


Hi! Old man Doherty 
sent me.

1

VISTO MARKET, TH E N EXT DAY



And where’s the
old coot himself?

Do you have
what he needs? 

Do you have
what I need? 

Man, this stuff
costs like fortune

these days...

Yeah... used to be
much easier to come
by. You have to know
the smart people...

...And the dims made
sure there are not that 
many smart people left 

to know.

Bad for business
when people die,

huh?

Hey, I’m no fan of
the dims too, you know! 

just saying...

No.

Enough is
enough!

No more!

Busy.
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Meds for
caroline
Doherty.

Yes, these will
do. Thank you.

Are you a family
member?

Yes. Sort of... it’s
a long story.

I see. I’m sorry, she’s
not responding to the
treatment. It’s rare,
but with cancer like 

this it happens.

Sorry, it’s past
visitor hours, and
in her condition
she needs her

rest. 

I understand.
Thank you.

Damn it...

‘you sure that’s
her? It’s a kid!

So? We have
our orders.

What are we
going to do?

What do you think?
Get the truck and

follow us.

may I see
her?

Sign here,
please.

How is she?
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Feel like sharing
some smokes at

least?

Shut up, or I’ll
share some bullets!

what the..?

Let
me go!

I don’t have a
problem shooting
you right here. so

shut your trap!

Where are you
taking me?

Shut. up.

Shut up! Who the hell
are you?
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If you’re here for
the family china --

carol ain’t dead yet.

You always make me
feel so welcome...

I know chemo and
painkillers aren’t
cheap. I’ve come
with an offer.

I represent a group of...
businessmen with a knack

for manufacturing.

I know your
“businessmen”.

Do you have anything
to do with the visit
the dims paid me

yesterday?

No. But if you agree --
we can convince our...

partners never to
bother you again.

So. what do
you say?

No way.
leave.

Please.
try.

What is
that?

You’re full of
surprises.

get the
f*ck out!

Who could have thought
that a man who married
auntie carol willingly

would have balls.

Wanna take a
gamble? I’m old,
I’ve got nothing

to lose.

You’re
bluffing.

You want my workshop?
come here again, I’ll
blow this entire place
to smithereens. ‘That
reasonable enough

for you?

Al, I’m doing this for
your own good, we’re

family after all.

When these people
make an offer -- you
don’t refuse. Next

time they’re going to
send someone less...

reasonable.

“Black dealers”.
Guns, drugs... for
anyone as long as
they can pay with

no regard for
who gets to die
because of it.

They’re expanding and are
willing to pay handsomely
both for your workshop

and your skills.

Cut the crap, Jen.
What do you want?
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Crap!

So...

...the boneheads
are grabbing kids
too these days?

Name’s parson.
Welcome to the
dims’ party van.

Who are you?
What’s going on?

The dims? What
do they want

with us?

Hell if I know. Before they
got their asses kicked by
the guard the bastards

used to shoot everything
smarter than a rock that

dared to resist.

okay... this
means they need

us alive.

Keep those happy
thoughts coming,

kid.

This can’t
be good…

What happened?
Where is Grace?

She was taken
into custody

by unidentified
individuals.

What? 
How!?

I was instructed by 
Grace to wait for 
her in the ruins.

As she was making 
her way back she 

was attacked.

One of the attackers
dropped this item.

Redeemers...
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We’ve
stopped.

Take that
abomination

off!

Or what?

You were
brought
here...

...because your heretic
hubris destroyed half the
world, and left another

half mangled.

you were brought
here to learn humility.

...and repent through
hard work, as the

scripture teaches.

The rules are simple:
do as you’re told, pray
properly, don’t cause

trouble -- and no harm
will come to you.

show disrespect, try
anything funny -- and
you’ll die as sinners

should.

That is all.
Take them

away!

Out!

I can’t walk.

Not my problem.
Out!

...Or I’ll take your leg 
along with it.
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Sorry, pal. I’m closing 
for the day, come back 

tomorr...

The girl. About
fourteen years
old, red hair,

metal leg.

Never seen
anyone like that.

You’re not very bright, 
are you, Trippy?

Now. what do you
know about the

girl?

You won’t
dare.

Now -- probably I won’t, 
no. But you know...

if a drug dealer
turns up dead -- that 

just happens.

So much for
that oath, huh?

Let me clue you
in on something. 

The world
has changed. 

The country I gave the 
oath to is dead. So think 

again.

Word on the street the 
dims took her.

Would you happen to 
know where?

one of their former
dens I guess. I’d check
some seafront proprty.

See, wasn’t
so bad.

Have a nice day,
“citizen”.

Screw you.

Either they kill
you, or you kill them... 
less bastards anyway

There you go.

Don’t mention
it, kid.

Thanks.

I’m not injured. Why?

no offense.

they’ll just kill
you if they see you’re 

useless to them.

A word of warning: 
don’t try to play 

stupid, this won’t get 
you out of here.Well, something made 

them think you’re worth 
the trouble.

Somehow I get the 
feeling they haven’t 
mistaken me for an 

old-timer...

Anyone who’s
had any kind of proper 
schooling before the 
war is at least in their 

late forties by now.

you don’t look
like one.

I’m sorry, I’m just a 
medic. My name’s linn.

The dims seem to be 
bringing in a lot of 

scientists and
engineers though,

and forgive me, but... 

Please tell me you 
know what’s going 

on here.

Those bastards just 
don’t know when to 

stop…
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I swear to gods...

How old
are you?

Old enough to be 
here, apparently.

Shielded memory 
array... where is 
this stuff coming 

from?

processing units and memory 
cores. check if they’re still 
good, salvage what you can 
from the ones that are not.

Got it? You’d better.

What the hell are 
they building?

Shut up
and work.

If you’re as smart,
as you seem to be, do
yourself a favor -- 

don’t ask questions. 

Are you any good? 
What’s this?

...that fresh meat nearly
shat their pants when
the commander talked!

I almost
pity them.

Relax, kid! Everyone 
knows this stuff is 
good for morale.

Save the pity for yourself 
when the big man finds out 
you left your post to see 

the show. 

the eggheads get what
they deserve, we have a 
laugh and so the divine 

justice is served. 
Right…
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How are you
feeling?

Much better now.
The pain is almost 

gone.

Look, Carrie...

I need to go
somewhere
for a while.

I got Grace
into big trouble,
I have to fix this.

Please
don’t go!

I have to. I thought 
getting these will be 
a simple job to keep 
her close and out of 
trouble, and now...

I’m sorry, Al...
I’m so sorry...

What!? I didn’t know
what to do!

Honey, what are you 
talking about?

They came
to me...

No... no, this is
not true!

said that they’D
take you away,
because you’re

with the Guild… 

unless they find 
someone else. I...
had to give them

someone...
I’m sorry, Al... I
didn’t want them
to... to hurt you...

Why?
Why her?

Al! Come back!

Please don’t
leave like this! Al!

Brandt!?

Gods, Grace, it iS 
you… Mercy… are 

you okay?
I’m fine.

Physically
at least

Come, sit by
the heater. 

Colleagues, this
is Grace Hoffer, a 
former student of 

mine.

Grace, meet
Samuel Turner,

...Bill
McCarthy...

...and Lisa
Clarke.

How old
are you?

Fourteen.

What’s there to 
figure out?

It’s the dims 
we’re talking 

about, obviously 
they’re after 

some doomsday 
device!

Why now, and not ten 
years ago when it could 

have made a difference 
against the Guard?

For crying out
loud, we’re not
at some sympo-

sium!

The dims are
here NOW, and

so are we!

What are you
doing HERE?

Sorting scrap electronics. 
Sounds weird spoken out 

loud... I mean, in context.

Indeed. Our “hosts” 
here are as dense
as they come, and 

yet looks like we’re 
building some sort

of supercomputer.

And judgung by the 
smell there’s a 

chem lab behind the 
northern wall.

Whatever it is
they are building, 
they don’t want
us figuring out 

what it is.She’s been away
for so long! I hoped 
she’D never show up! 

Why didn’t you
tell the guard?

or anyone?

I was so scared... 
I didn’t know what 

to do!

What?
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What would you
have us do?

We have to stop 
it! Or get out of 
here. Or both!

Brilliant. I’m 
assuming you 
have a plan?

Come on! The collective 
IQ in this room alone 

is probably a five digit 
number!

At this point we’re 
just a bunch of tired 
old people hoping to 

live another day. 
This... gulag, 

there’ve been many 
like it in history, 

there’s no rebelling 
at a place like this.

But...

Lisa’s right, kid.

We’ll figure some-
thing out, but it’s 
gonna take some 

time.
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