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About
My name’s Kiela (she/her). Short for Kielamel Sibal. I was born in Pampanga,  
Philippines and now I hail from the honey-dill-makin’, Canadian capital of  
panzerotti-producin’ Winnipeg, Manitoba.

I suppose I could describe myself akin to a gremlin and a bag of flour: small,  
conniving, with all purpose-thinking! I’m always curious about learning the craft of 
different kinds of storytelling. Designer, cartoonist, illustrator, letterer, writer... 
you name it, I’ll dabble in it.

I’m incredibly passionate about comics, video games, film, music, illustration, and 
book publishing. Anything that allows me to tell a cool, awesome (some might say 
geeky) story is fair game. So if you fit any of those shoes or hats of media, give this 
creature a shout and we’ll make some magic happen.

For more added details and information about each project, go to  
labislemaleik.com and click away and read and see to your delight!
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Anung Un Rama
Oct 9th 1944 
6’9”. 350 lbs.  
Black hair, red skin. 
Golden eyes, Stone hand. 

HELLBOY
“...The world was all before them, where to choose their place of rest, 

and providence their guide: they hand in hand with wand’ring steps 
and slo. Through Eden took their solitary way...”  

John Milton • Paradise Lost 

To understand Hellboy one has to know a bit about his family. His real 
family, that is. His mother was born in 1681. Her name was Catherine 
Tanner-Tremaine and she was born in East Bromwich, England. A rich 

heiress to a tobacco merchant, she studied harpsichord and singing and was 
adept at most feminine arts. Her parents died when she turned 19 and for the 
longest time, she lived alone in her palatial home, reading and painting. 

Immersed in German literature, she dreamt of spirits and magic. Cautiously, 
she acquired texts and grimoires from her London bookseller and eventually 
came to own an important collection of magic artifacts and lore—including 
Dr. John Dee’s fabled magical box—and displayed them in her private library/
study. 

She summoned a high-ranking demon and willingly found intimacy with him. 
This was both the highest and the most terrifying moment in her life. She was 
a changed woman; her soul had probed darkness and its acrid aftertaste made 
the rest of her life a road of repentance. But sin has its own ways of staying and 
in spite of her charity and her pious marriage to a minister and the edification 
of many a church and chapel, she died out of grace. By her feet laid her two 
human children: a nun and a pastor. 

She confessed her transgressions and cried bitterly. She begged them to save 
her soul, for it would be claimed by her dark paramour. But just as she exhaled 
her last breath, her lover reclaimed her body, slaughtering her earthly children 
so swiftly that a gust of wind shuddered all the windows in Tremaine Manor. 

6 text biographies 7hellboy

His dreams were inevitably assaulted by apocalyptic scenarios every now and 
then and a chip was placed on his shoulder: every time he punched an alien 
creature, he exorcised his own “otherness.” 

He is incredibly sensitive about being “stared upon” or “photographed,” except 
by Liz. 

Through the years Hellboy remained the sole non-human component of the 
B.P.R.D. until 1978 when Abe Sapien joined the ranks of the organization. 
Hellboy and Abe started their friendship on the wrong foot. 

Abe was everything Hellboy was not: introspective, laconic, an avid reader 
(Hellboy always favored old issues of popular mechanics and a dozen silver age 
comic books like Sugar and Spike and Little Lulu) and an extremely private 
guy. Hellboy was jealous of Broom’s attention towards Abe and the fishman’s 
propensity to take offense every time Hellboy would bestow a new nickname 
upon him. 

In 1988, Liz Sherman joined the B.PR.D. and Hellboy fell in love at first sight. 

From that moment on, Hellboy, the invulnerable, knew the meaning of pain. 
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Elizabeth Sherman 
29 years old, 5' 5" 
Weight: 100 lbs,  
Hair: Raven Black. 

LIZ SHERMAN
“Certain things they should stay the way they are. You ought to be 

able to stick them in one of those big glass cases and just leave them 
alone. I know that’s impossible, but it’s too bad anyway.”  

J.D. Salinger • Catcher in the Rye 

There are a few things you should know about Liz: she grows real quiet 
when she’s nervous, she can stare at the ceiling for hours and not be 
bored. She can throw snowballs like the best big-league pitcher. Every 

time she tastes vanilla ice cream she cries for hours. Just like that, for no good 
reason. And she likes it. Why? Because crying feels like a normal thing people 
do. And there are precious few things normal about her. 

Robert and Diane Sherman got married three years after meeting while stand-
ing in line to see The Godfather. He was an efficiency expert and she was a chef. 
Liz was born when theaters were showing the Godfather Pt II. 

Liz didn’t speak a single word until she turned four. Her mom took her to see 
several specialists and they all concurred: mentally, all cylinders were firing. 

One evening, while out to dinner, Mom called the baby-sitter. She was 
informed that Liz was talking. “What is she saying?” asked Mom. “Everything,” 
was the succinct answer. And she was. Liz Sherman went from total silence to 
articulation in a single evening. 

They moved around. Quite a bit. Her father streamlined processes (whatever 
that meant) for big companies like Lear or Lockheed. Kansas City, Chicago, 
D.C.… 

Liz had trouble making friends. She was too intense, too intelligent and too 
aware. None of it jibed with the laid back late 70’s. And then, there was the fire.
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LIKES

“Sentimental Education” by Flaubert. George Tooker paintings. Some Thomas 
Cole landscapes. The Beatles’ White Album. 

Cold, fresh sheets, a big pillow, almonds, pine nuts and pistachios, trail mix, 
washing her hands, bathing, long, hot showers, the smell of clean hair, flannel 
shirts, antique jewelry. 

Fire. Yup–unfortunately she does love fire. 

Big sweaters. Silent films. Especially Chaplin and especially City Lights, kids, 
watching them at play. Looking at the moon for long periods of time. Being 
alone with her eyes closed. 

Churches and cats—everything about them, except “the worship thing.” 

Snow falling, fog. Really soggy cold cereal. Her big, tomboy leather boots, the 
smell of wet pavement, the aroma of pancakes and syrup, the promise and 
clarity of rain-washed sky. 

Watching the pavement as she walks (she’s found a few pennies), keeping her 
hands in her pockets and her head covered by a hood. 

She loves to dissolve communion wafers in her mouth and thinks that it makes 
her purer—plus they taste real good. 

DISLIKES

Crowds, parties, being recognized, surprise visits, gifts (giving them or receiv-
ing them), nightfall, and sleepless nights. 

Enya, Michael Bolton, Kenny G., the smell of air fresheners, the scent of 
incense. 

Being looked in the eye by strangers. 
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At the age of 7, Liz’s bed and one of her teddy bears presented strange scorched 
patches. Round, perfectly delimited areas were burnt to a crisp, but  
nothing more.

Her room was examined for short circuits. No answer was found. Liz, however, 
volunteered a small fact: she dreamt of fire that night. The occurrence repeated 
itself a few more times, always during her sleep, always in limited areas. Her 
parents started worrying, so did the principal at her school…

One morning after gym class, several volleyballs exploded inexplicably. Liz was 
the only one around. The Catholic Church was not much help either; Father 
Jones had given Liz a small crucifix to wear around her neck. It didn’t keep her 
safe for long. Her hands burst into flame when two girls chased her after school. 
Scared, Liz plunged them into a vat of water, but the fire raged on. A store 
owner called the paramedics and the fire department, but by the time they 
arrived all they found was a little girl crying on the street. 

Moving came in handy after that. New schools took a while to get records and–
most of the time—the family was soon gone after that. 

Liz’s mom and dad fell out of love along the way and had terrible fights almost 
every day. They were careful at first, trying not to upset her, but—as these 
things go—they eventually didn’t care enough to pretend things were ok. 

They separated and to their credit never blamed Liz. But she knew. She felt the 
guilt every time her mother cried alone in the living room, TV at full blast. 

One Christmas, at age 10, she got a small instamatic camera from her dad and 
started photographing everything around her. “Things stay still in pictures,” 
she thought. “Not in real life.” From then on, her private albums filled up 
with mundane images that became beautiful as soon as they were pinned and 
mounted. 

She became quite good at taking pictures and even won a prize at school. Her 
mom was proud and so was she. 

But then the world caught fire. 

It is unfair that memories yield only sketchy details of some of our most tragic 
moments. Liz doesn’t remember what she was wearing that day. Every time 
she dreams about it, the dress is different. She can’t even pinpoint her exact 
position in the building’s courtyard. Forensic investigators could, but not her. 

It was the day that changed everything. The day she burned a courtyard full 
of people and damaged property a quarter of a mile around. The day most car 
alarms went off in the outskirts of Detroit. 

The facts and speculations are in the public record, but the true cause, and 
the most intimate grief, lies within the heart of the sole survivor: Elizabeth 
Sherman. 

The many “what ifs” and “what nots” grow tenfold when your mother’s death is 
the direct result of your actions. Now imagine that happening at the age of 11. 

Liz went from institution to institution, even managing to escape for a few 
years at a time; living in the streets, learning the value of being alone and the 
tough code of self-reliance. And still, inside her, there was a basic need, a tragic 
void that burned away with an interrupted childhood that became almost 
impossible to fill afterward. 

Professor Broom met Liz at age 17 in a halfway house in Portland. Their inter-
view was brief. In less than 30 minutes she agreed to join the B.P.R.D.. It would 
become apparent that she had dismissed his offer as pure baloney, and that her 
sole interest was to get out and make a run for the street. It was impressive then, 
when the fire-proof truck showed up, surrounded by FBI agents. 
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Comics Lettering Archie Comics: Big Ethel Energy
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Comics Lettering Charm (Lilies Anthology #8)
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Comics Lettering Wala Bint (The Greatest Hits: A Comics Mixtape)
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l a b i s l e m a l e i k . c o m

COMICS 
AND OTHER FUN

 DOWNLOADS
WWOONNDDEERRFFUULL

available at 
hypertuna
.itch.io!

WONDERFUL
@labis_lemaleik is more design-y
@thehypertuna is more comic-y

I have two
INSTAGRAMS
☑☑ I’m also quite 

active...on the 
quite dead 

TUMBLR
where I lovingly post my 

Mass Effect lesbian fan art at
thehypertuna.tumblr.com

OF COURSE...

E M A I L :  t h e h y p e r t u n a @ g m a i l . c o m

https://www.labislemaleik.com
https://hypertuna.itch.io
https://www.instagram.com/thehypertuna/
https://thehypertuna.tumblr.com
https://twitter.com/thehypertuna
https://thehypertuna.tumblr.com
https://twitter.com/thehypertuna
mailto:thehypertuna%40gmail.com?subject=
https://hypertuna.itch.io

