in the endless hinterland of Jersey.
Strip mall central. Neon signs. Traffic roaring by on the road further back. The house is an old-fashioned red brick struc-
ture, kind of stuck out on its own. Looks a bit odd with no other residential buildings in the area.

House: CHANGE!

2.
Inside, in a wide upstairs hallway, six out of eight members of Teenage Kix run out of six different doorways. They’re all
naked except for their masks- maybe a couple have kept their boots on too. Very excited, laughing their asses off. Not
that we see the details, but a couple are jerking off as they run. Absent are Gunpowder and Popclaw.
The place is a pretty obvious Brothel: dark red carpet, wallpaper and drapes, erotic prints on the walls, lamps turned
down low.

Whack Job: HA HA HA HA

Jetstreak: MOVE, DUDE—!

Blarney Cock:      HA HA HA HA HA!

PAGE TWO

1.
Dogknott is now banging a hooker doggy style on a large, luxurious bed with dark red satin sheets- rooms are decorated
much like the hallways. Note that the curtains are not pulled. The girl doesn’t seem to be enjoying it much, gritting her
teeth, but Dogknott’s laughing his ass off. Behind them, seen through the doorway and across the hall through another
doorway (all the doors are kept open), Whack Job is fucking another hooker on another bed- missionary position, just for
variety.

Dogknott: HA HA HA HA HA—!

Whack Job: FUCKIN’ YEAH—

2.
Big Game’s banging another hooker, suddenly turns and yells.

Big Game: CHANGE!

3.
They rush from room to room across the hall again. Long shot this time.

Whack Job: HA HA HA HA HA—

THE BOYS issue four script



4.
The hooker Dogknott was banging waits with a gloomy, pissed off look on her face and her ass in the air as Shout Outcharges into the room, intentions obvious.

Shout Out: TEENAGE KIX ARE COMIN’ ATCHA!!

Door; HA HA HA HA HA 

PAGE THREE

1.
Another room. Gunpowder- mask on, pants pulled down- is tied to a bed, belly down, with a bored-looking hooker whip-ping the hell out of him with a cat o’nine tails. He grits his teeth in agony, she’s drawing quite a bit of blood. Furtherback another hooker, pours oil over the huge strap-on she’s wearing. Make sure we can see the window- curtains notpulled.

Gunpowder: HURT ME, YOU FUCKING CUNT, JUST BE MY FUCKING 
PUNISHER—

2.
View past an all-girl orgy at Popclaw, wearing her costume, sipping champagne as she watches the action intently, Lookslike a critic examining a work of art rather than someone getting off. All we see of the orgy is an upraised leg with ahand coming in from offshot to pull it back by the ankle. Pretty close on Popclaw.
Popclaw: IN HER ASS NOW.

“ “ THAT’S IT.

3.
Now a through-binoculars shot of the exterior of the house: focussing on one window with a partial view of the nexttone, two of the Kix visible fucking hookers, one seen through each window.

Jag: CHANGE!

4.
Pull back, no binocs anymore. From this far we can see through two windows on the second floor, where the two guysleave the hookers and run for the doors, and two windows on the third, where Gunpowder and Popclaw are up to theirshenanigans.

Jag: HA HA HA HA HA



5.
Back a little further. Sane view but from the window of another building. Dark in here. Two different guys fucking the
girls on the second floor here.

Jag: HA HA HA HA HA—

PAGE FOUR

1.
Wee Hughie peers out the window at us, stunned, no idea what to think. In front of him, set up on a tripod, are the large
pair of hi-power binocs he’s just looked up from. Next to those, also on a tripod, is a camera with a huge telephoto lens.
Gloomy in here. Some shitty motel room, styrene cups, half eaten pizza. Butcher sits behind Hughie, laughing quietly to
himself as he reads the New York Times by the light of a little lamp. Terror’s asleep. There’s also a large, technical look-
ing radio receiver set up on a table.

Hughie: JINGS…!

Radio(jag): CHANGE!

Title: CHERRY   part two

And credits.

PAGE FIVE

1.
The Seven’s meeting room on their floating HQ. Night outside, if we can see out the windows. They sit around the table,
the Homelander addressing them. Also present is a guy in a suit, sitting further back in a chair on his own. Arms folded,
legs crossed, listening calmly but intently. Looks like a corporate officer, which in fact he is. 

We’ve already met Queen Maeve, A-Train, Black Noir and Annie (pretty subdued here, looking bleakly at the table)- the
other two are The Deep and Jack From Jupiter.

The Deep wears a dark green cape and outfit, with a bright golden helmet like the ones deep sea divers used to wear. The
front is cut away so we can see his face- big black guy with grim, heavy features, head shaved. Heavy gold chain around
his neck.

Jack from Jupiter wears only a tight speedo and boots; his entire body is marked like the surface of the planet Jupiter- the
swirling yellow and brown clouds, and a huge dark red spot like a giant bruise on his chest. Note that the “clouds” don’t
actually move, it’s really just an all-over tattoo. Bald and skinny. No body hair, not even eyebrows or eyelashes. Each
team member has a little plaque in front of them with their name on it- try to draw them in the first time you do a close
up on each character. Annie’s reads STARLIGHT

Homelander: … AND I HEREBY BRING THIS MEETING OF THE SEVEN TO 
ORDER.

THE BOYS issue four script



2.
The Homelander addresses us with the guy in the suit watching behind him. He’s calm and polite here, behaving veryproperly. Not mocking or sleazy, like last ep. never happened.

Homelander: FIRST ITEM ON THE AGENDA IS TO WELCOME OUR NEW
MEMBER, STARLIGHT, WHO’LL BE SERVING IN PLACE OF THE
LAMPLIGHTER DURING HIS ABSENCE. YOU’VE EACH MET HER
INDIVIDUALLY OVER THE LAST COUPLE OF DAYS, BUT THIS IS 
HER FIRST APPEARANCE AT AN OFFICIAL MEETING.

“ “ STARLIGHT, WOULD YOU LIKE TO SAY A FEW WORDS BY
WAY OF INTRODUCING YOURSELF?

3.
Annie looks up, slightly startled. Suddenly under the spotlight, wasn’t expecting it. Awkward.
Annie: OH.

PAGE SIX

1.
Annie nervously gets to her feet, no idea what to say or where to look. Aware everyone’s looking at her.
Annie: I, AH…

“ “ I…

2.
The Homelander smiles encouragingly at her- he’s gone back to being the sweet guy who met her on her arrival last ep.Nearer us Queen Maeve loses interest, lights a cigarette.

Homelander: IT’S ALL RIGHT, DON’T BE INTIMIDATED. YOU’RE AMONG
FRIENDS HERE.

3.
Annie just looks sad. Lowers her gaze. Remembering what happened.

Annie: WELL, I JUST… I WANTED TO SAY HOW PR—

“ “ AHRRRM

“ “ HOW PROUD I AM TO BE HERE, I GUESS.

Off: SHLP SHLP SHLP SHLP

4.
A-Train is miming a blow-job, jerking his fist towards his mouth and sticking his tongue hard into his cheek. Nasty sneer.He doesn’t actually look at Annie- view past her here, no view of her face. Anyone else in shot doesn’t react.
A-Train:SHLP SHLP SHLP SHLP

5.
Annie looks stricken, lost. Right on the edge of tears. Further back the Homelander  continues, polite and proper, notmissing a beat.

Homelander: THANK YOU, STARLIGHT. I KNOW WE’LL ALL DO OUR 
UTMOST TO HELP YOU SETTLE IN.

“ “ I BELIEVE THE DEEP HAD A QUESTION HE WANTED TO 
RAISE…?



PAGE SEVEN

1.
The Deep, grim.

Deep: A QUESTION OF MERCHANDISING.

“ “ I WOULD LIKE TO KNOW WHY THE HOMELANDER, BLACK NOIR
AND QUEEN MAEVE ARE ON A FULL ONE PERCENT EACH, 
COMPARED TO THE REST OF US ON POINT SEVEN FIVE.

2.
The Homelander answers calmly- Maeve and Black Noir sit either side of him, by the way.

Homelander: BECAUSE WE’RE THE BIG THREE. WE ALWAYS HAVE BEEN.
LOOK AT THE SALES OF OUR INDIVIDUALLY TRADEMARKED
MATERIAL NEXT TO YOURS, IF YOU DON’T UNDERSTAND THE
DISTINCTION.

3.
Deep isn’t impressed, quite icy. Jack glances at Maeve’s ample bosom nearest, sneers.

Deep: I DID NOT SEE THE BIG THREE MENTIONED ANYWHERE IN
THE CONTRACT; AS A MATTER OF FACT, I HAVE NEVER 

HEARD IT USED EXCEPT IN THE MOST INFORMAL CONTEXT…

Jack: LOOKS TO ME LIKE MAEVE’S GOT THE BIG TWO GOING ON
ALL ON HER LONESOME HERE.

4.
Maeve coolly blows smoke over Jack, who hacks and coughs. The Deep’s not letting up.

Jack: ICCHA- ICCH

Deep: INDIVIDUAL POPULARITY IS BESIDE THE POINT. IT WAS A
GROUP DECISION TO SIGN; IT FOLLOWS THAT ANY 
REMUNERATION SHOULD BE DIVIDED EQUALLY AMONG THE
GROUP.

5.
Annie only, watching and listening, getting a bit edgy. Not what she expected at all.

Off: LOOK, WE ALL HAD AN OPPORTUNITY TO EXAMINE THE 
CONTRACT IN DEPTH: IF ANYBODY’S LAWYER FOUND ANY
KIND OF CAUSE FOR CONCERN, THAT WOULD HAVE BEEN
THE TIME TO DRAW ATTENTION TO IT.

Off 2: I WAS NOT INFORMED THAT INVOLVING A LAWYER WOULD
BE NECESSARY…

Off 3: NOR WAS I. BUT I MANAGED TO FIGURE IT OUT FOR MYSELF.

Off 4: LISTEN, SO LONG AS WE’RE TALKING ABOUT THE CONTRACT—

PAGE EIGHT

1.
View through the binoculars, the Kix still up to their tricks.

Off: THIS IS BABYLONIAN…

2.
Hughie looks through the binocs, face twisting. Behind him Butcher relaxes, puts his feet up on the bed.
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Hughie: I MEAN DO THEY DO THIS STUFF ALL THE TIME…?

Butcher: THEY’RE CELEBRATIN’. THEY PUT THE FEARSOME FOURSOME
BACK IN RIKER’S LAST WEEK.

“ “ YOU KNOW THE BIT WHERE SOMEONE CRACKS A FUNNY AN’
THEY ALL PISS THEMSELVES LAUGHIN’ AN’ THE SCREEN 
FREEZES? WELL, THIS IS WHAT USUALLY HAPPENS NEXT.

3.
Hughie looks up, curious.

Hughie: ARE THEY ALL AT IT?

Butcher: THE SUPES? SOME ARE, SOME AREN’T. MOST OF ‘EM HAVE
SOME KINK OR OTHER.

4.
View past Hughie as he goes back to his binocs. We can see various activities continuing at the windows of the brothel.
Off: THIS IS THE ONLY KNOCKIN’ SHOP ON THE EAST COAST THAT 

OPENS ITS DOORS TO THESE ARSEHOLES. YOU CAN USUALLY
RELY ON SOMEONE IMPORTANT BEIN’ HERE.

Hughie: THE ONLY ONE?

Off: NEVER ENOUGH TARTS, MATE. HIGH TURNOVER. I MEAN THE
MONEY’S GOOD—

5.
Through binocs shot of a naked hooker in the bathroom, sat on the commode. She winces with pain as she holds up herfingers to examine them- covered in blood.

Off: BUT GETTIN’ A LENGTH OFF A SUPE IS NO JOKE.

PAGE NINE

1.
Hughie peers through the binoculars. Butcher gets up to go, pulls his coat on.

Hughie: I SEE WHAT YOU MEAN. THERE’S THREE LASSIES IN THE
KITCHEN DOIN’ A FUCKIN’ TON OF BLOW.

Butcher:KEEPS ‘EM GOIN’.



2.
Through binocs shot of three of the hookers in the brothel’s kitchen, one snorting lines of powder, another chopping out
more lines with a credit card, a third anxiously waiting her turn. Huge pile of powder- which, on closer examination, is
actually pale blue. The girls wear robes, the anxious one is just naked.

Off: HARD TO KEEP UP WITH ABLOKE WHO CAN OUTRUN A 
LEOPARD.

“ “ NUMBS ‘EM, TOO.

3.
Hughie turns to Butcher, curious. Butcher calls to Terror, who wakes up.

Hughie: ISN’T THE OWNER TAKIN’ A BIT OF A RISK, LETTIN’ US BUG
THE PLACE AN’ ALL?

Butcher:NOT AS BIG A RISK AS SAYIN’ NO TO ME, MATE. HE KNOWS 
WHAT’S GOOD FOR HIM, DON’T YOU WORRY.

“ “ TOMORROW AT SIX, ALL RIGHT? TERROR!

4.
Butcher opens the door, Terror at his heels. Nearer us Hughie goes back to the binocs.

Hughie: AYE, ALL RIGHT. I’LL TAKE A FEW MORE PHOTIES LATER.

“ “ HERE…

5.
Hughie looks up again, bewildered. The door shuts behind him, Butcher’s gone.

Hughie: THAT’S NO’ COKE.

“ “ THAT’S BLUE.

PAGE TEN

1.
Night. Exterior the Seven’s HQ.
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From in:AAWH—!

2.
Inside, in a corridor, A-Train squirms on the floor holding his stomach, face twisting in agony. The Homelander standsover him, pissed off. No one else present.

Homelander: WHAT WAS THAT SHIT IN THERE SUPPOSED TO BE? THAT 
STUPID FUCKING SLURPING, WHAT WAS THAT?

A-Train: JESUS—I WAS ONLY—

“ “ I WAS KIDDING, FOR CHRIST’S SAKE…!

3.
Annie’s walking towards a bend in the corridor with a glass of water when she stops, puzzled.
Bend: YOU WERE KIDDING. THAT’S BRILLIANT.

“ “ THAT WAS AN OFFICIAL MEETING OF THE SEVEN—THAT 
MEANS PLAYTIME OVER, DO YOU UNDERSTAND?

4.
A-Train cringes a bit, grimacing with resentment as he raises a hand to protect his face.
Homelander: DO YOU?

A-Train:YES…!

5.
Annie peers carefully around the corner.

Off: A-TRAIN—

“ “ DID YOU JUST RAISE YOUR HAND TO ME?

PAGE ELEVEN

1.
The Homelander only, icy cold. His eyes gleam with red light. Red steam rises from them.
Down: NO! NO! HOMELANDER, I SWEAR TO GOD I DIDN’T! PLEASE!



2.
View past the Homelander’s legs at the cringing A-Train, who gazes fearfully up at him.

Homelander: HHHH.

“ “ TRY AND GET IT INTO YOUR SHIT-FILLED HEAD, YOU LITTLE
PRICK: THAT MAN IN THERE IS FROM VOUGHT-AMERICAN.
THAT MEANS HE’S THE MONEY.

3.
Close as the Homelander leans down to stick his face in A-Train’s, deadly serious, grim as hell. Eyes back to normal,
though. A-Train is riveted.

Homelander: AND WE DON’T FUCK AROUND IN FRONT OF THE MONEY, 
GOT ME?

A-Train:YES—!

4.
The Homelander only, cold.

Homelander: GLAD TO HEAR IT.

“ “ YOU’RE IN THE SEVEN NOW. THE BIG LEAGUES. SO START
ACTING LIKE IT—

5.
A-Train, stunned.

Off: OR YOU CAN FUCK OFF BACK TO THE KIX.

6.
Annie stands nearest us, back against the wall, deeply troubled. Mind awhirl, more shit about her ex-heroes to deal with.
Around the corner A-Train watches the Homelander stride off down the corridor.

Homelander: DON’T GET UP UNTIL I’M LONG GONE.

PAGE TWELVE
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1.
A posh hotel room. Clothes scattered about the room, Butcher is fucking Rayner doggy style, laughing nastily as he hitsher a good hard slap on the ass. She turns her head to scream hatefully at him, livid.
Rayner: AAOW! YOU PIECE OF SHIT, HOW FUCKING DARE YOU, 

I RUN THE C.I,A.!

Butcher:YOU LOVE IT, YOU SLAG—!

2.
Terror only, watching enthusiastically.

Off: OH YOU FUCKING BASTARD AAAAAAAAHHH

3.
Rayner’s face goes slack in the throes of orgasm. Butcher smiles, obviously just come himself, seems pleasantly sur-prised. Sags forward a little, holds himself up on her back.

Butcher:WHOOF. WELL.

“ “ THAT WAS BETTER OUT THAN IN.

4.
Rayner reaches for her cigarettes, obviously disgusted with herself. Butcher shrugs nearest us, drops his condom into thewastepaper bin.

Rayner: IT IS A FUCKING MYSTERY TO ME WHY I PUT MYSELF 
THROUGH THIS SHIT…

Butcher: SAME REASON AS ME, LUV. YOU LIKE SCREWING SOMEONE
WHO CAN’T STAND YOU.

PAGE THIRTEEN

1.
Butcher looks round, curious. Rayner lights her ciggy, still pretty resentful.

Butcher: SO WHERE’S THE…?

Rayner: MY PURSE. YOU HAVE TO SIGN FOR IT.



2.
Butcher has taken a small metal box about six inches long out of Rayner’s purse, nonchalantly flips it in the air. Rayner
glares at him.

Rayner: BUTCHER—!

“ “ JESUS CHRIST, DO YOU KNOW HOW MUCH THAT COST?

Butcher:WELL IF I DON’T, WHO DOES?

3.
Close up as he opens it: contains a hypodermic syringe wrapped in plastic, filled with blue liquid- same shade of glue as
the powder the hookers were snorting.

Off; OH, YES, THIS OUGHT TO DO NICELY…

Off 2: IT BETTER. EVEN GETTING THAT MUCH TOOK A COUPLE OF
FORESTS’ WORTH OF PAPERWORK.

“ “ HERE.

4.
Butcher signs a form, smiling to himself.

Butcher: CAN’T DO THE JOB WITHOUT IT, LUV. ALL RIGHT, RECEIVED
FROM DIRECTOR RAYNER, TWELVE… SEVEN… OH-SIX.

“ “ RIGHT! I’VE GIVEN MESELF THE NIGHT OFF, SO WHAT ABOUT 
A BLOW-JOB WHILE I’M ON THE PHONE TO ROOM SERVICE?

5.
Rayner peers at us with eyes narrowed, somewhere between disbelief and disgust.

Rayner: …

“ “ YOU THINK YOU’RE STAYING?

6.
Butcher grins darkly, holds up the phone.

Butcher: I THINK YOU CAME ALL THE WAY FROM D.C IN PERSON, AN’
IT WASN’T TO HAND-DELIVER THE GEAR.

“ “ WHAT YOU WANT ON YOUR SANDWICH, MADAM DIRECTOR?

THE BOYS issue four script



PAGE FOURTEEN

1.
A movie premiere, press gathered to see the stars on the red carpet. Cameras flash as a certain empty-headed blondsocialite stands with her arms around Big Game and Jetstreak, who are both in costume. Big smiles. Other stars in tuxesand dresses further back. Movie title over the theatre entrance PEARL HARBOUR 2 and GRAND PREMIERE
2.
MM stands amongst the press pack, watching carefully as the flashes blaze. Clearly legible press pass pinned to the frontof his coat.

3.
In the darkened theatre, the socialite has a hand down the crotch of both supes’ costumes- they sit either side of her. Allsmiling. No one else sees what they’re up to, all watching the movie.

4.
Without bothering to look, MM takes a photo with a tiny camera, the kind spies have in movies. He sits at the end of therow, carefully holding the camera low to shoot past us. The person next to him’s enjoying the movie, doesn’t see whathe’s doing.

  PAGE FIFTEEN

1.
The Blarney Cock and Whack Job (in costume) are visiting a children’s hospital- Whack Job clowns around to entertainthe kids, who love him. Some kids are on portable IV drips, some have no hair, one’s on crutches. The nurses look onapprovingly.

2.
The Blarney Cock smiles, keeping a careful eye out as he fills a plastic bag with dozens of jars of pills, obviously insome storage area of the hospital. Doesn’t see the Frenchman watching him from above through a ceiling panel he’s slidaside.

3.
Close up. Big Game making out with Shout Out, in costume.

4.
Big Game smoking crack as Dogknott blows him- seen from behind. They’re in a bathroom- not a public one, a posh onein an apartment.

5.
Hughie with headphones on, carefully adjusting dials on a radio receiver.



PAGE SIXTEEN

1.
Popclaw sits in her bedroom, in costume. Posters for Goth bands, black wallpaper etc. Gloomy, but we can see she’s
extended her claws: two long, vicious looking blades extended from her wrist, gleaming as she thoughtfully examines
them.

2.
Close. She’s pulled up one sleeve and is using one claw to cut herself- a two inch cut to join the others already there,
scabbed over in a neat row. New one bleeds. She looks furtive here, edgy.

3.
Now she rolls her sleeve up, bit surly and resentful, glancing around to be sure she’s alone. Doesn’t see the Female at the
window behind her, only appearing from the eyes up. First full shot of the window, by the way.

4.
A hand holding a b+w photo of 2. above, but seen from the angle of the window. More photos spread out below, showing
all the shit from the last three pages- think about the angles they’ll be taken from, eg. Looking down on the Blarney Cock
as he steals the pills.

5.
Butcher puts it down with the rest, smiles darkly to himself, pleased. Somewhere gloomy.

Butcher: LOVELY.

PAGE SEVENTEEN

1.
Night. Butcher opens the back door of a van outside an upper East Side apartment, right next to the Park. Balances a cup
of coffee on top of another. No one around.

Butcher:ALL RIGHT, MATE? WHAT’S THE SCORE?

2.
Inside the van, Butcher hands one of the coffees to Hughie as he pulls the door closed. Hughie sits next to the radio
receiver, headphones round his neck.

Hughie: AW, CHEERS.

“ “ NOTHIN’ NEW SINCE YESTERDAY, REALLY. I’VE BEEN 
TRYNNA WORK OUT IF SHOUT OUT KNOWS BIG GAME’S
SHAGGIN’ DOGKNOTT AS WELL AS HIM…

Butcher: SO YOU’RE ENJOYIN’ YOURSELF?

3.
Hughie smiles, a bit embarrassed. Butcher is amused.

Hughie: I HAVE TO ADMIT THERE’S A SORT OF HORRIBLE 
FASCINATION TO IT. THE WEE BASTARDS ARE INTO STUFF
I NEVER EVEN KNEW WAS POSSIBLE.

“ “ BLOODY NICE PLACE THEY’VE GOT, TOO. I HAD A WEE LOOK
AROUND WHILE THE FRENCHMAN WAS PUTTIN’ THE BUGS IN.

Butcher:GAP PAYS FOR MOST OF IT. MODELLIN’ CONTRACT.

4.
Butcher puts his coffee down, reaches into his coat. Hughie’s sipping his coffee, looking over the radio gear.

Butcher:GEAR WORKIN’ OKAY?

Hughie: OH AYE, NO BOTHER AT ALL. IT’S PISS-EASY ONCE YOU KNOW
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WHAT YOU’RE DOIN’.

5.
Butcher only, examining something carefully.

Butcher: SOUNDS LIKE YOU’RE A NATURAL.

“ “ HERE, LEAN FORWARD A MINUTE, WILL YOU?

PAGE EIGHTEEN

1.
Big, close. Hughie leans forward and Butcher takes hold of the back of his head with one hand, slams the hypo needleinto the back of his neck with the other. Hughie yelps with shock.

Hughie: WHY? AAAAH!!

2.
Hughie’s freaking out, but Butcher hold shim steady as he coolly depresses the plunger, emptying the blue stuff into hisneck.

Hughie: FUCK, CHRIST, WHAT IS THAT—?

Butcher: COMPOUND V. HOLD STILL A SECOND—

“ “ THERE YOU GO.

3.
Butcher sets down the syringe. Hughie turns to gape at him, holding the back of his neck.
Hughie: WHAT THE FUCK D’YOU DO THAT FOR?

Butcher: BOOST YOUR SYSTEM. SO YOU’RE TOUGH ENOUGH TO GO UP
AGAINST THE SUPES.

Hughie: JESUS CHRIST, IS IT FUCKIN’ PERMANENT?!

4.
Butcher only. Not amused now, not mocking, just being honest and reasonable.
Butcher: IT IS IN ITS PURE FORM, YEAH. BUT MOST OF THE STUFF OUT 

THERE’S CUT, EFFECTS ONLY LAST FOR A COUPLE OF DAYS.



“ “ THE SLAGS AT THE WHOREHOUSE, THAT’S WHAT THEY WERE
ON. HELP ‘EM STAND THE PACE AN’ THAT.

5.
Side view as Hughie stares at Butcher, quietly terrified. Butcher smiles nonchalantly.

Hughie: WH… WHAT ARE THE SIDE EFFECTS…?

Butcher: TURNS YOUR SHIT BLUE.

“ “ THAT’S IT.

PAGE NINETEEN

1.
Hughie turns away, still aghast. Butcher tries to be reasonable.

Hughie: I CAN’T BELIEVE YOU FUCKIN’ DID THAT…!

Butcher:WE’VE ALL TAKEN IT, MATE. CAN’T OPERATE WITHOUT IT.

“ “ ‘CAUSE OTHERWISE, YOU GET INTO A BARNEY WITH ONE OF
THESE CUNTS AN’ HE PUNCHES YOU IN THE FACE, HE’S
GONNA TAKE YOUR WHOLE HEAD OFF…

2.
Butcher holds up the syringe, serious.
Butcher: SEE, THIS IS WHY THE SUPES ARE SUPES. SOME JERRY CAME

UP WITH IT IN THE THIRTIES, STARTED TRIALS ON PEOPLE.

“ “ IT ALTERS D.N.A., SO YOU CAN INHERIT IT, OR SOMETIMES IT
JUST SHOWS UP IN THE FOOD CHAIN. NOW AN’ AGAIN SOME 
ARSEHOLE GETS HIS HANDS ON SOME OF THE PURE STUFF.

3.
Butcher puts the syringe down again, sips his coffee. Hughie is not reassured at all.

Butcher:ALL THAT DYING BLOKE IN A SPACESHIP GAVE ME POWERS, 
NUKE TESTS MADE ME INTO A MONSTER BOLLOCKS—THAT’S
ALL IT IS, REALLY.

“ “ BOLLOCKS.

Hughie: WAIT A MINUTE, WAIT A MINUTES, ALTERS D.N.A.? WHAT 
THE FUCK’S GONNA HAPPEN TO ME?

4.
Butcher is weary, like Hughie’s a drama queen. Hughie shouts, alarmed and indignant.

Butcher:YOU’LL… BE ABOUT FIFTEEN TO TWENTY TIMES STRONGER.
SHOULD TAKE ABOUT A DAY TO KICK IN.

Hughie: AN’ YOU FUCKIN’ DID THIS TO ME AN’ YOU DIDN’T EVEN 
ASK?

5.
Butcher smiles in disbelief. Hughie yells, furious.

Butcher;HUGHIE, YOU’RE GONNA NEED IT…

Hughie: SHITE! FUCK OFF! I NEVER SAID I WAS GONNA JOIN YOUR
GANG OF HEAD-THE-BALLS! I NEVER FUCKIN’S SAID!



PAGE TWENTY

1.
Butcher tries to be reasonable. Hughie angrily wrenches open the van door.

Butcher: COME ON, MATE, IT’S OVER A WEEK SINCE YOU GOT HERE…
Hughie: OH, AN’ THAT WAS TO HELP ME MAKE MY MIND UP, WAS IT?
Butcher: IF I’D TOLD YOU UP FRONT YOU’D’VE WANTED TO THINK IT

OVER FOR FUCK KNOWS HOW LONG. WHAT HAPPENS IF THE
KIX TWIG WHAT WE’RE UP TO WHILE YOU’RE STILL UMMIN’
AN’ AHHIN’?

2.
Hughie rolls his eyes in angry disbelief. Butcher folds his arms, regretful look about him.
Hughie: SO WHAT, IT WAS FOR MY OWN FUCKIN’ GOOD…?

Butcher: IT WAS BECAUSE THIS IS WHERE YOU BELONG, HUGHIE. 
WHERE YOU CAN DO SOMETHIN’ ABOUT ALL THOSE 
FUCKIN’ TOSSERS.

3.
Hughie rounds on Butcher, points angrily at him. Butcher almost looks sad.

Hughie: FUCK OFF! AN’ DON’T BRING UP ROBIN, DO NOT FUCKIN’
DARE BRING UP ROBIN!

“ “ YOU PUT THAT BLUE SHITE IN ME, YOU BASTARD! YOU 
TURNED ME INTO A FUCKIN’ FREAK AN’ YOU NEVER GIMME
A CHOICE!

4.
View past Butcher watching Hughie exit the van.

Butcher:WHERE YOU GOIN’?

Hughie: HOME.

Butcher:YEAH, ALL RIGHT, MATE. SLEEP ON IT.



5.
Butcher watches Hughie angrily stomp off down the street towards us. Butcher rolls his eyes a bit, slightly amused.
Doesn’t for one second believe Hughie’s serious.

Hughie: HOME TO FUCKIN’ GLASGOW.

6.
Hughie only, stomping along, furious and desperate. Sheer frustration, like he doesn’t know what to do or think.

Off: HUGHIE…!

PAGE TWENTY-ONE

1.
Exterior Hughie’s God-awful hotel. Mr. Mad Bastard can just be seen stumbling along the sidewalk again. Night.

Mr. M.B: LUNCH

“ “ LUNCH

“ “ LUNCH

“ “ LUNCH

2.
Hughie in his shitty little room: single bed, little bedside table and lamp (on), chair, sink. Still dressed. His backpack is
on the bed and he’s grimly stuffing clothes into it.

3.
Hughie snatches his airline ticket and passport out of the drawer in the bedside table.

4.
Close up on the passport and ticket in his hand. The passport’s a UK one.

5.
Headshot on Hughie. Fuming with frustration, just can’t make his kind up.

6.
Pull back as he sits down on the bed, pissed off but completely lost.
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PAGE TWENTY-TWO

1.
Close up. The passport and ticket are back in the drawer, next to the US passport Butcher gave him. Hughie’s hand issliding the drawer shut.

2.
Pull back. Hughie switches the light off. He’s in bed now, clothes dumped next to his backpack. Just looks sad now, trou-bled.

3.
Hughie lies in the gloom and gazes at the ceiling. Sad and troubled. No idea what to do.
4.
He turns to look offshot, puzzled.

Off: UUNNNGGHHH

5.
Hughie sits up and puts the light on, peers down at the floor, face twisting in confusion. Nearest us, pooled at the bottomof the door, is about half a pint of dubious, cloudy white fluid with large flecks of blood in it. Inch gap at the bottom ofthe door, more than enough space.

6.
Close. Hughie’s face falls in weary misery
as he realises what it is.

Hughie: AW, NO…!

7.
Pull back. Light off again, Hughie lies in
bed and stares at the ceiling. Couldn’t be
more miserable, more beaten.

NEXT: LIFE AMONG THE SEPTICS



ORIGINAL INTRODUCTION
TO VOLUME ONE BY
SIMON PEGG

As an actor, auditions are a necessary evil. An

appointment is made; script pages are received,

a line reading takes place in front of several dis-

passionates and an ominous little DV cam.

Sometimes, an offer will arrive without condi-

tion, requiring a straight yes or no. You never

get a part without knowing about it. You never

switch on the TV or settle down in the cinema

to watch something you are unaware stars you.

Seeing yourself acting in scenes you don’t

recall performing would surely be extremely

disconcerting. Although I can’t say I was any-

thing less than thrilled when I opened the first

issue of The Boys and came face to face with

a young man called Wee Hughie, it wasn’t a

total surprise. A few months earlier I had

received an email from a colleague informing me that an artist called Darick

Robertson had appropriated my likeness for a new comic book written by Garth Ennis. Had I not been

a comic book fan, or indeed an admirer of Garth’s previous works, I might have been a little pissed off,

but the fact is I was chuffed to bits. Apparently Robertson had seen episodes of a sitcom called Spaced,

which I had co-written and appeared in, around the turn of the millennium and figured I was a ringer

for the plucky little Scot in Ennis’s darkly funny tale of extreme hero bashing. I guess Darick assumed I

would forever be consigned to culty British television and would never emerge into the mainstream

enough for me or anyone else to make the connection. I don’t hold that against him, I thought much the

same at the time. As it turned out, a cricket bat and a zombie outbreak in Crouch End, North London

put paid to that speculation in 2004, and before long I discovered with a huge amount of geekish joy

that, in likeness at least, I was being conscripted by a hard bitten team of “hero police”, hell-bent on

dishing out bloody justice to those corrupted by the burden of super-humanity. 

I bought my first proper comic at the age of seven. A Marvel UK title called The Incredible Hulk Weekly.

Aside from its title character, who was enjoying a resurgence of mainstream popularity thanks to Bill

Bixby and Lou Ferrigno, the comic featured stories such as Alan Moore’s dark precursor to V, Night

Raven,  and our own super flag flier Captain Britain. Every week I would pore over the pages,

studying each panel, getting lost in the stories. I soon learned to appreciate the relationship between

writer and artist and how the maxim “being on the same page” was never more fitting than when

describing this vital symbiosis. Thrills, scares, jokes and dramas are made and broken by the effective-

ness of this connection. The titles I have most enjoyed over the years have seen writers and artists toss-

ing set ups and pay offs between each other like unpinned hand grenades, sharing the responsibilities

of storytelling and truly exploiting the medium. With The Boys, Ennis’ signature gleeful moral deprav-

ity is brilliantly realized by Robertson’s sly graphics. Sick, funny and disturbing, this rather marvellous

collaboration answers an old question, “who watches the Watchmen?” The Boys, of course, and they

kick the living, fucking shit out of them to boot. 

Hell, I’m in. 

Simon Pegg
2007-03-29

Simon John Pegg is an English stand-up comedian, writer and film and television actor. He is perhaps

best known for his title roles in Shaun of the Dead and Hot Fuzz, and for the British sitcom Spaced.

Much of his major work has been in collaboration with some combination of Jessica Stevenson, Edgar

Wright and Nick Frost.
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Garth Ennis

New York, New
 York

Jan. 16, 1970 
Scottland

Garth Ennis h
as been writi

ng comics for

almost twenty
 years, initial

ly for British

titles like Cr
isis and 2000

AD, then for

various American publishers. Credits

include Preach
er, Hitman, The

 Demon, The

Punisher, Fury, Barracuda, Battler

Britton, Kev, D
icks, Adventur

es In The

Rifle Brigade, 303, Chronicles Of

Wormwood, Cro
ssed, War Stor

y, The Pro

and Battlefields. 
Originally hailing

from Belfast, N
orthern Irelan

d, Ennis

now resides i
n New York C

ity with

his wife, Ruth.

Darick Robertson
Napa, California
Jan 16, 1970 California

Darick Robertson is the co-creator of Transmetropolitan

and The BOYS. His career began when he was 17 with "Space

Beaver" which he wrote and drew. His mainstream work

includes Wolverine, Justice League, Superman, Spider-Man,

Batman, Fury, The Punisher and The Hulk. He was raised in

San Mateo, California, has lived in Florence Italy and New

York, he now resides in the Napa Valley,

California with his wife Meredith

and two sons, Owen and

Andrew. 
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