BRIAN K. VAUGHAN  FIONA STAPLES ;

l"“










S

image|

IMAGE COMICS, INC.

Robert Kirkman
CHIEF OPERATING OFFICER
Erik Larsen
CHIEF FINANCIAL OFFICER
Todd McFarlane
PRESIDENT
Marc Silvestri
CHIEF EXECUTIVE OFFICER

Jim Valentino
VICE-PRESIDENT

Eric Stephenson
PUBLISHER
Ron Richards
DIRECTOR OF BUSINESS DEVELOPMENT

Jennifer de Guzman
PR & MARKETING DIRECTOR

Branwyn Bigglestone
ACCOUNTS MANAGER
Emily Miller
ADMINISTRATIVE ASSISTANT

Jamie Parreno
MARKETING ASSISTANT

evin Gan Yuen
DIGITAL RIGHTS COORDINATOR

Jonathan Chan
PRODUCTION MANAGER

Drew Gill
ART DIRECTOR

Tyler Shainline
PRINT MANAGER

Monica Garcia
PRODUCTION ARTIST

Vincent Kukua
PRODUCTION ARTIST

Jana Cook
PRODUCTION ARTIST

www.imagecomics.com

SAGA, VOLUME TWO. First printing. June 2013. Published by Image Comics, Inc. Office of publication: 2001 Center Street, 6th Floor, Berkeley, CA 94704. Copyright
© 2013 Brian K. Vaughan & Fiona Staples. Originally published in single magazine form as SAGA #7-12. All rights reserved. SAGA, its logos, and all character
likenesses herein are trademarks of Brian K. Vaughan & Fiona Staples unless expressly mdu:u'ed Image Comics® and its logos are registered trademarks and
copyrights of Image Comics, Inc. All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be d or itted, in any form or by any means (except for short excerpts
for review purposes) without the express written permission of Brian K. Vaughan & Fiona Staples or Image Comics, Inc. All names, characters, events, and locales in
this publication are entirely fictional. Any resemblance to actual persons (living or dead) or events or places, without satiric intent, is coincidental. DIGITAL EDITION.

FOR INTERNATIONAL RIGHTS, CONTACT: foreignlicensing@imagecomics.com




BRIAN K. VAUGHAN

WRITER

FIONA STAPLES

ARTIST

FONOGRAFIKS

LETTERINGS+DESIGN

ERIC STEPHENSON

COORDINATOR



CHAPTER






%
G--This is my old man
\ back when he wasn't.

Dad grew up on W?\EATH'
a maqicnf moon locked in _
endless conflict with LANDFALL, el

" ’ 7

- ..:%{) g
; /"’.: ‘(ﬁ ":'::- ' £ A /—

By all accounts,

it was q rrgﬂ-y
decent life.

Pravi
dorso,
Rumfer!




See, by the time my father
was born, Weeath and Landfall
had dlready taken their fight
elewhere in the galary.

The front lines had
moved to distant PF\O”
WARS, wacjed mostly

by unlucky draftees or
consccipts from
other wbr;d.s.

The hatred between Supecpower s : But - fther

remained, though the average citizen _
no longer gave the ang0ingy blood shed didn't come from
mMuch ‘fhom)h'l'. an averqoe

N




APP‘"EA”,; 'H\'l 5

is his fest memory.

When dad msjus‘!'ﬂ bay,
his mather ond father took him
to the site of the final battle
Foughf on Wreath.

Euen the moon 5 s0il still

cemembered 1he massacte d
4ook place that day-




His pacents didn't say
a uullot'a"JI buf'*hcpoinl'
of thei¢ lesson wa$ cleaf.

And moce importantly,
never -Forge'} those evil
‘FuLkS Wi“’l fhc angso




So yeah, that was then.

I'd like you

I ju‘ﬂ' wanfedto
maKE sSure everyone
was on the sgme.
page before this

 next parf,




Mom, will
you please let
the translator Back up,
rings do their 4 the bitch who
thing? Alana ; atomized
doesn't know | /\ TIzabel is your
how to speak /& v X mother?
Blue yet. AN o3

blazes is

The innocent
girl you just
Kkilled!

That
dismembered

specter? You can't Kill

something that's
already dead. T

simply hit her with

a banishment spell.

il
T don't
know, the
nearest
planetoid.
T thought
she was one of
your captors. 1
thought you'd
be grateful.

Right now,
T have to get
our babysitter
back.

T'll Fill
you in later,




You don't \
know the first
thing about
using a crash

sorry
about this,
love.
You
have no
idea what

I
shouldn't







You'll
have to
excuse my
wife.

It's difficult
for her to see her
only child with...
someone of your
background.

Besides, all
my uncles were
slaughtered at

Southmoor!

And what, you
think Landfall's response
was proportional?

Is that what
your “history” books
taught you?

What is
that supposed
to mean?

For one thing,
her mother died in
Langencamp.

I wasn't
even born
when that

} happened. ,/

Yeah,

not having this
conversation.




No, )
she's fucking There's

perfect. no need for
dramatics.

Besides,
those Heart-
breakers take

hours to
recharge.

One more
step, and I tell my
rocketship to blow
you out an airlock or
something. It's already

pretty sure it'll do
whatever I say.

Please, I just " If she's really my
want to look granddaughter,
at her.

Just
don't forget
whose home

it is.




liable to wake

whatever did

a number on
this place.

You
left Alana
alone ;A’Ii‘th Relay,
him?! your father is
harmless.

I doubt
he's going to
damage your
little wartime

concubine.




Yes, some
great warrior
you turned
out to be.

She was
a soldier, all
right? Like you.

It's a long
story, but I
broke that

thing to save
my family.

And yet, all
you actually did
was reveal your
whereabouts to
anyone with half
a brain.

What
Freelancer?

The one
who came
to visit
us.

It's a
wonder that

Freelancer didn't
find you before

we did.

The bounty hunter?
It was a male, actually.

Mom, did...
did she call
herself The

Didn't give his name, just

demanded to know if we'd

A heard from you, which we
obviously had not.

L




That made us concerned enough to
reach out to Wreath High Command,
who told us nothing.

I began to
worry you'd gone
AWOL, but your father
refused to believe that
was a possibility.

He thought it more
likely you'd been
Kidnapped.

T wanted to wait until
we had more information,
Either way, but your father insisted
he said it was we leave at once, and by
up tows to the fastest means
rescue you. available.

How the
hell did you quys
ever afford a pair
of these things,

could you
be so
stupid?




We all make
mistakes, The trick is
learning how to
move on.

Alana
is ot a
mistake.

I promise,
you don't want
to see. Just
keep your head
down.

What are
you talking
about? What
is it?

No, she's just the kind of
misquided rebelliousness you
should have outgrown
twenty years ago.

It's your

offspring \

that's the







‘ We are small, but the universe is nof:

i Tlﬂaf’s. lnor-u my Fami.l :
ped to survive the mady diverse

Chntsra- -
1dies ho wanted us deag or wOC5e -

As |On9 as we kep* mOViﬂq, our
pursuers would have |ittle Sooner or later, they'd
= Chance of -Pr‘nding us have to 9?\;& up.
_in the vastness of space.




That was the

h OPE! q'i Jea ST.

outraged tnat 1'd

P been born.. i Y n -‘\

Thtpowers that be were J o \ P / \\ ///}
/

2 bu+ Oufr‘ageou5 'thﬂgﬁ
hqﬂgcn all the time
Jur;nﬂ a war,

IF we could just wait
it out, my paren‘fﬁ

felt our olapaﬂen'fi
would ﬂeni‘ablsfbffame
clrsfradealb more
pressing coacems.

We'd never be
Fartjiven, but may be

we'd be Fm’go‘f‘l’eﬂ !




And we all know
what that is, cight ©

S‘h'”} For all Hhe. royal
automatons and Aeraﬂgee’
mercenaries out there,
only ode ﬂﬂimj can

You know,
at first, I though
this was the engine |

room... but maybe
it's more like a
kitchen?

realize we got off

on the wrong foot,

but you can't leave |IT
me trussed up !
here forever.

T won't.
Just until our
better halves

get back.

do this.

you, I know
spells.




And thanks to Marko,
I know that spells need
ingredients.
You're not
vanishing those
quick vines without a
secret, something
that's never been spoken
out loud to anyone. And
unfortunately for you,
T've told your son
everything.

And you
don't think T
have secrets

of my own?

You're wearing
men's underwear
beneath that
snazzy skirt?

I have
less than a
month to
live.




You're
really...?

Don't
worry, it's not
contagious.

But it is
spell-resistant.
YFinal stage,” my

cleric wrote.

And your
own wife
doesn't even
know?

Why
haven't
you told

your--

don't...
hurt... hazel...







end chapter seven



CHAPTER

EIGHT



A NIGHT TIME SMOKE

with matching indi

less march across the helpless ru
nother botde?”

“Will you judge me if 1

“I will, though 1 think y

Contessa went to uncor
h cus

while Eames fisted couc
“Hey, did you tape Ca

“Shit,” she yelled from €
25 Contessad returned

Fames just shrugged,
“I¢s fine. This season

“] know, right? Hey 8

instead?”
ot,” he smiled.

“Definitely n

fference,

they watched the purple stain’s relent-

open &
> Eames said.

ou'll approve ©
k something Wit
hions in searc

{ the verdict,
h a duck on the label,

h of the remote.

e Haters?
he kitchen. “Sorry; 1 spaced.”
to refill their glasses.

anyway.’
brother’s opening

has kind of sucked
hould we go to your
and a grinning

beaten seat next to him,

Eames then patted the
Contessa took her place to his right.

Always the right-

~FINO~

Fucking.

-

o



That
is the best
book T've ever
read.

V McHenry, my
entire outlook
on existence
has just been
permanently
altered.

Please read this so
T'll have someone to talk
about it with? T'll get
you cigarettes.

: It's the story
of a rock monster
and the daughter of
this rich quarry
owner.

I don't
really like
horror.

That's the
thing, this
is a love

The monster and

the girl meet, but

instead of trying toKill
each other, they mostly
just hang out and play
board games, except
sometimes they leave
their apartment to
eat sandwiches at
the movies.




you just have
to read it
yourself.

=) [ "*'-
Never fear, f 1
I'm already filling
out the incident |

Just promise

you'll at least
read the first /A
chapter? / JL-

I don't know,
Alana. sounds a
little... boring.

¢ /[ That's kind |
of the point,
T think.

#9763572
A again.
A

Crap, it's

Looks like
he's yelling up
a storm, might

be trying an
incantation.

Jjealous you get
to experience it
for the first

I TOLD YOu,
GUARD pUTY
WITH HER 15
THE FUCKING







They had deeams tat

we feel.

They had their

own desires.

had nathing To do
with whetheror - e @
not ]'d acow y ;- |
d J P A Peas. |
1-0 be an Q‘Cﬂ’bﬂf Peas! !
e —\____________‘_u =
o¢ a bedin Surgeon. P p
] M 1 o
\_ ez is N/
: / the night, .
. moony.
5 - Not
: my fault
you didn't
£ eat your
dinner.
And tien, against all
odds, they found e
I and per fect person t0
éolgh:??aa: share ever ythi noy

with.




dies,
an‘h’c (\:me
e
]n ::r:a”eo’ t
+ his

]
et-c ufe.
“ve



it, we don't
want to wake

I've dlways hated

/ romantic comedies,

What...what
happened to
Your h3ir?

It's Barr,
Alana. Marko's
father.

I'm sorry
T had to sedate
you, but I couldn't
risk you detaining
me aqgain, not when
I have so much to

do and so little
time left. 1




If you §
hurt my girl...
I will rip out

Hazel is fine. She stopped
crying the instant I put her
into that absurd pile of
twigs you call a crib.

Though for
your own sanity, I'd
advise against letting
her sleep in here
with you two. In my
experience--

If you're talking
to your rocketship,
it's already agreed

to assist with

my project.

I'd like to

finish before my
wife and son

...project...?




AR heoaven's |
sake.

[ |
u A
SRS QIO
O ‘.»‘a £

It's got
nothing T

haven't seen
before.

Mom,
don't kill
it!




It already
tried to kill

Honestly, this

| squeamishness about

bloodshed is most
unbecoming.

We're
trespassing
on his
land!

Just
let me hit
him with
a binding

spell!

You can't
cast something to
hold a grant’

I can
if you help
me!

Please,
give me your
hand!




No, this ¢
creature might ¥
have seen Izabel. 4
I want to try ;
using my ring [
to ask it some /

questions. /

We should
leave before it
comes to.

you mean
Gwendolyn's




At least she
was rooting
for the right

We are
not talking
about her.

Unlike that over-
grown housefly of a
wife you decided to

bed down w--

‘U

You should
be ashamed
of yourself for
breaking that
poor girl's
heart.

Poor girl?

The whole time
I was engaged to
her, you called
Gwen a worthless
draft dodger!

That is the
last time you ever
say a cruel word
about the mother
of my child.




v. | v sk
2 vl ;.:'.; /




You made
this, didn't
you?

I'm afraid Thankfully,
those clothes  your ship has a | &
you'd been living  decent spinning
in were beyond wheel.

mending.

That's
what that thing
is? I thought it

was a coffee

If you like that outfit, T
can make some additional
pieces for you to mix
and match.

There is
no way that
I'm this
lucky.
My father-
in-law is a
seamstress?




He most
certainly is
not. I'm an
armorer.

These
garments are for
your own protection.
Everything I conjured
for you is ray-proof

and gunpowder-

And crazy
resistant.

flattering
to my mushy But they're
parts. not much use
against bladed
weapons, so try
not to get
stabbed.

Anyway, if
you'll please excuse

me, I still have to
finish a blanket for
Hazel, a jacket for
Marko, and a new
top for my--

said you're
sick.

Whatever
disease you have,
we'll find a way

to beat it.

3

You need
rest.

Can't. Trust me
when I say that
things are only going to
get harder for you and
your family. I need to
make sure that all of
you will be safe after...

after I'm gore.




My father once told me that
your first grandchild is nature's
reminder that your warranty’'s

about to run out.

He died
less than a
year after
Marko was

Because T
don't want my
final days in this
universe to be
filled with pity
and sorrow.

I want to
spend this time
doing what 1
like best for the
people T care
about most.

But...you
don't even
know me.

Maybe not,
but lord
do you ever
talk in your
sleep.

It's clear
you love my
boy very
much.

There's no cure for
my illness, Alana. One day
very soon, my heart will

just stop working. It's not
something I'm looking
forward to, but I've made
my peace with it.

But how
can you keep it
a secret from

Marko?

From your
wife?

I

haven't
always.




At first,
he annoyed "
the shit out
of me.

Because
I[ your son is
50 goddamn
beautiful.

I wasn't
talking about
his looks.

)~ Marko can be

a self-righteous
ass, he has no idea
how to sit still,
and worst of all,

he laughs at his
D own jokes.

Then why
did you risk
everything
to be with

him?

I assure
you, looks aren't
forever.




Wonderful,

—— 2 this should make
R FARD WILL for sterling
) EAA;DYg/ééRS 572/%“5 conversation
: P How
‘ .'\\ are you

feeling?

If you help
us, T give you my
word we'll free you at
once. We're looking for
my infant's babysitter,
the ghost of a
teenage girl.

teenage girl,
T suppose.

' BUT You
NEVER REACH
HER BEFORE
THE B/RTH.

HREN.
FARD SAW
LITTLE PHANTOM.

WANDERING
SHADOW CITY.




OF WHAT
IS UNDER
YOUR FEET,
GOAT BOY.

PLANET?
THIS NOT
PLANET.

THIS 1S

AND EGG
ALMOST READY
TO HATCH.

¥ ome people arcﬂ haunted &
by their pasts, bat not my fami

e

.,\ 5

You're
saying there's \
something
inside your
planet?




I mean, how can you

be haunted b}; Some‘rhimo
that never ceally dies

delivery.

That's bullshit,
Erving! I killed therr
target in good farth,
and these a-holes
haven't even paid me
my commencement
fee yet, much less

I hear
you loud
and clear,
big quy.

But if we
make a big stink
about it, T promise
they're just gonna
be less likely to
contract out their
next hit to
you.

See, this is why
Freelancers are

always getting
screwed over in Our own
this war. reps refuse
to fight

for--

Hold that
thought,
The March.

I got
someone
on the
hotline.




Brio Talent
Agency, how
may I--

Your “talent”
has been 3 grave
disappointment
so far.

I'm calling
on behalf of
Wreath High
Command.

Oh, this
is about that
twisted couple
with the baby,
right?

Yeah,
unfortunately,
we've been
having some
issues with
that job.

Look, The Will is
dealing with some...

I was told i
personal issues. But
The Stalk was I guarantee that his
Killed in action, replacement will be
but what of the even more--
other assassin

we hired?

My superiors
have no interest in
a replacement. They
want the man they
hired to complete
his task. Where is
The Will now?

Lady, T
don't give out
my quys'’ private
information over
the phone.

Then
you can tell
me to my
face.

What...
what the hell
is this?







end chapter eight



CHAPTEHR






We've been \ Slave Girl belongs to
over this, Sextillion, and regardless
The Will. of your feelings about our more
Junior employees, you can't just
take one from here without
paying for--

Only gonna
warn you
the once to
step aside,
Mama Sun.

Why are you tough X =" \
quys so obsessed with | A s Already got
prepubescent girls, _ g 1/ a partner.

anyway? 5 /

Yes, well, too bad
your big pussy didn't
warn you against coming
back here unarmed.

Lying Cat
is my
Sidekick.

If you're thinking
about making her some _jﬁAsy’chao,"ct'b’ae&
kind of contract-killing from sick leave.
apprentice, don't bother.
I assure you, Slave Girl
is a lover, not a fighter.




Hiya,
Mama
Cellulite.

how you're







Th\ics is T know

my friend what you must

The Stalk. be feeling right
now, darling.

T escaped
monsters a
lot like these
ones when I
was just about
your age.

Do you
remember your

Your real

How many
more times you
gonna make your-
self endure this
stupid fucking




Thought
8 I told you

to stay in
the ship.

S0 you're
the deadliest
Freelancer money
can buy?

This is why
T never trust
reviews.




My name is
Gwendolyn.

I work for the
Secretary General of
Wreath High Command,
who's very curious to
hear why you've failed
to deliver on your
promised services.

Family

heirloom.

My grand-
parents’
transiation
pendant.

Send your
bosses my
regrets. T hate
to bow out in
the middle of
an assignment,
but I been
forced to move
on to personal
matters.

Like
killing Prince
Robot IV?

Speak
pretty good
Lanquage
for a lunar
type.

Used to

be part
of a set,
actually...

What do
you know
about the

drone?

killed your

colleague
The sStalk in
cold blood.

A crime
you're apparently
in no great hurry

to avenge...




Then today's your lucky day. Our
spies inside the Robot Kingdom
report that Landfall dispatched
Prince IV for the same reason
we retained you -- to discreetly
deal with the traitor Marko and

. that winged abomination he

I'm just : somehow bred with.

waiting for
a lead.

Which means
that finding this
blasphemous “family” is
also your best shot at
finding your friend's killer.
In other words, act like a
professional and finish
what you started.

Mean? Marko's
actions have sullied The
Narrative and disgraced
the memories of every
soldier who's given their

life for our moon.

You're in politics,
which means you're
connected, which means
you're rich, which means
you probably don't buy into
all that jingoistic crap
you've been taught
to recite.

Nah, for you

to be this fired up,

I'm thinking you got
, some skin in the game.
" What st . I'm thinking you and
i mea_r; 0 v, this Marko character

you might have some

history.

Hell,
a dead dog
coulda told
me that.




Boy breaks girl's
heart, so now girl
wants to watch him Though not
suffer and die. significantly.

Trust me,
it's more
complicated
than that.

All right, T'll
get back to
work... but I'm
gonna need an
advance.

Six
hundred
and fifty

large.

] Well, I'm
You're the telling you I

W one saying how
vital offing these nceaesdhvfg dn;oirée

kids and grabbin ! i
their bragt is tog \ right, so
the war effort,

right?

How i & = 7 .
have you not = Oh, T've
murdered that / tried.
creature by /
now?




Look,
the cash isn't
for me, it's
for a little girl,
trapped inside
sextillion.

You want
to purchase
some trollop's

freedom?

it's just. Y7

something T
gotta do.

How's
a scrawny
civil servant
gonna pull
that off?
T like

And if T rescued to think T

this damsel in distress could handle
for you, would you swear myself in an
to quit moping and get altercation.

back to work?

You wouldn't
make it past the
front door!

Sexctillion is
smack in the middle
of wing-controlled
territory, and there's
no way we're hiding
those horns.

'Ii my plan
works, we won't
even have to leave o And ,fe"l .
the beach. Just Ytur amn;a 'do
get me an open line s auz'rglur’sn: e
from an unlisted h h
number. through.




Hello,
my name's
Detective Dorn
with Wreath
Homeland

Actually, we have
reason to believe that
a six-year-old child
may have had her horns
surgically removed
specifically so she
could be sold on the
black market.

Good thing
my talent
scouts only do
business with
reputable
worlds.

Wondering if
I could ask you
a few questions
about a missing
persons case.

Little out
of your jurisdiction,
aren't you, Detective?
What the fuck do I
care if some filthy
moony hasn't showed
up for supper?

Have you
ever visited a
comet called...




I'm sure every
Land'ﬁalcliian l\,/etlirlan who:cs
ever had a bachelor party

aursantrol o Sextilion wil be thrilled
issues to the to learn he may have
press. accidentally stuck it in

a “Filthy moonry.”

Her parents
aren’t looking For
trouble, just the safe
return of their daughter.
If you help us, no further
action will be taken
dgainst you or your
parent company.

...T'll have the
girl's security
elixir neutralized
at once.

No, there's

Your

I rno way I'm
cooperation is letting another
noted. How soon one of you set

can we retrieve

her? foot here.

Let's get
this nonsense
over with.

My people

will drop of
Slave Girl outside
the old refueling
station on Indica.
You can pick her
up in an hour.




Will
you keep it
down?

After all
she's been through,
last thing this girl
needs is hearing us

run down her--

Did she

really tell you

she was from =
Phang?

Those comet
people freak me the
fuck out. Whenever you

see ones at the airport
they're always talking Hey,
to themselves like slaphead!
lunatics.




Prevention.

Mama Sun
told us you were
probably behind

all this.

You hurt
that civilian,
you're declaring
an act of
war against

) Wreath.

We tested
the bitch, so
spare us your

bluffing.

The kid clearly
isn't a moony, but
she's obviously valuable
to you freaks for some
reason, so Ownership
is willing to make a
revised deal: thirty

Here's our
counter: Leave
the girl with us
and walk away
alive.

Freelancers are
S0 scary.

You gonna
kill us all with
your faggy laser
sword?




/K vi4dl~ V/IAY

—
i- (/[

. W EEEE—




A,
\

A
v

>

‘\?
A




You killed
my brother,

you fucking--
.







Stupid.
Weather casting
is dicey. Shaves
weeks off your

life, too.

never killed
anyone
before.

what you
started.

sorry you
had to see
all that.




Relax, I'm
back on the
hunt right
after we take
her home.

Home? To the
same people
that handed her
over to those
assholes?

2 Then to
a shelter or
something.

Those are just
recruitment centers
for the other side's
cannon fodder.

Will, this girl i
has suffered years

of horrific abuse.
She'll probably
need counseling
for the rest of
her life.

We can't just
dump her in the
middle of --




Excuse me,
but your necklace
sounds sad.

Her necklace
misses its old
friends.

It can finally \

hear them
again, both of
them, not far

from here.

Go back
to sleep,
child.

That mean
anything to
you?

The
necklace's
friends.

Before Marko
was deployed, I...
T gave him the
engagement

rings that were

forged with this

pendant. gt there's

no chance he
would have held
onto them...
is there?

You
have any
idea where
they are
now?







end chapter nine



CHAPTEHR






sorry. Lost
my train of...
yeah.

When you

\ i left off, Eames
Speaking of e had just fallen out
which, keep working ; / e of the hammock and
on those tracks or Contessa couldn't
the other quards stop laughing at
are gonna get him.
suspicious.

4 s
T The rock monster blushed, I don't It's like it
love this and Contessa worried she’d understand.  was E’r'tten Just
part. crossed a line. “It actually or me.
looked kind of graceful.”
“Fuck you,” Eames grumbled.
He held out his hand for help
up, but Contessa hesitated,
suspecting that Eames would
just pull her to the ground.
Instead, she sat down next to
him, smoothing the creases of
her skirt. The grass was cold.
“We should just order in
tonight,” one of them thought
and another said aloud. They
looked up at the clouds, their
silence broken only by muffled
horn blasts from a distant
traffic jam.




But why speak in
code? Why doesn't the
author just say what
he means?

Really? You're Vv Or because
not just saying Yyou're my helpless

that to be captive?
nice?

Because
it's too
dangerous.

It's not a
love story at all,
is it? It's about

wus, about the war
between Landfall
and Wreath.

He's saying
that this war
between our
people has gone
on too long,
that it has to
be stopped.

/  But remember N 4 Okay, now
what that mermaid you're just

told Contessa in reading too
the diner scene? much into
) things.
What if
the writer is

suggesting that
war will mever
end, that it's a
self-perpetuating
cycle of pointless
brutality that
can only be
‘stopped” with
more war?

Seriously,
thank you Secret Book
for this. Club has been
the highlight of
my career.

I'm just
sorry we'll
never have

another.




What are
you talking
about?

I'm being
transferred
tomorrow. To
Blacksite.

Anyway, I'd be

honored if you'd
keep the rings
you retrieved

for me.  Mister Heist's

words need to

be shared, so T

hope you'll read
4 to other --

Blacksite?!

Marko,
detainees... they
don't come back

from there.

It's all right, Alana.

T had no illusions about
my ultimate fate when I
surrendered. I'm just
grateful I got to meet
someone like you first.




Il buy you some
time... which is
easily the most

badass thing I've
ever said.

You're not
my enemy.

I'm an Not much of
enemy a combatant
combatant!

either.

If they
find out you
helped me
escape, they'll
hang you!

 Yeah, Dad

ﬂ’wayé hqdﬂ way

" with the ladies.




Most of them,

myway.

How is
this inane
quest not
over yet?

Izabel has
to be around here He also said

somewhere. That / - ! \ this planetoid was
giant clearly said \ about to hatch. And

he saw a ghost in ; 3 I shouldn't have to

Shadow City. - . remind you of this,
p but newborns tend to
come out hunrgry, so

perhaps we should

leave before--

Who dares

Who dares disturb the
disturb our . Midwives?

final hour?




You touch
my boy, T will
halve you, you
dlegustmg

Forgive us,
We mean you
no harm.

The We will suck Y

delivery the marrow from Yt Me

s nigh. " your bones and | B*FE
feed it to our...




n terror,
bitches!

I think...
I think it's
one of her
illusions.

Just so you
know, this is
the third-worst
babysitting gig
T've ever had.




Izabel! No

thanks to
this battle
axe.

the old crone
who sent me

to this dump,
aren't you?

You heard
me, kneepads. You're
lucky I'm not corporeal,
or T'd kick your ass up
and down this --

Cool if T
catch a ride
home with




I was
giving Hazel
a bath, and
part of her
just... just
Fucking Fell

OfF.

I don't
even know
what the
fuck this

is!

Your
daughter now
has her
very own belly
button.




Looks like
the last of
her umbilical

Perfectly
normal. All
children start
Ooff with one,
wings and
horns alike.

I'm not
as awful
at this as
T look.

Sir, please.
When your wife
and son get
back, you have
to tell them.

You have
to tell them you
don't have much
time left.

I'm only
surprised it
took this long
to detach. .
Your girl
clearly wants
to hold onto
every part of
you as long as
she can.

Don't be so
hard on yourself.
It takes a lifetime
to learn how to
be a parent.

And by the
time you finally
start to figure

things out...




Alana,
we have to
break orbit

now.

I missed
you, too,

sugar bean.




o | N Actually,
Asteroids? ? I think that

/ ¥ was just
This f \ part of its
far out? ' ‘N shell

Forgive me,
did your mother
say--

we'll
explain later,
Pop.

Just get
Hazel down-
stairs and
buckle up.

T think
it might be
alive.










Yeah, T'd
say we're go
for launch.

Get us
the hell
away from
that thing...
please.

Am T having a A

stroke or did the
lighting scheme
just change
in here?

T think
that means
there's
another ship
closing in
on us.




Lying Cat says the
qgirl's telling the
truth...or at least
believes what she's

Buf no‘l"
all of them.

You're
certain this
is it?

according to
instruments,
we're the only
ship anywhere
in the zone.

T can hear your
rings out there,
Miss Gwendolyn,
floating in space.

| 3 Trust me, Will, rescuing
_Because my this Slave Girl was nothing
ex is smart enough less than divine providence.
to steal a ship that

Someone out there
would never show up wanted us to--
on your hot-shit

“instruments.”




Astrologic
super predator,
once saw one
take out a whole
armada.

Whatever,
we're bugging
out.

Retreating?
What about
the people I'm
paying you
to kill!

Your
bosses are
paying me Under ideal
to kill that | circumstances.
couple.
And T But

thought I was

supposed to bring
their crossbreed
back alive.

this might
be our only
shot.

Your clunker
is armed with
heart-seeking
missiles, isn't

it?




Y
that fucking
order!

Closing
the gap.

A warhead won't
detonate until it's a
safe distance from the
ship that fired it, but if we
hit that thing before it
has a chance to arm itself,
it'll bounce right off us.

You're going
to ram a
missile?

Alana
knows
what she's
doing.




You don't
even know
your targets "}\
are out

They uWG”Y
inyolve t.olloﬁt’m'
dam age .

Are you
simple?!

Best
pray you're
right.

‘Cause
if not, guess
what that fire-

. cracker's gonna
said that bfeakups hit instegad...
are like battles.




IWhen former loyers
P:'ght innocents 9&1‘
Cau‘jhf in the
ccosstive .

The end of & long-tecm
relationship 15 S0 destructive,

it can impact friends, ca!ieajueﬂ
people vou've never even met.

y _-At'_cci_'?p"i'ﬂble losse 5, efe.







end chapter ten



CHAPTER






YCaL\ jecﬂn

mom and

used to hay
s5eX.

That
was the
best yet.

"my

What, like
your PareATS
Just WILLED

you into
existence...

Are you
kidding? T
thought you
told me to
finish inside
you.

Did you
finish inside
me?

il

That was
Sexy Alana!
She's a crazy

person! Sexy Alana

is obsessed with
her nipples and
uses the word
‘dick” unironically! |
She's not to be /
trusted!

So you're
telling me you
didn't enjoy

I came like
a dump truck,

Marko. It's
just, we should

probably be more

careful.




Um,
because we're
fugitives,
wanted dead
or extra dead
by at least
two different
armies?

Thanks
to you,
we're finally
free.

First of all,
we're not free,
we're hiding on a
fucking rooftop
on fucking
Cleave.

What good
is freedom
if we can't
do what we
want?

And second, are
you seriously talking
about knocking me up?
Because T don't even
know if that's
possible between
our teams.

I know it
wouldn't be easy,
but is there a better
symbol for this
terrifying new peace
that you and T
have forged than
a child?

Y! J
ever think what
just happened in
there would be

possible?

A child isn't
a symbol, it's
a child!

It needs
applesauce and,
and, and playpens
and an ass-load of
other things we
can't provide while
we're on the
goddamn lam!

Just to
be clear.

Your exact
words to me
were: "Please

shoot it in

my twat.”




Look, when the two of us are making love,
starting a family with you seems like the
smartest, sanest idea in the universe...
but it's not!

For everything
we have in common,
I'm still from Landfall,
and you're still from
Wreath. T mean, if
the two of us had a
kid, what would we

even call it?
wanted to

call my son
Barr.

- - AT
Like 2 my mother pcayed
tavern? | withall of fer
might Hhat their
MY , ] -p;r‘d'hﬂrﬂ HOUld
F:at#:r;: 7N—! bea GIAL.
Barr. !

Some dreams reor”y do come true.




Tl:\a'f said most

dreams are
weicd as shit,

The giant
evil space fetus
just shot black

goo from its
eyes!

Then we
should get
the hell out
of its field

of vision.
Actually,

it feels like
I'm trying, we're going in
mom, but our - reverse.
ship's not
budging.

He's
sucking
us back
in/

/i
»




Ghoull, Trees come

where is don't have on, maybe - :
your vessel's aq_’::",'f:- we can rig _ son,
armory? e Ydl / something’in | fa_ Wl before you
riendly: our engine
room.

Mister
Fussy must
have totally

zapped
that other

ship.

The poor
bastards...

I'm sorry,
are you talking
about the poor
bastards that
fired a missile
at us?
I realize
they were probably
Jjust more asshole
Freelancers trying
to off you quys...
but seriously, outer
is the worst place
to eat it.













At least
those sickening
mauve lights
have finally gone

enemy ship
must have
escaped.

found a way

out of this

bad dream, so
can we.

We both
know that
will never
work.

You need
to take your
daughter and

abandon
ship.

Not in a
nightmare
like this.

What
does it burn
for fuel,
pieces of
itself?

Just help
me stoke the
fire. We have

to increase our
thrust if we're
going to--




And
what, just
leave the

rest of you

Your father and 1 ' I'm begging 1
have lived rich lives, you, just use the
lives that aren't crash helms to
worth a wet shit  get as far away
without you! from here as
possible!

What
the hell are

Giving us
a boost.

=

If we
burn off all this
exotic matter,
we might be able

to generate
enough power to
break free.

Unless
we break
apart
first!



They
did it. ~ Marko and
Klara got us
back on the
move.

At a speed
this baby was
never designed

T'll hold us
together.

A little
extra
stitching.







Will you
look at those
peepers.

You get
to be my age
and think
you've seen
it all.

But then...
the clouds...
race the...







Why
haven't you
already?

our
targets
being out

there. able to pick up

the chase until
we finish making
repairs, but at
least we know what
we're looking for
now.

They

But when
I went out
there, I saw
something.
With my own
two eyes.

I mean,
this one said
she heard my

rings, but 1
thought your
instruments

Some kinda
rocketship.




N Your father and Ijusthgot
ere and you're already throwing
Another us to the wolves?

Mom, it's
obviously not
safe for you
to be with me
right now. We

have to... ‘

And we'll
find another
incinerated home for
our only you quys, I
tickets back promise.
to Wreath.

I'm
50 sorry,




She tried

really, really
hard, ma'am,

0
R
3
3

ér tion!




Kaj mi

malamas vin,

ankad!

Mi ne
povas farr

Mr ne
estas sufice
bona!

auskultu tre
atente.

Vi devas

esti kuraga

antad ol vi

povos esti
bonra.

Bore,
sed mi nur
provas uru
pli tempo...

M/ iros
Sajnigri vi
re diris
ke, pal.

Tiv
estas mia
knabo!







~ The next morning, they ccemated

mMy 9rand!°q*her in the belly of '§
" our 5|qiro.

| still have o
Scrap of ‘f"he_
outfit he made







end chapter eleven



CHAPTER






Blueblood
attached to
our unit took

a round to

He's
Fritzed!

You know
your name,
handsome?

...Coalition...
Forces...

this is gonna
hurt like
fuck for a
second.




Cute, bet you
use that line
Your on every girl
highness... | you meet.
actually.

Majesty...
is my dad.

You're...
not a native,
are you?

Why risk | y

your life...for ¥
Landfall? £

So I can
get my degree
there?
And T
support the wings,
of course. They
saved my planet
from these horned
asses during the
Catastrophe,

Get
your masks




did i/

. idn't give

Medic, ien

get your me one.
bloody

mask on!

Perhaps
you're immune
to this spell's
effect like my

fellow--




Incoming
priority trans-
mission from
Landfall Secret
Intelligence.

I was
fast asleep,

Gale.

What
the fuck
do you
want?




Um, to know
why the fuck you're \,
sleeping when
PFC Alana is still
running around with
a3 Wreath terrorist
and their failed
abortion?

f

In the dragon
skull vehicle
T acquisitioned

from that
Freelancer.
But I've
almost reached
my final
destination on
Quietus.

Why the
hell are you
wasting your
time in the
Great Fog?!

That's all
you've got? A
hunch about

a writer?

I'm looking
for a novelist named
D. Oswald Heist.

T have reason
to believe that
our war criminals
may have been
inspired in part
by his work.

Do you have any

idea how stupid

that will look on

a report I have
to type?

Just a
moment... is
that the
Royal Anthem
I hear in the
background?




Yeah,I'm Then kindly tell

visiting your your boss I hope

home turf, god she gets breast
help me. cancer.

We're here in
advance of the
President, wnho's
beginning to question
how seriously the
Robot Kingdom
really supports the
war effort.

Hey, unlike
your lot, our
leaders actually
have to survive
elections.

And Madame
President thinks
a Landfallian soldier \;
literally sleeping with V
the enemy will make |
for pretty shitty
optics as voters
head to the polls.

Now if you'll
excuse me, there's
someone T've been

dying to meet.

Special
Agent, are
you seriously
A royal princess threatening
with 8 most my wife?
distinct... glow

about her.

Just
reminding
you of the

stakes,
1v.

A kid needs
a father, so why
don’t you quit
dicking around,
close out this
account and get
home to your g
Family. /e




g3

n
i




Uh-oh,
Mister Heist
don't like
visitors.

Unless -
they're lady | T NA#
folk. / 7/

lighthouse.

Did you
bring him
bottles?

Mister Heist
likes it when

the ladies bring
him bottles!







Might as
well come
’ in.
I know
you're just gonna
camp outside
my door until T So I'm
scribble on your not the first
damn cover. to seek you
out?

’  Hah,"the V There used
: First to be lines
down to the

been visited by

someone from
the moon
Wreath?

He may have
been accompanied
by a woman, a
new mother from
Landfall.

Why the hell
would a nice planetary
girl be running with
some satellite thug?

Because




Wait,
you're here
about that

piece of
shit?

T figured
you were an /n
W lieu of Flowers
groupie, like
everyone else.

A Nighttime
Smoke is long
out of print,
and rightfully
s0.

Spare
me the false
modesty.

While I may disagree with your
message, I can still appreciate
that it was delivered in a highly
sophisticated manner.

You're
being coy,

This work is
obviously a thinly
veiled treatise on
radical pacifism,
a compelling--
if not entirely
persuasive --call
to inaction

only:

Kiddo, I hate
disabusing anyone
of the notion I'm a
genius, but I swear
to you, that story
was about one thing
and one thing

paycheck.

A quick
fucking




It does

Yes, well, when it comes
we all need to that dog's
to earn a breakfast.

living. f
\ / But tha
doesn't mean
that greatness
can't be
achieved in the
process.

£

of a second wife divorced
me, but T wanted to keep | 5
this place, so T shat out a : N 7
draft of something they
could slap a vaguely - . L -
commercial cover on. : s - Honestly, T just

— wrote myself in circles
until I hit an acceptable
word count, then turned

My sociopath _ ' "; 1 L\

it in to an editor I T had
hate. There can't have rather assumed
been much to the that was your
plot, right? intent.

Well, you know
what they say, the
reader is the final
collaborator.

Cheers
for doing
the heavy

lifting.

A

My good
man, is this
you in better
days?




He volunteered

to help Landfall

after Threshold
None.

That a boy.
Where is he
stationed
now?

I'm...
frightfully
sorry for
your loss.

T always used
to tell him he'd
make a hellofa |
lawyer. But do |
they ever listen

R
oot Saar = e

afraid T
wouldn't

1 e N

Someone
like me...2

T thought
for sure someone
like you would
have reproduced




You know,
royalty.

Don't they
pressure you guys
to start making
little heirs to the
throne fast?

is recently
with child.

7 Just remember, the \ |
first three months are
the worst, but once
that brat finally starts
recognizing your face,
you'll be off to the

races.

Thank you,
but the only way
I'm ever going to
make it home for
the delivery is if T
somehow find this
mental patient
who loves your

work.

g |
o,
ﬁ

No offense,
of course.

thank you
enough,
Mr.Heist.

And my sincere
condolences again
about your son.
Which battle did
you say he was
killed at?

Well, T
promise to drop
a line in the off
chance this girl
ever shows her
terrible taste
here.







I'm sorry,

did you just A soldier illegally
draw down on quartered in my
an active-duty residence.
soldier?
I pay all
my fucking taxes
and I know all my
fucking rights.




...unless that
person actually
believed what
was written
in here.

Of course,
you now have
every right to
defend your-

You

sychotic . no more
sz,l”ard!l / fiction.

The only reason
I haven't shot you
is because this is a
prop! A terrible prop
from a terrible
adaptation of one
of my best--

I want
you to stab
me in the
neck with
it.

you to use
your real







How

many of you

combat vets

eventually off If you

yourselves. knew the real
number, you
wouldn't be
able to sleep
at night.

Though T
bet it's been a
long time since you
slept through the
night anyway.

Do yo

piss yourself
sometimes?
When you dream
about it?

your little
\\‘\‘ Parone

did.

Fucking
finish me
Off already,
tough quy.
It'll only




I'm more
convinced than
ever that these
two insurgents

are going to
bring their little
project to see
you soon.

going to
stay right
here until

The boy who pointed
you my way... musta
heard your cannon...
probably already called
the constables...

Unless he's

preoccupied

with his own
life.

As Contessa
says at the
end of Chapter
Twelve:

“Never worry
what other people
think of you,
because no one ever
thinks of you.”

B;’nc e
Robot “/

was almaéf
q"“ﬂ\/‘, r‘iglnt

BU+ l\e wa s
de od wreno) about

my {:amil\f (.omiﬂg
to Quietus any‘f’ime_
S00n,




We'd a’ready been there o week.




to be continued
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“THE KIND OF COMIC YOU GET WHEN TRULY TALENTED SUPERSTAR CREATORS ARE GIVEN
THE FREEDOM TO PRODUCE THEIR DREAM BOOK."

"THIS IS A RICH WORLD, WITH RELATABLE CHARACTERS AND INCREDIBLE VISUALS.
CAN SIT PROUDLY ALONGSIDE MR. VAUGHAN'S PREVIOUS SERIES, INCLUDING
Y: THE LAST MAN AND RUNAWAYS."

“THE BEST COMIC OF THE YEAR. CREDIT MAINLY STAPLES’ JAW-DROPPINGLY GORGEOUS
ART, WHICH MIXES ROCKETSHIP TREES, ALIEN WARS, AND TV.-MEN SITTING ON THE
TOILET, AND MAKES THEM ALL STUNNING."

From award-winning writer [Pride of Baghdad, Ex Machina)
and critically acclaimed artist (Mystery Society, Done to Death),

is the sweeping tale of one young family fighting to find their place in the
universe. Thanks to her star-crossed parents Marko and Alana, newborn baby Hazel
has already survived lethal assassins, rampaging armies, and horrific monsters,
but in the cold vastness of outer space, the little girl encounters her strangest
adventure yet... grandparents.
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