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“Still ahead of the pack...it remains a work of powerful emotional impact”
— Multiversity Comics

“Radical and progressive” — Women Write About Comics

“War, romance, hope and feminism...relatable and arresting”
— Doom Rocket

“revolutionary” — Mookychick

“Halo Jones was my first love. Or maybe my first role model. The girl
that got out.” — Lauren Beukes

“the story of an ordinary woman, not a superhero or special snowflake,
but a woman who made her own story ... a character that represented
the everywoman ... The Ballad of Halo Jones broke the mould ...
remarkably timeless” — The Independent

“groundbreaking feminist heroine ... one of the comic industry’s
strongest role models” — The Guardian

“exponentially cooler than knock-offs like Tank Girl, mostly because she
remains a fed-up real person amid the wild space opera of her universe”

— Empire









“ON PWLIC, THE
CATSBLOOD
. NSVEE RAN DRY.

“ONCE A PROSPEROUS
smcspoﬁr'r PWLUC
N TO ROT WHEN
Nﬁg SHIPPING LANES

- WHEREAS PWUC,
FIETH PLANET IN THE
ARCTURAN SYSTE,
LOOKED EVEN usuER
THAN IT SOLUNDED.

ED UP, BYPASSING ‘ i

OPEN
T COMPLE ELY

l
’_q:

y /T BECAME A GHOGTWORL% WHERE

MEN WITH BOARDED-LIP EYE;




"DURING 4952,

SURVIVING RECORDS -_

. INDICATE mAT.sHE
JVEFOOR 8AR ON
Iv.

"SM?AGED B8Y A MINOR
INCIDENT, TWO
THOHSA ND MEMBERS
OF THE MANHATTAN
PRSTES 1Sn army
HAD STORMEO THE
OP ARMED WITH
ELEC rROFLAh‘.s AND
BUNT-GLNS.

o ITTIN THE %A
e vEsam

’ELSEWHERE THE WAQ N TARANTHLA DPAGGED

INTO ITS SECOND DECADE, AND THE GALA
&Co VERED ON THE BRINK OF CO&LAPSE

NOMY HOVE
| FEW JOoBS PA/D EVEN ENomsH 7O LIVE ON.

THL CEEATES
|_n-|'l-.E I:I'\nn :

.._ MN-VEFESE

1 NON PAID ENOUGH F
INTER-SYSTEM mAVEL

"REFLISING TO SUBMIT TO THE BRUTALLY
SIMPLE ARITHMETIC OF HER MONTHLY

CRE. rcrATEMENT, HALO PERSEVERED .
SHE WAS DETEEMJ'NED, AND STILL YOLING .

"\\\XL

e
\“E:II | LarouRLOTTER:| e

TRKE A NUMEER

Nl fg_ﬁl | R

“CLINGING DoeG ro HER
aeu:rs F.?om m -TDB

"PREsumsr.y, HALO WAS #ms EMPLOYED
WHEN SHE LEARNED OF THE SLALGHTER
BACK ON EART, TH.

“IT BEC AS

8e
THE RED MDN‘G
M’SACRQ




WORK |
CALLED VJSCHE lN
THE ALPHAN SYSTEM. ||

“"NEVER HAVING

CR'UDE VEGETABLE VOCAL

, THEY SHRIEKED
LlKE c:-m. DREN AS THEY
WERE CUT DOWN.

“ON VESCHE, THE
TREES HAD FACES.
AND TH.EY SCREAMED

HALO JONES
,u—-——q QUIT AFTER ONLY |
; THREE DAYS.




“RECORDS OF HER
MOVEMENTS OVER
THE NEXT FEwW 4 /e -
YEARS ARE IN~ X “IN 4958, ONE "H.TONES ™"
B WAS QLESTIONED BY THE
; 3 B SIRIAN ALITHORITIES
REGARDING AN ICE
SMUBGLING OFFENCE.

"EVENTUALLY, ON PWIIC

Yol A3

SHE STOPPED RLINNING

CONSTELLATIO
PERSEUS

"IN 4958, A
WOMAN BEARING
A STRIKING
FACIAL RESEMB-
LANCE TO JONES
— BUT WHO
GAVE THE NAME
ne, a‘su~u -—
WAS ARRESTED




"SHE WAS A WOMAN

" ON Pwucf AETER TEN |
YEARS OF HAMMERING
ON THE BARS OF THAT
PRISON, SHE WAS
FORCED 7O ADMIT THAT
IT WwAS fNESCAHABI..E .

etk 1S I

gl “ WHEN THAT
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'E WAS
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% 1: Tarantula R1smg

l‘-?” L.'l:HYO;lJ Sl; lé":, Ek‘l?g;rﬂ-!a l?ﬁlﬂ?ED
Ol g WORLDS

= WHA'SS GOIN' ON W

OuT THERE ?
> ~




ER
LOS FRIENDS COME ON!
\, DON'T BE SHY! | WANT TO
> TAKE A LOOK
AT YOU ...

WANT TO ) i i YOU, SIR! DO YOU
SEE IF YOU'VE GOT - : HAVE THLINDER IN
WHAT IT TAKES TO YOUR HEART?
RIDE THE %I.DRY- &
BARGE!

THIS GRAND
OPPORTLINITY
ISN'T FOR EVERY-

ONE...

A LIFE IN

THE MODERN
MILITARY

NEEDS

COURAGE!

/' THEN \1MAGINE YOURSELF
IN THIS uNuFonM-—AeAm VER'
THE COLOURFUL MCKDROP poPuLA
OF AN OFFICER ESPECIALLY
ON TGRHHNE WITH THE
LADIES.

IT NEEDS IRON
IN YOUR BACK, AND
THUNDER IN YOUR

AND SPEAKING JUST LOOK AT THIS STE
ECENT RECRUIT, WEAR- FORWARD.

G ‘I'ING FEMALE SEE You
IN MIND! i,




SHE HAS EARNED A
MOMENT'S RELAXATION:
ONE OF MANY ALLOWED

UNDER OUR GENEROUS
LEAVE AND RECREATION
PROGRAMME . ..

! WELL, SURE, 53
BUT WON'T THAT &3
L OFFICER MIND OR MIND 2 HOW
B ANYTHING? COULD HE? HE'S A
RECRUITING
ANDROID. THE REAL
OFFICERS ARE SORT
OF GRAY, BORING
LITTLE GUYS.
C'MON,
WHAT'S

YOUR
TOXIN?

ANYPLACE
HERE WE CAN

GET A
CELEBRATORY
DRINK ?

AAH, GOT IN A FIGHT
WITH THIS WOMAN, SHE
BIT IT OFF.

BUT THIS LITTLE
IMPLANT'S REALLY
MAMMOTH = | CAN
PICK UP ALL THE

AUDIO-S0APS

ON IT!




THA'SS WELL, WHY WHO ME ?
RS, T THAT'S e ey il
TOv, You WHAT WE'RE HA’ﬂHA :’f
LOOK REALLY
SLAPPY IN THAT RECRUITMENT. HA,
it 45 A
: ERING !
S00D LIFE IN %
THE SERVICES. :
NO, REALLY,
) THINK ABOUT IT—
IT'S A WAY OFF
oF n-us FILTHBALL,
GO0 PAYeTRAVEL
N = GALAXIES...
=,

HALO 2 ARE YOU
OKAY ? LISTEN, IF
YOU'VE HAD -roo MUCH
TO DRINK Y CAN
SHARE mY CABIN HERE
ON THE GLORY~
BARGE.

NKS., 1...
[ J'l-IST ALMOST
REMEMBERED
THIS DREAM
| HAD.

You
EVER GET
THAT
FEELING?
afliel " T

b —

NAHH.
| DON'T
DREAM.

(=)

OTHE
GALAX] ES o
WELL, | DLUNNO.
WHAT OTHER

ALAXIES 7

ALL OVER!

¥ IF YOou STILL
DEA

O SIGN.

“HALOP?"

: e J ,-',.. ‘\
r i\
L I L Al
' |
=7 | MEAN, THEY . 3 g
TOLD ME THERE WAS oo™ :
PRACTICALLY NO i -
CHANCE WE'D GET
SENT TO
TARANTULA...
T e el
-
P e 57,
=
I
THANKS .
MAYBE |
WILL. |
R MEAN...
... WHAT
HAVE | GOT b
TO LOSE? PEaG’ mm YOUR
sxer. ﬁfncz

¥ AN



"GIRLS... ARE
YOU LONELY ? IS
YOUR LIFE LACKING
IN PLURPOSE?

"IN TO|

THAT'S MY

KAROBIX RATION,

I'LL RIP YOUR
LIPS OFF!

SERIPT ROBOT
Atav Moore |
ART ROBOT

AN GIBSON
LETIERING |
STARKI

COMPU-73e

/ C-COME IN! THIS
1S B-BETA PLATOON.

SORT OF

D-DEFECTS
DO You
TWO HAVE?

ALL SPECIAL
IN BETA

PLATOON. '™

-MONA .
®” DON'T ) DOWN THERE, | |
] swALLOW! TH-THAT'S AAARRGH !

i _DON'T BEKTI AND YOU SWALLOWED
SWALLOW! DITTO. ‘IT.' DON'T DIGEST!




"NOT ONLY
WILL YOIJR NEW
POSITION FILL
YOU WITH PRIDE,
IT WILL FILL

YOU WITH
EXPERIENCE .

» gafalon T L0 A
W A TEse fef o
P Tpog P el

JONES 7 WHERE
DO YOU THINK YOU'RE
GOING? YOU JUST RE~

AN gH{chwuL ngsRI.SE
RRENDS T LATER LIFE. " on‘,’{;“}’ﬁ'—“;,;;‘ogb_
MONA, N\ ERED TO PLUNGE AN
THAT'S IT! THAT ELECTRIFIED CEIVED 800 VOLTS
LOCATE THE MARKOV HURT:!/ D GER | THROUGH YO
POINT IN YOLIR ENEMY YOUR L~LIVING CEREBRAL CORTEX
SOLDIER'S HARD LIGHT BRAIN AND IF IT YOU'RE DEAD. YOU
SCREEN, THEN PUNCH HURTS THAT'S N- HAVE TO STAY
YOUR ELECTROPIC NOT MY FALLT! HERE. THE
DOWN THROLIGH HER REST OF YOU,
DIRTY TERRORIST WATCH OUT FOR
SKULL! ENEMY HATCH
4 SNATCHERS'
& A b
) b ;
——
4 i -
7' Cd
al = N
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]
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BEING DEAD
1S A SKILL
THAT WILL COME
IN HANDY IN
LATER
LIFE.

NEVER
MIND.

NAS A
SPECIALIST
CRACK
TROOPE!

HI, TOY.
ARE YOU DEAD
TOO7? | GOT MY

BRAIN FRIED.
THAT'S

IDENTIFIABLE
BONELESS
MASS BY

A VIBRO -
MINE.
I'M SICK

o MANOELJGVRES.

ue s8It
HERE, DEAD.



... THEIR
WAY OF
LIFE AND
THEIR
PICTLRE-
ESQUE
CUSTOMS.

THIS
DEGENERATE SLB
HUMAN SHE-DEVIL
LIVE-S IN A FILTHY

THREE CHILDREN.
THEY HAVE
ABSOLUTELY NO-
THING IN COMMON
WITH TRUE

HUMANS.

"ALSQ, LET Us

e

"IN TODAY'S
ARMED SERVICES,
WE TELL YOU ALL

YOU NEE D TO
KNOW ABOUT oure
OUSINS oul
THERE BEYOND

THE MILKY

WAY...

THEY ONLY

THEY y
<=/ WORSHIPATREE! LINDERSTAND
THEY ARE TOTALLY FORCE! You

CAN'T TALK
TO THEM!

LISTEN 'ro HER,
TESS! SHE'S
LYING ! BLYTHA'S

V' see, TESS
TESéERAC‘r
15 HAVING A
LONG OVERDUE
CHAT WITH
BLYTHA ABOLT
HER RELATION-
SHIP WITH
CAPTAIN




" AND THEN,
F COLIRSE,
THERE'S THAT ¢
LUNIFORM !

—
=
.szy/‘.:..-’.f.’-':"/ﬂ-”"‘f

' ' OLIND LEAVE,
V2 .."."-"’-KS' THERE'S NOTHING
g LIKE A LINIFORM

D

"GIRLS, LAET IT GIVE

YOoU A MAGIC THAT
MALES CAN'T RESIST!" YOU'RE AN OPTICAL

SPECIALIST ? THAT'S
A COINCIDENCE. TODAY
J\ | LEARNED HOW TO BLIND
: PEOPLE WITH MY
THUMBS.

ME TOO!
SQUIDGE!
HA HA HA!

1| MEAN, |
COULD NEVER
DQ IT. | MEAN,
JUST THINKING
ABOUT IT MAKES
ME WANT TO
THROW UP.

YEAH ! AND ALSO,
WHAT ARE YOU SUP~-
PQSED TQ WIPE YOUR

THUMBS ON
AFTERWARDS ?

P 4 ERED AN
3 i APPOINTMENT.
Vi HAVE TO

...THESE
UNIFORMS

WORKING.



... AND ABOVE
ALL, DON'T LET AN
E; GERATED
FEAR OF THE DANGERS
n\:\.-m.\-rEEt'.\wa PUT YOU

TOY, THIS
LEAFLET IS A

JOKE! | SHOULD

NEVER HAVE LET
YOU TALK ME

INTO
ENLISTING!

OKAY,
WOMEN, WE
ENTERED THE

THOSE
FIGURES ARE
PERFECTLY
ACCLIR‘-;TE.

1 THINK SOMEBODY'S BUT DON'T

BEEN JESTERING WITH WORRY...

MAYBE
YOU'LL BE ONE
OF THE LUCKY
SNTWhoze
CHUTE SUIT

ACTUALLY




THIS MEANS "AlLL WE HAVE" OR
THE NATIVES CALL THIS "WE HAVE EVERYTHING ",
WORLD "¢OBIS LOYO". osgsnro‘fﬁs 05 wmc»f gﬂnnss-
BOX YOU LISTEN TO.

=
% J 7

THE NATIVES NOBODY'S SLURE
WE CALL IT CALL US WHAT THIS MEANS,
WARZONE 18. "KOYOKS". B8UT WE'VE ALSO

THIS MEANS THAT

THERE ARE 17

COLONIZED WORLDS
Wi

CAUSING EARTH
MORE TROUBLE
THAN THIS ONE IS.

At

- e P f =
o - 5 e =
Q\‘vmp - —_— - — B
i f I'D NEVER SEEN =
. > REAL DOGS BE- 3 Al
= . . . |Fore, anDt was i
i y | - . . | suePrISED TO
AJJ v - = LEARN THEY
( : CAN'T EVEN TALK. | i ;
4 <. . ] 5
! e R g ; 1 i "‘
il N / Y = -
= > : ; 1] 'F THEY COULD, THEY'D
.4 PROBABLY ONLY SAY
| (e EVERYONE ELSE
I HATE THIS PLACE. :
| HATE HAVING TO
bk SEARCH OLD PEOPLE
3§ AND KIDS FOR f
= WEAPONS IN CASE <
THEY'RE REALLY e
. ; LOBIS LOYO FANN Y
@«f ' | TERRORISTS - B 5
' X . i _ : N
! HATE 5 ;
THE WAY (>
THEY LOOK 2 2
Py AT ME. v 22 piS. \
~— ﬁ >,
]
2 STILL, 1 GUESS THINGS
{ COLLD BE WORSE. AT
LEAST IT'S AJOB.
& o
= o -
. o
N { / o
x 2
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e —=
e e =
) s i A
— -
e [
=, P 22
.. e - (]
brpyti e e 5
AN GBS on = o T
iEticmie poany (B ] Tt
SIARvONes | o =T | G-




OUR CAMP IS AT ROLTIP DHII% WHICH

IS A SORT OF TOWN ON THE EDGE OF BETA PLATOON'S BARBALCKS G8.

THERE ‘S NO OTHER RECEEAT!ON’

HUMID AT NIGHTS, AND THEE'E';“» FACILITIES, SO WE H.
THI i . T
peﬁefife%’ﬁ-b’n%fé’ %befsnzsms OT MUCH TO DO EXCi i ¥ MAKE OUR OWN ﬁ~reiz‘mmme~r 3
LOBIS LOYO FANN GLERILLAS ARE RITING AGAIN TasTRe F - =& WH-WHAT'S

HIDING .

SINCE THE HOOR. ) P ) H:IPOPWEN_#SQ;\I-

/ BLYTHA'S
THREATENED TO
KILL HERSELF
LINLESS CAPTAIN
RINK CONFESSES
THAT HE'S TESS
. TESSERACT'S
MISSING y £
BROTHER!

¥YOU ARE HERE

\

ALPHA

OFFICERS
4 GUARTERS

EPSILON

I'M GETTING TO L HA

M-ME
KNOW THE OTHER WHAT THE LOBIS -
A LOYO FANN DO WORRYING?
,@ﬁ?évﬁé;&our TO THEIR e
ALTHOUGH SHE'S E-PRIGONERG
TERRIBLY

NERVOLS. Z

SDME OF TH‘E WOMEN .IN
THE OTHER PLATOONS ARE
VERY WEIRD. THERE'S ONE

TARANTULA WHEN HER
TOUR WAS UP.

SHE WEA.‘?S le’s NECKLACE oF
DRIED FIGS OR SOMETHING.
ONE DAY ['LL FIND THE NERVE
= TO ASK HER WHERE $H'E GOTIT
A e & =3



T = o (e T
OF COURSE, THE 8IG NEWS
THIS WEEK IS THAT THE

= GENERAL HIMSELF CAME
TO GIVE US APEPTALK...

= —

| DON'T THINK
g THERE'LL BE ANY
EED F

OFFENSIVE IN
TARANTULA...

Gt

L\ ot
FEr A

S$07 NOBODY'S wW-WELL,
GOING TO SEE THE TOP WHAT IF HE o -1y
OF MY CAP. NOBODY'S ASKS YOU TO

TALL ENOLIGH. KNEEL o

D- WN 7 A 4
& f E -
* -’
b

GENERAL

Lz
CANNIBAL.




I'M TERRIBLY
SORRY, GENERAL .
SHE MLIST HAVE BEEN
so EXCITED ABOI-lT
LR VISIT.

DON'T
PATRONIZE
ME, SERGEANT.

AS FOR THE
WAR HERE, THAT
PLEASES ME LESS
50. THE LOBIS

LOYO FANN
ARE GAINING
GROUND.

PERFECTLY
UNDERSTANDABLE,
ALTHOLGH I'M NOT

REALLY THAT

TERRIFYING,

AM 17

YOU ... WHAT'S
YOUR NAME ?

WE MUST INTENSIFY
SEARCH AND BURN
MISSIONS WITHIN THE
PETRIFIED

JUN GL

Q

THIS WORLD IS
YOUR TRAINING
GROUN

WARZONES.

TREAT ANY ~
PPORTUNITY TO

GAIN COMBAT
EXPERIENCE AS A
PRECIOUS GIFT.
YOUR LIFE WILL

.- AND THAT WAS THAT. HE JUST TURNED
‘AND LEFT. AND THE SERGEANT WOKE
MONA SO SHE COULD YELL AT HER.

ODEPEND LIPON
IT.




P.S.(TWO DAYS LATER): | FINALLY
DID IT. | WORKED UP THE NERVE
7O TALK TO 'LIFE SENTENCE

DONE MUCH -'mNGLE
FIGHTING ?

JUNGLE
FIGHTING...

JLUNGLE
FIGHTING'S
STRANGE. I'LL
TELL YOU A
STORY ABOUT
1T

WHAT HAPPENED ?
NOTHING HAPPENED.
THAT'S IT. THAT'S THE

WHOLE STORY.

1...1 COULDN'T

CALL ME IT'S NOT A
LIFE SENTENCE,

SENTENCE IT'S TUST MY

JOB, OKAY 7

THREE
HUNDRED
WOMEN WENT
INTO ATHICKET
AND NEVER
CAM%OI-IT

‘fﬂ/' N/

e o

=
=L <
I 'wz‘,u }ru('| i“
L —-.—_,_

FIGS
DON'T WEAR
, EAR-RINGS.

¥YOU DON'T HELP NOTICING YOU

Ol QUR
LNDERSTAND NECKLACE. IT'S REALLY
IT. YOU'RE LINUSUAL, STRINGING
STUPID. | DRIED FIGs ‘I‘OGETHER
GUESS YOU'LL| LIKE TI
PROBABLY
DIE.




r { B> LA Y LB RN NN N
TODAY WE WENT OUIT ON 1 ALWAYS THOLIGHT THAT WHEN W AND THE TREES, IN THE FOREST
JUNGLE PATROL, AND | ED, STOPPED N TODAY... THEY WERE ALL TURNED TO
SAW SOMETHING STRANGE. A . M STONE 8Y A KAPPA BOMB EXPLOSION
AL/ % - g ; EIGHT YEARS AGO-
1 SAW SOMEONI (
GET OLDER AF

! O \ NAY Y NI TNSY
HAVEN'T CHANGED.
o 4 J HAVEN'T GROWN...

N

IMAGE AT THE MOMENT
OF DESTRLCTION.

IN AWAY, I'D ALWAYS |
THOUGHT DEATH WAS
LIKE THAT FOR
EVERYBODY ...

... BUT AFTER
TODAY /I'M NOT
SOSHRE .

Eoooan)
LCredit Card:

SLRPT ROBODT
ALAN MOORE

ART RDEOT

AN GIBSON
LETIERING ROBOT
STARKINGS

cCOoOMPU-73e

4: Petrified Forest



: SURE.
Y THANKS, MONA.

KEEP
BEHIND THE

IS EVERYBODY
OKAY?

TO DI

THAT s A LOBIS
LOYO F-FANN

TERRORIST
uP THERE!

BE
EASY ! JUST FOLLOW
ME_AND AVOID ALL
THE BULLETS!

\ "'WE'RE WAY OLi
D FHROWING RANGE -

LISTEN, CAN SOMEBODY
GET AROUND BEHIND THAT
TREE, CLOSE ENOUGH TO
THROW THE TREMBLER? IF
WE HIT IT THIS SIDE (L

L TOWARI .

HUH-HALO? IF YOU
GET K-KILLED, CAN |
HAVE YOUR KUH-KARO-

BIX RATION?

TUM ... YEAH.

LIl YEAH, SLRE ... 3




THEN TOY STARTED TO RLIN

FOR THE NEAREST COVER,

AND LIKE A COMPLETE

GLOMBIE | TUST FOLLOWED HER. ©
~

EGS AR
LONGER THAN MINE, S0 SHE
WAS ACROSS THE CLEARING
BEFORE | LF: Y.

THE BULLETS WERE
TRANSLATION
1 NEEDED

ANWO

(%3
HEAR A WOMAN SCREA
“ANWO KOYOK GA!"

LOOK, JUST
SHUT UP ABOUT
HOW | RLUN! TOY, |

LISTEN, IT'S LIKE
THAT 6E ERAL
CANNIBA|
COMBA'I' ExPERiENCE
s
i E

MORE P
THAN WA'I' R
OUT HERE!

b4
ROXIMAN. IT
LOOKS AWFLIL!

ELL, THAT DOESN'T MAKE
SENSE COMBAT IS WHAT'S
MOST LIKELY TO GET You
KILLED, ISN'T IT?




Y HAM: THERE SHE \ CAN YOLI HIT
\+ | THE TREE FROM
N HERE?

IT SHATTERED THE |i
PETRIFIED TREE
TRLUNK ALMOST
RIGHT AWAY.

THE SNIPER CQLILD SEE
WHAT WAS COMING
AND TRIED TO JLUMP
CLEAR TO THE NEXT
TREE.




17 .‘/
U\ e !

NICE 7 OgAY, THE ONLY WAY 4 E-ELEVEN 7 NAH!
WORK. vou EVER GET CLOGE NO CHANCE ! NO CHANCE, SHE CUH-

ENOLIGH FOR A 600D LOOK GIRL! THESE GUERILLA couLD BE

AT A LOBIS LOYO FA WOMEN, THEY, THEY LOOK EVEN OLDER..

GUERILLA |s u= YOU'RE vouns cuz THEY'RE CLIH-
p, OEAD 15, SO cAmouFLAGE
ERE'& YOI.IR CHANCE MUD THEY USE
. L HIDES THE WR-

E'S
ElGHTEEN S...
EASY. WRINKLE!

pmv.A‘rE JUKES
st Tweniv-Eve o )8 HuH!
 NDER THAT GLINK. .. MORE LIKE

fEA g‘trngT{GgEENE’P UP THE SWEEPTEEP, | ; LIL VW |
ON o) / | Yiga% THE SNIPER GOT
RETURNED TO MP THROHGH Tl‘lﬁ
FETRIEIED TR Eé' 7 OLDER ALL THE




TARANTLLA
NEBLILA.

EVENING — LIH, THAT IS,
LR, MONTH SIXTEEN

TIME — | TOOK BETA

ON ON THEIR FIRST
RECONNAISSANCE.

“ THEY'VE BEEN
SIX WEEKS . 1.
THOLGHT THE
WERE READ

Credit Card:

AETIERME ROBOT
STARKINGS

COMPU-73¢ ol
|




| “wE LEFT ROLTIP DIM BASE AT
ZERO HUNDRED HOURS. PRESENT

/Ml BESIDES MYSELF WERE PRIVATES
WA WHEELER, MANISH, TONES,
C— MOLTO, WELCH AND VASSAR.

“BY ZERO ZERQ SEVENTY
HOURS WE HAD PENETRATED
THE PETRIFIED JUNGLE TO A
DEPTH OF FIVE OWWW
FIVE KILOMETI .ES MORALE
WAS HIGH . "

THIRTY
MJNuTEg TO OTNE'
Y 1M
RECEIVING TTRANS-

LAR
DENTIST"!

THAT'S
MONA'S

S NOT
HERE TO LISTEN
TO IT. C'M
MOLTO, WHAT'S
HAPPENING ?

" THE REST... OWWW. ..
i THE REST OF THE
: PLATOON WER
l, ABSENT, EoamNG
CYCLE EXEMPTION.

UH-OH. 1T
LOOKS BAD. NLIRSE
CHAVETTE'S TEST WAS
ITIVE, AND LITTLE

AIN‘T SHE THE
LITTLE KID WITH
THE AWFUL LISPY

“AT ZERQ ZERO
SEVENTY-TWO WE..
O IMENEEAN OVER




*PRIVATE WHEELER, RIDING SHOTGUN,
DIED INSTANTLY. THE DRIVE CYLINDER'
WAS SMASHED up THROLIGH THE
FLOOR OF THE TRANSPORTER, INTURING
J| PRIVATE MOLTO AND MYSELF.

" | THINK THE REST
WERE THROWN
CLEAR AS THE
j VEHICLE WENT
OVER.

"A GROUP OF LOBIS
YO FANN GLIERILLAS ...
ONE WO,

“1 SAW PRIVATE BEKTI VAAE‘

- GHNNED DOWN, AND THEN |
THINK PRIVATE MANISH THREW ||

A SPLASHLIGHT IN THE
LUNDERGROWTI LINNG

"AS TH'E PETRIFIE‘D
BRACKEN CALIGHT
FIRE, THE ... LIHHNH ...

Y| THE REST FOLLO




" PRIVATES SHAHI MANISH AND

LYNCIE WELCH FATALLY WOUNDED
TWO MORE GUERILLAS BEFOR

BEING HIT THEMSELVES

EHHHGH ... DON'T KNOW .IF THEIR

WOLINDS WERE FATAL

NOW IT'S QUIET.
LUNDER THE
VEHICLE RECORDING
THIS AND NOBODY
ANSWERED WHEN |
SPOKE. ARE THEY
ALL DEAD?

HEARD
ANY

600D
JOKES?

P

v

H SWEET

MATTHEW MARX,

LUKE AN
TUNG..



TOY! o

You' RE A
RIGHT! a'mou@n'r
YOU WERE DEAD.

DON'T BE
STUPID. I'VE

WE RAN OVER A MINE
1 MUST HAVE HIT MY HEAD
BECAUSE WHEN | CAME
ROUND, EVSRYEODY
ELSE WAS D.

TOY ?
WHAT'S LUp
WITH YOUR
FooT?
AHH

, IT'S
NOTHING. JUST

A FLESH-AND~
BLOOD

IT CALLING TO
YOUT WHATS 1T

SAYING

y IT'S SAYING
"I'HAT LITTLE LOANNE
RQB B

2 aoiNG OSE
THAT LOWER RIGHT k
- MOLAR . )

-
FLESH - T-TOY? ARE
AND-BLOOD  vOU SURE
WOLIND?  YOU'RE OKAY?
MAYBE | CAN
MAKE SOME -
THING TO DRAG
U BACK L

TO BASE

1..1 CAN
HEAR A VOICE
TALKING TQ
ME...

YEAH...
YEAH, MAYBE.
I.-.1 FEEL KINDA
SHAKYLIT S LJKE

TOY? TOY,
C'MON ... YOU'RE
SCARING ME |




AFTER DECIMATION OF BETA
PLATOON DURING SLURPRISE

MOLTO ATTEMPTED TO
RETURN TO ROLTIP DIM BASE
ON FOOT.

:‘..&g I
PRIVATE MOLTO WAS

SUFFERING FROM
LEG INJURIES.

KAROB SLAB ...
PHRASEBOX...

USE ANOTHER
ABSORBEX
PAD.

FINE. | DON'T SUPPOSE
THERE'S ONE OF THOSE
GADGETS IN THERE FOR
GETTING YOU OLIT OF ANY.
TROUBLE WHATSOEVER,
MASSAGING YOUR BACK
AND FIXING YOU A DRINK?

SRS ' 26:A Soldier's Things

COMPU-73e




WHILE CHANGING PVT.

MOLTO'S DRESSING, PVT.

JONES NOTICED THAT THE
FOOT WOLIND W,

LIND WAS
BECOMING INFECTED. SHE
CLEANED THE WOLIND,
BUT HAD NO GTERILISED
ODRESSING.

H-HALO? I'M BUILDING YOU

A STRETCHER TO GET

YOU OUT OF THIS

MUDPLUGGING TUNGLE

BEFORE SOME SIX-YEAR-

OLD LOBIS LOYOQ FANN
CUTIE SNEAKS UP
AND gLITS OHR

AFTER ANOTHER HOUR'S
WALKING, MOLTO WAS
TOO ILL TO CONTINUE.

7 Y KNOW... THIS FEELS
FLUNNY, BEING LAID UP LIKE
THIS, | FEEL ... 1 DUNNO. | FEEL

\ LIKE THERE'S STUFF |
M SHOULD BE SAYING...

STUFF YOU

1...1 DUNNO. | THINK Y
"M SOMETIMES NOT A
VERY HONEST PERSON.

| MEAN, I...| SHOW
OFF A LOT AND ACT
TOLIG!

WHAT I'M
SAYING.

I'M BIG, AND I'M
LOUD, AND | NEVER

Vel
REALLY LIKE
YOU, HALO.

WELL.\%“R‘%O LASHING TOGETHER BRANCHES WITH STRIPS
| LIKE I'JRE 20, OF CLOTH, PVT. JONES CONSTRUCTED A CRUDE |
TO\éTYO: E N STRETCHER, AND THE PAIR CONTINUED

BEST FRIEND. THROUGH THE PETRIFIED TUNGLE.




AL SUNRISE, AFTER A

BETA PLATOON'S
RECOCI{I%AISSANCE

LACKING A compu-
| compazs, T
| FAD TRAVELLED 1N
A COMPLETE CIRCLE. |

OF
VALUABLES.

FURTHERMORE, BODIES
MPERED
NTI - TERQAN
YED
WAIT. WAIT...

HALO..? I CAN WH-WHAT ?

SMELL BLRNING —
IT MUST BE THE
ROBOT DOG, STILL

TOY, YOU'RE
DRIFTIN
THAT WA

HEY! | KNOW WEERE

WE ARE! WE'R!

'SPACE HOSPI‘I’QIE" 1

THE SLIN'S LIP
NOW, SO THAT'S

EAST OVER THERE.

CAN HEAR NI
Auve INSIDE THE YEARS AGO, QuILLA
RNACE. ON THE CLARA
PANDY... TOY, THEY'VE DONE
i ¥ > TO ALL THE
TOY, i 5, ANDI DON'T
LISTEN. I § END UP LIKE
WE_'rR_EHBEACK THAT, AND WILL YOU
usT A
WRECKAGE. JUST SHUT UP AND
I'M LOST. ¥

WHAT SHE
HOPED wWAS THE CAMP'S
DIRECTION.

LET ME THINK 7

" NURSE | BY THIS TIME, SHE
@ul:ufsA's - HERSELE wAS
TALKING TO ; | STARTING TO SUFFER
OR.ZAR ABOUT FROM DELAYED SHOCK

ME. SH
SOLNDS
., CONFIDENT. -




TOY? | KNOW WE'RE
SOING THE RIGHT WAY. | oaggiy S
CAN SEE THE TRACKS 4
" | ianorE /T,
YOLI'RE DOIN'
FINE. "

DO YOU THINK | AM?
1 FEEL SO DISTANT. I'VE
ALWAYS BEEN SCARED OF
SOMETHING LIKE THIS
HAPPENING TO ME, BUT
NOW IT'S HERE AND I'M
JUST COPING
WITH IT.

—

HOY.., THAT'S

OUT HERE.

WHA T HE
RIGHT.
Vot Lmso HIM,
DIDN'T YOL, HALO
k! -

ANYWAY, LISTEN,

ARE YOU TRYING TO
INSINLIATE SOn'\‘\ETHINGfJ
HUH? BEEAUSE IF you

WE'VE BEEN BuT |
SUH - SEARCHING HAD TO DRAG
FOR YOU. ARE ’ TOY ON A
YOU WLIH - & "\ STRETCHER.
WOLNDED?

SHE DIDN'T
WANT TO, BUT
| MADE HER.




| SAID, HOW LONG
AGO DID SHE DIE? |
LOOKS LIKE THIS /
POISQNED FOOT 15
WHAT TOOK
HER OUT ...

DON'T BE
STUPID! SHE'S
NOT DEAD! |

WH-0H.
PSYCH-OUT.
BETTER GIVE
HER THE

TRANXPIKE.

Yo STAY
AwAY F2oM
HER, YOU USELESS
INCOMPETENT

PIECE OF
TRASH.!

JUST RELAX.

TOY, COME
ON'! THEY DON'T

JESTERING!
JUST OPEN YOUR
ES, YOU 2

L

REPORT ENDS.



+eo AND THEN |

THE CLARA PANDY 7
BUT... | WAS OLDER.
L WE WERE IN THE
WERE HURT, AND WHEN | ARMY... IT WAS
60T YOU BACK TO ALL SO REAL.---
SE YOU WERE

A
, ALREADY DEAD! :

> T 1 DREAMED YOu

ALIVE!

HUH! SAME
OLD JONES.
ALWAYS
BASE? WE'RE ABOARD DAYDREAMIN'
THE CLARA PANDY, ABOUT
ON CHARLEMAGNE. SOMETHIN'.

WHAT ARE YOL/
DOING HERE?

WE
AGREED TO

MEET ON
CHARLEMAGNE.
DON'T YOu
REMEMBER?

... AND THEN

I WAKE UP.
AND TOY
IS DEAD.

AND | CRY
MY GUTS OUT.

SERIPT ROBAT
ALAN MOORE
ART RDBOT

AN GIBSON.
LETIERING ROBOT
STARKINGS

COMPU-73¢

2]

A

1 AM SO HAPPY,. RODICE
1S HERE ! SHE MADE IT!
WE ALL DANCE AROLIND
IN A CIRCLE ...




AFTER THE TEARS

| REMEMBER
SCREAMING AND
SCRATCHING
AND BITING
UNTIL THEY
TRANQLILIZED
ME AND PLUT ME
INTO A
RESTERAINING
VEST.

AFTER THE
TRANQLUILIZERS
TOOK HOLD |

HE ASKED ME TO
STAY IN THE ARMY,
AND PUT ONE
MASSIVE HAND
LPON MY SHOULDER.

| SHOOK MY HEAD
AND COULDN'T SAY
ANYTHING.
EVENTUALLY HE
LEFT ME ALONE.

oF

| COLILON'T
TAKE IT
ANYMORE .

| WAS SHOUTING "1 WANT OUT.'ILVANTOHT.‘ "l

-- OVER AND QVER AGAI

| WAS STILL 3 7 X 7 7
: 3 ; wiTHOUT
; A HOME,
= f
WHEN i
1 WITHOUT
\ ! :
d STREETCORNER > 3 u
d OF THE PLANET
HISPUS.

I TOLD THE WOMAN BEHIND
THE RELEASE DESKK THAT |
WAS THROLUGH ...

THROUGH Z
GIRLY, YOU'RE
NOT THROUGH




EVEN AFTER BUYING MYSELF
OUT OF THE SERVICES, /

/a8
PAY TO RENT MYSELF A ROOM
WITHOUT ANY TROUBLE.

Fm.—- JOB PART
WASN'T SO EASY ...

LET'S SEE... ¥ IT DOESN'T
JONES, HALQ, LOOK GOOD, I'M
28 YEARS, AFRAID. DO YOU
LEFT LAST HAVE ANY SPECIAL
EMPLOYMENT SKILLS THAT

OF OWN FREE YOU'VE
AN, ACQUIRED?

HAVE You
CONSIDERED
THE ARMY ?

WILL...

PLNCH AN %
ELECTROPIC
DOWN
THROUGH IT

i ALSO.
| CAN BLIND
PEOPLE WITH
MY THUMBS.

THERE ISN'T ANY

WORIK HERE,

AND THE HOLO-

LINITS ONLY

SHOW TERRAN

PZ%?GANBA

<L W THING LGLY AND
PAINFUL AND STUPID.

1 WONDER IF THEY
SELL CATSBLOOD
ON HISPUS?




THE WINDOW.

THERE'S AN
LD

LPON HER...
JHST IN FUN.

I FOLLOW HER
ALONG THE
STREET, IN

TOLUCHED

THE TRIGGER .
TUST
ACCIDENTALLY...

Y

T

BECAUS

2l | /TS = |
i I'M BORED.

T

5 i

IN THE ARMY | LEARNED HOW

7O TAKE GLUNS APART, CLEAN
THEM AND REASSEMBLE THEM.
THAT'S WHAT | DO WHEN |

GET BACK TO MY ROOM.

i SEVEN OR
£ EIGHT TIMES.




.. BUT

THERE'S ONLY OKAY, WHO'S NEXT
ONE PLACE / FOR ENLISTMENT?
CAN GO. LET'S HAVE YOLIR

NAME AND PAPERS,
PLEASE.

ITS A WOMAN'S LIFE IN :THE
; WHAT 2 C'MON,
SPIT ITOUT. |
DON'T HAVE
ALL DAY-..-

H . SO
LEAVE'S
OVER,
HUH?

YOou
SHOULDN'T
FEEL SO BAD,
GIRLY ...

AFTER ALL, YOU'RE
NOT ALONE. OVER 90% OF
PECPLE WHO LEAVE THE
SERVICES PREMATLIRELY
RE-ENLIST. WHERE ELSE
HAVE THEY 60T TO @O7?
NOW, ARE
YoU GOING
TO RUN ALONG
AND COLLECT

YOUR
UNIFORM?




AHH... PRIVATE
JONES. | HEAR YOU
LEFT THEN RE-ENLISTED.
WELL, OKAY... IT HAPPENS.
WELCOME BACK TO

ART ROBOT
AN GIBSON
LETERIE SO0
STARKINGS

COMPU-73e

o MOAB'S
G-GRA\'IIT\’Z wuH - WARZONE
NO! A ONE.

BETA PLATOON. g DON'T KNOW
ME ... "M SERGEANT
JUNO MYRMIDON
REPLACING THE LATE
SERGEANT KRAUSE
S LINIT
COMMANDER.

MOST OF GAMMA

—

CASUALTIES. IT'S
, ROLIGH

CUH-COMING, BUT |

WUH-WASN'T SURE.. .

OH, IT'S 80 6-GOOD
TO S5-SEE YOU!

UH...
W-WHAT
HAPPENED




;ﬁgzzgs.\_:rs ggf_ﬁgma. " THE PLATOON'S CHANGED #IN THE MESS HALLPTomV SHE STOOD
= Lay. UP FOR ME. A COLIPLE OF THE NEW
BLUSTED WORLD IN THE = : GIRLS WERE MAKING REMARKS..."

WHOLE OF TARANTULA . M M, p
THAT'S WHERE WEe'RE PLATOON WHO'VE BEEN SEC HEMRT
GOING. MOVED TO BETA. 2

"WELCOME BACK 1 7
LALS Fones, o WEARS HER
HALO JONES. Y R
(BIG TOKE. HA HA.) NECKLACE

THAT'S JONES.

WENT COMBAT
CRAZY AND

CALPED HERSE LE.

CE TO TH

1 WANT
YOu TO
SHUT YOUR

MOUTHS.

DON'T WORRY.
GQN,;“AATA%E,_, CARE
OF YA, Y HUH HLUH. STAND WHAT
RE-ENLISTED. ="\ I'M SAYING?
YO%EE LIKE =T R

== "LIFE SENTENCE", ' TWO OF A KIND
= RIGHT?Z HUH HUH NOW. YO LUINDER-




. BUT | STILL DIDN'T UNDERSTAND ABOLIT MOAB.
NET EVEN AFTER THE HOLO-REEL THEY SHOWED us. 4

THE BIGGER
THEY ARE

. THE HARDER
THEY FALL

IT IS SLIGHTLY
LARGER THAN ﬂ'NPITER
IN THE HOME SYST
UNLIKE JUPITER, |T IS

COMPOSED QF SOLID

ROCK AND ORE.

TUNNEL ENVIEONMENTs
THAT COVER MOA
SURFACE, NDTHING CAN
LIVE WITHOUT A
GRAVITY SLIIT.

THE COLONY REBELS.,
MORE AccuSToMED TO
THIS, CHOOSE T
HEAVIEST GRAVITY Z'ONES
TO FIGHT FRO.

IN SUCH HIGH
GRAVITY, EVERY
PRECALUTION MUST

TAKEN TO

IF A FAULTY,
UNCHECKED GRAVITY
D FAIL

ALAR
1- RED PUDDLE, SEVERAL
. MOLECLLES THICK.
INSTANTLY.

BUT THE MOST
ulfrunsms ASPECT
O

1 STOPP
LISTENING.




" TWO DAYS LATER NOW.
THIS MORNING mey
LET us TJ?I THE
GRA m‘rs, READY

OKAY, THAT'S
VERY GOOD. NOW
PUT THEM DOWN IN

FRONT OF YOU.

NOw Y
LIET YOUR
RIGHT
FEET...

“PRETTY SOON, MONA TRIPPED

OVER AND SERGEANT MYRMIDON

CALLED A BESAK WHILE SHE
TRIED TO GET Ui

OKAY NOW 1'M
OING SHOW Y TH
4 POINT' IN THES

YOU'LL GET WSED TO THE
WEIGHT. THE REAL WEAK SPOT A&ﬁ%g%ﬁégg
15 THIS VALVE, HERE. YOU'RE

SUIT wiLL
. COLLAPSE.

. AN
THEVILL SEND
YOL_HOME
TO MOTHER ON
A SHEET OF
BLOTTING
PAPER. 4

"ACCORDING TO SERGEANT
MYRMIDON, ON MOAB I'LL
WEIGH SEVERAL HUNDEEéD
TONS, 30 | SKIPPED DE. ERT
Y, TO COMPENSATE




31 AT
"TOMORROW WE LEAVE
WARZONE EIGHTEEN FOR
MOA ERAL

. GENI
CANN!BGJE'. HAS BEEN
HERE TODAY, SLUPERVISING
THINGS.

GOOD EVENING. PRIVATE LwGLY ? BUT
gﬁggihrihﬁgﬂiraen CORRECTLY. WHY SHOULD
YOU WISH TO
NAME. | SEE YOU'VE
DECIDED TO RE-
ENLIST, BUT
TELL ME...

WHY HAVE YOU
CUT OFF YOUR
HAIR?

“ | MET HIM
THIS EVENING
AS | HEADED
OLT FOR A
LAST DRINK

WELL,
YOUW'RE THE
ONE WITH
THE IMPLANTED
THSKS. YOU
TELL ME!

/ _VERY GOOD. &
SPLENDID. PERHAPS
I WILL TELL




THE LANDING SHIPS
ERE B8IG, PADDED

N
MOASB, YOU DON'T
MAKE SOFT
LANDINGS. IT'S A
GIANT PLANET.

Credit Card:
SCRWPT ROBOT
ALAN MOORE
ART ADBOT
AN @E’SON

LETIERING ROBOT
STARKINGS

COMPU-73c

YOU ONLY HAVE |/
TO GET WITHIN
REACH OF IT... |

KRR 4

his - ¥
S & o=
= 2 7
T 3
52
X &
ol
g
-
”
~
v
)

[

AXOCON LX) i o IT WAS FLINNY...

... AND THE GIANT 4 everyBODY'S
HUGS YOU TO ITS = CLOCKS AND +
8REA RO — WATCHES HAD
ENOLIGH TO A HUGE G-SHIELDED STOPPED.
DRIVE THE WIND ggf‘gﬂi’% c;%%%%%? FIGLRED IT
ROM LUNGS.
= youRY @ US TO THE TUNNEL -

WAS THE
LANDING IiMPACT,
SYSTEMS ENTRANCE. (WHICH BROKE i
MCM;A'S 816
TOE).

//

= -l ’
5 = == =
=9 Z
) -
Es-— 8 =
=l 72 B - =
HESS Y / <,
~ : Ty
=S X
= - = = o
-

AN
DESPITE THE IMPACT,

| QLR LANDING WAS
SILENT. SOLUND WAVES
AREN'T FAST ENOLIGH - e =
TO ESCAPE THE - =
GRAVITY HERE, =

iz S ON THE CRAWLER WE MET OUR FIRST 2
S, = MOARBITE FRIENDLIES. THEY'RE ALL i
ey T3 SORT OF PEAR-SHAPED, AS IF

? i THEIR BODY FAT HAS SETTLED.
" < ; - =
w 3 PEn 3 A -2, —|
E‘}/ T 3 T o =
/

ALSQ, THEY ALL BELONG TO
AN ANCIENT TERRESTRIAL
PURITAN CULT THAT
FORBIDS EVERYTHING.

THIS PLACE REALLY LOOKS
LIKE IT'S GOINGTO BE A

WHOLE LOT OF FLIN.

== -(' ’ -
B AR g
* b 7
; B R
MR
g - =N
" -— 1 o _\_\ =
> <
Y //j\\
Zm s
% "
b o )
A
—; hS
O ®



THfS TRlBE WERE DESCENDANTS
LOT. wAS SOME GUY
WHOSE WI'FE TURNED INTO A
PILLAR OF SALT BECALISE SHE
OOKED BACK AT SOMETHING

MONA JTUKES, OF
ALL PEOPLE...

OBVIOUISLY, THE RELIGION ON MOAB ARRIVED WITH
THE COLONISTS. THEY ALL CARRY THIS BLACK
"BOOK" THING FLLL OF VIOLENT, FRIGHTENING
sromes, LONG SINCE BANNED ON EARTH.

APPARENTLY, THEY TAKE |
A THEIR NAME FROM SOME
A ANCIENT TRIBE.

WHO CARES ? LISTEN...
ON LOSIS LOYO, YOU SUR-
V|VEDA$NIPER AND RE-

PORTED SICK ThE NIGHT

YOUR PLATOON &
DECIMATED! vo

CHEESES, T
REMEMBER
THOSE!

W-w-WA|IT!
| C-CAN'T
WALK . SOME-
BODV 6 GIVE

HAND

BEHIND. I'M
N-NATLRALLY
LLCKY!




T ... WHERELIPON WE CAN MINE
Mgzg NEsggsAgém\%oﬁgrEEgO REALLY, WE SHOLJLD HAVE D
COMPLICATED, FINDING THE KNOWN T

MESS COMPLEX TOOK FOREVER,
EVEN WITHOUT A BROKEN TOE.

IT'S THE KEY PLANET
IN EARTH'S CA?_-;IMIGN.

AANEW
COMPUEST
MESS
I:HMFI.E;‘

S0 ANYWAY, THAT'S
WHY WE NEED MEN
ON MOAB. ( AND
BELIEVE ME, HAVING
SEEN THE MEN IN
QUESTION, THAT'S
THE ONLY REASON!)

1'D SEEN THE .:?Esm..q!z
WORKER-SLA 2( ys
8UT THE MILIT: MODE
WAS NEW ON ME o
/! CARE FOR

Flél.gb CHEESE STLUFF,



ON THE OTHER HAND .'F !
HADN'T BEEN SO

GHSTED WITH T'H'E F’OOD
I WOLILDN'T BE WEITING
THIS NOW...

EGGS 7 WHA'IF', YOU MEAN, NO‘ OF coue.se

DG YOH THINK

UH.
AR 'I"E\"

L SLUP|
TO BE CRACKED
LIKE THAT?

GET OUT
EVEEYBODY GET
ouT,
GRAVIW SHIELDS
ARE
FAILING'®

KNEW IT!
! STARTED TO
GET A HEAD-
ACHE AND |
KNEW IT!

il d ) - i
G THE SIRENS STARTED AS
J EVERYBODY RAN FOR
| 7€ EXIT. | FELT A
M\ 7c~=/8LE PRESSURE,
W] /Y MY HEAD, ON MY BODY. -
i




N —
B THERE WAS ONE SOLDIER
STLUCK AT THE REAR ...
B2 WOMAN | DIDN'T KNOW,

THE DOORS WERE SHE TLRNED

CLOS/ING AS SHE AWAY FROM  |&

RAN FOR THEM . ME, TO WATCH §
THE EGGS
EXPLODING...

THE GRAVITY

| WAS STARING o= . " SEAL IN THE
INTO HER EYES : !

HOY! YOLl SEE
JUKES ? SHE WAS
LATE ENOUGH GETTIN'
DOWN HERE TO AVOID
ALL THE DANGER!

IT'S LIKE |
SAID... SHE'S
CHARMED!

THECRLS.

-




10

WARZONE ONE, MOAB. |¥ /F
CURRICULLUM OF DUTY, |
WEEK ONE : TLINNEL
COMBAT (BASIC).

| TUKES, I'M GONNA Y
DOLIBLE UP wiITH YOU!

HOPIN' FOR ¥V =ce, | UNDERSTAND
SOME ACTION, JONES?  vOU, JONES. YOU NEEDED
ACTION, LIKE ME, S0
YOU RE-ENLISTED.

CIVILIAN LIFE
AIN'T FOR US NO
MORE. WE CAN'T TAKE
ALL THE INACTION,
ALL THE SILENCE.
WE...

ISTS, HUH? WONDER
WHAT KIND OF EARS
HEY GOT. ’

TERRITORY, BUT

2 THEv-REsHIéI.II_)rED, [

SO WE
NEED GRAVITY
SUIT:

ME AN' JONES'LL Y

TAKE THE SOUTH- [

WEST PASSAGES. /
OkAY, JONES?

USING ELECTROMAPS,
DOLIBLE UP AND SEARCH
THE TUNNELS FOR FREE
! MOABITE ARMY TERROR-
ISTS. WE'LL RENDEZVOUS
AT THE NEXT
INTERSECTION.

A TERRORIST

.
; AND SHOT HER,

TO BARRACKS
EARLY FOR
MEDICATION.

LETTERING
STARK!WE
CoOMPU-73e




WEEK TWO : TUNNEL
COMBAT (ADVANCED).
TS NEsr aTreTcH TN / 2 e Nt
T STRI i Z 4
L TEn S y & ' s AT D).
~SHI 3 & - . &
50 WE NEED s . - # : MOVE
SUITS. 2

WHAT DO
WE ALWAYS
DO WHEN
WE WEAR

OLIR
G-SUITS?

: - : SARGE, | FEEL
NOW, IN - SORT OF FUNNY.
THIS SECTION

. 7 EVERYTHINE()B SEEMS
THEEE'gENOTHFNG - 4 - WEIRD AND SLOW

AND UNREAL.

THAT'S THE
TIME DILATION
NOTICE

= g ADJUST TO (T,
RGE ; ) = GIVEN ENOUGH
7 THE LA
STAIN ON THE

OF THESE
D HERE q | . TRAINING

. EXERCISES.

R THEIRS,
WHOSE SUIT
FAILED.




WEEK THRE, NAL LL, AS
RECONNAIS NCE (BASIC) You SEE EVERY-
- THiNg _'g. PRETTY

THIS HOLE IN
THE GROLIND QVER
HERE IS THE CRATER
LEFT WHEN OLR MESS
COMPLEX IMPLODED J
LAST MONTH.

HERE.

EXPLAINED THEIR
RUH RELIGION

TO ME. IT'S V-VERY
INTERESTING-..

APPARENTLY,
THEDRE‘S THIS G-G-

CBUT I

ST
RESORT IN THE
SKY.

| i PLACES TO
el INK = TRY IT
IF YOU'RE ] ‘THAT'S A ) ouT.
B-B-BAD, YOU g NICE ; g
SINK D-DOWN \ /DEA... ;
TO A T-TERRIBLE
PLACE LUNDER
THE GROUND.




WEEK FOLIR : HEAVY
GRAVITY ZONE
ORIENTATION.

THERE ARE
MORE THAN T

€
15 THE WORST... CALLIT
THE
CRUSH.

YOU'VE SEEN LV 1S THAT MY CHRONO-
T e e
\ WORKED RIGHT
CRUSHES BUILDINGS L i .
AND PEOPLE ... THE NATI
v - - s
AREA % ] < " \
I aeeHES el £: ) o A ), THEIR STAND

IT'S A MOVING
HOLO-REEL OF
SOLDIERS FIGHTING
IF tI\ EXPLASINED : INSISDSEE'E:EHC?%::’:‘SH, EE
THAT THISSTILL [ /
HOLO-SHOT : 2 OI.ITSEDE .

BEHIND ME
ISN'T ASTILL
AT ALL.

" . NEXT
v WEEK,
' STII_L CAN'T IMAGINE WE'RE
IT, DON'T WORRY. YOU GOING IN
WON T HAVE TO. =
~ REAL.




WEEK FIVE : EXTERNAL
COMBAT (ADVANCED,
THE CRUSH).

WELL, HURRY !

THE SHIELD DOORS
INTQ THE CRUSH

N ARE ABOUIT TO

ONE MINLUTE

GET
READY TO MOVE,
b YO WOMEN.




AHEAD, VIOLET LIGHTS,
| CRACKLING, FLASHING :
BEAM WEAPONS
THAT CAN LIQUEFY ROCK.
I ADVANCE TOWARDS
THEM... ,

S
LIGHT ITSELF, TWISTING AND
STRETCHING IT AS IF IT
WERE FLEXI-GEL.

... AND NEITHER ARE THE PENETRATOR
BLULLETS, HANGING IN THE AIR
LIKE A F»:;JZEN METAL

... AND NEITHER ARE
THE WEIGHTLESS
EADS OF 3

11: Slow Death



AS WE GET
NEARER, THEY'LL
4 SEEM TO SPEED LIP!
NOW MOVE !

SUITS,AND EVERYTHING'S
STARTING TO MOVE ...

THE BULLETS INCH FORWARDS.

] THE SPRAY OF ARTERIAL

CRIMSON DESCENDS GRADHALLY—
LOW, HIDEOUS DEW.

"o screaminGg
LIkE A
SLOWED-DOWN
AHDIO TAPE,

) o EALL& a.ncx—
; f b WARDS IN
THE BULLETS ARE - v ] -
MOVING FASTER o : - ?5?1‘7? ?r?l.?rnls%N
NOW. SEVEN i #
METRES.

THE DEAD WOMAN IS
SCREAMING. | AM
SCREAMING.

o SERGEANT MY.‘?M!DQN
IS SCREAMING ..

y keep MOVING‘
HER SUIT'S
PENETRATED THE

SHIELDS WILL
Y FAIL ANY
SECOND!




WE MOVE. BEHIND ME, THERE'S A SOUND.
LIKE SOMETHING BIG, SMACKING ITS ups
THE SOLDIER'S G-SLIT HAS IMPLODED

DON'T STOP YOI.I

——

STLPID RATGAS! (O i S—
OR I'LL .SHQDT YOLJ —

MYSELF!
REACH CENTRE'ZONE i

AND CHECK IF OUR

AUTO-ARTILLERY IS
_ STILL INTACT! /

I'M DIMLY AWARE OF THE REST
my Goors. Jll OF THE Pratoon; crankine Wl I ACAIN, SOMEONE S
il A5NS GEHIND THE sereEANT Bl G551 F5IAS IMPLODED 1
DAREN'T LOOK ROLIND
TO SEE WHOSE.

Al AND SLDDENLY ||
'R Hi o

IT'S DEAD.

] THIS THING
SHOLULD BE
PUMPING OLUIT




WHAT ARE YOou 7
GO BACK. WE HAVE TO GO BACK.

THIS WHOLE THING IS SO STUPID T L IF

.
A 9
AND IT'S MAKING ME S

o oo \ B
8 FRIGHTENED. | TURN AND COLLIDE OVER IN THESE SUITS '. £
B WiTH MONA, WHO'S RIGHT BEHIND ME. WEILL NEVER GET \

G

VAT

INSIDE HER HELMET,
SHE'S CRYING. WHY
AM | SHOUTING AT HER?

'l TOWARDS THE SHIELD
DOORS, SPLASHING
THROLGH PINK PLUDDLES
THAT ONCE HAD NAMES,
WITHOLIT EVEN NOTICIN

SERGEANT MYRMIDON
15 BEHIND ME. AHEAD,
THE SHIELD DOORS
ARE OPENING.

W] OH NO. THE WEIGHT OF THIS SLUIT... |
BN | 7THE MOMENTLM ... | CAN'T KEEP Ba e
= UP WITH IT! I'LL TRIP OVER BEFORE
| REACH THE DOOR!

e /T'S NO LISE.
— 1/ DON'T THINK 3
1'M GOING TO...




GOOD WORK,
CORPORAL JONES.
Y ~Ou GOT THROLIGH.
w:m; SI‘A;-F 1S THE T'S... IT'S
HTOARTILLERY ALL SMASHED.
g NEEDS A
CVBE_ENE‘I‘IC!ST.

OH...OF
COURSE. | FORGOT-

YOU DON'T KNOW.
YOU WERE PROMOTED
A WEEK AFTER YOU

WENT INTO THE
CRUSH. I'M SERGEANT

LATE SERGEANT
MYRMIDON.

FIVE MINUTES INSIDE
THE CRUSH, CORPORAL JONES. TWO MONTHS...
SLIGHTLY LONGER OUT HERE. BUT DON'T GET ANY
AS FOR MYRMIDON, SHE BIG IDEAS
TRIPPED Aq"DBEELo'-R‘-Est guAYs Ol OREY
AGQ, Jus
=¥ ... AND | ngggeg‘;rggseg:n O_II:-IR GET PAID FOR
DIDN'T GO INTO E| W IT.
THE CRUSH A MINUTES.

WEEK AGO.
FIVE MINUTES HOW LONG
(AS WERE WE IN

PROG | THE FAST-FORWARD war




By THROLWGH TH, D =
T Saan an zaw aroiive aneo ([ soo S TR
HOOT THI FOR FIVE MINUTES,
CRUSH FOR TWO DAYS NOW. e e e e AT TIME FOR BREAKFAST. I'VE HAD SIX GREASY
- HAS ELAPSED OLTSIDE. EEEAKFASTS IN TWO DAYS ..
I'vE ggtz‘wéﬁngws ﬁf
Bl Ol anras FoR = LIKE SERGEANT j = !
| m| - - - | = PASSES THE - | = 5
g TIME. !
i I - - ...OR IS THAT -
ONE GREASY
AT BREAKFAST =
A MONTH?
A ,
o 3
¥ b 3
2 o3y = L ’ 3
1 o = X ol
=4 ; ' 8\ :
— - A . o e
” » et = by 2
- = = f‘ -/'3' ~ J
- - " C ol — | =
= L] = L] ] d | = | ] L} R
i o . - =
. e = —— = »
= i ,
THE WORST THING ! .
ARBTEAIASTO = '
I'D MISSED NEVER MIND. MAYBE I'LL HAVE i
A 2 O == s -
oy - & VS TIME. 7
THIRTY NOW, BUT E { . IEK)
| DON'T REMEMBER s
IT HAPPENING. . .
=.7 , !l y
o L
= i. =¥ = é / ! e {
Y] ™ LJ
= — o =
— . =
- / = — 2
~ < e —
: = &
=
MED .
(=) =
/) f" o =
e

I'VE BEEN FIGHTING [=
IN THE CRUSH FOR
TWO DAYS NOW. I'VE
BEEN FIGHTING IN
THE CRUSH FOR SIX
MONTHS. I'M NOT
CRAZY... =

...BUT I'M
WORKING
ON IT.




OUT IN Ti
BEING lN.S.'DE THE CRUSH
IS ALMOST A RELIEF...

WITH LIFE so msa'om‘fib
E REAL WORLD,

PRIVATE, LISTEN!
| \ WE CAN'T LIFT HER

DON'T WORRY, . | BEFQRE THE ENEMY
TUKES ! YOU'RE My [BISR “THREADLIGHTS
GOOD LUCK CHARM. (L=, FIX ON US...

I'LL GET You OuT s

OF HERE IN ONE
- PIECE!

WHAT'S THIS
{ 'PRIVATE' STUFF,
JONES ? YOL'VE ONLY
BEEN A CORPORAL
SINCE ggo DAYS

| e ersADusHTS DANCED AS .. AND THEN I STHMBLED
ARQLIND LS AS WE RAN THROUGH THE DOORS

DOWN THE SLOPE TOWARDS ET, AFTER MONA...

THE OPENING SHIELD DOORS

| AIN'T LEAVING HER! HER
LUCK'S ALL THAT'S GETTIN
THROLIGH THIS WAR ALIVE! NOW
COME ON — IT'S ALL DOWNHILL TO 4
‘_ THE SHIELD DOORS ! /

o _,\

... AND PRIVATE
EXXON FOLLOWED
RIGHT BEHIND ME.




BUT HEY, DID YOU
SEE JUKES HERE ? SHE HEY, LUCKY! YEAH!
MUST BE THE FIRST PERSON DO YOU MIND IF THEY'RE JUST ¥
A EVER TO FALL DOWN IN THE WE SORTA HANG | SERVING
CRUSH AND GET OUT 3 OUT WITH you BREAKFAST.
ALIVE! FOR A WHILE? « YOU CAN HAVE
MY EGG!

YEAH, THAT WAS 2 d
TOO BAD, THE /
THREADLIGHTS GETTIN'
HER LIKE THAT. | (éRIED

WHEN IT HAPPENED
BUT I'M OVER
IT NOW,

P-PLEASE,
5-SOMEBODY... ) i,
I'VE BEEN SICK W
IN HERE ... 4 I MEAN, IN REAL TIME SHE'S
— ¥ BEEN DEAD FOR A WEEK.
THAT MAKES IT ALL SO
DISTANT SOMEHOW.

BEFORE SACK TIME THEY SHOW

US SOME HOLOGANDA IMPORTED |-
FROM EARTH TO RAISE MORALE. |==
g TS TUR ==

THE MAIN ITEM IS =

THE MARRIAGE OF

LUX ROTH CHOP,
AGED TWENTY-THREE.

| WAS
EIGHTEEN, AND

EVERYON
APPLAUDED.




P

ON DAY FIVE WE'RE TOLD

Y 32ND
BIRTHDAY IN THE LUSLIAL
FLURRY OF ACTIVITY...

L

ON DAY TEN, 653 THIRTY=-THREE
SERG

OTED TO SERGEA
WHILE SERGEANT WO BECOMES A
LIEUTENANT. THEY TELL US VICTORY [
1S ONLY DAYS AWAY ...

Sk 7 =
IN THROLIGH THE SHIELD |.
DOORS : RLN, SCREAM,
SHOOT, OUT AGAIN ... IT
NEVER STOPS.

fl THE THREADLIGHTS
THAT TURN MEN
AND WOMEN INTO
B8LOTS

WE STAND FOR A WHILE, LOOKING

AT EACH OTHER, THEN ONE BY

ONE WE HEAD TOWARDS THE SHIELD
S ... WALKING BECALISE

THERE ARE NC THREADLIGHTS

TO RLUN FROM...

[ Nosooy sPEAKS.
= 7HIS SLIDDEN

ABSENCE OF
DANGER ... IT'S
FRIGHTENING -




l | EVERYTHING'S GONE.
- - LA DA DEEDA
' - HIEH FHIRES s e mee
f WE EMEEGE, BLINKING, — \ - - DOOR = PLANET BOY..
‘ ) BaNGBANG B BANG a
" ' : SN ; EvERY THING

| AND THERE 15 NO SMELL
o OF B.I?EAKFAS TO

GREET US.
T TASTES OF LA
LA LA...

—_—'I'ﬂl.\‘

HOY! HOY,
YOU ! WHAT
UAPPENED? ;

CSELAF‘SEP;- AND THEY NEGOTIATE|
CEASEFIRE WiTH THE
ARANTLLAN

. COLONISTS.

WAR? THE WAR Y
FINISHED WEEKS THE CETACEANS
AGO WHEN EARTH'S STEPPED IN TO MANAGE DIDN'T
EARTH'S ECONOMIC AFS‘:uAﬂ?S YOH GUYS

i’ NO!THAT'S
l NOT RIGHT!

WHEN THEY SOLUND
77 THE LAST ALL CLEAR...




"O0OWWWWIW".

VLYY B

THE SIRENS ARE 7O TELL
ANYONE WHOQ MAY NOT
HAVE HEARD THAT IT'S
N SAFE TO COME OUT NOW.
THE FIGHTING'S BEEN
VER FOR WEE,

"OOOWWWWW"...OVER ) IT'S THE SOUND A WAR
AND OQVER AGAIN, THE < o MAKES BEFORE IT
SAME SOUND, HORRIBLE i 2\ ROLLS OVER AND LIES
AND PLAINTIVE, (S STILL. IT SOUNDS
IMPOSSIBLE TG SHUT OUIT. A : BITTER AND HEART-

BROKEN AN
1 DISAPPOINTED.

2000AD)
LCredit Card:

SCRIPT RDBOT
ALAN MOORE

ART ROBOT
JAN GIBSON
RING ROBOT
STARKINGS _
COMPU:73e




BETA PLATOON SHIP
OUT FROM MOAS IN

UNTIL THEN, WE'RE
OCCLIPIED IN
CLEANING UP OUR
OWN MESS.

LISTEN,

" THE WAR'S

FINISHED, GUYS.
EARTH REACHED
A SETTLEMENT

WITH
TARANTLILA.

NICE TRY,
EGG-SUCKER, BUT
OUR ORDERS SAY
DIFFERENT.

TALKING'S IMPOSSIBLE.
THEY WON'T LrsreN;iTHEY
4

HOW DO WE CLEAN UP THAT
| KIND OF MESS ? HOW DO WE
-| CLEAN LUP THE MESS IN

— | PEOPLE'S HEADS, IN PEOPLE'S
LIVES : ALL THAT LOSS AND PAIN ?

T

=

- “QOOWWWWWw".




! THINK MOST OF US PREPARE
WOULD RATHER [ - EOR Y 'n o EIER SERENITY, Pl
FORGET THE MESS, INSPECTION [ KIKIKITITI ITRIK?
TUST WALK AWAY BY THE NEW - R RIKRIKIKIKIT. e
\ AND LEAVE :Thgb'?’ A Jﬁ?g?é"z ¥ e - THE MINISTER
THE CETACEA. : :
RUN EARTH NOW, AND | o FOR
THEY WON'T LET US. |Reak

mE SHOWED HER THE

s RUINED ICONS OF
THEIR FAITH .

'/ FLNNY. | HADN'T |

i THOLGHT MU

| ABOUT THEM

,‘ BEFORE.
| A !

o L/' 9 AR
; A

n’r.
)
A

BUT THEN, THAT'S
CE; .
. | SHE MOVED ON WITH
IT MEANT : " WHAT HAVE WE DONE?" HER INSPECTION,
WHAT HAVE WE DONE TO THEM 7 / LEAVING LIS WITH OLIR
WHAT HAVE WE DONE TO e EMBARRASSED
OLRSELVES? SILENCE. IF You
— COULD GIVE CONSCIENCE
- ASHAPE, IT WOLILD
NOBODY HAD AN LOOK LIKE A DOLPHIN.
ANSWER. | WANTED
TO RUN LP TO HER
TANK AND JUST, |
DON'T KNOW, CRY N
OR APOLOGISE OR
SOMETHING. BUT |
DIDN'T. | COULDN'T
MEET HER EYES. )




OLIT OF THE SIXTY
EN TO PASS
BETA
TOON, ABOUT
THIRTY su.@wVED
THE WAR. NOT A

W oF THOSE .sm?wVED
THE PEA

IT'S LIFE
SENTENCE.

HELLO? e KIciken THE OOk
HELLO IN OH [7 WHAT? LOOK, / BUT S|
- b IF YOU REALLY ) / ALEADY LosT T0O
CAN'T WAIT, THERE'S |3 { MUCH BLOOD.

{ ¥

YOU DIDN'T SURE | DID.
HAVE TO. YOU W THE WAR... T WAS HER SMILE FROZE AND LOOKED
DIDN'T HAVE LIKE A MOTHER FUNNY, AND THAT WAS IT.
: THE LIFE SENTENCE WAS OVER.

WiTH ME INTD
. ETEEN!TY




. BECAUSE | DON'T THINK
HAVE ANY BETTER
ANSWER THAN SHE HAD.
1'M COLD AND I'M LONELY
AND I'M THIRTY - THREE
YEARS OLD. ALL MY
FRIENDS ARE GONE.

ONLY ONE

THEY'RE

g FOR HER. \
AND BEAUTIFUL, 8 2

BUT SHE DIED. 1 WE STOOD AND
LISTENED, AND
1 AwAY DOWN THE
d NIGHT TUNNELS,
SIRENS MOANELD
A DIRGE FOR
ENERAL

W\ AND HYPNOTIC.

MY HAND.

IT WAS SOME
WHILE BEFORE [\
\| 1 REALIZED

HE'D TAKEN

=
=

NEXT .

KESE:/ BREAKFAST IN THE RUINS




HE SENT FOR ME TO EAT WITH Him
THIS MORNING, /N ONE OF MQAB'S WE ATE PEAKS
MORE PICTURES@UE AREAS OF E
DESQLATION.

' ! REMEMBER HIS GIANT
H HANDS, HOLDING THE

WITWOUT DI
WORKING (T INTO THE W 4 REMEMBER THE

GEESHLOE THE FEQRS EVERYTHING | HAVE HAS BEEN

LANET
STRETCHING ALL SHATTERED : My FRIENDS, My
A8OUT US. DREAMS, MY AMBITIONS.

THE FRAGMENTS
| OF MY LIFE LIE
ALL AROLIND ME
E.

THIS MORNING, | BN

1 SAT AMONGST [l

THE RUBBLE ?t' T~
= His:

——— ~

... AND | ATE
THE BEST MEAL
OF MY LIFE.

LETIERMNG RORIT
STARKINGS

14:Breakfast In The Ruins




BECAUSE

MY NAME'S HALO. MY
AMES NOT SERGEANT

ARE YYou
ENggYJNG THE

STOP ALL THIS STHgIDr

ES, THE
PEARS ARE
GREAT.

2 1 KNOW
YOU'RE GOING
TO BE BAD NEWS '\
AND | WANT TO BE
WITH YOU ANYWAY.
YOLU THINK THAT
\ MEANS {'VE GOT AN
UNHEALTHY
ATTITUDE?

N
JONES, AND | WISH You'D | |

I THINK
IT MEANS THAT
WE LINDERSTAND
EACH OTHER.

NE. I'M

'\ ATTRACTED TO

You, TOO.




ISN'T SHE
MAGNIFICENT?

WITH ITS POWER,
A CABIN CRUISER
1S CAPABLE OF
TRAVELLING TO THE
FAR SYSTEMS.

I COULD GO
ANYWHERE
INIT.

FINISHED
HERE. WITH

| H
£ VEPVWHERE

SOON, | SHALL
LEAVE | WANT
Ol WITH ME.

WE CouLD
G0 ANYWHERE
INIT.

NO.IT'S A
NEW SYSTEM
WHEREBY FASTER
THAN LIGHT

F’ARTICLES ARE

LEAVING 7 BUT YOUR
CAREER...

THE CE‘I'ACEANS ARE
KING THINGS
DIFFICLILT FOR THOSE
WHC MANAGED THE WAR-
WE FACE HEARIN
INVESTIGATIONS. |
ONE THIS MOR
AFTERWARDS, MY

: G,
WANTED TO HEAR
HIM SPEAK, TO 7
WATCH HIM
PERFORM.




HE PERFORMED
MAGNIFICENTLY...

y h

B8UT THE
INTERROGATION
WAS BRUTAL,

AND MAGNIFICENCE
WASN'T ENOLIGH .

A

AN
ACCJDENT—
| SEE.
THANK YOU,
GENERAL.
THERE WILL BE
NO FURTHER
QUESTIONS.

HER SERENITY

AL S
AWARE OF TERRAN
ATTACKS ON THE
CIVILIAN
POPLILATIONS
OF WARZONES
| FOUR, TWELVE
AND

ACCOUNT FOR EVERY
OFFICER, EVERY
PRIVAT i

YOLl AVOID
THE QUESTION,
GENERAL CANNIBAL.
WERE YO AWARE
OF THE ATTACKS? )

THANK YOU, GENERAL . )
HER SERENITY

AN ACCIDENT.
THERE WAS A
MASSIVE NUCLEAR
EXCURSION FROM A
MATOR MLINITIONS
LMP. THE
PLANET WAS
BLURNED.




AFTER T THAT NIGHT WE DINED AGAJN LATER, BACK IN THE BARRACKS, | RAN

s i W ST ey, | NG e Ve s Ol Peseerie S
LSEWHER! - U 1 ‘u

SSTsesanes ) it dueaE s Sone| | BT SRR ELNE N I B MR

BETA PLATOON. THE GENERAL THOHGH

EVEN | DIDN'T KNOW Y 4 A A
S s HIS TUSKS GR’ ZED

MY SHOLILDER,
LEAVING A LONG
SCRATC.

! DRIFT OFF TO SLEEP
wWiTH THAT THOUGHT
RINGING AROUIND MY
MIND : " WHAT DC‘ /
HAVE TO LOSE =

.. AND SUDDENLY B
| KNOW WHAT
THERE IS TO
| WORRY ABOUT.
I KNOW WHAT |
HAVE TO LOSE ...

0. BUT WHEN 1
WAKE UP | CAN'T
P

! TELL MYSELF THERE'S
NOTHING TO WORRY ABOLIT

bl | — g I jaranTuLa B




W1
EVERY NIGHT
Ny | DREAM OF

~EE Al EVERY NISHT | STRUGELE
£,

IN A WEB FULL OF cof_:

ING SO
THREATENED WHEN THINGS
ARE GOING SO WELL?

IT'S GOT ME. SOMETHING
SOFT AND DAMP BRLUSHES
MY CHEEK, ITS FLIR
MATTZD TO STICKY

ART ROBOT
AN SIBSON
LETTE
—KKH

CcCOoOMPU-73e

" we'LL BE
GOING SQON,
MY LOVE

AWAY TO THE
DISTANT

: :SYSTEMS. YOU'RE INNOCENT.

WHY WON'T THEY
ELIEVE

I CAN'T GET OUT. el e
/ EVERYONE I'VE LOST
HANGS SILENT AROUND THESE
ONGER HEARINGS...
G THEY'RE LIKE
WAR CRIME
: | TRIALS. YOU SAID

E
DOLPHINS
HOUND ME,
SEEKING A
SCAPEGOAT

N 4 DOWN THE WEB,
SOON WE SOMETHING
7N HUNGRY AND
HEARTLESS
o WChES

BECALISE
THEY ARE
BLINKERED. SELF-
RIGHTEOUS
FOOLS. NO MATTER.
AT LEAST You
BELIEVE ME. AT
LEAST | HAVE
you.

-.. AND
EVERYTHING'S
JUST FINE.

)



THIS AFTERNOON, THERE
WAS ANOTHER HEARING.

WARZONE : A WHOLE PLANET
ERASED BY FIRESTORMS.

GENERAL CANNIBAL ,
HER SERENITY NOTES
YOUR EXPLANATION
1 CONCERNING A NUCLEAR
ACCIDENT UPON THIS
'ORLD WITH
INTEREST.

WE ARE
IMPLYING,
GENERAL ,

THAT
SOMETHING

ELSE MIGHT
HAVE
DESTROYED

PERHAPS
SOME METHOD FOR
INDISCRIMINATELY
S AND
SUFFERING AMONGST
WHOLE GLOBAL
POPLILATIONS. ..
ERADICATE
THE
EVIDENCE.

HOWEVER,
SHE WISHES
TO ASK WHY THE
LAST REPQRTS




RATWAR: MILLIONS OF DISEASED 2 )
VICIOLS RATS, THEIR MOVEMENTS ! - NO FORM OF
CONTROLLED 8y MAN, FLOWING ! 4 X WARFARE IS MORE
ACR WORLD IN PR‘EDETER‘MINED ¥ HORRIBLE. THEY
VEC TOI?S CAERWNG PLAG d "Vak QA BANNED IT A
MADNESS, DEATH B 4 f ’ CENTURY AGO.

YOUR ALLEGATIONS
ARE RIDICULOUS. FOR

LUSING, RATWAR
ogg INTELLIGENCE. IN TARANTLILA.
7
| KING. THERE wasS ' WiTHOUT
ONE ON THE
HAVE
{ evIDENCE
THAT | HAVE
OBTAINED
S A

LICH
BEAST 7

1 HE RATS WI?E 2
DROPPED LIPON
THE WARZONE.

TR
| SAVED
/TS LIFE.

| ON THE BONES
OF ITS
CHILDREN.




YOU KILLED A PLANET A P oro Ol JBAVE e THE CRUISER ¥ nAHA! BUT

LANET AND / LLECT SO |
YOou DRAGGED ME INTO IT, |[ VALUABLES | BURIED HAS EVERYTHING: No&'ﬂéﬁf ;\F\‘fAT Bt DT N THE
EVEN BEFORE I'D MET YOLI. | _IN THE UNSHIELDED  FOOD, WINE, RETIREMENT LINEHELDED
THAT'S THE WORST THING : TERRITORIES. GO AND  ENTERTAINMENT i L e
! THOLGHT | WAS INNOCENT WARM THE CRUISER'S UNITS ... COMPLaTE: SCToR LoNe,

ENGINES. WE MUST
LEAVE. TUST CHECK MY

LUIZ, YOU'VE
SOILED MYy
PA

7 NOW... GO AND WARM THE
§ ENGINES UNTIL | RETURN,
AND THEN WE SHALL




"GOODBYE. " i AS AUTHORIZED BY
Ros e At ormem | GENERAL CANNIBAL.
HE WALKS AWAY, SMUG, CONTENTED: o GveN ME, T e B CRUISER FOR A TEST
AR N PO NS S S S
; OLE PAST THE KEYS
KNOW IT YET, BUT HE'S DEAD. uss sw"’oﬁgomo HERE.
FINE
ALL | HAVE dr. At eou
NOW IS MY ! GOING? ¢ our.
FUTURE. 2 [ :
3 ——
=S S >
|
B
A bt ! Y a m |
HANGAF
HANGRL: /
( Iy )
L SECURSY =
M e
THE
SHIELDED
HANGA
OPENS AND
THE SHIP
TAXIES OUT 7
ONTDCLHE e
LAUN! Z .
STRIP. /t,é// // —
IT'S NIGHT, AND THERE i) ==
ARE SO MANY STARS == Ehf==:)

SERGEANT JONES,

THE CRUISER GATHERS

THE NOSE LIFTS AS | PREPARE
TO TEAR FREE OF MOAB'S GRAVITY.

IT FEELS LIKE A WEB, STEAINJNG AGAINST
Ly

ME, GROWING TAUT, FINA
SNAPPING STRAND BY ST?AND

- a2°
v 4 .
L
... AND
THEN I'M JUST

ouT. ouT. END OF BOOK THREE
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HAPPY NEW YEAR!
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IN ORBIT

I BEE IN
250 FIGHTS !

_ (DONT WoRRY..,

NOBODY LOSES
ALL THE TIME.

|
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THE MIND OF MOORE

Pages of Alan Moore’s original script for
Halo Jones, Book Three, Episode Two, With Your Musket, Fife And Drum



Hiam THATS .

s /AN.
|5 o e ]
‘ A AN MOORR
o
2000 AD. THE BAL AD OF 510 JONTS dom | Fladhboae Sequencs’
BOCK THREE, FFISODE TiO. will need gome Lol
'"WITH YUR MUKET, FIFE AND DRUM! & dxb&mﬁu shh fow Pr&:}e,v\‘b

Pﬁmdo,o&, Vice venSan ~
THE PANELS THAT OPEN EACH CF THIS E‘PIE{)DE‘S FIVE PAGES ARE AL THE SAME SHA-E AND
SIZE, AND ARE SFPARATE © THE BUIK OF THE REST OF THIS EPESODE'S NARRATIVE. .M YBE
WU CAN @VE THEM A HEAVIER PANFL BORDER OR OMETHING T MKE THEM MORE IISTINCTIVE
AND SET THEM APART. IN THIF FIRST ONE, AL WE STE IS A4 REALY TIGHT (LOSE UP OF
HAGC'S EYES. WE ARE LOCK:1"3 AT THEM THROUG TE (LSS FACE-SHIELD OF SOME KIND OF
SUIT HELM™T, BUT WE ARE PIOBAELY U COSE T HER THAT WE WON!'T BE ARLE T SEE FOR
SURE THAT SHE'S WEARING A HFLMET HERE. SHE IB ST TTING OMBJHERE WHERE ITS QUI TE DAK
WIT™ ONLY » FEY SMALL LTGHTS QINTING OFF THE (L ASS OF HER FACEPL ATE, AND HER EYES
IRE FROUNIKG CYNICALLY BEHIND THE CL ASS, LOCKING DOWN AT A LEAFLET THAT SHE IS
HOLTING (MOT VISIELE TO US HERE) AND REATING FROM IT.
HALO : "G AL S...are you IONELY? Is your life lacking in PURPOSE?
HALO : "In today's ARMED FORCES, u'll fin@ a grzat big happy, slappy FAMILY of

CARLNG peopley, SHARING peoplesss

.

2.

NOW WE HAVE THE EIGGEST PANEL ON THE PAGE, AND WE MOVE STRAIGHT INT OUR FIRST
FLASHBAK SINUENCE, SHOWING HAO AND DY'S FIRST QOUFLE OF WEKS AT THEIR BASIC
TRAINING CaMP, I5 THIS FIRST LARGE PANFL WE ARE INSIDE A FUTURISTI C BARRAK HOOM
LOOKING DWARDS THZ OPEN IOCR. ON THE FIOUR IN THE FORECROUND TWO WOMEN ARE FIGHTING.
TiE ONEON T IS A VERY FAT AND PERPETUALLY HOSTIL E LOOKING WOMMN CALLED BX TL. SHE
IS FIGHTING WITH X WCMAN WITH A SHAVEN HEAD AND TATHOS, WHO APTEARS T HAVE SOLEN
SOME T00D FROY THE FAT WOMAN. LOOKING BEOND THIS, FRAMED IN THF IDORJAY WE SEE HALO
AND Y WEPRLHG BASTC SIMLE MILI TARY UNIFORMS THAT LOCK S FAIRLY CASUAL AND SLOPPY
AND CARFYING SOME ORT OF KIT BAGS IN THELR HANDS, MEKIN: IT CLEAR THEY'VE JUST
ARFIVED, THEY STAND IK THT DOTRi{AY AND GAPE AT THE BIZARRE:AND FURIOUS BATILE ®ING ON
IE THT FOREGROUND, BOTH LCCKING UTTERLY UNCOMPREHENIING. LOUNGING AROUNP IN THE B/G
WE SEE VATIOUS OTHER MEMBERS OF BRETA FLADON, “HOSE BARFAGKS THIS IS, DOING VARIOUS
ODD THINGS., THE ONE STANDING NEAREST © Y AND HALO AS THEY ENTER IS A THIN, HIGHLY-
STRUKG AND DELICATELY ERAUTIFUL “OMAN CALI ED MONA, SHE GLANCES QUIZZICALLY AT THE NEW -



'F?)

FT)

2, (FROM OVER)

arrivals as they enter. The title goes somewhere near the bottom of the picture, along
wiith the logo.

BI ¢ "POILE LIKE YOU!"

BT : THAT'S MY K ROEIX RATION, AND MY TFUBURGER, AND IF U IDN'T GIVE THEM
BAK I'LL RIP YOUR LIPS OFF}

0@ : THE BALAD OF EALO JONES, ROOK IIT

TTE 2: WL YUR MUK ET, FIFE AND DEUM

3.

Now we cdlose in slightly, so that the struggle between Bdt and Iitto ( The woman
with the tattoos) is going on largely off panel atjthe bottom of the picture with
maybe just an odd arm or leg sticking up inte the panel. Looking beyond these we can
see by and Halo still standing staring down dumbstruck at the batfle going on on the
floor of the barrack room, Mona, the thin and nervous and beautiful woman we saw
last panel, is smiling and nodding inanely as she welcomes them inmto the barrack room,
HATO : EXCUSE ME..WE'RE JONES AND MOL M. WE'RE LOOKING FOR I'ETA FLAOON, BUT THIS
CAN'T BE...

MONA : C-COME IN! THIS IS B-BETA PLATEN. ¥-10U MUST BE PRETTY SPECIAL IF THEY'VE
A-A-ASTIGNED WU D US!

BKT : SFITITOQUT! IT'S MINE!

4.

NOW A FIOOR LEVEL SHOT. IN INE FOREGROUND WE SEF BX T SITTING ON DP OF IITT, WHO

IS GAG'TNG AND SRLUTTERING AS THE FAT WOMAN'S HANDS We/P FOUND HER THROAT, RSTTEING(?)

HER SHAVEN HEAD ABOUT, LOOKING BEDND THE TW0 COMBATANTS WE SEE THE FEFT OF HALO, DY

ANT MONA AS MONA LEADS THEM IND THE PARRAGK FOOM, T IIR BALLOONS COME FROM OFF-FIC.

HALO : SPRECIAL? REALLY? .

MONA : O-CH YuS! WE'RE ALL SPECTAL IN BETA PLATON. I'M M-MONA, TOWN THERE, TH- HAT'S
BX T AND IL TD.

BKT : DON'T SWALLOW! BON'T SWALLOW!

5«
oW HALO AND Y HAVE THEIR $2XS D US IN THE FOREGROUND SO THAT WE SEE THE HEAD



and shoulders, facing away from us in the foreground., Their heads areturned to look at
each other here so that even though they have their backs to us we can see them

both in profile as their eyes meet with the same bewildered 'and questioning glance.
standing facing us beyond and between them, maybe half-Fifure, we can see Mna, who
smiles innocentlly and naively and sweetly at them. Bekti's efiraged balloon issues from
off pic at the bottom of the penel, where she still wrestles with Ti tto on the floor,

MONA : WH-WHAT SORT OF D-DEFECTS ID YOU TW0 HIVE?
OFF) BXT : ARARRGH! YOU SCTM!. YOU SWALLOWED IT! ICN'T IIGEST!
6o

DP OF THE SEMIT PAGE, AND WE OPEN VITH MO THER IISTINGTVE AND MAYBE HEAVY BORDERED
PANEL. HERE, WE ARE LOOKING THROUGH HALO'S TYZS AS SHEfSITS ME'E IN THE AS-YET-
UNIDENTIFIAELE DARK FLACE. SINCE WE LOCK THROUCH HER EYES, ALL WE CAN SEE OF HEQ ARL
HER HANDS. TEY ARE CLAD Ik THI AND BUIKY PRESSURB-SEALED GLOVES, LIKE ASTIONAUT
GOVES, AND THEY ARE HODTING A G AMDFOUS-LOOKING ARMY CAREER BFOCHURE, WHICH IS WHAT
HAO IS READING FROM IN THESE CPENING PANELS AT THE STRRT OF WVERY PAGE. WE CAN SEE
THE BROGHURE..OR AT LEAST THE SIDE HALO IS READINC FROM. THERE ARE LOTS OF
ATTRACTIVE PICTURES OF SMILING AND BEAUTLFIUL WOMEN IN UNIFORM IDING THE SORT OF
THINGS THAT PEOFLE IN ARMY CAREER EFOGHURES USUALY SE®M D BE IDING, AND THERE IS A
I0T OF TEXT. IF WE CAN STZ ANYTHING OF T.E BAGKGFOUND BEMIND AND BEXND THE LEAFLET
HLO I QEANING ¥ROM IT SHOULD *E "RIMARILY DARK WITH A FEW AMBIGOUS SHAPES GLINTING
IN THE DAFCNESS OPFOSI TE HALO AS SHE SITS READING.

¥F)  HLO : "No¥ ONLY WILL YOUR NBY POSI TION FILL YOU WITH PRIDE, IT WILL FILL U WI ™

EXPERL INCE o
FF)  HNO t "AS A SPRCIALIST CRAK TROOPER W U'LL LEARN MANY INTERESTNG NEW SKILLS....

Te

oW IND /N THER FLASHBAGK.ITIS DAYTIMT AND WE ARE OUT OF IOCRS IN A SORT OF

E&’ERGISE AREA-CUM ASSAULT GOURSE, UPPATED B SULT FUTURE REQUIREMENTS AND STILES.
‘IH-ERE ARE TWO SUNS IN THE SKY OVERHEAD.IN THE FOREGROUND, VISIELE MAYBE HAF FIGURE AS
THEY @ TROUGH ¢ MoE-BATTLE, ARE HAO AND MONA. MONA IS JUST BANGING SOMETHING THAT
LOCKS LIEE A FLASHLIGHT DOWN ON ®OP OF EALC'S HEAD, I7TS QUITE HARD AND HALO WINCES IN
PAIN. LOOKING BEYOND THEM, INTO THE BAKGROUND, WE CAN SEE SOME OF 'E'IE O THER FL ATOON
MEMBFRS LOOKING ON, DRESSED IN FIFLD UNIFORMS AND HILMETS (AS ARE HALO AND MONA), ALCNG
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with their sergeant, who is 2 larce and powerfully built black woman who wears ani

eye-patch, unless there3s some other design for a character you’zve been waiting to use,

in which case she can look like whatever you want. She looks enthusiastic and

excited as she urges Mona on, Mona has her tongue sticking out in infantile

concentration as she smashes the dummy weapon down hard on top of halo's helmet.

I : "...HICH WILL SUFPRISE AND IMPRESS YOUR FRIENDS IN LATER LIFE"

SERGEANT : THAT'S IT! IOC/TE THE MARKOV POINT IN TUR EVEMY SOLDIER'S HARD LIGHT
SCREEN, THEN PUNCH YOUR ILZCTROPIC DOWN TZROUGH HER IIRTY TERFORLST XULL!

F.X. : WOK!

HALO $ AAGH!

8.

In the background, Halo sits looking pained and dazed oy the ground, rubking her

head and glaring up repmachfully at Mona, who looks even more nervous and flustered
and upset, waving her hands about flistractedly, In the foreground, only partly visible,
we see the sergeant gesturing to the rsst of the squad (Invisible here) to move on,

HALO : MONA, THAT HURT!
MON A : W-WELL I'M SORRY{ I WAS ORDERED © TLUNGE AN ELECTRIFIFD D-DAGGER IND

OUR L-LIVING BRAIN AND IF IT HURTS THAT'S N~-NOT MY FAULT!
SERGEANT : OKAY, YOU WOMEN! ON WIT™ THE ASSAULT MURSE,..

9«
Fow Halo is in the foreground, head and shoulders facing away from us towards the
sergeant, who stands looking at us from the mid groubd. Halo looks cowed and taken
aback as the Sergeant suddeily bellows at her. Looking';ibeyond thé Sergeant. ~ we can
see the other woman in the platoon stumbling off towards the next stage of the touch
futuristic assault course.
SERGEANT : JONES? WHERE ID Y0 THINK YOUR GING? WU JUST RECEIVED EIGHT HUNDRED

VOL TS T™ROUGH YOUR CEREBRAL (RTEX. YOU'!'RE DEAD. OU HAVE T STAY HERE
SERGEANT : TE R™ST OF YOU, WATCH OUT FOR ENEMY HATCHSNATCHERS!

10.

The Sergeant and rest of the platicn have gone, lesving Halo sitting bored on the
ground, which is cratered and scarred exactly like a real bettlefidld. Glancing
Across the way a little she sees By lounging in bordom against some jutting lunT of
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shattered rock or other, Perhaps Ty is head and shoulders in the foreground, chewing

2 withered stem of grass and staring in toredom at nothing in particubar. Locking

past her we see Halo sitting some yards away, gazing across at her fiiend.

HEO : H, Y. ARE U DEAD T0? I T MY BRAN FERED.

DY ¢ THAT'S NOTHING, I GOT TURNED INTU »N UIDENTIFIAHLE BONELESS MASS BY A VIBRO-
MIFE.T'M SIK OF MANROUVRES, I ALWAYS GETKILLED AND END UP SITTING HERE,
DEAD,

11+

Now we pull right back from tie slight zort of hill upon which both women are sitting
& that we see them mayke in sillhouette as they sit atop the incline against a

doubl e-sunned glien sky. In the foreground, the Sergeant is directing the other
women to crswl under razor-blade threaded wire in freezing zlien mud. The SerBeant
looks happy in her work.

HALQ ¢ NEVER MIND,

HAO : MAYBE BEING DEAD'S A KILL THAT WILL (OME IN HANDY IN LATER LIFE.

(1]

12,
Third page, and snother distinctive, thick bordered (Or whatever) panel to open withe
We are back in the dark and fairly confined place that 'slo is sitting as she reads
the Army leaflet, In this panel, we are behind the person who sits opposite Halo,
facing her across a narrow aisle. The person is wearing a bulky helmet, connected
by a pressure seal t an equally bulky suit. We can only see the head and shoulders
of the suited figure as it faces away from us, so we can't see an awful lot of the
sult here. Looking over the foreground figure's shoulder and across the narrow
gisle we can see a little of Halo, sitting there in an identical pressure suit. Hzlo
is holding up the leaflet in front of her as she reads from it, so that although we
canmot see her face, we can see the front cover of the brochure, which has the words
'AN EXCI ING N®Y WRD OF EXPERI ENCE IN 'DDAY'S ARMED FORCES! on the front, along
with a jingoictic picture of some sort, even if we can't read the words very well
here. A1l we can really see of Halo, obscured as she is by the pamphlet, are her
bulkily gloved hands holding the sides of the leaflef. The surroundings are still
dark and cramped, and we can't really see much of them here,
HALO (BFHINF LEAFLET) : "ALSO, LET US NOT FORGET THE OPORT.MITLES T TRAVEL AND
ENCOUNTER INTERFETING NEW RAGES!



ALAN MOORE

One of the most respected and well-known comic writers of the past few decades,

Alan Moore created some of 2000 AD’s most popular series, including Abelard

Snazz, The Ballad of Halo Jones, D.R. & Quinch and Skizz. He has also worked on
several other strips for 2000 AD, most notably Tharg’s Futureshocks.

Outside of the Galaxy's Greatest Comic, Moore is best known for his work on
Watchmen, which redefined the superhero genrein 1986, but this is simply touching
the surface of a career which has included Batman, Captain Britain, From Hell,
Glory, Green Lantern Corps, Lost Girls, Miracleman, A Small Killing, Swamp Thing,
Superman, V For Vendetta, Promethea and The League of Extraordinary Gentlemen.

More recently his latest novel, Jerusalem, was published to critical acclaim.

|AN GIBSON

One of 2000 AD's best-loved and most honoured artists, lan Gibson is responsible

for the co-creation of The Ballad of Halo Jones (with Alan Moore), and created

Bella Bagley, an unfortunate character in Judge Dredd’s world who fell head-

over-heels in love with ‘Old Stoney Face’ himself! His work outside the Galaxy's

Greatest Comic includes Chronicles of Genghis Grimtoad, Star Wars: Boba Fett,
X-Men Unlimited, plus the designs for the TV series Reboot.

BARBARA NOSENZO

Born in 1983, Barbara Nosenzo graduated in Forensic Chemistry before starting
work in comics with the Italian independent author collective ‘La Compagnia del
Fumetto’, collaborating on over 20 comic books as author or illustrator before
specialising as a colourist. She is known for her work on the creator owned series
The Ravenholme Chronicles with the author Andrea Broccardo. In 2010 she was
selected by the talent scout and future Marvel E-i-C CB Cebulski in a portfolio
review and quickly started working with Italian publishers such as Lo Scarabeo
Tarots, and ManFont Comics and international publishers including Titan Comics.

In 2017 Nosenzo was selected by 2000 AD to colour John Ridgeway's cover
for Summer Magic: The Complete Journal of Luke Kirby, which then led to her
colour remastering of The Ballad of Halo Jones, Alan Moore and lan Gibson’s sci-
fi masterpiece. Currently Nosenzo is working on more 2000 AD projects, for US
comics and on independent projects, as a digital and traditional colourist.



JOIN ALAN MOORE'S ORIGINAL SPACE HEROINE!
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HALO JONES BOOK ONE HALO JONES BOOK TWO

AVAILABLE NOW AVAILABLE NOW

“still in comics-land very ahead of her time ... a
cracking sci-fi adventure story”
- Sci-Fi Now

“a complex, engaging tale that fans of Moore’s work
shouldn’t pass up.”
- IGN

“Halo Jones is terrific comics”
- The Comics Journal



Caughtinthe'Web

Her dreams of escape dashed, Halo has ended up on a decaying ghostworld, where

the drink is the only thing that hasn’t run dry. Having drifted from one dead-end job

to another, her credits and hopes for the future have almost run out, but fortunately,
the military is looking for new recruits. With no other way out, she enlists.

This third volume concludes Alan Moore and lan Gibson's masterwork, coloured for
the first time by Barbara Nosenzo.

“For some, Halo Jones is [Moore’s] greatest creation... the
themes — fears about Al, redundancy by robot, immigration and
finding your way in an automated world, a religious world...are

more current now than they were at the time...This beautifully
coloured reissue should help introduce one of the greatest sci-fi
characters to a fresh audience.” - New Scientist
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