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1 It’s best not to get me started on comics as a rhythmic—as opposed to a literary—medium. I tend to judge a page of comics by how the 
pictures sound, and I’m very aware of what a weird sentence that is. This isn’t synesthesia. I just sort of hear panels and pages in my head 
as if I were reading a musical score. When the rhythm is off, the page doesn’t work. When it’s particularly good, the work comes to life in a 
way that’s hard to communicate. Conversations with a number of other cartoonists lead me to believe this is a fairly common experience.

Ten years ago, when Bob Schreck first handed me a copy of Greg Rucka’s first novel, Keeper, 

I was convinced I’d never make anything of myself in comics. I’d been working steadily for six 

years, but I couldn’t look at anything I’d illustrated without vague feelings of regret. I knew 

I was capable of solid work, and I had a big pile of sketchbooks that supported that notion, 

but when I looked over my hundreds of pages of published stories, there just wasn’t much to 

shout about. I hadn’t figured out how to do good work on the industry’s four color assembly 

lines, and that was the only place anyone could make a splash, right?

That’s where Schreck comes in. Bob had given me my break at Dark Horse years ago, mak-

ing him the first editor at a legitimate publisher to see any potential in my stuff. He’d just 

started a new company called Oni Press right here in Portland, where my wife and I had just 

moved. Bob said that he had a script that might be right for me, written by the same guy 

who wrote this novel.

I took the book home and devoured it in one sitting, and I felt like someone had built a writer 

just for me. Greg’s novel was compelling, and compulsively readable, but more importantly, 

he worked the rhythms of storytelling the way I was desperate to do in comics1. I saw that 

we agreed on the ways the energy and emotional pitch of a scene should rise and fall. Our 

attitudes about violence and heroism were in sync, as was our sense of the rules that make 

for believable characters and action in fiction. 

Long story short, Bob sent me the script for the first issue. I said yes, and oh boy was I eager 

to get started. If Greg had set out to write a script just for me, he couldn’t have come up with 

something this perfect. Carrie and Antarctica were absolutely alive in my mind. I understood 

her frustration and her wonder at the place she’d wound up and her determination to find 

out what happened. All I had to do was tell the reader the story Greg told me and we’d have 

a great comic. Greg’s story was about a woman so frozen by anger and regret she’d found 

herself at home in the middle of millions of square kilometers of ice. How could I make 
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Editor's note: The following afterwords originally appeared in the Whiteout and Whiteout: Melt editions released in 2007.
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that world as believable and compelling in pictures as it was in the script? Monochromatic 

could easily lead to monotony. Black and white comics, particularly crime stories, usually 

get their impact from the use of heavy areas of solid black. For obvious reasons, that wasn’t 

going to work in this one. But those sketchbooks I mentioned earlier were full of black and 

white drawings where I’d played with all sorts of media and had been able to fully indulge 

my interest in using texture as both a color and a rhythmic element. I never worried about 

restricting myself to a slick comic book brushline in my sketches; I just worked to please 

myself. I suppose I treated the comic like it was my sketchbook, and just let myself whale 

away at every panel until it felt as cold, as dry, as windy, and as desolate as it needed to 

be. Sure, there was a danger that some panels might get overrendered, but certainly on this 

title I could feel okay about dealing with a bad drawing by just whiting it out. 

That did it. I was free. For the first time in my career, I felt like I was producing drawings 

that looked like I’d drawn them. I used a dozen different brushes, any pen nib I could find, 

grease crayons, markers, ball points, white paint, toothbrushes, homemade zip-a-tones, 

xeroxes, charcoal, unerased pencil lines, sandpaper, razor blades, an electric eraser, even 

my own fingerprints—anything that could make or remove a mark on paper—I’d give it a 

try. I inhabited those panels and I think the struggle gave the pictures a lot of energy. Along 

the way, I tried to do what Greg had done when he wrote it—I buried myself in research, 

spending hours online or in the library researching Antarctica. And I’d call and fax him at all 

hours to discuss possible approaches to panel sequences. A twelve hour day at the board 

was slacking off. I drove my wife and friends insane. Greg, too, come to think of it. 

Looking back, I’m grateful to everyone who was involved with this project: Greg, of course, 

his wife Jen Van Meter, for clarifying their concept of “hooskie” (which you, dear reader, can 

ask one of them about sometime); Bob Schreck, Joe Nozemack, Jamie Rich, and James 

Lucas Jones; graphic designers Sean Tejaratchi and Steven Birch; original cover artists Matt 

Wagner, Mike Mignola, Dave Gibbons, and Frank Miller; the guys at the now defunct website 

nextplanetover.com who gave away a metric ton of copies at the San Diego Comic-Con; the 

readers of rec.arts.comics.misc, who were among the first to notice that something special 

was going on; Jeff Parker, who told me to quit being a puss when I was over-thinking; and 

most of all, my wife Sara Ryan, who supported me in my obsessiveness, inspired many of 

Stetko’s expressions and gestures, and woke up with little bits of zip-a-tone in the blankets 

every morning for two years. From this day forward, it’s all digital, hon, I swear.



Whiteout was catching lightning in a bottle.

Whiteout: Melt was trying to catch lightning in a bottle, twice.

Steve Lieber and I had talked about the other stories we could tell about Carrie and Antarc-

tica while we were working on the first one, and we had realized very quickly that there was 

a lot more that could be shown, a lot more we had to say. But when the opportunity came 

to do Melt, I was hesitant; I didn’t want to tell the same story twice. I didn’t want another 

murder mystery. And I knew that sequels, at least to the people who buy them, are often an 

attempt to capture “more of the same,” and that was something I wasn’t sure I could do, or 

even wanted to do. One murder mystery in Antarctica was enough, I told myself.

I came around, obviously, and the way I came around was primarily via Steve. For all of 

his varied and tremendous skill as an artist, Steve is also 1) very, very smart, and 2) a 

tremendous collaborator. Simply talking with him about story is often all it takes to get my 

engine revved and to send me racing for the keyboard to start pounding away. That was how 

it started here. Well, that, and the fact that I love spy stories, and wanted to do something 

about the espionage-related history of Antarctica.

But in talking to Steve, something crystallized for me that I hadn’t realized while writing 

the original. I found that I liked Antarctica as a character as much as—and sometimes, 

perhaps, more than—I liked Carrie. And I adored Carrie, and still do to this day, frankly. But, 

like the Marshal herself, I had fallen in love with The Ice.

Realizing that opened the floodgates, and the ideas came pouring out. 

More than the original, Melt is a morality tale. Bad men murder fourteen people and then try 

to make their escape. Why they do it is, frankly, immaterial—the nukes are a very traditional 

MacGuffin (though, like all things in the Whiteout series, the theory as to how and why there 

would be nukes on The Ice was based firmly in fact). Fourteen men were murdered, and that 

is a crime against God and Man, and it must be answered.
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This is why it takes four issues for Carrie and Aleks to catch the Bad Russians, and why, 

when they do, they practically needn’t have bothered. The Ice has done their job for them. 

The Ice has exacted its revenge. The Ice has answered.

But (if one is willing to continue with this personalization of a continent) unlike a traditional 

morality tale, The Ice hasn’t done this out of any sense of moral judgment or desire for jus-

tice. The Ice has done this because this is what The Ice does. It kills you; slow, fast, easy, 

hard, now, later, doesn’t matter—The Ice kills you, because it doesn’t want you there. You 

shouldn’t be there. You weren’t made to be there. And it wants you to go home. It wants you 

to go home, now.

In a world where the Chinese are paving the road that leads to Everest, and where space 

tourism is rapidly becoming a reality, and the Ross Ice Shelf is coming apart in pieces as 

large as the state of Rhode Island, it’s sometimes good to remember our place in nature. 

It’s sometimes right to remind ourselves of how very small we are on a very large planet.

It’s sometimes right to remember to pay respect.

GREG RUCKA  /  JULY 19, 2007 
PORTLAND, OR





M E LT



CH A P T ER O N E



133



134



135



136



137



138



139



140



141



142



14 3



14 4



14 5



146



147



148



149



150



151



152



153



154



155



156





CH A P T ER  T WO



159



160



161



162



163



164



165



166



167



168



169



170



17 1



172



173



174



175



176



17 7



178



179



180



181



182





CH A P T ER T H R EE



185



186



187



188



189



190



191



192



193



194



195



196



197



198



199



200



201



202



203



204



205



206



207







CH A P T ER FOU R



211



212



213



214



215



216



217



218



219



220



221



222



223



224



225



226



227



228



229



230



231



232



233



234



235



236





It’s the sign that does it. 

It’s an emergency evacuation sign, an “in case of fire” sign, with a map of escape routes 

and with all the nearest exits clearly marked, neatly lettered, crisp, clean. It is exactly what 

you would expect it to be.

Except it’s on the wall of Amundsen-Scott base at the South Pole.

Except it’s not, because it’s on the wall of the set of Amundsen-Scott on a sound stage  

in Montreal. 

I arrived on set a couple days before Steve, if memory serves. Memory doesn’t serve me 

well here, frankly. This was a lifetime ago, it seems, a decade at least. But I remember 

that I’d arrived ahead of Steve, and that when Steve came to the set I just had to show 

him this detail, this piece of set dressing on the wall in this sound stage where they—

“they” being the people who were making this movie—were trying to take the comic we’d 

created a decade prior and turn it into a feature film. This detail, this thing on the wall, 

so small, something that nobody would see in the movie, that they’d likely never notice, 

but I had to show it to Steve.

We wandered the sets for a while that day. Visited the fake Vostok and the storeroom where 

Carrie would seek shelter after her line had been cut. Admired the icicles that looked like 

icicles and were, instead, some manner of rubber or plastic or gelatin or I don’t-even-know-

what. We talked to the actors and the crew, and we took photographs, and I’m pretty certain 

each of us had these stupid, dopey grins on our faces, as much amused and bemused by 

what was going on around us as anything else. 

The fact that—and we can be honest here, we’re amongst friends—the movie wasn’t very 

good doesn’t diminish the memories for me. The movie is what it is, and what you’ve just 

finished reading (or rereading, perhaps) is the comic, and they exist as separate things, and 

that’s as it should be. Twenty years later, this comic is still a living, thriving work, one that 

Steve and I both cherish, one that we both remain very proud of, and—speaking for myself 
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alone, now—a little baffled by, to be honest.

Twenty years is a long time. Twenty years is a remarkably long time, to tell the truth. Twenty 

years is long enough for the world to fundamentally change, for us to go from desktops 

to laptops to computers in our pockets that we call “phones.” It’s long enough to go from 

having no children to having two of them, and to see one of them entering his last year of 

high school as the other one is set to begin it. It’s long enough to have a career. It’s long 

enough to have several.

Whiteout began with me marveling at two facts. The first was, simply, that there was no ac-

tual law enforcement in Antarctica—the continent didn’t have a cop; but what they did have 

was—at least at that time—the station manager at McMurdo deputized as a US Marshal. 

The second was that, again back in 1998, the ratio of men to women on The Ice was 200:1, 

and during winterover it became 400:1.

And being a writer, I looked at those two facts and decided that with a little nudging of the 

truth, there was a hell of a story one could tell.

I look back over these pages and I suffer the Writer’s Curse of seeing every single thing I did 

wrong. Every mistake. I see the clumsiness of a writer trying to transition from novels to com-

ics, I see how young I was, I see the overwriting and the telegraphing and the ham-fistedness 

and all the things I know now but didn’t know then. I see how I’ve grown in my craft, with 

experience, with my art. I would be wildly surprised if Steve didn’t say the same. All the things 

we did wrong, all the things we just didn’t know, and still, people return to these stories, 

people ask for sketches of Carrie and ask if I’ll write another one, people still read Whiteout. 

This is the work that launched my career in comics. Without this there is no Queen & Country 

or Stumptown. There is no Gotham Central or Wonder Woman or Batwoman. There is no 

Lazarus or The Old Guard or Black Magick. Without this work, and the fearless collaboration 

of Steve Lieber, I am not here writing this, now.

All of that is obvious enough, I suppose. But how many of us can say, with certainty, that 

they can pinpoint the moment, the decision, the single meeting, that dictated so much of 

their life? Certainly I’d have continued writing if Whiteout hadn’t happened. I was three nov-

els in and setting up for the fourth when I started writing Whiteout. The odds are good that 

my career, in that respect at least, would’ve continued on its established trajectory. 

But I most certainly wouldn’t have the life I have now. And I am very, very lucky in that it is, 

all things being equal, a pretty damn good life.

So, the moment. That moment. As with all things, it’s never just one instance. I could pick 

Patty Jeres introducing me to Bob Schreck at San Diego Comic Con back in 1997. I could 

pick the meeting with Bob that followed, where I showed him my novels and he looked at me 

with near-panic in his eyes, praying that I wasn’t about to ask to adapt them. I could pick the 

party I was invited to that night, where I got to meet Joe Nozemack.
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But if I’m honest, it was the moment I met Steve.

The story of how Steve and I first met, and how he came aboard Whiteout, has been told 

many times in many places, and I won’t tell it again here. What I will share is that he and I 

have been through a lot in these past two decades, and not all of it was pleasant. There was 

a time when we were actively avoiding one another. There was a time when the thought of 

speaking together, let alone working together, was—if not difficult—shall we say, unlikely. 

I am grateful, and I am happy, to say that such a time has since passed. Twenty years is a 

long time. It’s time enough to reveal things which, in their moment seemed so big, and that 

with perspective and age are uncovered to be small to the point of inconsequential, that 

were never worth the blood and sweat they exacted.

In twenty years, Steve and I have suffered losses and seen triumphs. We have grown, pro-

fessionally and personally. We have striven, each of us and each in our own ways, to grow 

better at what we do, to learn and continue to hone ourselves as artists. We have pushed 

ourselves, professionally and personally. We have changed.

Through all of that, we have orbited Whiteout, not so much bound by its gravity as impelled 

by it. It’s been our Jovian accelerator, and we have sling-shotted from its mass at incredible 

speed and reached undiscovered, even uncharted, territories—we have reaped successes, 

both together and apart, that we never dared imagine.

No matter where we’ve gone—and forgive me, because this is beating the analogy bloody at 

this point—we’ve been able to look back and see Whiteout, this fixed point, the place where 

we each, in our own way, began.

That is a hell of a thing. That is a remarkable and precious thing.

To everyone who joined us in this journey, who helped us get here, thank you. To every-

one at Oni Press—and in particular to James Lucas Jones especially—unending and 

everlasting gratitude.

And to everyone who has shivered alongside Carrie, my sincerest wishes that you always 

find a place warm and dry, safe and sound.
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you can’t get any farther down than  
the bottom of the world—antarctica.

Cold, desolate, nothing but ice and snow for miles and miles. Carrie Stetko is  
a U.S. Marshal, and she’s made The Ice her home. In its vastness, she found the only 

place where she can forget her troubled past and feel at peace... until someone commits 
a murder in her jurisdiction. Whiteout Compendium follows Carrie from her pursuit of  
the murderer among five men scattered across the continent in the original Whiteout,  
to the explosion at a Russian science station that could rock The Ice—and potentially 

the world—in Whiteout: Melt.

These Eisner Award-winning graphic novels by Greg Rucka (Lazarus, Wonder Woman)  
and Steve Lieber (The Fix, Superior Foes of Spider-Man) return in this new compendium, 

collecting the complete Whiteout thriller in one edition for the first time.
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CRIME & MYSTERY $19.99 US

“this is as unique a comic story as you 
can find, and one that certainly belongs  

in any fan’s ‘required reading’ list.”

—AIN’T IT COOL NEWS


