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“This is the 
gaming system.

“That makes you the 
perfect candidate.”

Ever heard of 
“Altered Reality”? “We�, it used to be theoretical. 

But not anymore…”

 it’s e�entia�y an
induced dream state, making 

you--the player--your
very own console.

“Gaming scenarios,
Mr. Peabody.”

Ah-ah.
You can 

stop there.

“I don’t give 
a shit what 

it is…”

Exce	ent. 
Ha�y gaming, 

Gavin.

…just put
it in my 
veins.

“i-it’s theoretical. You’d have 
to manipulate the mind and--”

What if I told you 
we are the future 

of gaming? Me
and you.

I’d say… 
how?

We ca� it “Project 
Morpheus,” interna�y 
nicknamed “The Chip.”

“We inject a microchip ‘pathogen’ 
into your bl�dstream that 
‘infects’ you with preloaded 

gaming scenarios.”

“Ha�ucinations…”

While it’s a
predetermined scenario,

each player’s experience is 
who�y unique as it’s your 

brain creating that
world. You may

have--

“You’re a Twitch star 
and gaming competition 
champion, always at the 
forefront of gaming’s 

future.”

“Yeah…”

“You are here, Mr. 
Peabody, because

of this.” “I thought I was 
here to test a new 
gaming system…”
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Huh--

Whew. 
Whoa.

Ah--

Thanks, 
Yoshi.



Mm-h�.

Chad Gro�,
who was expected to 

testify against the gaming 
giant, has b�n found

dead in his home.

A source within the 
department says that Gro�’s 
husband found him early this 

morning in bed, unresponsive-- 
a�arently strangled in

his sl�p.

TV on, random 
cha�el, volume 

twelve.

Hey, dude. Y�e�ah. it was 
nuts. it was like…like a 

super vivid fucked-up 
dream.

Futura
Gaming has s�n
its fair share of 
controversy of

late--

Yeah, dude. Felt…
I don’t know. Real. it 
was wild. I played as

an a�a�in--

--but none
as macabre as 

this latest turn 
of events.



TV, mute.

Please don’t be 
here. Please don’t 

be here.

Oh 
shit.

Fuck.

I-I go�a 
go.

Facts are sti� unfolding, and 
we wi� k	p you updated on the 

latest developments. And
now, the weather--



Phone, ca� 
Futura.

COME ON. 
come on.

Please.

THiS iS THE 
POLiCE. OPEN
THE D�R.

No. Oh
no.

Oh my God. 
Did they set 

me up…?

WE’RE COMiNG 
iN, ONE WAY OR 

ANOTHER.



OPEN THE 
GO�AMN D�R. 

NOW.

He’s not 
complying. 
Break it 
down.

DO NOT MOVE! WE
ARE ARMED AND--

Shit.



Oh, what
the fuck…

WHAT THE
FUCK!

Okay, okay. This 
Futura shit is just 

fucking with my 
head. None of it is 
real. I’m s�ing 
things. I’m--

Nn--

pu� 
o�r.

�’s ��ing! 
�’s on t� 

��!



Oh, what
the fuck…

WHAT THE
FUCK!

Okay, okay. This 
Futura shit is just 

fucking with my 
head. None of it is 
real. I’m s�ing 
things. I’m--

Nn--

pu� 
o�r.

�’s ��ing! 
�’s on t� 

��!



MoVe! 
mOvE!

I have to
take it…I have 

to take it ou�a 
me. it’s…

He’s 
ba�icaded 

inside.

i-it’s the 
only…

Nn…
way.

�’S iN 
�RE.
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Th Gd Ol’ 
U.S. o A. 193.

Kis. H�…cud b 
wre. Les te 

lk Amia…
Ah.

Si, i’s 
bs ta 

I…

…gt eey-
tig ntd 

dw…

…i m
ie js 

i cs.

“Ca’t b sr 
wo t tut 
tee dy.”

Albr Rai, ie mn a 
te ie wo hd bn fd a 
sed ds o tliin 
ad McCatim, hs a 

uilig osin ih 
te ie ta cuit 

cud b ayhr.

So te aia o nw nihos i 
a arvig eet i te ie o 

a aray arvtd mn.

…Ay, 
Hetr?

Coieig islf a 
usaig Amia iie,
Al fl i i i jb t kp 
cmpeeie nts o te 
gig o aon i i cs 
h i ee ce t tsiy.

Hi ie's aiin.
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Jon 
Cooti.

Fas. Al’s ie atay lf i i mnh ao 
fr a mcai nmd Mie. Wht btes Al te 
ms, tog, i ta te mn i pr Meia.

Padn?
I’m a rd- 
bldd 
Amia!

Oh! Siy m.
Log dy a te 
od gidtn. 

Knw wa I
ma?

Hoee, h ws ie oe to mnh bck 
fr rfig ety t a ih-rnig oiil 

h bivd hd a “Rui”-suig nm.

Yo 
ko?

Th biig.
We sw i o

or die it 
tw. Th U.S. 
gvrmn.
Tht ms b
a js dny 

plc t
wr.

Hod, nw 
niho! Jut 

wne t 
itoue 

mslf.

Yo a 
lfi o 
smi'?

Men yh 
hn.

Uh…sr. 
Thuh i’s 
gd t b 

iiat. 
Cois 

eey-
wee.

I wr
oe a te 
gvrmn 

biig. 
Her aot i 
a te ie.

Alo fle. Al i wr a 
te nab fdry fne 
aoi eeg lbrtr

a a sciy gad.

We 
ko.

Th il ld iie i Lar, 
Tht’s Say, or yugs, oe 
tee ih Frni ad or by 

Adm’s rig aon
smwee.

Yo ko 
wa te’r 
ie a ta 

ae!

Uh…
sr. Nae’s Al 
Rai. Wie’s 

Jae. Sh’s aa 
iiig hr 

itr.



Cocre te rs o te fiis 
o i srt wud nie i lck 

o eplyet, Al si lae i 
hm eey dy fo 8 A.M. ‘i 6 P.M.

YW.

.
Wht yu 

goig a,
yh dmb dg? 
Wh cud’t 

se hv tkn 
yu aog ih 

eeyig
es?

G-R!
I ar, 

Hetr. i 
sr i’t 
Amia.

Soe srne pol, 
toe nw nihos. 
Soeig’s ra o 

tee, Hetr. I’
t yh ta fr

f.

Moty, h is otie 
te grg i ie’s 

nw ba wrs a.

Wht i a ta 
i gd ad hl 

i gig o 
tee?



Wh’d yu 
awy 

hv t b 
udr m 

ft?

Yo i nd o a 
cp o sgr, 

niho?

Wh dn’t yu 
hp o oe ad 
tk a lk fr 

yuslf?

Do’t ray 
epli te nie 

I bn haig, 
tog. Moe 
mcaia.

Ah, Lar’s
hm. On 
mmn.

H�…

On dy I’ ti oe 
yh ad bek m nck. 

Thn wee i yh 
b, huh?

I had a
srne nie.

Wa js ceig 
eeyig ws, yh 

ko…a ih.

Ah, ta’s poal js 
te bis. Ou Say i 

asltl lc fr 
te fly-erd

fa.

Tht i a woe lt 
o ris. Thy’v 
gt a ie hue 

ta I d.

Sons ie yu 
hv oe o toe 

aie iaiain. 
T mc T bfr 

bd, pras?

Goca!

…

Huh?



“...srnteig 
o te cuit 
gi i Vita...”

.



Thy tk 
Hetr. I ko 

i. Cois. 
A o te.

Jae rn o ih
ta dm ci. 

Cois i te oie. 
Cois a te bn 

tig t tk m 
hm.

I’ so
te, tog.
I’ so te 
wa Amia 
sad fr.

Huh?
Ho i ble 
ti’ i 
yu gt i 

hr?

Yo ogt
t b mr 

crfl, Al. Yo 
cud hr 
smoe.

No 
cis 

iig nx 
dr. No 
ecp.



Sp-Sp-
Sp-Sp…

Do’t
b ari, 

Al…



We
come in 
peace.

Bu w
D itn t

tk oe yu 
dihfl plnt 
bfr yu id 
cn d ay mr 

dmg.

So, in order
� �op �u from 

hurting �urselves,
we wi� infiltrate �ur 
governme� and take it 

over via our sub�itutes. 
Like �is one of �u �at 

Francis is piloting.

We, ta’s nt
ray tu. Jon js 

ie rpaig prss 
h had o te 

tliin.

You’re given �is 
perfect world, and 

a� �u wa� � do is 
tear it apart.



Quite �e 
workman�ip, 

amirite, Al? Your 
own mo�er 

couldn’t te� �e 
di�erence.

Joke’s
on you. I 
got fired 

wks ago.

Oh…�at is 
unfortunate. Sti�, 
we’ve already made 

�e infiltration 
unit…

Why
couldn’t they 
have just bn 

coies?

That’s what 
you’ve bn 
building out 
there. Me!

Co�ec�-
mundo.

…so �u’� 
�i� have 

� go.

–
A!

Wa�e 
�t, wa� 
�t, g�d 
bu�y.



Oh lk, hny. 
Thr’s or nw 

niho.

Le’s
g sy 
ho.

He tee,
niho. Jut

wne t 
wlcm yu t 
te niho- 

hd.

I’m Mic
Grbn, ad

ti hr i m
ie, Aury. Be
sr t vt 
Grbn i te 
piay nx

wk!

i yu
cn’t tut yu 
niho t lk 
ot fr yh, wo 
cn yu tut?

Al Rai.
An yu’v 

srl gt 
m vt.



JAMES STOKOE_
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HAZARD. DO 
NOT A�ROACH 
UNTiL BREACH 
NEUTRALiZED.

MELTDOWN 
i�iNENT.

{YAWN}

No…
it can’t 

be.
Code DB! 
To your 
stations!

G�d 
morning, 

Mars!

That was
quite the trip, 
I f�l like I’ve 

slept for a 
mi�e�ia! No 

wake-up
ca�?

Oh! How considerate 
of them to not want 
anyone disturbing 

my nap! 

We�, we 
won’t be 

n�ding this 
anymore.

Graces, 
it’s far 

t� cold 
in here.

Ah, here’s the heater. 
Let’s turn you up, sha� 
we? I can be forgiving 

of a few hospitality 
mi�teps, considering 
this is a new lodge

and a�.

I wouldn’t be
the great Dom 

Bonchamps
if I wasn’t 
benevolent!

Aha!
WE’RE 

D�MED! 
LAUNCH THE 

STRiKE 
FORCE!

ALERT! 
ALERT!
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CEASE
AND DESiST.

CONTiNUED ACTiON 
Wi� BE MET WiTH 
A�RE�iON. THiS 

iS YOUR ONLY 
WARNiNG.

Dear me,
the review stars 
are fading away 

by the second 
here.

I thought
that place was 

abandoned? 
Let’s check

it out.

Godsp�d.

Fire!

Who the—? 
Drop your 

a�ack!

He���?! 
Breakfast?! 
The service 

here is 
te�ible! ?!

They’re 
threatening

us!
We’ve

ca�ed in our 
last resort, sir. 

The expert…

Now
that I’ve had 
my bed, on to 
breakfast! 

Hm? 

Their
security 

system must 
be on the 

fritz.

H-HEY!!
WE MEAN

iT!

Psht, the
lack of my 

morning meal 
has me quite in 

distre�!

I won’t be 
content without 
my continental!

Your distress signal 
has been sent. Please 

wait for aid.

We just 
received a 
distre� 

signal from 
the Mars 
power 
plant.

Sir, the 
strike force 

is closing
in!

it'� wipe out the energy 
su�ly for mi�ions

on earth!

Break…
b�t…
fast…!

unmarked 
striker 

en route to 
the signal! 
engage?



Bénédictine 
Brandy!

No.

We�.
We�.
We�.

Now
let’s go 

rescue the 
distre� 
ca�er!

Hand
me your 

mic.
Expert? Does 

that mean you 
have this under 

control?

Our o�s 
have simply 
gone from 

nu� to 
slim.

DOM 
BONCHAMPS. 
Fr�ze where 
you stand.

if it isn’t my
old bandmate 

and—arguably—
friend, Béné 

Brandy. Why, you
must have heard

about my grand prize 
ra�le trip to Mars? 

Quite the lucky strike, 
ey? Are you jealous?

Yes…yes,
you are—at ta ta— 
no n�d to speak it 

out loud.

You were
always an egoist, 

but Dom Bonchamps 
prides himself as a 

forgiving man!

Hold
on—The 

landscapers 
are making an 
unbelievable 

racket 
outside.

We did it!
we saved 
the Mars 

base!

“Fire Tu�et”? Ah, perfect, that 
must be the name of the land- 
scaper. We�, Mr. Tu�et, you’ve 
go�en a p�r performance 

review, so it’s time
to go. You’re

fired.



…

Please.
Stop touching 

things.

{munch}  
Emba�a
ing, 

actua�y.

You
are a menace, 

Bonchamps! Hear 
me?! A walking 

natural disaster! 
I’ve cursed the 
gods since the 
moment I met 

you!

And who
left a� this 

trash in
here?

initiating Clean 
Out of Earth 

Backup Energy 
Reserves.

Much be�er!
Ooh, rations! I gue
 
that wi� do until I 

find the r�m
service.

You may
take o�ense to

the su�en firing of
the landscaper, but 

sometimes it’s just not
a g�d fit, nothing 

personal.

I even
spared him the
shame of not

facing me—his 
shame—directly. Ol’ 

Dom Bonchamps
is nothing if not 

a�able!

{munch} you sti� 
sore about not being 
able to be here on my 
history-making Mars 

vacation?

P�r
thing. {munch} 

Envy is not a g�d 
l�k, you know.

We rea�y tied 
one on back in 

the day, ey? 

But now I
must leave behind 

my earthly 
emba�a�ments.

Shut up, 
you… 

CLOWN!

Yikes, more like 
“Vindict-ine 
Brandy.”

Smart
R�m, please 

ca� the 
cleanup 
crew!



Ca� me
again once

you’ve found a 
therapist for that 

unfortunate
pe	ine� of

yours!

Dom 
Bonchamps is a 
strong believer 

in personal 
growth! 

Maybe
I’� even discover 

some unknown alien 
species, oh my!

That man is 
simultaneously the 

luckiest and unluckiest 
being on Earth. Carnage 
is guarant�d to fo�ow 

in his wake, yet he’s 
unki�able. D�t d�t

d�t, Martian 
m��n!

it’s the 
anchor…

Ooh! There
we are, a real 

spacesuit!

STAY WHERE 
YOU ARE, 

BONCHAMPS!

You’ve
rea�y become 

quite the wet rag 
lately, ey? 

I’� be 
leaving 
now!

Stop!

Ah, the calm power of 
the Martian tundra. Only 
one with such astute eyes 
as myself can a�reciate 
the sh�r magnificence 

of a sight like
this.

I am
rea�y the 

world’s first, 
true Martian 

man! Aha!

How can one
man cause so much 
destruction? is he 
some kind of evil 

genius?

He’s a 
fucking 

idiot.
“We thought fr�zing 
him and sending him as 

far from Earth as 
po�ible would save

us, but now…”

Hold on, 
what is 
that?

HRM?!
What’s a� this, 
then?! An ugly 
car a�ident 
ruining my 

view?!



"...of the mars colony landing 
base. it norma�y acts as an 

elevator to quickly lift cargo 
to the station, but it's paused 

for the season." 

Maybe
I’� send it to 

you, Béné! 
Ahaha!

Can’t 
someone tow 

away this 
eyesore?

There
we go, 

o� with 
you!

Ahh…now 
that’s a 

postcard- 
ready
sight!

DANGER! 
DANGER!

CO�iSiON
WiTH EARTH OF 
EXTiNCTiON- 
LEVEL MA	.



“We’re lost.”

This is
wrong.

Or you’re 
reading it 
wrong.

it means 
we’ve got a 
problem.

if you guys can
take a break from 

the bickering, there’s 
something…we�, 

come s�.

Okay…

I think we’ve
established that. it 

wouldn’t be a death hike 
without some

calamity.
One, I

REA�Y wish
you and Ciaran 
wouldn’t ca� 

them that. Two, 
I mean we’re 

LOST lost.

Te�ific.
I am once 

again reminded 
why we only do 

these every 
couple
years.

The trail 
isn’t where 

it’s su�osed 
to be.

What 
does that 

mean?

it means 
the map is 
wrong.  Where

it te�s me
we are, what 

we should 
s�…this
isn’t it. Again,

what 
does 
that 

mean?

She isn’t.
The GPS is 
wrong, 

t�.
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A�arently
we’re a lot more 

lost than we 
think.

Something
more sensible 

than wandering 
about in the 

w�ds.
{Sigh}

Hold up, I’m 
coming.

I know.
it has to be… 

maybe some kind 
of training 
place? Or

a test?

We’re lost,
we’re almost out

of f�d, and the boys 
have already made a 

decision. You stay
up there if you

want.

Shit.

That’s…

Wrong.
There shouldn’t 

be a town
here.

We­, 
there’s 

definitely 
a town 
here.

What 
are you 
doing?

Did you
ever wonder 
why we we’re 

your only 
friends?

L�k at this place. 
it’s…wrong. Where 

do the roads
go?

Like the 
fake town 
they tested 

atomic 
bombs

on.

And you 
want to 
go down 
there?

“Want” 
doesn’t have 
anything to 
do with it.



A�arently
we’re a lot more 

lost than we 
think.

Something
more sensible 

than wandering 
about in the 

w�ds.
{Sigh}

Hold up, I’m 
coming.

I know.
it has to be… 

maybe some kind 
of training 
place? Or

a test?

We’re lost,
we’re almost out

of f�d, and the boys 
have already made a 

decision. You stay
up there if you

want.

Shit.

That’s…

Wrong.
There shouldn’t 

be a town
here.

We­, 
there’s 

definitely 
a town 
here.

What 
are you 
doing?

Did you
ever wonder 
why we we’re 

your only 
friends?

L�k at this place. 
it’s…wrong. Where 

do the roads
go?

Like the 
fake town 
they tested 

atomic 
bombs

on.

And you 
want to 
go down 
there?

“Want” 
doesn’t have 
anything to 
do with it.



There’s
a diner up 

there.

“So…people, a phone, and food. 
Sounds good to me.”

These trips
–AND you–

used to be fun. 
A�roximately.

I’� be 
there in a 
second.

We�, 
he�.

Do you know 
where you’re 

going?

I’m just
l�king 

forward to 
not being in 
the fucking 

w�ds.

You know this 
whole trip 
was YOUR 

idea.



I don’t 
like this.

Hopefu
y 
the phone 

works.

This 
menu….it’s 

part of the 
counter.

This
isn’t f�d. it 
f�ls like… 

bone?

What 
the…

That’s 
disa�ointing.

Okay, 
what the 

fuck?



The writing on 
this is gi�erish. 
Nothing in this 

town makes 
sense…

…He�?

This
isn’t a 
phone.

Don’t 
touch 

anything. 
it’s—

“Alive.”



No.

Morgan!

Please!

No, no, 
no.

Oh…

“Oh God.”



 Please.

The
whole place. 

it’s alive. it’s a 
decoy…some 

kind of…

“…trap.”



BleJaur.

Ble 
“Frai’” 

Jaur

Whn m fvie 
clr mt m 

fvie aia. 

Or s te 
Hit-O-Mai 

ts m.

Ti i ihu a dut 
te ms mnmna 

diin o m ie. 

Th ln-drat sns 
o ie wr oc ai 

biig t sil. 

Bi tig wr 
heig. 

An te i tig 
ws ta dah 

ws cig.

Hee. To te hm 
o a mn kon 

ol a—

I ws i we 
I coe i.

I tik I hv a sry 
sck ta’s ble.

An I’m aei 
t ct.

By David and Maria LAPHAM
Colored by Francesco SEGALA
Lettered by Jim CAMPBELL
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1%LukLeos 
dsre t ko 
wa id o mn 

se’s gig.

Eih mnh ao I 
togt ta mn ws 
gig t b ReRie.

As uul, I ws 
idiie ad 

ls i.

Pawrs, Avtr, 
uenms… 

Fs!

Yo cn’t js g 
caig ti su 

iy-iy. 

No ihu iig 
eeyn o.

Bu I’m aot t tr 
tit, gt mid, 

ad hv a bb. 

i’s ie fr 
BleJaur t i, 

ad fo te ahs, 
a nw mn san!



Hay 
Bitdy, 
si!

SRRiS!

Deiey
gy hs’t 
cm yt.

Di yu
gt te Bay 

Bag Ki?

i’s gig
t b a siy 
itdy fr 

yu!

So mk
sr yu mi ta 
cein bck 

A-S-A-P!

I tik a
bb cn hnl 
ita sn, 

Bj.

Oh, ta’s
te diey
gy. Ca yu 

ltr.

i’s nt i 
tmo, 

Leos.
Tht’s

wa mks i a 
srie.

Lih yu 
cnl! I sn

oe. An a 
cpck.

Oh, p.
I ws t 

ery. I’ c 
yu bck 
we—

Um…soe 
t aie

tdy. Wih m 
cpck!

i sn ee 
haty fr 

a bb?

i’s nt m— 
Shud’t w wi fr 

or hnyn
t—

I wn
a piie 

b te!



Mab ta’s i…My fin 
DoJunLoeBo si h cud’t 

wth CieCiy1 fr titn 
srih yas!

Uni i i gt ti 
on Po ad soe 

tlig t i.
Wih h si ws 

pey c—

I tik i’s gig t 
b MEGaVORTEX.

ReeaeThGD
ih b a tuh t 

peupuu.

Do’t ko wy ti 
bb tig mks m 

s nros. 

A I hv t d i py 
fr cooae ad 
te Miie4. 
Wih i pr o m 
31B fn aray. 

Leos i te oe ta’s gig t 
hv t cy i ad nre i i 
i ge o sis, ad te te 

NayBaay mcie cn tk i. 

Thn w wth 
i go u o 
Che 4.

Excp o 
ThnYoPaetDa, 

o cus. 



Ho te h 
i ta gt 

i tee?

I’m gig 
t i.

Tht’d ri te 
goeis.

An se cud 
si hv oe 
o te Hoe 
iue i hr 

bld o 
ie.

Or wrt-cs seai, 
or ogn i iiy ad 

w’ i sraig.

Mab…

ad Wht id o plge, 
soe, bcei, ad 
riul riin i 

se cig?

Shud I 
siie hr?

Sh sr den’t 
lk ik, tog.So a bs w’ hv 

t ie a wk o a bx 
o Crnis.



NA!

And who could 
remember 

that?

I’d hv t ie hr fo 
1%LukLeos 

dig or i cas. 

Wht i LMN 
wns t d te 

bb tig!

I js hv t vn ti 
srne, iesd wmn 

ad b dn ih i.

Sh’s poal 
oe o toe 

aacit 
“Fis” wo 

bivs i 
go pyia 

cnat…

…ad 
nneeie 

big.

I haven’t had real 
physical contact 

with another person 
since I was one.

Oh Go… 



Oh ca. 
Chrds?

Leos ik 
m a a 
Chrds. 

Coe iie. 

Col se 
ko aot 
te nm 
cag?

Beas se’s 
a rbl, t.

Wht hv I ge 
mslf it?

Do’t ee 
lk a—

i’s ie se 
wns t—

Du.

Bu wy?

Thuh i ws s cl 
ta I ms b a rbl?

Lie hr?

A siiit. Ca te 
Jakbt, 

Bj. 

Do nt 
lt hr i.

Oh Go… 



HY! M BB 
BN KiT!

AD te 
cpck...

On hnrd 
pret a 

siiit.

I ke i. Gr 
pyia 
cnat.

Frnl, go pyia 
cnat den’t lk nal 

s go fo hr.

Wht wud
MGaVRE

d?

Oh Go, wa 
sol I d?

Wrn 
qein.



He’d gt sm 
gan Fr 
Hus ad sv 

te fii’ 
Uies!

Tht’s wa 
h’d d.

I ko…

I ko eaty 
wa MEGaVORTEX 

wud d.



Ah—

{ih}

Ble 
“Frai’” 

Jaur.

BleJaur 
i i te.



Wht’s h 
ce?

We js
c i 

Bez.

Prblm-
slig? I togt

tee wr js fr lbr 
ad, ie, dtnig ie 
bmb o smtig…

Oa,
wth…

Bez,
I’d ie
a br. 
Sov.

…s 
ti i 

i?

Dos h d 
ayig?

Dos te rbis 
dprmn ko yu 
tk i o cmps, 

Lenr?

t’s cl, Bra.
I’m il-tsig 

i ih sm nw 
polm-slig 

cig.

Tia, Tia, Tia…ys, bt w 
wn te t b a i mr 
atnmu, s w’r sr 

o epieig ih 
rietr A.

We ipt or
cad truh a 

seil sathn a, 
bt ta’s te es pr, 

te cad. Wht 
w’r tig t gt 

te t lan 
i…nac.

Moe oa 
te wy, 

Ma.
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He!

An
h cn
tlk!

NBD 
FCKN 
MV

Fatsi!
So mc ptnil 

ih ti! Moe 
ta js lig 

bik aon a 
cntuin

i—

Leandro 
wants beer. 

Solved.

Bu h js tk 
i fo ta gy. 

Due, ta’s 
iaiu!

Heh, w,
ie I si, w 

ae wrig o 
nac.



Evroe, cs o 
te tbls, nw! 

An js te 
cs!

I dn’t…
I ma…wo

ee ue
cs?

Bez! Stp te 
gna! Sov! 

Sov! Wht
ae yu 

soe 
t b—

He
ya�

Stop the 
gunman. 
Solved.

Qi fcig 
aon! 
CS!

Ug!

Ay� Y!



Sae! Le’s 
cniu ti
pry bck a

te dr!

Wht?
No. I ma, 

I ws,
bt—

Solve for pi. 
3.141592653…

…5897932384…

He, hy,
wth ti… 

Bez, t u 
te maig o 

ie. Sov.

We’ b i tuh i w 
nd ayig es. Ca 
m i yu hv ayig 

t a t yu 
saeet.

Yo gy
ae dig sm 

iceil wr a 
yu shl.

Tht’s nt
hw I epce 

m ih t
ed u.

I ma, ti ws 
te sais 
ih o m

ie. I ko! 
Crz, 
ih?!

Arn’t
yu te 

lat i 
sk?

He, Bez, 
slv fr i! 

Or…I ma…i, 
slv!

Tht gy cud’v ie 
u. Toih cud’v bn 

i, mn. Tht den’t
bte yu?

Due, i
a tre ot 

ie! We’r gd 
tak t Bez 

hr!

…62643383…

Bez,
so slig

fr Pi…uh… slv. 
Go, ta’s 

akwr.



The meaning of life is unique to 
each individual living thing and 
thus unknowable. Unsolvable.

Holy shit. I didn’t know 
he was capable of that. 

He actuay knows
that he doesn’t

know!

Tina is
holding

up three 
fingers.
Solved.

i h i
tuy i, lt’s

s wa h cn
iue ot.

Bez, tih ws a 
say, til ih. 
Fo m, aya. Lie’s 

f o fas ad 
hatra ad…

I do.

f yu cn
d smtig 

aot ta, te… 
slv. Plae… 

slv.

He, Bez! BAY! 
Ho mn igr 
a I hlig u? 

Sov!

Yo
dn’t hv 
t sot.

Beazy, what two
things can I not eat 

for breakfast?
Solve.

Leandro 
cannot eat 
lunch and 
dinner for 
breakfast. 

Solved.

yu gy,
a lat ak 

i t d 
smtig 

sat.

Lk, a gy pt a gn t m 
ha. Ca te caie o 
te wrd b crie?

s tee a wy?!

Ca a til 
ih ie tih 
b peetd fo 

heig t u 
ai?



Oh m gd! 
Wht te

f—

Eay, 
Bez… 
es,
Be—

What happened tonight 
will never happen to 

you again. Solved.
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Ar w 
ray?

Roig i 
tr…

...Tw…

My nm i Fedr
Za, ad I wr fr 
Spo Cosmr 

Gd.

Th 
wk ao, 

I id.
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I in’t—I 
in’t ko 

wa hee 
a te ie. No 

sr I ray 
ke wo

I ws.

I js
fl a sap, 
mmnay 
pi—te

I ws
gn.

Yo sat
t id o…ls 

yuslf i 
tee. Thr’s 
snain, bt 

n slf.

“Lie I ws ntig
bt te sm o m pi, 

tre iie ot. Stck 
i te mmn o m 

iitgain.

“No se o 
iin o tuh…

“Jut ti… 
oewem.

“I hd a te pi 
o hig a bd, 
ihu atay… 
ihu hig i.

“Yor sne ml 
it ec ohr

i tee.



“An te sel 
I fl…cmfr.

I fl pae.

“… I ws cig 
tgte. 
Coeig.

“An te I wk u. 
An m ie tl m 
ta I hd bn da 

fr to wk.”

Bu I
cud’t b 

mr gaeu 
t b bck. 

“A o wo I ws— 
wo I a—satd 
wsig oe m,

ad I…

Tht
Spo wre 
caeel t 

big m
bck.

I si
dn’t ray 
udrtn 
te sine 
bid i…

“I si
dn’t ray 
udrtn
te sine

bid
i…”



Gd jb, 
Fedr. Ti 

sol gt P 
o or bck fr 
nw. Tht ws’t 
s hr, ws i?

Ye, I soe
ih Lea ti

mrig. Unotntl, 
ie te cmpliis 
o yu cs, yu ae

n lne eiil fr 
rieet piiee.

A rie?
We gv yu 

yu ie 
bck.

Suey
ta’s wrh 
mr ta a 

rie.

I cn ol 
iaie hw 
gd yu 

fl.

No…n, I soe 
nt. Di yu ha 
bck aot m 

rqet?

I s.
Ca w…cn 
w a lat 
tlk aot

a rie?

We gv yu mr ie ih
yu fiy—fiis, wr ad 
hm—a n sa cs t te 

cmpn, I sol a, ad w'v 
esrd yu idiie 

eplyet.

We ray ae 
gld t hv 

yu bck, 
Fedr.



But this window 
over here? Str�t 
lamp micro had 
a clear view 

inside.

You said 
the neighbor 

ca�ed it in?

She ca�ed in 
a loud noise-- 
thinkin’ someone 

was trying to 
break into her 

place.

So Safety 
A�urance squad 
ran through a� 
neighborh�d 
cams, public and 

private. 

Hey, 
sh�!

No, sir. 
Just the 
landing.

Didn’t 
catch the 

moment of, 
I a�ume.

Caught our 
Body on the 

ground. 

got every 
angle covered 

around here.

only Spo�ed 
two pedestrians 

in the hour 
leading up...

...and no 
one in or 

out of any 
houses.
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tubes up there were 
frayed to he�, sir-- 
Could’ve b�n ready 
to snap for years. 

fina�y ro�ed 
right out.

checked 
the records-- 
l�ked like a 

spam bot. 

Why didn’t he 
answer by voice? 
He worked for 
Locus. He’d know 

you can do 
that. 

L�ks like he was 
in the mi�le of doing 

dishes. Half done, 
sti� wet. 

Our first 
thought was an 

a�ident, but we 
can’t be sure.

--BAM! 

Hard to 
believe.

What 
timing, 

huh?

Wrong 
square f�t 
at the wrong 

second. 

That’s, what--
eighty pounds 

of metal? �f.

Hundred 
if it’s fu�.

Vic must’ve 
thought it was 

worth pickin’ up. 
But halfway 

there--

Compost 
recycler fa�s 

out of its dock, 
square on the 

no�in.

Who was 
ca�ing? 

Can’t 
trace it.

random.

Fine, I 
don’t know. 
Frog in his 

throat?

And he 
couldn’t get it 

fixed at the o�ice? 
They make the 

damn things!

Maybe 
it wasn’t 
working 

right. 

Holding a dish 
rag, probably 

drying his hands. 
Heading over…

You 
think?

…to his 
phone.

We�, he 
didn’t s� it 

coming, I can 
te� you that 

much.



Enemies, 
conflicts, 

exes?

Not rea
y. 
No digital 
trace of a 
love life. 

A union, huh. 
Locus skimping 
on benefits or 

something?

S�ms suspicious, 
right? But the house 

was empty, d�rs 
locked, no forced 

entry, and no one but 
the vic on camera 

a
 night.

Organizing 
a union there, 

t�.

But 
unle­ they’re 

ro
in’ out an 
invisible ma-- 

hey!

Sure. 
g�d for 

Locus.

…if not 
for our li�le 

a�ident. kinda 
convenient, you 

know?

Right.

Yep. ‘Cept 
for his cat, 

I gue­.
He live 
alone?

Basica
y 
a nerd--fit 
right in at 

Locus.

on the... 
bio-interface 
team? bUT THEY 

CAN’T TE� US what 
that is. 

Or it 
Could 

have...

Employ�s 
get benefits. But 

most of these guys 
are, like, permanent 
temps, with crazy 

contracts.

the union’s 
a big deal--I’D 
HEARD ABOUT it. 
Might actua
y 

ha�en. 



Can someone get 
this animal ou�a my 

go�amn crime scene? 
Trying to do my 

go�amn job and 
this li�le…

it is 
his cat, 
right?

Why 
no li�er 

box?

did he 
train it to 

use a toilet? 
or go out 

back?

These 
tech guys, 
I swear...

You know 
what I can’t 
figure out?

We�, 
they’re taking 

their sw�t-a­ 
time, aren’t 

they? 
just grab it, 
Kid! shove it 

in a closet or 
something.

We did 
ping Animal 
Services... 

Jesus, the 
fancier these 
phones get, the 
more go�amn 

fragile...

of course, 
sir. Data sec 

confirmed.

we got 
digital vet 

records and 
everything.



I know 
I’m mi�ing 
somethin’ 

here...

Can we 
get back 

to busine�, 
please?

enough 
about the 

cat.

FiNE.
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Though you wouldn’t know 
that from m
ting the 
people who wrote it.

A womb
in which to 
gestate the 
future, they 

said.

They say in the begi�ing 
was the word, and the 
word was with God.

We�, the word was 
at the end, t�.

Only it wasn’t 
with God.

They were smart 
enough, I gue�.

They knew 
humanity would 
k
p pu�ing the 
tails of disease, 

war, and 
disaster…

…until one of 
them would turn 

around and 
swa�ow us 

whole.

They sc�ped up 
a� their venture 
capital and went 

underground.

Built their new 
world in the 
guts of the 

old one.
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But our founders 
had their own god, 

one that had led 
them to su
e�.

We had to be sorted into 
competing pods that 
would wage a peaceful 
war of i�ovation and 

self-improvement.

…We’d thrive in it.

Omnipresent, it blinks 
out every step of our 

founders’ grand 
experiment.

Hence The Tabernacle, 
equal parts holy writ
and self-help tutorial.

The old gods 
had failed, led 

us to ruin.

Competition.

it wasn’t enough to select 
us based on our genetic 

health and diversity.

Or to shelter us 
from the lethal 

atmosphere 
above.

We would
hone ourselves 
against each 

other for 
generations.

We’d not only survive 
armage­on…



But I knew 
something only 
The Tabernacle 

knew.

But only the pod wi�ing to 
sacrifice their own children 
would be mora�y fit to raise 

the remainder.

k�z�—
probably think we 
don’t understand 

what we’re 
doing—

And spurs the Evens and O�s 
to make themselves the last, 

best hope of humanity.

And it works.

I’m the only security o�icer in 
the bunker, and I’ve never even 

had to draw my weapon.

I simply maintain the 
Tabernacle and secure 

the compound.

The coming generations would 
overburden the system years 

ahead of schedule.

Someone 
had to go.

So, in a tangled fit of
Old-Testament wisdom and 

spartan objectivism, The 
Tabernacle decided that one 

pod’s children must die.

With the touch of a bu­on, 
any parent could authorize 
a signal painle�ly ki�ing 

their entire pod’s kids.

Of course, days of 
agonizing began

in both pods.

Arguments overheard 
by the children.



But if
you're wi�ing 
to let half of 

us go, you don’t 
deserve any

of us.

Who knew 
its every 
square 
inch.

…We don’t 
want to go 
there with 

you.

Or maybe they 
underst�d 
perfectly.

But I can’t 
go back.

Their parents’ war 
is now m�t. I’ve 

sto�ed the 
ki�ing.

Children who could, with 
a stolen code, enter 

the Tabernacle…

…And alter its 
progra�ing 
such that if
a single ki� 

code were sent, 
both pods’ 

children 
would die.

Maybe it was
just meant as a 
warning. Maybe 
they didn’t truly 
understand the 

stakes.

k
z�—
what the 

Tabernacle 
has pla�ed 

for us.

The Tabernacle’s 
teaching is the 

same poison that 
drove us into 

hiding.

Children 
who grew 
up in the 
bunker.

if that's the kind of 
poison you want to 

bring into the 
future…



As for why the 
kids left their 

me�age for me 
to discover…

…it’s only a ma�er 
of time before the 
survivors deduce 
just how the kids 
got a�e� to the 

Tabernacle.

Before they
learn just whose 
security code was 
exposed by their 
own a�empted 

tampering.

Before they learn 
who tried to alter 
the Tabernacle’s 
program to save 
their own child.

And instead 
d�med them 

a�.



DUSTIN WEAVER_DUSTIN WEAVER_
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“Four days since the crash, we 
sti� haven’t made contact 
with the others.

C’mon,
Garcia—I s�

it down
there…

...but we
don’t rea�y

have a choice,
do we?

Say no
more, we’re 

starving. I’m 
down to try.

“I can only hope 
they survived.”

Nothing on 
the co�s 

yet?
Nothing.

I wouldn’t hold out 
hope on hearing from 
the others, the relay 
probably went down 

on impact.

Proust, do 
you rea�y 

think—

I don’t 
know…

if we don’t
eat something 

s­n—
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Then we
be�er hustle, 
we’re losing 

light.

if they’re
anything like the ones on 

Sol-3 we should be fine. I do 
have some concerns about 
parasites…bacteria…

Copy
that, Mi�ion 
Specialist.

There,
l�k!

Take one of 
these, we’ve 
go�a move 

quickly.

it’s about two 
klicks out from 

our position.

They could 
be toxic—

Right now my main 
interest is ge�ing us 

some calories.



Ready?

Go!

Hit
it!

G�d! K�p 
sta�ing!

You think 
these’� 
work?

I’m not
a biologist, 

Garcia.



We can only hope 
their portion of the 

craft maintained 
integrity upon 

impact.

This is actua	y 
amazing! Like a 

fancy steak!

Garcia? 
Proust? You 

lived?!

What 
ha�ened 
to you?

it isn’t bad…
you think the 

others—

The
ship split

in half.

Chateaubriand, 
undertones of sha	ot, 
demi-glace, a dash of 

lemon bu�er…

I didn’t know you were 
such a gourmand, 

Navigator—

Martin?!
is that you?!



You don’t 
understand!

Oh god, how 
much did you 

have?

We did the 
same thing…

you…you…

That…that
was Lacey…

Yes, it’s me, put that 
down! Now! Hey! What 

the fu—

What’s ha�ened to
you, Martin? Where are 

the others? Lacey… 
Jones…

You didn’t eat 
much, right?

it…changes 
you…



You’re 
eating Pe�y 

O�icer 
Lacey…

There’s something 
te�ibly wrong 

with this place!
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Perhaps you ought to 
stay home at Marsh 
Camp and leave the 

hunting to 
L�k Far and 

me, h�?

…You’d like to 
be alone 

with that one, 
is that it?

Your dart—Bah! HiS
dart didn’t
even hit it

at a�!

I am 
certain this is 

my dart!

L k and learn, 
young one! A clean 

strike and g d 
ki�!

And so what
if I would?

He’s handsome 
enough…

“L�ks G�d” 
would be as fine 
a name for him,

ha ha!

Did you hear 
that, L k Far?

Yours has barely 
stuck in the haunch, 

much g d that did us!
P�t! That 

was MY dart 
that brought 

it down, 
Sl
ping 

Bear!

L k, you
can s� my mark. A 

spa�ow for Spa�ow!

Hmpf…



it’s b�n two 
whole su�ers 
since his mate, 
Rainbow, died.

I’� find a
match for you yet, 

Quiet One! You can’t 
stay on your own forever!

L�k! 
The hunters 

are back!

We� then, what 
about Sl�ping 

Bear?

M�. That’s your 
reaction? Come 

now! Give me 
something!

I’m doing just fine on my 
own, Sw�twater…

He’s a
g�d man,
if you can 

stand those 
scars!

Mama! 



This
Thing is NOT
of the Land.

But
wi
 you 
hear me 

now?

We a
 know that the Land provides. 
To the antelope, the Land gives the 

su�er gra�. To the fox, the le�ing. 
To the hunter, the spear. What has the

Land given the People now?

Perhaps it’s 
the bones from 

some giant 
bird?

This is no bird.
it is hard. harder than 

any bone I’ve s�n. 
And sharp…sharper than 
blackstone…S� how

I cut my hand on
its edge? this thing 

was made, 
not born.

But
who made 

it, and 
why?

Have you 
s�n a thing 

like this 
before, 
Hazel?

Not in my life, nor in my 
mother’s day before that.

Quiet 
One?!

Yes, elder…I usua
y 
k�p my counsel. 

most would ca
 my 
name we
- earned.

I was an outsider, but 
the People t�k me in 

when I came here nearly 
five su�ers ago.

in my time of n�d
you helped me…And
I wi
 never forget 

that kindne�.

And so I f�l
it is right that I listen 
to you, and learn your 

ways, and speak
li�le.

You are one of 
the People now, 

Quiet One. We 
listen.



“But the thing ca�ied a sickne� in 
it. We grew i
, the f�d spoiled, 

and s�n we went mad and turned 
against each other. 

Brother slew brother, and 
mothers drowned their children.

We are safe in 
the Land, and the 

Land provides…

…it breaks
the balance of

the Land.

That is
the only 

way…

“You a
 know that I came
from another group…A di�erent 
People. We spoke another tongue 

and hunted far from here, in
the forest to the east.

One day, a woman from our vi
age 
found...a thing. 

“it was hard and burnt and as 
sharp as blackstone, and we 

thought we might make 
something from it, t�ls or 

weapons, we knew not what. We 
only knew it was strange and 
new…and perhaps exciting.

Here we are, 
in the center, 
the People.

What
would you 
have us do, 
Quiet One? 

Burn
it?

No. We must take
 it away from 

here and bury it 
with stones.

“I ran away in fear, and when
I l�ked back, I saw that my 

vi
age was aflame. I kept on 
ru�ing, and Two turns of the m�n 
pa�ed before Sl�ping Bear found 

me and brought me back here.
L�k Far says the land provides…
But this Thing is not of the Land.”

“

But this 
Thing…



<Nour. How 
nice of you to 
phone home 

for once.>



<we�, Some of
the subjects found

the thing! I just 
barely convinced
them to scrap it.>

<oh, calm 
down.> 

<Problem
solved, then?>

<not to mention 
endangering the whole 
multigenerational 

experiment! 
You’re damn lucky that 
I was there to clean up 

your me�.>

<Are you joking? 
On-the-ground research has 

b�n a crucial part of the 
Preserve's mi�ion 

since day one.

<Some might
say that your style

of research is just as 
anachronistic as 

your subject ma�er. 
Not very a�ealing 

to our funders, 
I go�a say.>

<Duncan! 
What

the fuck 
is going 

on?!>

<The drone encountered 
some kind of electromagnetic 

interference. 
Couldn’t be helped.>

<Go�amn it, Duncan, 
I told you those 

survei�ance flights 
were t� big a risk! 

<Why was it even in this 
part of the Preserve? 

this is MY te�itory!>

<I wouldn’t cast 
stones if I were 

you, Nour.>
<There’s

nothing you’re doing
down there that can’t be 
done be�er by remote 

survei�ance, and 
you know it.>

<Control
is this close to 

pu�ing you out of 
your li�le field 

study.>

<Fuck, the founding generation
of clones was hand-raised 
by embe�ed researchers!

<There’s no way 
we‘re going to
understand the 

subjects’ emerging 
culture by just 

watching them 
from afar.>

<is that a 
fucking threat, 
Doctor Warner?>

<it’s a fact, 
Doctor 

Ghorbani.>

<A culture that 
your very presence 

is certainly 
tainting.

<You nearly 
blew five years of 
embe�ed research!



<And k�p 
your fucking 

drones OUT of 
my sector!>

Not of 
the Land…

<fuck this, I don’t
have time for another pi�ing 

contest with you, Duncan. 
I’m sending you the wreck’s 

c�rdinates… 

<Have a covert team 
come in and extract 

it this fa� when 
Study Group 3 

heads to the southern 
hunting grounds.



Stay sti�, 
p�a�.

I �uld hope 
so! P�a� b�ce 
you�elf, o�y? 
We don’t r��y 
k�w w­t � 

expect.

And �nce
you are t� ��t 

human t�t subject 
� recei� t�� �w 
�nticular implants 

�fore t�y’re
open � ma� 

market…

We� t�n
open your e�s, 
Mr. Mendo�.

Lu�y man.
I �ar you’� �en on 
t� waiting �st for 

ten �a�.
Y�h. 

Ho�stly, my 
�� �g�d 

me up.

int��ting.
So � d�p d�ire 
� �e t� �rld 
for you�elf, 

t�n?
B�n b�nd

my who� ��.
I �e t� �rld 

e¢ctly how
I �ed �.

So why t� 
su£en �ed 

� �e? My ¤me
came up. And my

�� Thinks it’� �lp 
me. it’s a �eing
man’s �rld.

isn’t it?

Ha¦y ��,
­¦y ��. I get 
it. O�y. I’m just 
slowly re¨ving 
t� synt�tic ��r 

o� la�r at
a time.

Can you �e 
any sort of 

�ght?

Um… 
may�?

I can…is
it ge«ing 
bright�?

Legal asked me
� remind you--T� 

REViX Cor��tion 
isn’t �ab� for any 

®mag� t­t
may incur.

I und�--

We can
�t ¯a�nt� t�re 

�n’t � �de e°ects or 
lasting ®mage, or e�n 

if this proce±re
�� �rk.

Hey! I �g�d
t� wai�r. Just… 

I wa³a �e. 
P�a�.
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Oh my…
God.

You’re �eing
t
 �rld in a way 

e�n I can’t.

I just…I didn’t 
think it �uld � 

so inten�.

Like I said…

it’s o�y � � 
o�rw
lmed.

I just…
I ��r imagi�d 

t
 �lo� �uld 
l k so…

Tho� �n�s are capab� 
of proc��ng �lor in 
t
 �ght spect�m t�t 

are imp�ceptib� �
t
 human e�.

Take a minute and absorb 
it. A lot of r��rch went 
in� t
�. Just �ke any 

of our pro�cts.

How �ch
�� t
� �st
w
n t
y � � 

market?

T
� spe��c 
implants? Not my 
department. But I 

�uld imagi� at �ast 
�ft�n mi�ion 

credits.

I can’t 
��e� it.



“...You’re a 
lu�y man.”

Can’t you 
�e it?

No…

T�m…Tho� 
bugs.

T�y said
I’d � ab�

� �e things
� o� el� 

�uld…

I only �e 
you, Ma�eo. 
Ha�y. T t’s 
a­ I �ed
� �e.

Ba�. I’�
��r �en you 

�ke this. W t are 
you l�king

at?

S� 
w t? T� 
tr�s?

I don’t �e 
anything. Are 
you sure t� 
implants are 

�rking
right?

You r�­y don’t �e 
t�m? T�y’re so… 

�autiful.



You lu�y 
�stard.

We�, it �rked 
out for Ma�eo. 
T�t’s a� t�t 

ma��s.

I’m just glad
t�t I don’t �� � 

�lor �ordi�te your 
dr ­� any�re. Come 

on. Let’s � � �d.

Man.

Gu s I’� 
get u­d
� it…

Ho�y, I’m so�y. 
I’� �ard ho�or 

s�ri  about Revix 
and t� human 

trials.
Some �y

in Georgia �t
maimed w�n t�y 

t ted tho­ elastic 
tendons! 

Be�a. Why 
didn’t you 
te� me you 

w�e so 
�autiful?

it’s just tho­ �w 
implants. T�st me, 
t� �w�� �� 

w¡r o¢.

Not ¤kely. 
T�nk you for 
talking me in� 

this.

3 A.M.

Neil didn’t 
e�n ¥t me 
¦gn up!



Silvia!
Get up!

Huh? 
Ma�y…

T�re’s 
�thing 
t�re.

Silvia!

AhHhH!

it’s… 
t�y’re…

Ba�, �thing’s t�re! 
it’s o�y. Should we 

ca� t� doc�r? 

Don't you 
 e t�m?!



“Mr. Mendo�… 
I’m �t sure
I und
stand.”

T�t’s 
right.

“E	ry night.”

And why don’t you try 
 �n 
away w
n this �	ens? Why 
do�n’t your �� �el it?

May� t
y’re 
s�d�ng us?

Let’s sc
�  
a­t
r b�in 

scan.

T
y �me. 
E�ry night.

T
� 
tentac  

a�en things 
t�t only 
you can

�e.

T
re’s something
in tho� tentac s. T
y 
pa�lyze you. Put you 
 

s ep. Or something.
I think t
y’re…

L�k, t
� �w 
implants are �ing 


 a�ect your abi�ty 

 s ep until you 
get u�d 
 it. And 
w
n you’re s ep- 

depri�d, you
�e things
t�t aren’t

t
re.



I don’t
want � �e t�m. 
T�y �me e
ry 
night. I can’t--

Now you’re
blaming me? Ma�eo, you

�
 an implant in you t�t only 
bi�io�ir  can a­ord! And 
you want � throw it away?

Silvia, p�a�-- 
don’t �. I’m 

so�y.

No, �
�--p�a�! 

No!

W�t if I get 
t�m taken 

out?

Ba�. S�p talking c�zy.
We went � t� doc�r. T�y 

said it’s �thing. T� 
implants �� sort 
t�m�l
s out.

We paid a lot of ��y for t�t 
law�r � explain t� �nt�ct � us. 

You k�w it’s �n-re
�ib�.

T�re �s �
� a way. I didn’t 
e
n want t�m. 
You made me--

Just…I’m �ing 
� s�ep on
t� sofa.



J�us.

He �g�d
t� �nt�ct. T�y

stay in. S� it � t� 
end. A� �ta is

�od �ta.

T�y �me
for you �o, you 
k�w. T�y �me
for e rybody.

“Just…just �a� 
me alo�. P�a
.”

I don’t k�w. We’  �n e ry 
t�t we can. But �’s in�stent. 
He t�ly ��e s � �� t��… 

things…�ming � pro�
him. Us.

F�nkly, �th
t�� delu�ons and 
��u��tions…I can 
only think it’s ac�al 

psycho�s.

Fu�ing
��, t�� �i�a

�gs get c�zi� by t� �y. 
Only �ok him a �nth � 
� �mp�tely bonk�s.

He wants 
t� implants 

out.

S�’� �me 
¡�. Just �¢a 
gi  �r some 

time.

I don’t want �r � �me ¡�.
I don’t want � �e tho� things… 

how can s� s�ep through it?

You
�¢a get 

some s�ep, 
man.



My dearest Silvia. | 
know you think | was 
the lucky one, being 
chosen for this 
procedure.

Truthfully, the only time
| ever really felt lucky was 
when | met you. My world
felt complete. | never needed 
sight for that to be true.

But now | have
the sight.

AUgh!



And | don’t 
have you.

| should have said
no to you. No to this.

The truth is…you’re the lucky 
one. You can’t see what | do. 
But |’ll fix it.

And then maybe 
we can be happy 
again…

When all | know
is the dark.



RAMON VILLALOBOS_





GRAPHY DEPT.

XINO IS A FULL-COLOR ASSAULT 
ON THE SENSES, BUT WE 
WANTED TO SHOWCASE SOME OF 
THE INCREDIBLE BLACK-AND-
WHITE WORK THAT HAPPENS 
BEFORE THE COLOR IS ADDED!



ANDRÉ LIMA ARAÚJO_



MOLLY MENDOZA_



NICK CAGNETTI_



ARTYOM TRAKHANOV_



PHIL HESTER & ERIC GAPSTUR_



L I K E  X I N O ?

_XINO CREW__XINO CREW__XINO CREW__XINO CREW_

L I K E  X I N O ?L I K E  X I N O ?

_XINO CREW_

_CHARLIE ADLARD_[ENGLAND, UK]_CHARLIEADLARD.COMP@CHARLIE_ADLARDN@CHARLIEADLARD_ANDRÉ 

LIMA ARAÚJO_[PONTE DE LIMA, PORTUGAL]_ANDRELIMAARAUJO.COMP@ANDRELIMAARAUJON@ERDNA11_

NICK CAGNETTI_[ARIZONA, USA]_RADICALREALMCOMICS.COMP@FUDGY1NICKN@NCAGS_JIM CAMPBELL_

[ENGLAND, UK]_CLINTFLICKERLETTERING.BLOGSPOT.COMP@JIMCAMPBELL_ZANDER CANNON_[MINNESOTA, 

USA]_ZANDERCANNON.TUMBLR.COMP@ZANDERCANNONN@ZANDER_CANNON_ANDREW CARL_[CALIFORNIA, 

USA]_ANDREWCARLCOMICS.COMP@ANDREWMTCN@ANDREWTHECARL_CHRIS CONDON_[NEW JERSEY, USA]_PN@

CHRISTOPHCONDON_MICHAEL CONRAD_[OREGON, USA]_MWCONRAD.COMPN@MICHAELWCONRAD_MELISSA 

FLORES_[CALIFORNIA, USA]_MISTYFLORES.COMPN@MISTY_FLORES_SOPHIE FRANZ_[OREGON, USA]_P@

BALONEYFEATHERS_DAVID HAHN_[MONTANA, USA]_DAVIDHAHNILLUSTRATOR.COMN@DAVID_HAHN_

PHIL HESTER_[IDAHO, USA]_N@PHILHESTER_DANIEL IRIZARRI_[PUERTO RICO, USA]_DIO-03.

TUMBLR.COMPN@DANIELIRIZARRI_JUSTIN JORDAN_[PENNSYLVANIA, USA]_JUSTINJORDANCOMICS.

COM P@JUSTINJORDANCOMICSN@JUSTIN_JORDAN_SHAKY KANE_[ENGLAND, UK]_N@SHAKY_KANE_

SHAWN KURUNERU_[QUEBEC, CAN]_SHAWN-KURUNERU.SQUARE.SITEP@SHAWNKURUNERUDRAWS_DAVID 

LAPHAM_[ARIZONA, USA]_PN@DAVIDALAPHAM_MARIA LAPHAM_[ARIZONA, USA]_N@MARIA_LAPHAM_

MATT LESNIEWSKI_[NEW YORK, USA]_MATTDRAWSCOMICS.BIGCARTEL.COMP@MATTDRAWSCOMICSN@

MATTLESNIEWSKI_DAN MCDAID_[SCOTLAND, UK]_DAN-MCDAID.COMP@DANMCDAIDARTN@DANMCDAID_

MOLLY MENDOZA_[OREGON, USA]_MOLLYMENDOZA.COM P@MSMOLLYMN@THISISMOLLYM_CHRIS 

O’HALLORAN_[IRELAND]_CHRISOHART.COMN@CHRISOHALLORAN_HAGAI PALEVSKY_[ISRAEL]_LINKTR.

EE/DIALHFORHAGAIPN@DIALHFORHAGAI_RICO RENZI_[NORTH CAROLINA, USA]_NOLONGERMINT.COMPN@

WHOISRICO_ALISSA SALLAH_[OREGON, USA]_ASALLAH.COMPN@SALLATAIRE_FRANCESCO SEGALA_

[ROME, ITALY]_BEHANCE.NETFRANCESCOSEGALAP@FRANCESCO.SEGALA.ARTN@FRANCESCOSEGALA_ALEX 

SEGURA_[NEW YORK, USA]_WWW.ALEXSEGURA.COMP@ALEXSEGURAJRN@ALEX_SEGURA_MATT SHEEAN_

[OREGON, USA]_WWW.MATTHEWSHEEAN.COMP@MATT_SHEEAN_JAMES STOKOE_[BRITISH COLUMBIA, 

CAN]_ORCSTAIN.WORDPRESS.COMPN@HEGOTGRONCH_JORDAN THOMAS_[ENGLAND, UK]_LINKTR.

EEBURNTBARNCOMICS\P@AMPERSAND1988N@JORDAN_J_THOMAS_CARSON THORN_[KENTUCKY, USA]_

LINKTR.EECARSONTHORN\P@CARSONRILEYTHORNN@CARSONRTHORN_ARTYOM TRAKHANOV_[BELGRADE, 

SERBIA]_BIO.SITEOHOTNIGP@OHOTNIGN@VOR_BOKOR_FRANÇOIS VIGNEAULT_[QUEBEC, CAN]_

FRANCOIS-VIGNEAULT.COMP@FRANCOISVIGNEAULT_RAMON VILLALOBOS_[CALIFORNIA, USA]_P@

THERAMONVILLALOBOSN@RAMONVILLALOBOS_MALACHI WARD_[CALIFORNIA, USA]_MALACHIWARDPORTFOLIO.

COMP@MALACHIWARD_DUSTIN WEAVER_[OREGON, USA]_WWW.PATREON.COM/DUSTINWEAVERP@DUSTIN.

WEAVER.ARTN@DUSTINWEAVER12_JASON WORDIE_[CALGARY, CAN]_P@JASONWORDIEN@WORDIEJASON_ 

L I K E  X I N O ?  C A T C H  T H E S E  O T H E R 

O N I  T I T L E S  B Y  X I N O  C R E A T O R S !

TITAN_VIGNEAULT_DEGA_MCDAID_ WONTONSOUP_STOKOE_ WEEABOO_SALLAH_ PINKLEMONADE_CAGNETTI_

FACELESSANDTHEFAMILY_LESNIEWSKI_ THEMANFROMMAYBE_THOMAS&KANE_

L I K E  X I N O ?

X



TRANSMISSION 
ENDED_



FEATURING CONTRIBUTIONS FROMFEATURING CONTRIBUTIONS FROM

_AN INTRAOCULAR 
LOZENGE OF SUBVERSIVE, 

SURREALIST SCIENCE FICTION TO 
CURE YOUR AWFUL AWARENESS 

OF IT ALL. TRY NOT TO WORRY—THE 
INSERTION PROCESS WILL BE GUIDED 
BY THE MEGAWATT BRILLIANCE 

OF COMICS’ BRIGHTEST 
TALENTS AS THEY SLOWLY 
TUNE YOUR HOPES, 

DREAMS, DESIRES, 
PARANOIA, ALIENATION, 
ANXIETY, AND ADRENALINE 
TO PRODUCE THE DESIRED RESULTS.

BECAUSE THE FUTURE  
IS GETTING  

WEIRDER EVERY DAY,  
WE GIVE YOU

CHARLIE ADLARDCHARLIE ADLARD || ANDRÉ ANDRÉ 
LIMA ARAÚJOLIMA ARAÚJO | | NICK CAGNETTI NICK CAGNETTI 
|| JIM CAMPBELLJIM CAMPBELL || ZANDER ZANDER 
CANNONCANNON || ANDREW CARLANDREW CARL | | 
CHRIS CONDONCHRIS CONDON || MICHAEL W. MICHAEL W. 
CONRACONRAD || MELISSA FLORESMELISSA FLORES | | 
SOPHIE FRANZSOPHIE FRANZ || DAVID HAHNDAVID HAHN | | 
PHIL HESTERPHIL HESTER || DANIEL IRIZARRI DANIEL IRIZARRI 
|| JUSTIN JORDANJUSTIN JORDAN || SHAKY KANE SHAKY KANE 
|| SHAWN KURUNERUSHAWN KURUNERU || DAVID DAVID 
LAPHAMLAPHAM || MARIA LAPHAM MARIA LAPHAM 
|| MATT LESNIEWSKIMATT LESNIEWSKI || DAN DAN 
MCDAIDMCDAID | | MOLLY MENDOZAMOLLY MENDOZA | | 
CHRIS O’HALLORANCHRIS O’HALLORAN || HAGAI HAGAI 
PALEVSKYPALEVSKY || RICO RENZI  RICO RENZI || ALISSA ALISSA 
SALLAHSALLAH || FRANCESCO SEGALA  FRANCESCO SEGALA 
|| ALEX SEGURA ALEX SEGURA | | MATT SHEEAN MATT SHEEAN 
|| JAMES STOKOE JAMES STOKOE || JORDAN  JORDAN 
THOMASTHOMAS || CARSON THORN CARSON THORN | | 
ARTYOM TRAKHANOV ARTYOM TRAKHANOV || FRANÇOIS FRANÇOIS 
VIGNEAULTVIGNEAULT || RAMON VILLALOBOS RAMON VILLALOBOS 
|| MALACHI WARDMALACHI WARD || DUSTIN DUSTIN 
WEAVERWEAVER || JASON WORDIE JASON WORDIE | | 

SUGGESTED FOR MATURE READERS

“AN ABSOLUTE WHO’S WHO OF “AN ABSOLUTE WHO’S WHO OF 

RISING CREATORS. EVERY STORY RISING CREATORS. EVERY STORY 

IN THIS COLLECTION IS A BANGER, IN THIS COLLECTION IS A BANGER, 

AND I  CAN’T RECOMMEND  AND I  CAN’T RECOMMEND  

IT ENOUGH.” IT ENOUGH.” —COMICS BEAT—COMICS BEAT

“SCRATCHES THAT ENDLESS ITCH FOR “SCRATCHES THAT ENDLESS ITCH FOR 

WEIRD AND WILD SCI-FI FROM A WEIRD AND WILD SCI-FI FROM A 

SUITE OF THOUGHTFUL AND INVENTIVE SUITE OF THOUGHTFUL AND INVENTIVE 

COMICS COMICS TALENT.”TALENT.”  —AIPT COMICS—AIPT COMICS


