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CHAPTER






ARE OUR
TREASURE

—_—

This Alana
girl is a goddamn
traitor o the ¥, 00 i
\entire planet. down with the
moony that
did this to
me.

Just tell
us what
happened,
sergeant.

.




S.0F. when the
brass is worried a
friendly might end
up as a terrorist J/

bargaining chip. //

My artillery
company was
mopping up
on a turd of a
planet called
Cleave.

We get word
that a Wreath
P.OW. had escaped,
taken his guard
hostage. Orders
were to kill them
both.

When we engaged
her --reluctantly,
mind you -- the
moony completely
lost it.

Your
orders were
to execute
one of your

It was like
we'd shot the
girl who popped
his cherry,
not just some
random winged
shield.

And this
object you
claim she was
holding...?

You know how

But something
tipped you off that
Private First Class
Alana was no longer
a “Friendly?"

7 / 7/ 30 :
74

< NS

< H>

It wasn't

an object, it
was a baby.
It was their

You could
tell by the way
they looked at

the thing.

that sounds, right? Nee?  When T briefed

A coalition soldier
having a love child
with an enemy
combatant?

our intelligence guys,
they laughed in my

face.

T tried telling
someone from the
Press, but they
were no better.
Said T should call
the tabloids.







Ri@H’, where

were we €

Oh yeah, Luﬂing across the.
Clockwork SJrar; on ouc way to o
{:oay hrouded wor ld.

My parents were hoping
to find a man named
D. Oswald Heist,author of
+heir favourite book.

| had just
‘)hH’ M\/§€l€,




I+ L’laﬂl been a 'Pew

weeks gince my

grandfather died.







I
changed
her.

I hope
she didn't
wake you.

I've been
reading this
donkey shit
you fed my

son.

D. 0swALD i
HEIST

o™
} o




Yeah, a lot of fans ; Grow up, Alana.
have that reaction It's sophomoric I want to do
after the first claptrap, not a whatever's best
read, but -- i sacred text. for Hazel.

Marko
and T think
Mr. Heist can
tell us what
that is.

Why would
you risk exposing
your family just
to meet whatever
reprobate wrote /|
this?

Marko has no
idea what to And he's
think at the not gonna get
moment. He's... any better
unwell. ; moping around Pleasg, I ;
here. know this will

help him. You
don't even
have to come
with us.

If you three
are going to get
yourselves killed,
I might as well

tag along.

I've done
more than
enough
outliving.




§0me of the Many peop/ﬁ
whe wanted us oleaa/, like

P‘fﬂte Robot IV kere,

weve right 00 our heels,

)

OH\ers wereJus‘f‘ ‘,‘aking
a more. scenic route.




Just a
moment, and I'l!
transfer you to my
claims adjustment
supervisor. Your
name again?

rings aren't
talking to
me now.

ButI

| [ still can't
hear too

since the
accident.

I promise,
Slave Girl, what-

ever's wrong, T'll...

T'll find a healing
spell for you as
soon as we get
off this rock.

As in

losing mine

to live.

Dammit,
Gwendolyn.




I told you to
find us some
firewood.

Because I'm out of their goddamn
‘same-day coverage zore.

S0 that's
it? We had Marko
and his harlot in
our crosshairs
and now we're just
letting them

And T tol
you I'm not
your personal
assistant.

Why
haven't the
repairmen
showed?

T spent the last \ -
of my savings holding %

Unless you
got a way to magic
us out of here.

your worthless heap
together!

4 -

If you hadn't
totaled that ship

and almost gotten
my Sidekick waxed,
we wouldn't even...

Listen
good, short
pants.

That is
one of the
rules.




Quie.hﬁ wob +Ll€
Liest place. my fami ly

ever laid down roots.

o,

| haven't been back
in Yéars, but | can
5"““ r‘cmnber»{-ht
way Moo describeof
its smell,

Like secondhand smoke
Feom her ficst crush,

of you with
legs are gonna
want to watch
your step.




[t wasb Gmnn\,'s idea 1o
make my nightly babyéi‘H’Cf‘
[2abel double as our

advance man,

Don't
speak in riddles,
phantasm.

We landed
directly
on a mass

Looks more
like an ancient
battlefield.

If it were
ancient, why do
these skeletons
look as if they've
Jjust been placed

here?

I'd swear
this one just said
something.




It's not
haunted,
This s it's bone
haunted skull bugs!
is eating my

They
reanimate
marrow
or some

perdbg

aﬂflzau stop
bleating and

v get it off

[ me! A\R
{




’ ,&/’['7’”4







You stupid
cunts here to
take back my

advance?

B!ﬂ' noone f"akcs
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T forgot
how stupid
you looked
with hair.




No kidding,
genius. I just
popped back

to tell you
something.

No. I ain't
Bullshit. 41t high, 50
what are you?
Sucecubus?

I'm
your friend,
ill.

Wi

Lady, the
real stalk would
never let me
quit until I'd killed
the robot that

Fuck him. Fuck
your targets. Get
on with your life.

In case you haven't
noticed, you crash

offed her. landed in goddamn
paradise.

You should
Unless you &z settle down here with
quit our particular that Gwen chick‘, maybe
line of work right adopt “Slave Gir)” get
now... you're gonna around to giving the
end up exactly ; poor kid an actual
like me. name someday.




You see
me with
Gwendolyn?

Please, the
sexual tension
between you
two got boring
three star
systems ago.

You're hard
for her, she's
wet for you,
get on with

it already.

Why the
hell are you
yelling?

Great, well,
you woke up
Slave Girl.

I don't
want her,
all right. T
don't want

anyone.







end chapter thirteen



CHAPTER






We
don't know
any more
than you,
ma'am.

I'm afraid
he's still at
k

from the government
said our whole family
could get into huge
trouble if we talked to
anyone about Alana
getting abducted by
that moony.

My name

is Upsher

and this is
Doff.

We're doing
a story about
Alana's kidnapping
for 7The Hebdomadal,
and we were hoping
to speak to her
father.

I promise
you have the right
to say anything you
want. Besides, you
can always speak to
us off-the-record,
Miss...?

E-V-E-N,
Jjust like it
sounds.

Sister? Alana

Thanks, doesn't have any

Even. We just siblings.
want to find
out the truth Then,

about your forgive me...
sister. how do you

fit into all
this?




Unless the plastic T like to think we're

surgery is way more more than just “steps”
How is convincing here than it = T to each other. T've known
that..? is back on Jetsam, I'm g Alana a long time. We went
quessing Alana is your a " to the same summer
stepdaughter. \ — :

camp, actually.
S p. act Y‘

It's not like that. I didn't
even meet her father until T
was out of high school, long

after Alana's parents had

legally separated.

How'd Alana
take you

Great, all things considered.
She'd been going through some...
hard stuff at that age.

Rustik is an
amazing man,
ask any of his

colleagues.

In a lot of ways, I
think the presence of
a positive female figure
helped Alana finally find
some direction.

She joined the
armed forces a
few months after
I moved in.




This is kind of
a weird question,
but do you know if
Alana ever associated
with any extremist
organizations?

Extremist?

/\ ls that I know it sounds nuts, our girl
‘ [ some kind Even, but an enemy can [ may have her
J NS of joke? promise lots of things. | problems, but
Money, power... Alana isn't a
turncoat.

I'm sorry to even
suggest this, but do you
think there's any chance

Alana might have...
defected to Wreath?

And we're
all praying
for her safe
return.




Ad"‘“”)’, m), NO'H\Q(‘ :

Never again set foot on

the plame‘f where she
was born.

Mister
Heist, please!
My husband
and T risked
everything to

see you.

Granny and | did, but that
wasn't uatil long aftec this
+ri?-.. 50 |'||ju51' shut up now,

%/
if
G
\Y \v// @ I

You have no idea.
The wings technically
ownr Quietus. If they
catch an entire bloody
family of Wreathers
on their land --

72
0
Vi

sir, my
wife /sn't
from Wreath.
She's from
Landfall.

These
are real.




This is
nauseating. Let

them geek
out.

you ever find
my work?

Alana shared it with me, sir. If my
How in translation rings do your words any justice,
the world did this is an extraordinary honor.

We named our
daughter Hazel after
the librarian who first

recommended your work
to me. When I was
younder, your stories
literally saved my
life. Literally!

Shortly after they're bora, most

Landfallian babies are cleansed in a
ritual immersion symbolizing
a new begimninc).

‘And the
two heavenly
bod/es danced
around their
star.”

I never

dreamed. This was mine.




This creature
is a pickled
imbecile. We're
done here.

frightfully
sorry.

Our tree
\\\ doesn't have so
is all just so 3 ) / much as a first-aid
overwhelming. kit. At least let us
I never could stay long enough to
have hoped -- treat your ear.

You have a
washing machine?
Like, with
detergent?

For what
it's worth, the
bone bugs that
did a number on
her won't scatter
until morning. And
my lighthouse
isn't far.

At the very
least, T owe you all
a load of laundry.

Hold on, we're
seriously going home
with the strange man

who just puked all
over an infant?

the ether,
Izabel. At

this rate,

we'll all be

ghosts by
dawn...




Just be
careful
with your
retract.




a natural
something,
all right.

Want me
to cut out
its bones?

Your name

how to We told is Sophie. You
cook lotsa you, you're not ke that name,

things. a Slave Girl don't you?

I like any
name that
pleases you,

The Will.




, v Maybe We gotta
yxhxugagatck . ;—r{i:g Icato 4 do something
to the ship, , 30 help ¥¢ about that 7 hgreed. until
child. we can repair her

carcass.
second sense, our
hunt for Marko's
Okay, Miss / \ profane “family”
Gwendolyn! is dead in the
water.

I'm not worried
about finding them.
Every Freelancer has
his own network of
snitches, and mine's

already at work on

Are you insane?
You signed an N.D.A.

with Wreath High
Command! No one is
supposed to know we're
looking for a fucking
half-breed child!

] / —
. . N\ : '
Which is why
T only offered
a reward for tips

about a wooden
rocket.

Oh.That
was... hot
completely

unwise,
actually.

Anyway,
T'll pass along
wha-l:l_e\;eert 'leads You ¢an
keep looking
for these freaks
if you want, but
I ain't coming
with you.




You're
quitting?

What about
the robot?
The one who
murdered your
girlfriend!

As long as

he's on the hunt
for Marko, finding my
dickhole of an ex is
still your best shot
at getting revenge.

No, I'm retiring.
Been looking to get
out of the game for
a while, just couldn't
afford to. But a place
like this, gquy could
live off the land...

I know. I...
I just don't care
anymore. T had
one of those, you
know, whatever
they're called.

doing great,
lover boy.

Something
like that.

Now
for the big
finish...




God, are all
Freelancers as
fucking fickle

Will, listen ‘
to me. This is a

perfect time to
kiss her.

Then why
are you the only one
who won't honor his
commitments?

Trust me! e *
She totally

wants it!

You
heard the
woman.

Please!




Next time \
you touch me \
without asking,
I punch your
goddamn heart

o
“Without
asking.”




r

Back on Quie‘fucl
my parents and |
were getfing our
-Firs‘f look at a house
with more stories
Han its owner,

Library
has the best
lighting, besides
the top floor,
obviously.

/ Don't get too
excited, they're mostly
review copies.

Younger writers
are always looking
for “blurbs,” one of
the few words that
sounds exactly as
awful as the crime
it's describing.

this dude was a
serial killer.




Just some
notes for my
next novel.

S0 you're =
writing another

book about

Peace isn't
the opposite of war,
my dear boy.

This salve should Please, this v
prevent infection, is nothing. T still
but it burns like have a piece of
hell. shrapnel in my ass
from the Battle

want to take f
2 swig of of Cartwright.

something

Did you say
Cartwright?




Were...
were you a¢
Cartwright?

You people
never should
have agreed to
fight alongside
those Coalition
butchers.

She'd gone
back home to
show off our

newborn son to
her parents.

An errant
high-explosive
spéll hit their
house during the
first wave.

wasn't a
soldier, just a
lowly street

musician.

No, but my
first wife
was.

She was
killed by Wreath
forces during
the siege.

Will the rest
of you please
excuse us?

The
grownups
need to
speak in
private.




It's
all right, ¥ Come on,
let's go
show Hazel |
the view.

He did. At
least, until he

was old enough [
boy, did he to join the fight In the end
survive? himself. nobody really
escapes this
thing.

Don't get me wrong, my
son's death just about
destroyed me.
But if I'm Y]
being honest,
nothing will ever
hurt quite so
deeply as the
moment I heard
) the first person
They say T ever really
it's the worst loved was
pain imaginable, | gone.
losing a child. /

[/ But that
\ | wasn't my
experience.

\..__A

don't need to
tell you that,
do I?




I wear
it that
plainly?

And
maybe you
will, too.

But if your
spouse was anything
like mine, T regret to
inform you that the
rest of your days will

be, by and large,
kind of shit.

I'm guessing
you lost him
recently. / |

For what it's
worth, your son
will get better,
with time.

Actually,
I think T'll
take you up

on that
drink.

Two

ingers or
A

Z At a youth hostel
May T in the Craters. He was
a6k, where m a goofy-looking design
di é you student who told the
two First single filthiest joke
meet? /) I've ever heard...

' Crann » ,W°“"' never love g one the
way she loved my Candfathe

; r, but that
0esn't mean She never lpyed again.
o

-
= =




My favorite color
is blue-green.

namziis I am six / stand on
Sophie. ig‘a’ras half . one leg for I want to
) \ 1\ areal long be a doctor
\ time. or a dancer

when I am

grown up.

all dirty on
the inside
2 because T did

- bad things

39\ with-- @
s 2\
N/




/ And
what about
the girl?

Are you
quitting on
her, too?

Or maybe you
want to keep her
around, shower
her with some of
that unwanted
affection you
excel at?

Why, just
because we're
disgusted by the
idea of copulating
with our winged

oppressors?

Don't
talk sick. T
apologized,

all right?

Forgot how
close-minded you
people are.

Copy that. When the repair quys
show, you can hitch a ride with them.
Sophie and Cat, too, if they want
out. But I'm staying put.

In the
middle of fucking
nowhere? Will,
you're not being
rational. You
have to--

Incoming

Bel Hundo.

call from...

T'll have
you know T've
been with
other races, even
races like yours...
T just have no
interest in being
with you.

One of my
informants.

Put him
through.




Got
something

You're positive
it's a woodern
rocket, Hundo?

That's
her ride.

Long time,
Freelancer.

If the money's ‘
still in play, T might
have a lead on
that ship you been
looking for.

Wooden
rocket?

Nah, this quy
is flying that
dragon skull ship,
one you put out
an alert for a
while back.

Not anymore.
Guy refueling it now
/s some high-and-
mighty type, rea/
sweet duds.







end chapter fourteen



CHAPTER



Would one
of you overgrown
condom failures
kindly remove
the dead fucking

dragon from my
runway?




Upsher and
Doff. With 7he

I Hebdomadal?

Our editor's
been trying
to get in
touch with you
_concerning--

r We don't

We're doing a story
give a shit about Private First
about the royal Class Alana, the
baby either,

kidnapped soldier

Countess. from Landfall.

You were
her first
commanding
Officer, isn't
that right?

<

his is for deep
background only,
understood?

You had Alana

correct?

transferred to the
planet Cleave for
disciplinary reasons,

Honestly,
some days I
wonder if the
Kingdom chose
the wrong side
in all this...

Countess
Robot X7

If this is
about the Princess’s
incoming brat, you
can take it up with

the Embassy. T have
nothing to say
about my relatives’
sideshow.

No, I had
her transferred
because she's

a worthless
cunt.




We had just
arrived here on
Mota, which was

still heavily occupied
by Wreath forces
at the time.
I I

Alana worked

a turret on my
Vondertank. She was
a competent gunner,

but never truly
distinguished herself

until Wettingham.

One of our
stringers lost
an arm covering
that battle.

It was...
unpleasant.

We'd been
called in to rescue
a Coalition platoon
trapped on an
island with only one
suspension bridge
as an exit.

Our mission
was to destroy
the bridge before
the enemy could
make it across
and slaughter
our troops.

My bombardier
had been killed by
enchanted flak, so
I ordered Alana to

man his station

and release the
ordinance... but
she refused.

She said the bridge was
crowded with too many “Mota
commuters,” so I politely reminded
her that any military-age civilian
not actively resisting the moonies
was a clean target.

But Alana
still wouldn't
drop the
bombs?

the end, she
dropped them
beautifully.

A direct
hit, must have
sent a hundred
vehicles into
the drink.




If she
followed your Because she
'm not order, why hesitated. If the
sure 1 ) was Alana still Private had waited
understand. punished? another second, we
would have lost eight
of our own.

Good men and women
would have died, and
for what?
A few
appeasers
who welcomed
these savages
with open
arms?

-

do you think
there's any chance

that Alana |
wasn't kidnapped, \

but rather-- I\




7Tasking the
low-orbital
rnow, maam.

Are you
all right?!

Central,
I'm taking heavy
fire and need an
immediate strike
on that goddamn
condo-thing over-
\ looking my new
airstrip.

Just

“nhnz= keep

snapping
pics.

you we should
have stayed home,
covered that fat
jockey's murder
trial like everyone
else.

Honey, if
this is shaking
out the way I

think it is, Alana
is already the
biggest story
F

‘Al 1ue
N R
L LU\ )
| |

potshots at
newsboys.

Madness.
Bloody
madness...




I didn't even
know Granddad
made this for

you. It's just like
the one mommy
used to--

What
the fuck,
Tzabel?

T'll watch
this one, but you
should probably
get upstairs.
It's Marko.

He's
laughing.




M\/ ‘Fami’\/ had been
gueﬂ's at the lighthouse of
writee D. Qswald Hejst for Five
Lliss\[ul Jnys (dur?v\g which
no er"mg wob qccomplfshea/).

I'm going to
guess it's... some
kind of tropical

My father
was obsessed
with this.

I haven't
played since I
was a Kid.

Oswald,
the category is
celebrities.

I can't
believe I don't T
have a camera |

for this.

You have
to join your
husband's
team.

You two
can compete
against Klara
and me, youth

versus beauty.




Mister
Heist, why
do you own
an obscure

Wreath board
game?

sounds...
fun-like?

There are only three And Nun Tiyj Nun -- loosely,
forms of high art: the Now Means Now -- is quite
symphony, the illustrated literally the greatest board
children’s book and the game in the universe.
board game.

My second
wife learned -
to play it on
Gardenia, then ~ Probably the
she taught only positive
me. takeaway from
that particular
union, come to
think of it...

What's the
objective?

All you have
to do is survive the
Harsh Truths, reach the
summit of Mount Harnival
and alight Kismet's Lamp
before your opponents.

But I'ma
terrible artist.
Seriously, T

Next, we
wrestl/e.




Give the
thermoset about
another hour or so
to harden, but then
she'll be space-
worthy again.

Just
trying to make
conversation.

How'd
you get her
all tore up

like that,
anyhow?

Would
you like a
skewer?

Forgot to
mind my own
business.

Oh,
thank you,
little miss.

Your
manners are
much better

than your
daddy’s.




Will, you need )
to pull your shit
together. This is

the best shot
yet, for both

S0 what's
the plan,

Talking
to whom?

of us.

Live out

your golden Iz/ears T'm done

raising Sophie in i
wtopia, or Fluck it all \ FAKing to
away trying to avenge

someone who never
even liked you all
that much?

Q) >

Listen
a o /Y

< h

No, the stars T know you
have clearly aligned want to hang up your
inour favor, and I cape, but Marko and the
don't even believe prick who killed your ex

in that crap. could both be on Quietus

right now, which means--
—

Gwendolyn,
I made up
my mind.

I'm
finishing
what we
started.

I was
just trying

to save
your life.

At last,
he comes
to his
senses.




we'll
leave at
sunset.

Hey, you
see where
that little
girl went?

went to relieve
herself for the
thousandth
time.

T will find her,
you just prep
for takeoff.

I
thought
you were
watching

her.

Too busy
minding my own
business.

You're
doing the right
thing here. For

all of us.

Smile
for fuck's




Astounding.
Your mother
must be twice
her age.

I'm more
impressed by
Alana, actually.
I once saw
her get winded
trying to open
a package.

Really? You don't
throw the match?
To your wounded

—in-law?
mother-in-law?z Whoever

wins the
Psych-Out
Round wins /

My recently
widowed... wounded
mother-in-law...

mind you. my cue to

refuel.
I'm
impressed. And I
can't feel...
half my
body.




Seriously,
you're a

folding other
people's
underpants all
day, that's
for sure.

Okay, that
is... surprisingly
progressive.
And totally
offensive!

What gives
you the right
to tell me what
kind of mom
I'm supposed
to be?

Wait, now

rat race?

I thought the

you want us to
join the bullshit

What is that
supposed to
mean?

How do
you stay in
such amazing
shape?

It means I
always tried to
be Marko's role
model instead of

his personal

maid.

Ever since we arrived here,
you've delighted in playing domestic
goddess, but a new mother's place

is in the workforce, where she
can provide for her people.

This again?
Can we please
just Finish

Actually, Klara
raises a valid concern.

T wish T could host your
lot indefinitely, but the
wings could drop by for a
surprise inspection of this

\ Facility anytime.

Sooner or later,
you'll have to keep moving,
and that isn't cheap.
Unless you want to start
robbing banks, one of you
will have to find some kind
of gainful employment.

That's what
you got out of
my 435-page novel?
The one I spent
three years writing?
That I want people
to do nothing?

entire point of your
book was that we were
supposed to spend our
lives doing pretty much |=
this, just hanging out /£

and stuff.

M'




Fine,
what about
our rocket-

ship?

So you're
on their
side, too?

That tree
gives us pretty
much everything

we need. Food,
shelter...

Is that what this
whole thing was, some kind
of intervention? Alana's
being too clingy with her
fucking mewborn?z

My dear, you and
Marko have done something truly
extraordinary... but you also have
a family to think about now.

But, we don't want Hazel to
live her entire life indoors, do
we? How is that any better
than staying in the sewers
beneath Cleave?

Not that
fucking cliché
again.

Not
from you.




T've been
searching the
galaxies for you,
gumdrop.

N Everything's
: going to be
fine now.

You just
need to be
very brave for
what comes




Some parcvﬂlé let their youne) kids win
at games, but mine nevec did.

| don'+4hink it was becuuée‘H’lfy weve
Pa(TiculaH\/ (ompéﬂ-.'-“v& ,o{-l«.e.,l )"46‘}

wanted to tcach me. a valuable less0n.

Life is mostl ‘
j“‘)"\' |Carning \’ @

Whow 1o lose.

Something
tells me you're
once again using
sex to avoid
discussing an
uncomfortable
subject.

No,
I'm using
sex to
make you
come.

Where
do you want
to do it? All

over my tits?

My face?

We
haven't been
together in

weeks. I want
to suck your
cock.

Do you
remember
Chapter
Fifteen?




I will never
understand
quys.

In the middle of
A Nighttime Smoke,
Eames says something
that I've been
thinking about.

“There are
two kinds of
people left in

“We used to

e e
destrovers” but they all
yers. ran away.”

Like what?
I'm a dishonorably
discharged fuckup
with zero marketable
skills. Anything T've
ever tried to make
has turned out like
complete shit.

The two
of us don't
have to become
office drones or
mercenaries to
take care of
our girl.

Maybe we
can help... make
something.

This doesn't
change my wedding
vows. I'm still
never doing the
dishes.
T like
doing
dishes!

Great, so
now you want
to monetize
my uterus?

You are
s0 fucking
sexy.

I'm just saying,
you and I are pretty
good collaborators.
we'll find a way to
balance work and family
and whatever else  /
comes our way.




Well, they are
fugitives. It's not like
T can just watch after
Hazel while Alana fills

out applications for
waitressing work.

They
have a point,
you know.

Never fear, the
wings and horns
don't have their
claws in every What
industry. are they
getting up
to now?

Is Alana...
praying?

T have an ides,
but it will probably
work best if we fool
the whippersnappers
out there into thinking
they thought of it
on their own.

How are they
supposed to pound
the pavement when
they can't even be

seen in public?

No,
she most
certainly
is not.




The hell
are you talking
about?

Both men
started
hallucinating
/mmediately upon
returning to our
home office.

ranting about how
they had to get back
to your planet. Almost
got my arm broken
trying to restrain
one of them.

I don't have
time to take your
Incoming damn customer
call from... satisfaction
Cozen Claims & 1 survey so--
Adjustments. )

Sorry to
bother, sir, but
would you happer to
Krow if our employees
ate any native meat
or produce while
assisting you?

Our marketing guy
thinks it might be
Heroine, some kind of
parasite that alters
brarin chemistry to
trick hosts into joining
a new ecosystem.

Anyway,

/F you or your
crew ate any
local cuisine down
there, you're gonna
want to purge
completely.
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end chapter fifteen



CHAPTER






We're not inside No crime in a
your apartment, Q couplq of quys
we're on a public catching their

landing pad. breath.

Unless you S
think spaces like
these should be
off-limits to the

flightless members
of your society?

It appears to
show a Landfallian
woman sporting the
kind of traditional
wedding band your
enemies wear.

Special
Agent Gale,
my name is
Upsher and

his is--

T know who
you are. Didn't

your editor warn you
about the penalty for

trespassing on the
private property of a

Secret Intelligence

Officer?

Is that why you've been harassing ’A\" '
my office day and night? «7
. ‘_"\'
/]

-

You want a
quote about our
equal access
laws?

Actually, T'd like to ask about
something we went to a great deal of
trouble to acquire, an image pulled off
a surveillance camera back on Cleave.

Put that
the fuck
away and get
inside.




S0 you can
confirm this is
the “kidnapped”

soldier Private
First Class

confirming
shit.

[/ Inthe interest

of planetary security,
I'm begging you to
spike whatever
story you think you
have here.

Why are you
quys so worried
about people finding
out some Coalition
grunt might have
fallen for a quy
from Wreath?

Because
thﬁt's fLat
TZ what this Maybe
\x is. 4 the best
| by we've ever
had.

Gentleman,
Alana isn't
some lovesick
deserter.

Early in
her career, she
was flagged as an
excellent candidate
for deep-cover
espionage.

T wish I could
tell you more, but
I'm not exaggerating
when I say that
trillions of lives
are at stake.




And you g
expect us s That may
to just take be, but our
your word for E world's first
all this? allegiance is
i | still to the
truth.

Aren't you two from
Jetsam? Your planet
has suffered almost as
much at the hands of
the moonies as mine.

’ T expect you
to be reasonable.

Y e

Y
-

You guys
stiIIFtreat
our faggots

i As long as v like cgagp,
Right, you you happen to be huh?

people are so much  part of Jetsam's
more principled than heterosexual
the awful warmongers population, of
you feed off of. L course.

Anyway. I know I can't Force you not
to publish something, but I do hope you'll
carefully consider everything we've discussed
before you make your final decision.

An openly gay man \/ Terribly tragic
couldn't have much of ° if you ask me, but
a career on your world, who am I to judge
could he? Hell, T doubt the mores of a
he could have much fledgling young
of a life. society?




Well, your
competition
has got my
quys stretched
thin.

How many
targets?

Two
seditionists
from The
Hebdomadal.

Gale, we've
been over this,
Journalists
are off-limits to
Freelancers.

These aren't

/unFortunately, my best man
hasn't been returning calls
from the last assignment

T sent him on.

But
I canget
you a close
second.

RGENCY,
IN CASE OF EMERGET
bLEASE CONTACT:

SARvERT

: I o
Q\P\ND Lon\\s 0 (O
ih B ok AQO\\\“

Jjournalists,
they're glorified
pamphleteers
trying to incite

Whatever,
we'll pay super-
rate for each,

50 just put your

bloodshed. A best man on it.




“You may have crossed
the street all by yourself,

litle boy...”

“..but
you forgot
to hold onto
something very
important.”




H’ \,./asn"{' emdly ACT'OI\/'
ACKED, but if most of your
childhood dida't look esactly
like this, | feel socey for you.

“Weeber
beganr to tremble.
The other hand! He

had neglected to
bring the one thing
that could save
his life...”

Mister Heist, \ I learned the All good children's stories
isn't that a | alphabet from one | | are the same: young creature
little... dark J/~  Your father of my parents’ breaks rules, has incredible
for Hazel? and I read harsher adventure, then returns home

stories to you at J with the knowledge that
that age. > aforementioned rules are
there for a reason.

Of course,
the actual message
to the careful reader
is: break rules as often
as you can, because
who the hell doesn't
want to have an
adventure?

Because it
requires collaborating

If you with an artist.

like kids' books
50 much, why And
haven't you ever artists...
written one? . g frighten
N me.




Yuma,
my second
wife.

gquess, one of % f
your harem of Certifiably insane,
divorcées? but she could paint like
- = a son of a bitch. Think
she's doing set design
for the Open Circuit
these days.

Oh, we
haven't spoken in
ages. I suppose she
and her crew must
have to move around
a lot to outrun the
Censors.

Wouldn't have ' Our neighbors
pegged Marko | { subscribed one summer
as a Circuit - \ and it turned them into
fanboy. } ¢ blithering idiots almost
on impact.

I've never
even seen it. T
always wanted to
try, but my parents
forbid me from
watching.

Aw, it's mindless
entertainment,
but at least it's You know,
entertaining. I think I might
have an old unit
T used stashed in the
to check it guestroom.
out after my
mom passed
out.

'/

p // Why don't
= you kids go
break some

rules?




We should
have been
halfway to
Quietus by
now.

By the time
the two of us finally
find The Will's new
plaything, Marko and
his degenerates will
already be --







Karulino, i
povas fine esti

The person

who took
| my virginity

is standing

before me.

We have
to=huuz
get back to
the ship.

vi devas kredr
min!




You had an
abortion?

Without
telling me?

been dating six
months! What was
I supposed to
do, slipjack?!

You were
supposed to
be honest
with me!



It's
certainly...
loud.

But I'm
not sure I
understood the
subtext.

Most of it is
just bad melodrama,
but some of the
storylines can be
interesting, especially
when the audience
gets involved.

A little, but
performing on
the Circuit is

about way more
than acting.

Don't laugh,
but before 1
enlisted, I briefly
considered running
away to try and
Jjoin a troupe.

One
way to find
out.

Are you
kidding? Why
the hell
didn't you?

I doubt
T could have
survived the
audition.

you're passable as

pamemss=== [ one of their kind with

your wings retracted.

] And you used to
act in high school,
‘ right?




What,

like now?

Probably because so many
of them have shady pasts.

y The Circuit may be legal
to watch, but it's still a
pirate network run by
crooks and... and carnies.
You really want to raise
Hazel around those
kinds of people?

Marko, 1
want to find
a paying gig as
much as you, but
I can't show my
face in front of
an intergalactic
audience.

Good
thing troupers all
wear masks.

Better
actors
than mol

Look, it's a
fun idea, but I was
barely cut out for
that life before 1
became a lactation

machine.

soldiers.

re

Besides,

wouldn't you go
insane being a
stay-at-home

dad all day?

Then
you've never
dated an
actor.

Aftec years of
pi‘i(\neJ de"P‘, m
Lather was ceady
foc o signif icaat ly
less stveosful
Career.










Then we still
have a shot at |\
saving him. ik

have to go
straight to
Quietus.

He'll die
long before
we ever reach
a proper
emergency

And T don't
know enough
combat surgery
to cast a spell
for a wound
like that.

But my
ex-boyfriend
does.

This isn't
Jjust about my
vendetta.

Going straight
to Marko is also
our only decent
shot at saving

The Will's life.




i Your boy was _And you really
La+er ‘Hnan‘ el m‘( casually asking me think they can make
pacents and | slept while how Yuma first sorme lglnggc?{’ahcng
ot involved with imaginar
mfe c”“?'eﬁw‘/ ¢ tl:le Circui{:.l fisticuffs?
Po 1m) My tutuv e
Canspired. 1'd say

the hook's

There's
always money
in conflict.

Says

Y’
the diehard
peacenik?

Oh, T abhor real

violence, but fake

violence is fucking
brilliant.

Name one
work of fiction
that comes
anywhere close
to conveying
what combat is
really like.

My Heads on

Swivels. Beyond . -
W,lvnorriFicY ' Your kind is fine

at showing the horror
of war, but you stink at
capturing the grace.




It's just
land. Dirt
is dirt.

Enlighten
= ‘ me.

never toiled in the exact
same fields as thousands
of your ancestors.

Klara, if assholes
with guns are headed

my way, I don't care
if everyone I've ever
loved is buried in that
dirt, I'm still running
like a madman.

He's
completely
into you,
you know.

I'm going
to find you a
copy of that
book.
And
you're going
to thank

me.

Imagine armed men
coming to seize your
family's home.

You can't
see the honor,
the beauty in
defending your

own land?

And when they
keep on you like
hounds? When
they drive you
to the very
cliffs?

Where
do you run
to then,
Oswald?

I'm
not blind,
wraith.




Izabel, I just
lost my husband
weeks ago.

So what's the holdup?
You're a freshly single senior
citizen. You're allowed to
find a new lay at your first
grieving spouses meet-up.

1

And right.
Life is stupidly
short. Why
not enjoy the

last act?

You know )
\ it's what you \

N\ | would have wanted |
for your man if
youd been first

someone
coming this
way.

| 9uiess you alrcaal\/
kvnow what hawell 4 nexct,




Pfincc Robot IV ’0""‘“‘/

volls into Town.

Can
you spare
a moment,
love?

L~ Is that you, IV? Apologies ¢
for the din, a small army is trying | |
to stuff me into a second gown |
for this bloody interminable

something... not
dangerous, necessarily,
but certainly
unpredictable, so T
just wanted to
tell you --

Princess?
Are you

T just wanted / So yeah tnis P'nfce, ot
to tell you, I had !
a dream about our work o)ocs on to

unborn child. About "
our boy. We were bfﬂ+al|\, nfﬁe(rog ale

staying in a little our host while m
cabin by the seaq, ‘(\ .
and we-- a/ml\/ i5 forced 1o

cower in ‘}erriﬁeg]
silence.




AR
60::;%& 4n
Nn- pa cl‘:'epils




end chapter sixteen



CHAPTER



T think
they went
to see the

author.




Who, our Upsher, why would two war And you saw the We must
forbidden criminals on the run waste way we made that be getting
lovers? their time with a writer? intelligence officer closer to the
No offense, of course. squirm. truth.

According to
everyone we've
interviewed, that
novel held some You say so, but the paper's gonna be pissed if we
kind of sway take a rental all the way to Quietus just to come
over Alana. back with a puff piece about some cult novelist.

Like they'd ever
let me profile a living T think
author. The only time there's
our subscribers want to someone in
read about a writer here.
is after they--




That thing...
% poisoned
us.

2

Yeah,
but the
stuff won't
kill you.

> .



Potion we
dosed you with
is called Embargon.
Either of you tries

If you're really a Freelancer,
then why the games? Why
not just slit our throats?

to say a word about
Alana and company
to anyone outside
this room, you
- both die.

But forget
she ever existed,
and everybody
lives happily ever
after.

Relax, your jobs are
safe. I doubt Landfall
So what, or Wreath give a shit if
are we supposed you two keep reporting,
to thank you for as long as you never
destroying our report this story.
livelihoods?

That makes
no sense. Why
now? Upsher and 1
have covered way
worse crap done by
both sides.

. My working name'’s
The Brand. Me and
Sweet Boy here have
been authorized to
shut you two up
by any means
necessary.

Because the
only journalists
that deserve
killing are sports
writers.

Plus, T've read
your work. You were
pretty fair to the
union during our last

strike, so I thought
T'd give you two one
shot at this the
easy way.




It's the
stories with
no sides
that worry
them.




1t was Stacting 1o look
like we'd overstayed
ouc welcome ,

Enough of
this, T have to
help him.

Harc's the 'flninq,
every body loves babies...

but only in very, VERY
Seall doses.

M\/ parm‘f's and | had 4pent
an entire week ingide the
cosmic |19}\+hou6€ of
D. Oswald Heist.

Klara, you swore to
Mister Heist we'd stay
hidden until he gave
the all clear. :
Alana's right.
) our first priority
B < has to be protecting
4 Hazel. We have no
idea if whoever's down
there even knows
we're here.

L\~




But
he's getting
persuasive.

Our visitor
just shot Heist
in the fucking
kneecap.

Izabel, can you
use one of your
illusion things to

scare him off?

He'll live... but
I don't know how

: ~ They sent a
Tgshtizrie]ﬁfet goddamn android after

he cracks. you guys. Either a prince
or a duke, T can never
tell those things apart.

\
T wish, “,/’

projections are as
| worthless as your
Heartbreaker against
machines.

Then what
possible use is
this intangible
freeloader to

us?

Don't Because
“‘Mother” we have a
me. family to
\ think about
now.

How can we
just hole up here
like frightened
animals while an
innocent man is
tortured?




Just cut
to the ending
and finish me
already, would

you?

AT
™

——

you accuse
me of being
suicidal.

I'm gonna
What do
we have here,
another of
your overlong
polemics on
pacifism?

Why the hell does

is the opposite of
war? It's just a lull
in the action.

need a better title.

everyone think peace

T told you,
I don't
N~ | know anything
about these
perverts you're
hunting.

If you've got
such a hard-on to
murder someone, it

might as well be--

So what
do you suggest
is combat's
true antithesis,
maestro?

You know how
to read, right?
Knock yourself out.
Circle any typos you
find, would you?

T'll settle
for a summary,
thanks.




I can't
see him...
but he's in
there.

The fact
that the wings
sent one of their
filthy tube-heads
means Marko
must be here.

S0 now we
have more than
enough probable
cause or whatever
to storm that
place and --

cat, we
don't have time
to do this by the
book. Your partner
is going to Flatline
unless we find my

ex in one piece.

Please,
at least let
me move in
for a closer
look?




The Will, I'm
so sorry I cut
your neck with
a little knife!

. T think
yé’u",’ii'}ﬁie... Honest Cat
just some | wants

bad mojo... to eat me
...my fault... U1 > \ now.
for not listening... ¥
to stalk... i
g
and it's her But her and ‘
...and it's b
..you promise... ;’g:; §§uwaii'}e 4 " eﬂfig‘g;’fg'man
£0 tel Honest Cat... on out... who knows a healthy
hat Mme ane You... spell. They're gonna
2re square. fix you all up.
..that's...
rea| nice... ‘
] i 8

z
|
i

N

...but just in case...
there's something...
T oughta tell you...







T've been
through every inch
of this firetrap, but
there are zero exits
other than the
front door.

Look
harder.

Oswald is an
eccentric hermit :
with savings. I refuse

to believe he doesn't
have at least ore
secret passageway
in this place.

, A
LN
y/ If anyone )
can outwit
\/ But if he
can't?

Then
we should
be ready to
take care of
Hazel.




It's just, they
may be your planet's
allies, but I don't think
you really knmow the
robots. You haven't
seen what they do to
people with horns.

It won't
come to
that.

You want
us to mercy
kill our
daughter?

To children
with horns.

Even if that
thing gets past
Heist, it'll never
stand a chance

aqgainst you,

me and...

Marko, T'll bluff
whatever I have
to, but if you
think I'd ever lay
a finger on --

Listen to me.

No one is ever

going to hurt
this girl.




chance,
old son.

What's
the secret
message of
your newest

agitprop?

I've had
a close call
or two, like

most.

When you
almost shuffled
off... what did

you see?

The usual, I suppose. Tracer
fire, smoke from signal flares,

my own bodily fluids spilling
out onto the mud.

That might be what
you think you remember.
But if you really concentrate,
what did you actually see?

my life flash
before my eyes
or any of that

ridiculous--

You said you've
had a couple
of near-death
experiences,
right?

On the
battlefield?




Nice How did \
and filthy, )( You know my
eh? vision was...
explicit?

Who were
you with? Your
wife, a stranger,
your date to the
senior prom...7




Every last man
and woman I'd ever
fought alongside of,
we were all mixed
together in...

sure there's

another word Your
for it than squad ever
“orgy” been involved
in something
like that for

real?

Of course not. I share a v
deep bond with all my fellow seen soldiers...
troops, but my feelings were ‘ ravish enemy
never romantic, certainly : combatants
not for the males. - | before.

So in this
fever dream .
of yours, you This

were being was nothing
taken against like that.

your will?

I'd never
felt anything quite
like it. For the
first time in my life,
everything was... as
it should be.

We may not
have been making
love, but we were
certainly making
something.

And why
do you think H
that is?

Because
the opposite
of war...




You so much ‘
as twitch a finger,
I cube you.

i

Or you'll

Your majesty, zap me with
wait! Pleaée doyn't your terrifying

Speaking hurt her! movie prop?

Language?

T said
show me
your hands,
drone!







% > — p——— - = o
Those things B B[ on, thank god,
aren't off 1 | | love. T was so
until they're ! ip i \ B sure I'd --
off. : r “nrns :
== p but my axe
.7

absorbed the
worst of his

> % I —, blast.
P

ﬂ\e advice 1o "kill
ouc dacling s \a been
aftributed to various
authors across the
aalaxies... and Mister

Heist hated thesm all.




Why feach youna weiters to
edit out whatever it i9 Hle\/ feel
™ot Paséionode.

Q about ?

Unhl On'\/ HI\C Jﬂflinqs

remain.,










end chapter seventeen



CHAPTER






I'VE HAD
ENOUGH!




r JAT

This is a Lying Cat, 3
and Lying Cats always
play by the rules.




) Now get the
Right.  fuck away from
g my friend.

Forget your ! \ " _——{ Leave, or so help me,

partner. \ / T will haunt your ass.
% She
,66’ / T
-l . ST
( y"“ O -
\ /

made her
bed.

You want to
spend the rest
s Of your miserable
existence being
reminded what you
really are?

: USELESS
RUNT OF THE
LITTER!







Someone's
coming
upstairs!

Marko,
there's nowhere
left to go!

/:Aazt;ﬁl Wihcan'd — — You can use
scale down the side . - your wings
of this thing. 'd:of’:,‘%r:éﬂ i +o slow your
descent.

wrong move at
this height --

I told you,
these things
are vestigial! 1
can't even glide,
all I candois
plummet!
Alana, you
have to be
strong now. I
promise, you
can--

You
really did fuck
one of these

animals.




Gwendolyn?

That
Gwendolyn?!

I'm the one
who gets to ask
questions.

Of ' Whatever you
course. want to know,

we... we can talk
about things.

If an adult male
receives a traumatic
wound to his jugular,
what ingredients do T
need for a long-term
healing spell?

You're not
the only one
who's found
someone new,
all right?

The man
I Jove has
been hurt, and
T need your help
to make him
whole again.




Great, ah, you just need
some fresh snow. Should
be easy enough to find
at this elevation.

And then you
have to tell your...
your boyfriend to

hold a specific image
in his mind as the

process begins.

That depends, Neither.

is he from the

north or south He's a...
of Wreath? foreigner.

Gwendolyn,
I'm so sorry.
This only works
on our kind.

Landfall keeps
an old M.A.S.H. unit
posted the next
system over. They'd
be obligated to
treat your friend

if he's --

Bitch,
who told you
to open your

fat face?




..Iam..
Prince Robot...

...Coalition...
Forces... of...
Landfall...

...how may...
T assist...
your unit... or
division...?

..Iam..
Prince Robot...

we have 3, uh,
wounded friendly
that T need you
to help remove
from this active
theater of...
fire.

.Iam..
pleased
to... assist
you...




Great,
fantastic.

And when
you're done with
this, I need you to
help two of your
— fellow soldiers back

in that --

./

SRS—

...I must...
get back...to
my ship...

...there is

somewhere...
I need to be...
quite badly... is
there not...?

/' there is not!
This is most
definitely the
only place you
need to--

..what is...
your name...
and rank...?

Actually... why
don't you just
get wherever it
is you're trying

We'll take
it from here,
thanks.










They deserved
better than you
could give.

But then
I met her.

Gwendolyn, T
know I had my...
problems.

T used to be
angry, insecure,
selfish.

I'm sorry. Truly.
Whatever you need
to do to make this

right, you should

do it.

This isn't
some flesh
wound you can
Jjust magic
away!







D. Oswald Heist,
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MOM and Da\g(
wanted 4o stick adeund

for a propec bucial, but
™y deyastated Cra/m\/
avgued that Heist would have

appreciated wheve he ended U

.. mixed amonqg st the
ashe s of his creations.

SNaccax
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While the effects of
Embargon are usually
permanent, they
can be reversed... if
the casters of the
spell are hanged
until dead.

you want us
to assassinate

professional

assassins?

Upsher, you've
been looking for loop-
holes to this stupid
curse for months.
Face it, we lost this

one, but there'll
always be --

Hey, you
two assholes
want to cover
a story about

a robot?




Actually, sir, we're Probably shouldn't take

. I have a swamped. another assignment until
Which one, potential we finish that feature
in with-- on the porn ring bust.

Guy's about
to have his very
first kid, but
no one's seen him
in weeks, and the
Embassy isn't
saying shit.

Doff, he doesn't kmow that royal

might have ties to Alana. We could
just report on one side of things
without technically violating
the Embargon.

Have fun

hiding behind
your desks like

And
risk having
our brains
technically I'm
exploded? sorry, hon,
but come
on.

No story's
worth dying
for.




Here about the
Freelancer got
dropped on your

doorstep.

They call me
The Brand.

Right,
“The Will.”
You his

Ma'am, T need
to tell you that
your brother suffered
trauma he'll likely
never recover from.
Do you have any idea
who did this

T introduced
him to his last
girifriend.

Didn't go
great.
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He can make '
vocalizations, but
T wouldn't call it
communication. We're
not registering any
activity in his
frontal --

Hey, ‘

S, yourself into
kid- 1% Znother jam,




It would be a very long
time before we saw ny
of our ociginal pursuers

qulf\




A+ lea S+| it

seemed kinda
it

| remember visits to
Favawa\, worlds that lasted

only a few day¢ but felt
like entire lifetimes,

And then there
were the endless
Jour neys between
destinations Haet
somehow went by

in the blink of

an de.

your step,
silly.







to be continued
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lllustration for TIME magazine article on Saga



“BEST ONGOING SERIES: SAGA. JUST WHEN YOU THINK IT COULDN'T GET ANY BETTER, BRIAN
K. VAUGHAN AND FIONA STAPLES OUTDO THEMSELVES THE VERY NEXT ISSUE.” USA TODAY

“THE STORY TRANSCENDS MERE PACE-POUNDING, AND MANAGES MOMENTS OF SWEETNESS,
SORROW, AND SENTIMENT THAT WILL HAVE YOU DAUBING YOUR EYES BETWEEN LAUGHING
AND GASPING OVER AUDACIOUS BATTLES.” CORY DOCTOROW, BOING BOING

“STARRED REVIEW. THIS IS A COMPLETELY ADDICTIVE, HUMAN STORY THAT WILL LEAVE
READERS DESPERATELY AWAITING THE NEXT VOLUME.” PUBLISHERS WEEKLY

From the Hugo Award-winning duo of BRIAN K. VAUGHAN (The Private Eye, Y: The
Last Man) and FIONA STAPLES (North 40, Red Sonja), SAGA is the sweeping tale
of one young family fighting to find their place in the universe. Searching for
their literary hero, new parents Marko and Alana travel to a cosmic lighthouse on
the planet Quietus, while the couple’s multiple pursuers finally close in on their
targets.
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