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CHAPTER

-SEVEN

THIRTY



| - ";Mi’ies are 306/0/%444

W;/JYL\I'YC 5.




nle\/ may S‘l‘ar’l' aMT SMqU'
l)vd’ bro‘Hner, watch
them grow.

God, 1
love her little
snores.

I love
the way she
drools.

Tell her
what?

Um, about

a certain

bun in my
womb?

Marko,
we need to
tell her.

Of course,

but, don't we

want to take some

kind of... test

first? Just to ,
be certain? Well, I'm

certain I'm
late.

Plus, T've been
fiending for roast
beef sandwiches, and
those things completely
gross me out unless
I'm knocked up.

We just
need to
be careful,

Pregnancy
is a8 tenuous
thing... especially
between our
species.




says
who? T mean,
our daughter
is hardy as
shit. .
I'm beginning
to think all that
stuff we were taught
about birth defects
in “hybrids” was just
more propaganda to
keep our people
apart.

T But Hazel's

certainly
hope so,
love.

still processing

how to be part

of this family
aqain...

All the
more reason
to give her time
to prepare for

Five years
old and she's
already pulled
off something

I never did.

My little
girl's going
to be a big

sister.

the mext big
plot twist.

We are
s0 fucking

You're : ‘
4

spectacular,
and I'm
lucky. just...

poteatial Saf
harbor .




Whoever said

“u i . - let's
90_'H’m9 there clear out this

s : : T o cannon before

E} L\a”z +h£ Pun ¢ it backfires.

S was a complete | Come

asshole. : . on, you
Ny : bastard...




...sorry,
dearest.

...look
me in the

eye, you
dirty...




 What There had been a time

]vgvi&r?nzg when Sir Robot Ifmol
wanted nothing more
than +0 ‘(i” both Olcl"'\/
Pwm‘fb with his

bar& l'mnols.




Some of

them, Myvuﬂ\/-

Another
romper for
the kid?

How about
some nice
maternity gear
for her mom,
Petrichor?

Get lost,
Izabel.

-nmnk{:u”y, My fo’kb
hod a way o(‘g(m.ui ny
00 people .

I'm busy
‘earning my
keep” for our
new prison
wardens.

AT

&
X

I didn't study
armory for five
years so I could

dress a filthy

Landfallian.

I'm grateful for the ride, but I hope
Alana and that prissy drone of hers
both get sucked out a hull breach.




Besides,
everyone's
first priority
should be

It's obvious
she's still missing
her grandmother...

3/l her friends from
the detention
center.

- =

And do
you think
she's told the
others of my...
identity?

happen to
be trans?

even cares,
Petri?

And Hazel's

S
had to keep the truth
about her owr body a

secret pretty much since
know. she popped. The girl
understands the value
of privacy.

You'd be
surprised what

Do you,
ghostie?

And so am I, but
little kids are way more
adaptable than the rest

of us. Trust me, T've been

sitting for Hazel since she

was a newborn. She'll
be copacetic.

Lady, does N
it look like T give a
shit what anybody’s
got going on below
the waist?




Forgive me, Because,
but if your kind can this is how I Plus, T got
shift into any shape looked the last this sweet shirt
you want, I struggle to time I drew at the final show
understand why you breath. before Pyrosis
choose... that. broke up.

' Never good
when this place

Ah, goes all mood
crappers. lighting.

You were :
alive to see g You \
Pyrosis?! quys, come ¢
| | quick!

Sounds
like something
real bad is
happening!




What One of those
have you \ goddamn fuel
sex criminals arteries we plugged We still have
ruined this over Landfall must have light years to go
time? sprung a /eak. We're before we reach Squire.
suddenly coasting What the hell are we
on fumes. supposed to do?

If i tossho;:rl
spent crash helm
into the furnace, ther:rer uaer'e no
it should generate planets to
just enough thrust land on
to get us into the _
next system. Unfortunately,
there's nothing
there but a couple
of sad little
protostars.

But if
we time things
right, we may be
able to hitch
aride on a
comet.

No. No way
I'm taking

TIs she seriously

suggesting we stop
my child to to refuel on...?
that meat

grinder.




noi'even a humble.
stone 55??“9 across
the wsmos.

Their fractious
weorld was brauﬂh‘f
to ocdec b\/ either
a duly elected
president or &
stcoag -arm dictator,
o/epending who you
asked.

A violent insurcection
inev'\"'aloly rose up,anol the
iatesstellar community wos
forced to choose between o
govenment ond it s

()eo'ale.







And 'H«ough both cacps
would deny it, | Susfed' they
were less motivated
by the resideats of
Phang than what wes

beneath theic Fee‘f.

b""'d‘her You ely on mnq"rw 4,
Scrence, Your ass can't 9;1» .,.,.le.u,(
without FUEL, which this old cor

had i Spades. ‘

Over 4he years, wave after wave
of young soldiers gave their

lives +o easure that
their enemies never

seized contvol of this
' mother lode,

pretty ook o
of H’,‘hm? ?




/'- Its infrasteucture ia shambles, -
e . . . Ph""lﬁ wab |QF+ wlﬂﬂ O/Il\/ ene€
rea e(‘part7 &

... REFUGEE 5.

That's the Maybe it's
last time T'll just because
be able to see \ I can't hear its
home from here \ song like T used
for another to... but I barely
few months. miss the place

. anymore.

Maybe I'm a {
little homesick,
but everyone I love
most is here on
Wreath.




. ls... i
Miss this about my
Gwendolyn. application?

Pri kio
Vi parolas?
Application
for what?

I'm finally old
enough to intern
with a real
Freelancer.

Are you
drunk?

Why would
T let my best
page leave me to
do something
50 stupid?

NI
bezonas
parolr.

ma'am, T want I want
to pay you back * to finish what
for everything  7he Wi/l never
you've done could.
for me.




And T've

Soph, alread
h y saved up
Y‘fc‘;;e Zg’;‘y enough to start If you let
Y paying my union _Me learn from
old. ( dues. a professional, T
know I could take
care of your evil

ex-boyfriend.

But the The whole
rest of reason you haven't
this moon  gotten a better
isn't! job in Wreath High
command yet is
because of your
past with that
traitor.

that sl:mple,

But I'm
done thinking
about Marko and
whatever /itter
he's made with
his dog.




Look,

Vez assures me
that the single best
contract killer working
today already picked
up where The Will
left off.

But,
they were
all killed or...
or abducted
like me.

Sophie,
I'm not here
about my
past.

I need
to ask you
about your

family.

Please,
T know the way
abusive creeps
like Marko think,
and I could --

Because if
you have so much
as a distant cousin
still left on that
comet, you need to

tell them to leave

immediately.

Gwendolyn...?

Why now,
Gwendolyn?

I mean,
it's not like
life could get
any worse

on Phang.




That's
the last of
the exotic

matter.

We should be able to
break Phang's atmosphere
on inertia, but the old girl's
only got enough left in the
tank to fire her landing

thrusters.

. This entire
Landing V' hellhole is an

where, active theater
exactly? of war!

Not
the towns your
cowardly ‘Coalition”
L\ 3lready turned to
rubble.

g
your bloody
pardon.

My unit fought in
Rideout City, and there's
nothing left of that place

but bombed-out old buildings
and mass graves.

Are we
moving P Just
somewl;ere y ' a quick pit
news? stop, little
goob.

EVen/ new world
we visited was an
adveature.




. Nt
adventures ended

worse than this oae.

Splendid,
T'll be cheering
Marko and for your demise

T will make
- 7\ sure the ship's
taken root.

right here.

rest of you
stay with
Hazel.




No point
in you being
tip of this

spear.

Goddammit,
Petrichor!

There's
nothing out
here but
ash and --

What are
you --




Are...
are you folks
missionaries?

Don't What's

: : be scared, your name,
13 son. big quy?
malriéa :
knabo.

And
I'm... I'm
real hungry,
please. Enough
for all of
us?

Oh, honey.
Come with us,
we've got some

food inside.










CHAPTER






What
madness
is this?!

They've

The risen from their
iiﬁﬁlff graves!

Kurti, get
away from
them!

These
undead... I can't
hear the songs

their weapons
usually sing.

No fooling
the fine folks
of Phang.




‘Taints?”

What in
the world
are --

Really?

Because it
seems to me your
immaterial queef
of a pet continues
to serve precisely

zero purpose.

I don't Wings and horns
understand. and ghosts and
androids... working
together?

Fucking
hardly.

It was a
good effort,
Izabel.

Says the You... you
dude who does dare to spy on
nothing but jerk my personal
Off in his room quarters?

Nope,
but T'll consider
that confirmation
of my grossest
suspicions.




You people They're a couple
must be part chgﬁfifnﬁ? of craven deserters
of that death ) masquerading as

> cult. peacemongers.

Finally,
something
Rabbit Ears
and I agree

on.

We're not
terrorists, sir.
My wife and T are
conscientious
objectors.

I mean
no disrespect,
bt we dont our homes
really care who  Were destroyed,
you are. and we've been

wandering this
land for ages.

Please,
all we need
is a little

water.

Oh, we got
lots of sinks
and potties
and stuff in

our tree!

Canl
show them,
Daddy?




These are innocent
people displaced by an
evil war. They're us.

OFf course, \
. T

my heart. Jaae——

)

really want to
turn them away
in front of our
daughter?

I really want Hazel to
survive, which means
getting out of this
quagmire as soon
as possible.

But that
doesn't mean we can't
share what provisions we
have while our rocket
finishes refueling.

This comet'’s
soil is rich with
energy, so it
shouldn't take
long at all.

[ there's one H«inj

Parenfs suck af, it's

estimating how ’ﬂng -
any ac+ivif-7 i5 aoing N Mom and q‘a'al
to take. ' ‘l"nough‘f we'd be 00
Pha"‘j -Ppr o few hours
at most.




We were 'Huecr&
foc six months,

Finish
your dinrners or
I will absolutely

Finish them
For you!




A gift
for you, my
dear girl.

To celebrate
the coming of
your precious

boy.

\

In my culture,
this bracelet is
to be worn until

the day your

son is born.

It's
beautiful,
Jabarah. But
Marko and T
actually don't
krow the

sex of --

Trust me,
I can tell by
the way you
carry him low
in your belly.

And T want
to see you kids
eat your veggies...
especially because
that's basically
all we have.

Well, I'm pretty sure
that's just all the jam
cakes I've been shoveling
into my fat face... but
thank you.

Nonsense,
it is we who
owe you
everything.

T know your
treehouse would have
been able to leave weeks
a4go had it not also been
tasked with providing
for my tribe.




Any news
from the
front?

The nearest

battle rages on...
but still dozens
of clicks from
here.

our
position remains
secure, at least
for now.

No, she's
catching thunder
beetles with
one of her new
playmates.

Because I'm
more concerned
with the enemies
in our midst
than the ones
out there.




Look, T
know Sir Robot
can be a pain in

the ass --

give a good
goddamn
about the
I'm talking  drone.
about the clan
of beasts you
people have
stupidly aligned
with.

Petrichor,
those people
are saints.

We couldn't
have asked for a
better group to

be stuck with.

If my wife has
taught me anything,
it's that there's
no such thing as
“their kind."

You can't
judge an entire
race of people
based on the
actions of --

I just
hope I'm gone
by the time you
find out how
wrong you've
been.

That's what my old
platoon and I thought
When we first encountered
their kind out here.

And then
one of them blew
themselves up
at a checkpoint,
killed three of
my best men.

Yes, I'm
well aware of
your naive
beliefs.




trying to
remember how
to spell this

one. Um...

That fat
one blew up

the world
are you &
doing?




Don't use
your angry
voice.

I'm not You're
angry, I'm hurting innocent
disappointed. creatures? For V.. /> They're
laughs? |\ =< 7 st
bugs.

You
can't “fix"
We... death, Kurti. . God,
we can fix It's -- Jjust shut

'em, Miss up!
Izabel. S

You're
my baby-
sitter, not
my boss.

Why
can't you
ever leave
me alone?

What, like you wece
nevec a vicious litHe
asshole whep you

wese that age ?




No offense,
but Queen
Robot sounds
like 2 cumt.

The Robot
Kingdom has an
old embassy on

the other side
of Phang.

A beheadable-yet-
fair assessment.

It was abandoned
as conditions here
worsened, but if any
fuel reserves were left
behind, I may be able
to pilfer enough to
finally launch us out
of this slough.

As my
mother used
to say, “Kids

is a drag”

Squire's
birthday is in less
Thanks to your than a week, and I
employers, my only have no intention of
son has been left in  missing it. So I've
the care of a mentally decided to take
deficient seal lad matters into my
for far too long. own hands.

But, you'l
have to cross
like a trillion
warzones to
get there.

What
choice do
I have,
phantom?




I appreciate the gesture, but
how the hell would you even be
able to carry anything back?

I wouldn't,
but at least
let me act as
your advance

team.

No point
risking your neck
over stuff that

might have already
been looted from
this joint.

I will never understand
why you're so loyal to people
who have essentially forced
you into indentured
servitude.

the first person -

in my family who As far as I'm concerned, Marko
ever got to leave and Alana have wildly overpaid
the rock where I  for my services. They've treated
was born. ' me like their flesh and blood.

They
showed

me the
universe.




Some hacder

+han others.

j

5%’
A

While my Fm:’y
en)oyed 4he world's
Ian9e5+ P-* S+0|9, H"C

| various forces that
wanted us dead were
still hacd at work,

Cu mi
povas helpr

Knock it
Off, Sweet
Boy.

I get
she ain't your
favorite cat,

but --




Apologies.
Name's
The Will.

A Freelancer?
If this is about
military garbage,
you're probably

looking for my

mother.

Actually,

I'm trying to get
in touch with a gal
named Gwenrdolyn.

You know her?

Rather
She's
my wife.

You're
the creep
showing up on
my doorstep
speaking
Language.




Missus Velour,
I was hoping your,
uh, better half could
tell me where to find

a girl named Sophie.

I left an old Sidekick
of mine with her
and --

Gwen and
her page are
in Cefurbo for

the week.

They're on
High command
business.

What
Kind of
business?




A grizzly What are
boar? you doing so
far from
home, little
quy?




Just
about to ask

you the same
thing




The hell
are you
two?

Oh. Is this about I'm not
my unpaid student interested in
you, Horror.

I'm looking
for a P.O.W.
who escaped
your home world,
a Wreath foot
soldier named
Marko.

They
call us The
March.

And
Bootstraps here
has got a knack for
tracking down fellow
creatures native
to Cleave.

Then how'd you end
up on Phang? Your kind
can only leave home
if soul-bound to a

beating heart...

sorry, fellas, T
hitched a ride here
with a nutty old
spinster looking
for company.

I'm headed
back her way now,
but if there's a
reward for your
quy, we'll definitely
keep an eye out
for --

...like one
belonging to
a newborn
child.




You IB'Ut qu;tt ’
D your lying and tell us
aihfﬁﬁfgﬁgﬁe where Marko and his
as you like to accomplices are hiding,
think. and T swear we'll
let you go.

Then we run
you through
with this.

And if ‘ And there's
I tellyoul | no coming back
still don't know from our kind of
what the fuck killing, so choose
you're talking your next words
about? carefully.

I.. I don't
want tg die I address
agamn. I tell \ the ugly bitch
you every- or the uglier
thing.




Ever\{ nigh'f, lmbel woulof Sax/
the same thing as she tucked

me (N,

"Be A 9aoof 9}{' ‘I’OMO((OuI,..
baut net TOO 3000/. i

No babySiH’Cr‘
sticks around

“\o(eVEf..:




...but +he best ones never
fea“y leave you, do ‘H‘IQY ¢




end chapter thirty-eight
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I was
picking berries
out by the berm
and found this in
the grasses.

Only if you give me
a turn with the sky
goggles you took off

Pretty that dead soldier.

please?

Huh, it's a lot

lighter than

I thought it
would --

T think
s0, but I can't
get the thing to
shoot. Must be
out of ammo.

No fair,
I'm the one
who told you
about that
moon lady's




Missus
Alana said
a cuss.

What
the fuck
is wrong
with you

kids?!




A BL-48 You could have
is not a  Killed yourselves...
toy. or worse, me.

But my jerk
of a drill sergeant
Have you £ made me sleep with
shot one one in Basic.
of those
before?

Don't That

remember a thing
I learned in twelve
years of geography,
but I can still field-
strip one of these

Are...
are you gonna
tell our grand-
mother what

depends. How
are those little
hands of yours

at massaging

blindfolded. we did? swollen feet
and --




~ J g(;
|
74 S ”" Y 4=
Lo
Somebody SN
help me!

W \ AN AT

N —
! \ ’ Don't tell
D th‘: :f:t?cer, ' BN me my bedtime
honey girl? Al 4 stories gave her
\ ) nightmares
R = IS

It's feel her anymore.
Izabel. T think she's
gone.

0N

Q

=

) I'm sure she's
just helping your

mom with the
\ other kids.
11‘\\\




What
the hell have
you done,
Robot?

The girl
is already a
corpse!

It's
not as if she
can be killed
again.

AN

What one I merely suggested
of you indolent  that someone might
comet-lovers check my embassy for
should have done reserves of fuel, and your
specter offered to run
reconnaissance.

sent our
babysitter

Sooner or
later, every last
echo fades.

Even the
loudest thunder
in the deepest
valley.

mean to her
and now she's
dead. 4




Hazel, this
isn't the first
time we've...
misplaced
Izabel.

Daddy’s already

tracked her down
once before, and if 1
could rescue her from
that egg-planet
before it hatched,
I can certainly
find her here.

Your family
witnessed the
birth of a
Timesuck?

Phang nearly
collided with one several
winters aqo, but the
blessings from above

protected --

You people
are welcome to
listen to another
of Jabarah's endless
sermons, but I'm
Off to find the
ghost girl.

No, Marko,
I'm going
instead.

You're a wanted
man, and the ground
between here and the
drone's consulate is
largely controlled by
the same army you
deserted.

Petrichor,
you served just
as many tours
out here as 1

did.

What'll you
say if you run
into a soldier
who recognizes think that
§ will be an
issue.







You haven't taken

Erving. a ‘g/g” in months.
Listen, im And don't think
still on Wreath, the union hasn't
chasing down noticed.
some personadl
stuff between
g/gs.

target isn't
even a baby
anymore, you
old fart.

As soon as
I finish up here,
Il get back to that

high-roller job, those And
enemy creeps with the moories’
High Command
transferred that

assignment to a
‘better-reviewed
Freelancer.”

And worse,
our insurance
quy says you
failed your last
drug test.

For a Iittle
Fadeaway? But, I
kicked everything
harder! I swear
on my --

sorry to
have to break
it to you like
this, pal.

Who, Not those
The Fluke?  psychopaths
The L|ghts?’/\ The March?!




You're welcome to
. Yy try, but it'll have to
shitcanned | be with a different
me? Erv, rep. I decided to
we gotta close up shop.
appeal!

You're
shutting down
the whole
agency?!

speco ne
bonrvena.

O §
ILER /g.l

'~y

What can
I say?/t’s
a lousy time
For our line

of work.

mMr
parolas
al vi!




A few years
back, the powers
that be would always
outsource whatever
wetwork needed
dorng...

~
&

..but these
\ days, both sides
are more than
happy to get

their own hands
dirty.

I mean, the

average schmuck
on the street
doesn’t care what
rightmares his
leaders are green-
lighting anymore,

thinking about
/s his next

vacation, and

frankly, so

Oh, and your weapon
was deauthorized
as soon as the union
removed you from
the database.

You're no
longer cleared to
legally terminate
individuals...

.80
careful what
reighborhoods
you end up in,







Um, I'm
supposed to
be at nighttime
prayers now, but
I wanted to say
hi to you.

T heard Do... do
your sitter  You think
was, like, she's all

missing. right?

Kurti, do
you believe in
Paradise?




Like, where we go
after we die? Sure,
that's where
my mom and
dad and big
sister are.

A lot like
here, T guess...
but you just

Why,
what do you
think?

So what...
what do you
think it's
like?

That
it's all just
a fakey story
they tell. Like
the Feather

get to never
be dead.

Fairy.

The
heck is a
Feather

Fairy?

You
got real
treasure?

The most I

ever got was

a few stupid
marbles.

When I was
real little, T got
scared the first
time one of my
fFeathers fell out.
Like, too scared

to tell anyone
but Izabel.

But she said it was lucky. She
said that the Feather Fairy would
trade me treasure for every
feather I put under my pillow.




The Feather
Fairy gave you
marbles?!

There are no But we
fairies. It's just should be.
like Paradise, We should be
another made-up scared...
lie they tell us
50 we won't be
scared.

T mean,
ghosts can't
even touch
stuff, right?

Izabel
put that stuff

under my pillow.

When I was
asleep.

Yeah, but,
how could Izabel
put something
under a pillow?

...sorry I'm
I called you gonna kiss
dumb. you now,
okay?

‘Q\\-ﬂ‘




‘f“ the beynm'ngl Jove 5 mo‘:‘Hy
abou‘l‘_lying +o each other.




[ts like Hrat 10

the end, too. For the At least let

hate this I promise me accompany
plan. you, T'll be fine you. T could
out there. pretend to be
your captor.

If you're really
going to do this for
us, Petri, at least
do it armed.

I'd sooner die

That
fake prisoner
gaq never works.
Who'd believe one

than be caught

carrying one of
your useless
shit-sticks.

of your kind would
take someone
alive?

No, smartest to
travel alone. If anyone And
stops me, T'll say I'm !

a widow looking for my knowing these
husband’s remains. Sayaﬁgsl Yodu
Certainly wouldn't might nee

be the first. it.

Remember,
you have the
future to think
about.

And you've
surrounded
yourself with
people who
think only of
the past.







Doesn't
look like a
magical

attack.

I'm not
sure it was.
These wounds
were all caused
by android
cannons.

An inside
job?

Who the
fuck shoots
up their own

embassy?

Would you
be so kind as to
find the bottle of
Juniperus in my  I'd prefer to

top drawer? taste something

Ambassador
Robot, 1
presume.

other than my
own bile before
T expire.

We'd be honored
to pour your last
round... as soon as
you tell us exactly
what happened Hmf,
here. always a bloody
cost with you
mercenary types,
isn't there?




Wow, our
grandfather
used to drink

this piss.

My staff and I
recently uncovered
some rather shocking
news that we intended
to share with our
hosts here on
Phang.

I'm afraid
it's far too late
to do anything

with what I
learned.

The plan is
already well
underway.

OR, this is much,
much larger
whatever unlu

Y
bastards you're

after.

Sir, we're
just curious if this
bloodbath might
have anything to do
with our current
targets.

But there was
a... disagreement
with our colleagues
in the Royal Guard
over whether or not
this was the most

prudent course
of action.

If you're
looking to spill
your guts about
something, your
body's way ahead
of you.

They intend to

exterminate every
lIVlTIg creature on

this comet.




Who
the hell is
“they?”

Your
people... or
the wings?

Or are
you talking
about the

horns?

\\\\\“\\\} ARV
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T'd always
wanted to see
how these
freaks drink.




end chapter thirty-nine



CHAPTER



You may be
a good father...
but you're a
terrible man.

Squire,
how could

you say such
a thing?

kill people.
You kill
women.

You even
kill --

No,
how could
you say that
I'm a good
father?







I s'pose.
Least they're
not as boring as
reading sacred
scrolls with my
cousins.

Plus,
we got to
see Izabel

again.

Miss Petrichor
can't find Izzy,
T guess that
makes you the
sitter now.

Wait, for
reals?

£

dreams are
always
creepy,
Kurti.




After the But, T can‘;/-.:?pryou
baby that's inside g "
your mom's tummy do"hfw';;‘ow If you want. It's

comes out? not too hard,

In my
family, the big
kids always help

take care of the
littler kids.

My uncle
gets angry
when we
say that.

He
says life
is never

Fair.

should be! T
just got a mom
and dad aqain,
and now I have
to share them

with a --




You... you
prepubescent
perverts!

T told
you to quit
watching
me sleep!

IP a c\/\a;/\ 15 Oﬂl\/ as
strona as its weakest
link, thea a family 15
moce like a ROPE,

We're lots oPFragilc
little strands, and we
survive by becomag
hopeless|

intertwiaed with
eacw other.




The lf\aFF'le st

-Famihcs ] ever
met were all

‘Ffa\/eal... bu‘f ‘H'\Q\/

were also J‘"‘)Mfr

than a Wangman' s

Nogse.

Retirigr!

You
heard her,
boys!

Fall
back to the
ships!

we'll finish
these bastards
on some other

dung heap!




You forgot
something, my
dear boy!

Jabarah, do you
have any idea why the
Wreath forces to our

north are suddenly
retreating?

I'm afraid
your deployments
never made a
lick of sense
to me.

They
must have
the Landfallians Since
outnumbered when do my
ten to one. people run
from those
odds?




I have all T
need to defend
our position... at
least long enough
for our families
to scatter.

All the more
reason to be
prepared.

In case
those soldiers
decide to run

I'm sorry, but T want
nothing to do with
instruments of death
ever again.

When
Hazel was kidnapped,
I viewed weapons as a
necessary evil. Now I'm
beginning to remember
that they're simply
the latter.

' Everyone

\ born on this
comet knows

how wrong

I'M NOT
FUCKING
SCARED!

Phang may be just a ‘position”

to you, but this world, this land,

/s my family. Her voice has been
quiding us for generations.

Like you,

T pray violence
can be avoided, but
if the worst should
come to pass... we

must be ready to
protect a// our
loved ones.

To our ears, a blade r_./

that's slain hundreds Any tool
sings a melody no is only as “good”
different from one or “evi/” as the
that has never left , person who wields

its scabbard. it. You musn't be
) scared to --




That's
Ah. T see the thing. It
how hard it wasn't hard
would be to at all.
take up arms
again.

Forgive
me.

It's difficult
being back here.
Phang is the first Holding that sword was
battleground where never anything less than
I... where 1 killed exhilarating. 1 felt as alive
someone. as I did holding my daughter
for the very first time.

Financial
independence...

More so,
on my worst
days.




They
don't call it
“Front-channel”
diplomacy,

Your
meeting is in
there?

Malfermita
sésamo.

..tell my
wife T died
somewhere

” Now stay exotic.

out here, no
matter what, and
if T don't come
out in fifteen
minutes...




Well, well,
well.
You
must be the
mysterious
Gwendolyn.

Obviously,

this meeting never
happened.




T don't
do business
with those
hairless sacks
of piss.

Calm yourself,
Gale. I only brought
her to save you the

trouble of opening this
box for inspection,
potentially releasing
what's inside.

Instead, T
solemnly swear
that this is
exactly what
you assholes
requested.

Don't worry about
the bluebloods. They'll
do whatever we say. 4

My concern
is for the rest
of Phang.

If this plan
works, how can
we guarantee that
civilians won't
be harmed?

You
realize its contents
are useless so long as
the Robot Kingdom's
satellites --




our bosses will
spend as much political
capital as they have to
relocate as many locals
as they can to whatever
allies don't have the
clout to tell them
to fuck of¥.

is first and fore-
most about bringing
a dignified close to a
theater of war that's

already cost both

Is that all
Phang is to
you demons?

“Theater?”

our sides way too

If you're so concerned
about preventing needless
deaths, maybe start with

your own.

Anything
goes wrong with
this, Wreath High
Ccommand will have
you quietly executed
long before you can
rat them out to
the press.

Bet you
never wanted
that cat to open
its disqusting
mouth more,
huh?

Most of us +hiak
we can hide our
wenkaesses from

the world, and
Some‘}imes, we're
!‘ioh‘f,




But onky if we're very,
very steeng.

Lose
something,
dearie?

Tell me
your story,
and perhaps

I can help.




Merely
animpartial " we bluecaps
observer.  gre planted in
places of conflict,
to remember
tales of battle
for future --

Sorry,
Jjust because this
place is suddenly a
ghost town doesn’t
mean any actually
reside here.

Evacuated
from Phang. Some
of their own free

will, most at
gunpoint.

Actually,

the real

question
is...

I
looking for

friend. You see

spirit pass
this way?

All these
people.




..where
are we
going?






My
old nemesis I thought
Weird Park you'd fi gally
Belly Line. , peen vanquished,
but it appears
that --

Is
anything the
matter?




Have you
just been
standing

there?

You're
not having
contractions,
are you?

I'm
relieved to
hear that.

I was
hoping we
could speak
in private.

Yeah,

I'm not really
comfortable with
the amount of
shirts in here,

50 --

You're...
you're high,
aren't you?

This kid
just kicks
like a son of
a bitch.

You know,
my parents
never let me

have a pet.




Where the
The hell did you get
opposite of war Fadeaway?!
may be fucking,
but that doesn't
mean peace is As a
a fiction. matter of fact,
T've just realized
a surefire way
to achieve it.

Mn? Yes, T
kept the last of
Yuma’'s stash for T still
safekeeping. have another
square if you'd
care to --
For the
first time, I
can see myself as
I really am, with
all my countless
sins in highest
definition.

Never
touched the stuff T don't know what
myself... until about that crap does to brains
five minutes ago. Or like yours, but I promise
two hours. It's hard that you're not thinking
to tell, isn't it? straight right now.

And I finally
understand why
T have feelings

for you.




How
dare you
point that

shit at
us.

All T ask
is that you You're a
be still. goddamn
father.

That's precisely why
I need to do this. What
You see, my feelings - an excellent
for you aren't sexual, mother you
though I may have = will be.
confused themas £ |
such at first.

Now I know
that I fell for you
because of what an

excellent mother
you would be to
\ my son.




Please
help him be a

better man
than I was.




end chapter forty



CHAPTER



We're
all gonna
die.

B And I don't
mean, like,
: eventuslly.




Petrichor?

What
happened,
my good
woman?

Dearie, you can't "
believe everything you
wrestle out of those

bluecaps. They're as
unreliable as they
are aggressive.

We're about
to crash into
a goddamn
Timesuck.

That's what T
feared the /ast time
Phang approached such
a heavenly body. But you
must have faith that
God will again keep our
homeland safe.

And
this is her
punchline.

T found no
sign of Izabel, but
I did... persuade one
of your local fungi to
tell me why everyone is
suddenly abandoning
this pinball.

I saw it, Jabarah,
a real Timesuck... its
hideous fucking face

just cresting the

horizon.

S0 unless
you people have
been sitting on
enough fuel to get
us off this comet,
we'll be pulled into
the giant's orbit
within the
hour.

Mind your tongue,
Petri. T respect your
secrets, but T won't
tolerateF blasphemy




I... I relieved
Marko a quarter
rotation ago, so he
could finally round
up Hazel and Kurti

' for bedtime.

Did I do
something
wrong?

How long
have you been
on lookout?

It's subtle,
but T swear I
smell something
unfamiliar... just a
whiff of body wash,
the expensive
kind.

Or am
I losing my
mind?




Sir Robot,
please!

..instead of
merely pursuing
what I want.

If... if you
hurt yourself, your
son will be haunted
for the rest of his
life. You don't want
to do this!

No, but
perhaps it's
time I finally
do what's

right...

What...
Ew, is that what am I
supposed to revealing?
be me?/

I implore
you, look
away!




He's drugged
Easy... no out of his mind,
one's going to
hurt you.

Grab the
iFle-ray from the
oset-c/ay before
he does something

stupid.

no need to

bring more
weapons into

this, love.

Whatever's
going on here
can be resolved

without --










Granted, for Hae
average kid, thase
acts ace Mo%‘”\/

FictionAL...

v and anlike the
real deal, fictional
violence (¢ cool
as shit,

Ready or 7
not, here And if
I come.  vou jump out
and scare me
again, I will
punch you.

S0, we
playing hide-
and-seek or

sardines?




I always I mean,
hated why mess with
sardines. a classic?

And if you tell
us how to find the
They Family we're after,
call us The | 'we swear we won't your
March. hurt you or your breaths is

loved ones. terrible.




If that's
how it's

gonna be.

As duly licensed
representatives of
our clients in Wreath
High Command, we kindly
request an audience
with Foot Soldier
Marko!

Ladies and
gentlemen!




We know
you and your
blood are
here.
Bootstraps
followed the stench
of your pet ghost
straight to this
dump.

Oh, and
by the by, we
already executed
your little
phantom.

And you
best believe
we’ll do the
same to this
brat...

...unless you
and your fam
come out, come
out, wherever
you are!

The $?9Wf of
actual violeace
Sucksl butit's

the S0UND fhat
alwayg bothered

me most.




To this day, | still
Pre{-‘er }he sileace
of space to the

rhythmic din of -

A

woelds like My Mom's
0\40( Jm/'s.

No, for the
good of Wreath,
we're strategically
coordinating with
associates of opposition
forces on actions
involving a third-
party world.

Reace always sounded
nice... but peace and

thid— is fue drearm.

S0 now we're
collaborating
with Landfall?

Yeah, sounds
like a fancy way of

saying we're helping
the enemy.

Be that
as it may, talk
like that will get
us both thrown in a
labor camp at best,
50 keep your
mouth --

You're
all grown
up.




You look...
unwell.

Is
that really
you?

Just
goin' through

a rebuilding
phase is all.

the hell are
you doing
here?

Haven't been Will, you Which is whyi
the same since can't do that T thought the
me and my old to Sophie. girl could also
partrner went It's been come along, learn

Was hoping
to make things
right with her
again.

our ways. to be a proper
Freelancer

like me.

years. She and
Lying Cat have
bonrded.




The
Will's right,
Gwendolyn.

VWeII, technically
T ain't fully licensed
at the moment.
But I could
start fresh with
Soph, show her
the ropes as T set
things right with
my union.

You make it
sound like she'd be
a fucking plumbing
apprentice.

I'm
not letting

you turn this
child into
a -

Old enough
to make my
own decisions,
at least.

T will
always be in your
debt for rescuing me
from the nightmare
I was trapped in,

The Will.

But working
with Gwendolyn has
shown me there are
ways to change the
lives of millions, not
just the individuals
men like you are

paid to hurt.

My place is
here on Wreath...
but if L.C. wants
to go with you, I

won't stand in
her way.




What
do you say,
cat?

You can't
just show up out
of the blue and
then disappear,

That ain't
my handle
anymore.

Good luck
with your
politicking,
ladies.




What am
I gonna do?
What am T

gonna --

Get out here
Last with the rest of
warning, your freakshow
creep! $ before we slice
this mammal
open!




Hurt
the boy, and
I separate

you two.

Painfully.

You must
be Marko's
twisted Fuck
buddy.

And hey,
it looks like
she let him
knock her

up again.

Then you clearly have no idea how
much the moonies are willing to spend
to have you and Marko eliminated.

still, you're lucky
we found you before
someone working for
your side did.

Unlike the
wings, the horns
actually want your
filthy half-breed
kid alive.

Whoever is
paying you people,
I can get you
double to leave
us alone.

That dickbag Marko
took off with our girl

...maybe we
weeks ado.

can cut a deal for
the other “ha/f-
breed” he left
me with.

But if you
promise to let
the rest of
us live...

Huh, that's
actually a pretty
fair proposal.




Our intel says
we're on a bit of a
> ticking clock here,
50 why don't you cut
the bullshit and tell us
where your firstborn
is stashed?

But
we'll pass,
thanks.

radius is too
tight.
Creator,
I beseech

Can't
squeeze off 3 W Too0r

shot without Of --
killing the
boy, too.




Cute prank,
shorty.

Now get
your narrow
butt down here
and kiss your
mama...

...goodbye?







espe(_ially because violeace seems to

have 50 Much in common with an

untreatable VENEREAL DISEASE.

The late D.Oswald Heist
once Said that the oFeosi'fc

of war is FUCK’NC, but
I'm ot 50 sure...

|t burrows Aeep inside of
Qvecyaae it touches, flaring
up aga'm and aom’:/\
Yo hurt others...




A vm‘m the o’a\l it ‘Fina“\/
consume § its hosis

W |



end chapter forty-one



CHAPTER



What do
you think
hell will be
like?



V' We aren't
damned,
Sophie.

Not unless
one of the countless
lives we just saved on
Phang turns out to be

a mass murderer
or something.

But, that
jerk with the wings

said they might not
be able to get all
the civilians off my
old comet before...
you know.

7.

L/

but like your own
family, how much
longer would those
poor souls have
lasted?

Trapped
in the endless

crossfire of some
asshole despot and

whatever underfunded
resistance he's up
against this
month?

It varies
by battlefield,

obviously. I can't
give you an exact

number.

T recognize that a
war can't be won witho
casualties, Gwendolyn

®)

ut It's just, how

. do you know
how many are
too many?

But there
are some things
you do know for
sure?

Like,
there really
being a
hell..?




reserved for
the bastards
= _ who started
Of course ste

hell is real.

Not a
word of this
in front of

T wouldn't have

even mentioned it,
but I've been having
these bad dreams,
and I --

Y
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Hle alwnyﬁ

had a difficult
time with the

concept of X




n\oﬁ'j how everyone used to
describe My own ﬁomv;!y, 50 the
wocd kind of lost its power

over the years.

il

Look, life 's short and hardl, and
most €olks areju5+doin9 theis
best 15 muddle through it.

Even the pecple
who despise ws.




Alive,
Alana... / no thanks to
her baby...? 3 you. You nearly
: killed me, Robot.

You nearly got
us a// killed.

ﬁ’ So why the
— . bloody fuck
& @ haven't you cut
off my head

yet?




If she hadn't
encountered those Freelancer
dicks, T might never have found
their vehicle outside our camp.

Why in
the name of
all that's sane
haven't we Because
fled yet?! Marko's wife and
child are waiting for
the pack of locals
they foolishly
offered a ride.

He'll be
cleaner to
execute once
we're out in
a vacuum.

Petrichor,
you just saved
our --

Hold your
congratulations
for if and
when we've
escaped that
TimesuckK.

Wait, we're
headed towards
one of those
monstrosities?

As if this
overcrowded
treehouse
couldn't smell
any worse.




What are
you working on,
sweetheart?

A
thank-you
card. For
Daddy.

For
shooting up
the bad quys

who killed
Tzabel.

Praise be. 1
feared I wouldn't
get a chance to

return Marko's
blade.

That's... Miss
that's s0 nice, Jabarah?
Hazel, but I'm not <
sure your father : Where's
will want to -- Kurti? Where's
still here! everyone?

I'm afraid we
won't be coming
with you, love.




We
appreciate the
invitation, but

my family has no
intention of ever
leaving Phang.

Phang is
fucked!

I'm sorry,
but open your
eyes! This
world is about
to end!

Jabarah, even if you T'll miss your
our home do somehow survive family, but don't
has been spared this, there's nothing fret for mine. The

annihilation before, X creator will provide,
and I have faith we here for you P

/ : Your just as he did
w:lltahgam esfcape grandchildren when he sent
€ worst. deserve more us you.
than... than ?
ruins.

l’\Idle don't

ave time ™ ca|| your

for this. people back
here.




Farewell,
Alana.

If you're
still looking for
a name, might

I pray your
second child will I ;ﬁgte;e?t

be as perfectly
Jjoyous as your
first.

In
our tongue,
it means I didn't even
“sunshine!” say goodbye to
my friend!

Where...
Where is she
going?

ﬁ-'d more you care abau'(’

I didn't ‘,’f sormeene, the moce likely it
gggozi;a!y | A i$ that your e\IC/\'hml Par‘fmg

of way$ will be a$ sudden
as itis bwﬁ“/:nj,




And you can
-Fo(gc‘f about p
“losure .

" Lyin
T?ym to Figure odt how and You know cat? Ygour

how to get  whole little Shut up

why a loved one exited your them back, )" harem? and let me
life only ever leares you with don't you?
wmore questions.

Finish.

You
come when
I say you
come.

And if
you want your old
Sidekick, you need
Sophie on your side, and
to get her, you have to

win over Gwendolyn... and
we both know what
that means.




I'm done
chasing after
her sicko ex,
Stalk. All that
chick cares about
is moving up some
bureaucratic ladder,
which you can help Gwen
do by expunging the
blackest mark on
her permanent
record.

Ain't in the
xpungin' business
anymore either.

Maybe not,
but if anything
will get you back
in the union's good
graces, it's bagging
a big score like
that race-traitor

Someone
real.

Honestly, Billy.
There has got to be
a8 more efficient way
to masturbate than

gnawing on tainted
meat and fantasizing
about old --

Quliet, all




We don't
know each other,
but you murdered

someone I love...

...60 this
is gonna be
kind of a
process.

The only action that has vaster
repercussion s for the universe

than rv'akiag alife is TAKING

one,..




o which 15 uh/ Il never uno{e(s’ranc/wh\/
most peo,;le Puf so little fo resight

into A.ﬁmg either.

A close shave,
but she'll pass
right through the
Timesuck's rings
unscathed.

Told you the
Landfallians
were foolish to

Ma'am, Looks like ancient
incoming  Coalition hardware,
vessel! probably stolen.

The Last
Revolution? What
are those terrorist
arseholes doing
this far from --

e ]

Phang Central,
this is HMS Observer

you are on course to
safely traverse the
length of the...




We
executed
orders, I
Gibson. 42 . A

We... we
just executed
a friendly.

And you know \
they probably had
to run this false-flag
shit all the way up
to the commander
in chief.

S0 what?
T didn't vote
for that
fucktard.

It's not
about him,
d

We're releasing
this payload for Aftel
and Chordo and McDirk.

For motherfucking

Hippo Company!

This is for

all the quys

Phang took
from us.










We can't
Jjust leave
Kurti!

I'm
50 sorry,
Hazel.

Mommy
doesn't
know what
else to --







Don't try & Are you
to move, hurt?
love.

—
/

T\ /

i

A\ Ty

I can't
feel him
kicking.

N\

I..I
don't think
s0.







v while +he lpgs m‘jus‘l‘ one
lti 19 a -}(ajeal\/ 7

YOu know Haf old cliche
about millions of deaths
be;ng a statistic...

I‘F %\a'f's-lme, wblo\f i5 1 whe 3 :'

You lose 50me+lnin9 $hot ot ve.




I guess [m just haunted
\9\/ ol that p0+6n+?a’ enecgy-

/
Help Somebody

help me!

o

Ive hod a ot of
relaﬂonslnips ia ry dime,
latonic or othecwise, but

tue ones ] thiak about mast
are those that neyer qu?‘fc Made
it to tecm.

L. I
believe!

The dashin -Plrs‘i'dﬂ‘f&
""’\"0 dida't call you bmk.ﬂne
IW‘\{ 90 the teain you had that
amazi/\7 conversation with byt
Niever saw again.

The cool ne'lglnbor kid you met
the Ficst dime o week befoce he

maved awou/.

One. momeal, tne universe
preseaty you with this amazio
oPParhmH‘\l Lor new poss ibilities...




ano’ ‘Hl(‘n...
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