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The island’s mosTiy
bedrock with a thin
: scum of mud on fop.
" T San't dig deep
Lef’s enough for a good
- So... bodies
get recycled
for water and
minerals.

The freak who
runs the boarding-
house sold his remdins
on o tThe crabs o
recoup his rent money.

Yeah. Bryant
couldn’t open
it: so it got
slung in his

9
Cid he sell
dad’s stuff

All IT've got is the statement
from the Port Authority
routed through my family’s
lawyers in New York.

Sir, do
wou kRow

2l single suitcase, how my dad |

Bronco said.

You said
KHock had o
case?

Raygun; not
bullets. I heard
T I the hiss.




" You think
it was my
dd‘s time to

I don't

cdarry drms.

And i+'s not

my time to
die yet.

You didn't get up
o see who wds
shooting people in
their beds?

You think it
was my dad’s fime fo
have his shot body
shoved in a recycler by
some _jumped-up shifbox
dattendant for a few
dollars of rent money?

That's
encugh now.
You got good
redscn o be
angry, but not

You tell me
where I cdn find
this boarding
house.

Apnd
you Tell me
where I can
buy a gun.

They took my gun
; > : from me at the port.
T o _ ’ Thel - But I see outside
P - = B 4 ey boarding i that people in the
- | : house is fifty | ; interior don’t have
vards south, =) ' i e trouble getting

So fhere's
going o be gun
dedlers here in
the settlement.



not saying
vou don’t
want a gun,
miss.

- Goddamnit,
# you shut your
mouth,

wants folk o

like her. Doesn’t

want the likes of

you meeting her
2.

Else you might
toke To wondering how
a sweet lady like her
might've hooked up with a
motherless pigfucker like ol”

Lightnin” over there...

o

¥ Hold i+ Hold
everyThing.

So
vou... You're
talking about
Lightning
Bowmdn.

oll for the
aviaatris

Lightning
Bowmdn's d
gunrunner in the
Ignition Cify
settlement?
That makes o

tell anyone
what I'm saying
when I'm standing
here talking,
damnit.

don’t want you
meeting the
nearest gun
dealer.

Why in
od's nadme
ocould you rotT
keep your drunk
mouth shut?

Becduse now
mdybe you'll get a
grip on The idea that I
want o be left glone fo
drink until I die and I
don’t want any fucking
friends, Gayle.




Mo, seriously=-- Lightning Bowman
can‘t get a ship offworld? You
three were the first humans
in space/

who do you
think got the
blame for every
space attack
since 19307

Him; me; Doc
Viukovie. Lightning kind
of lost it when he got
disavowed by The US
government and labelled a
*person of concern® by the UN.

And when T
redlised there wds
nothing he wouldn™t

deo o get back
info space...

sells guns
now. How does
that law

You don’t
need d gun,
kid. You need +o
get yvour daddy’'s §
things and go i
home.
o back
o the world.
There's nothing
for a girl like you
in Ignition City.

We're
not here
because we lost
space; honey.
We're here
becduse we lost
our planet. !

There's a law against
bringing guns into Ignition
City. Mo law against
finding them once
vou're here.

Welcome
t+o the
inferior.

France just cutlawed
spaceflight. Britain’s
going to go the
Same Wy,
I hear.

We're _just
going to wrap
ourselves up in g big
kiddy blanket, say go
wdy now o the
universe, and go o
sleep.




And Ignition City's going to be our only point of ;
contact with it all; reducing the human adventfure =g
+o trade and commerce for those items of
comfort from space that we decide we
can dllow curselves. £

You krow
what? I'm 2&
vedrs old. I've
been to the Moon,
and Mars,

dnd Venus. I've slept with

asteroid gypsies,
broken sloats, fought
with the eighth
insurgency on Forest.

I shot a man on Khargu
becduse he needed +o
die more than any

I've ever met I repaired

fhree rocket
fubes with a wrench
and a knife while
hanging upside down
over Titan during
the syzygy.

Y 26 years
old and my
life is over

So direct
me please to the
man who'll sell me a
gun and the place where *
my dad was shot dead in
his sleep, for I have
business o attend +o
before I lay down in
my grave.

T
".a..__ "

Coptey
—

going to wake up 2

these days I'm ‘L-q
dead and be so L

-
119
|
[

fucking happy 1
=l
-y : ’ .’._.- !-




I want
Fo talk
business.

What
kind of
business

L
&
w
=
o
o
5
o

EHock
Raven's

in

want me +o
haoller i+ out

right here
t+he open?




The wheel g -

sticks. Sive
it a good
Fwist.

You live
in this

had ¥ime to
put in the
porch and tThe
picket fence

So
vou Krnow

M your pop’s

idea who'd
want +o do

Raock's
lit+le girl?

You know
how it

happened?

Yeah. Hell
of d
Thing.

Well; damn. He
+alked about you
some, you know.
Said you were a
Belt pilot. He was

redl proud.

Uy in a bar

sdid he was
e murdered in his
e sleep.

Mo
clue. Your
pop knew lots of
pecple, you know?
Color or dirt
didn"t mean a
damn thing to
him-

He hung
out with
lengboys and
crdbs, humdns dnd
leadfeet alike. And
noet ‘cause he had
to, neither.




But a lot of scumfucks,

exwcuse me, a lot of bad

folk pass through the
settlement.

It only takes
getting on the
wrong side of one
of them.

Hell of a Thing.
It's a goddamn shame,
is what it is.

I want
1o buy d gun
from you. I’ll |
pay American J
dollars. ;

There's no
way I'm
giving a liftle
gqirl a gun.

I'm not
selling you no
gun, Mary
Raven.

Callars
spend.

What

do yvou
want d gun
for? .

selling me

I want to find out
who killed my father.
I'd rather not fry
that without some

ircon on my hip

be dn invitation
To someone
pulhng on You.

I've been
drawn on
A before. Still
here.

o back
home. o back

ouf to the Belt. Be

sad for your pop
and move ony
little girl.

I can't go
back. My ship
got faken by the
government. And
the last few ports
got closed.

The
Ry way
offworld is
Ignition City:




So buy Tkl — Everyone

pdssdge de 0 IfI give ) knows my E
someplace. J&8 : You my money = name. In all the
for a gun, you Wi i i - — yvedrs I['ve been
: ; 5. 1 A here: I've been
cheated a hundred
ways to Sunday in my
attempts to get off

going to take
more than what
vou've got fo
get me off

dirt, girl. thing I know is

fhat i¥s going o
take making a
fortune to put me
back into space.

So vou sell guns. You
rot in this wingless
shitbox and sell guns
o Fhe scumfucks you
talk about.

But my
money’'s not
good enough

for you.

I'm not ;
enjoying this : to meet
c:n-m'er!'.-:lh?n wou: Mary
danymore. You




That’'s some expensive- Gears. Seriously.
locking whoremongering Shut the fuck up. :
vou been doing, - That’'s Rock _ [ that lit+tle girl.
Ligh+nin Raven’s kid. | ; I could spin her

around on my
cock like a bolt
washer.

you shoot
vour muck

Fuck up. She
cdme to buy

Yeah. Rock
fucking Raven,
still shitting in my
bredkfast from
beyond the fucking
grave.

7 |,| 'I-"dil‘llmr-' \|." :

Some flapjaw assbandit [ e s L
at Gayle’s, by which I [l I'd say do it ppe

= ¥ +oday: Lightning, Wallis® arm and
mean probably that . o=t ' el Sl s
crazy fuckwit Bronco, X gl but the Marshal‘s Y n m

Fort Authority
told her Rock got - . N
.. Shot in his bed. T ; il.l -
So she doesn’t =TT —
know shit. She donf PR
know he tried to fuck
us, 5o she's got no
redson to pay us
attenticon.

coming tTo 'I'-'.*-wh

ﬂlll-l'..ﬂﬂ

[N L 1 & ' gl -
,,..Ef? 1 11 Al £ -1

S+ill. Malley:
you're going fo
have +o Kill ¥he

poor little bitch iF
she’'s still here
fomorrow.



Shit. From
the ten Yedh.
a'elack One of the
FUR? drivers furned
right round and
headed back to The
ring. Marshal’ll
probably be here
dny minute.

o wdtch. I
wannd know
havw Fheat
shakes out.

Eoddamnit.

She walks in
here; still smelling
of engine oil and
flight leather and

some godddamn
perfume.

S+ill gof
stars in

: ; *T want fo

buy a gun.”
: Jesus.

What? So

And don’t

go o a
fucking bar
first; and--

==grd
don’t go to
the fucking
World's End;
we know.

And what
am I going +o
sdy? I had to kill
yvour pop because he
swindled me out of the
shit might‘ve finally
bought me a berth
offworld?

+he universe V. —— : Like

can have one
last fucking joke
on Lightning?

Some

girl fresh out
of space can
come back here and
empty a raygun into
the poor bastard
who killed her

pop?

Fhat’'d stay
her trigger
finger.

Hey: little girl.

Your pop was d
worthless scumfuck
== just like the rest of us
A\ crashlanded asswipes




T - And now my
Don™t kill rocketship’s
me. I'm not a pointing the
- bad man. I'm Wrong way.
Lightning Bowmdn.
I zaved the
uniq_.'Er5e_ —— EhH' r"ﬂhbj"'
pellets from
living on food

d parade
fhrough New
York City
once.

I said I
want o
fucking
o sammich.
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Fucking
sammich. Fucl-nrng
baloney
sammich.

|4 ]

All week IT've
been dreaming of a
fucking bdloney sammich.
Fucking food pills are
sewing my asshole up.

Hyah
goot. Tsis
dur-toock

\ tablis ten sun.

Dehx - :
slatalohn quet I Told

+wa catta bahk them you wanted
whek hwa catta d slice of compressed

mmadl-mistraa meat from an unhnﬂwg
= animal in two slices o
SO oA bread. Fifty-fifty
whether they’ll laugh
" ar throw up.

Hyah.
Tshee
spek Slip
Lekt?

"Souse me;

md “cdm. But what
the fuck are you
saying to the
sammichless
longboy here?

These are

Highland Martians,

off the Tharsis pldin.
They have a dialect

specifically for falking o

A humans. And I‘m going
to buy some tablis
from these pecople.

Can you ask
Ythem if they sell
sammiches?

slatalohn
A consam tablis.

MNyyy. Frey tep
cansyert rrspek
spacegirl.
Koombyy gen.



It+'s fresh out of the
You want ground this morning.
Ohhh! me +o eat . Best way +o have
That is so longboy food? = tablis-- washing it
sweet... rrspek iT's still got . loses the taste and
percurrens. dirt and shit ey =" the nutrition.
Tﬂkk- 2n |+- G"C-" on. r+

won'ft kill you.
And I swear
Doos he i everyone here
have a fucking stinks of food-pill
sammich or not, farts, yvou shouldn™t
be furning down
fresh food.

Mo. He
SaYs You
should frvy

I+ tastes
like fucking

Va1
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comes the
marshal.

Let me do the
talking: Van. I don’f
need vou getting into
something with
Fomeroy fToday.

Right now;
I’m here for
my father’s

things, and an
explanation.

Your
father. Um.
That was
aawful. Aeeful,

Did you
cry when you
stuffed his
body info a
recycler?

You're
talking
dbout
Rochk.

I'm his
daughter.
You'd be
Bryant.




Look. Look, look. T run d

business here. He did owe

me quite a bit of money.
The crdabs provide a

I. %Yes. Yes; yves. I
did. Not that I

committed the

actual, Uy
stuffing.

imagine the
Venusians did that ‘
after they paid you [
for the minerals

recovered from
R his corpse.
I =T T |

£ there was no
= wady, NO wWay, we

= T could bury him or

ship his body

out.

Warm morning.
Those fucking
rockets heat the
dir up wday foo
early,; don”
they?

y L —

(Ll

How did his

: killer get into
weep. I did, I ' his Eﬂc&rrn.-

did. He was a
good man. He
didn'¥ deserve

OF course. OF
course. Free of
- = charge for the week,
back office | in fdot. You won't be
here. I kept H=) staying longer
them, just in P than that?
case; well... ki

Yes. I can
imagine. I’
tdke them now.
And g room.
With a lock.

Yes.
Yes, of
COUFSE.

Stay
there.
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TR
o

sedled and
invialdte.

These aren”t
fresh, then? The
gouges around

-. the lock.

[m { force it open after
= finding themselves

o
NS

+ried o perhdps

undble +o defeat
the lock?

anyone would do
Fhat o the
A privacy of a
e much-missed--

g {om E-. ] .-::!I '-
Fir] o)
.Y o
H And _just as he il
left it too, ’ d

S And 1 WG |
150 take +his |0 UL R E Y




That
whearn you
turned... and
smiled at

perfectly
wilfing To

,,.---_'
A nightingale l
sang in
Berkeley

A harvest- %
moon songlock.
You didnt +ell
diyone here you
loved them,
Cad?
I guess
maybe telling
pecple what you
loved wasn't the
smartest move
in a place like




I'M BACK FROM |
THE FOREST. i

LIGHTHNING 'S
FOING TO SHIT
HIMSELF.
FOSSIBLY
EAYLE TOO. I
THINK I NEED TO
TELL HIM IN THE
MORNING,; WHEM
HE'S NOT

You just had to
poke around in
stuff, didn’t L0
you? Couldn+
i sit still,
couldn’t fake
anything on its
face, couldn’t stop
yvourself looking in
all The dark litfle
corners.

Worked fine
on Mars and
Venus and
everyplace else
but Earth;




ot S - w

? . Uriless, of :
You ::.tu rse 'r'cll:: Were Y
couldnf pay i -

paying your rent
Jjust fine and you
were stuffed in
recyc for another
good reason.

vour rent but

i you had a stash

of American
dollars?




Is everything
in order; Miss

S\ that fucking
Y case?

y | df¢¢+ _—

f

—

T —— — ==

S | -,
NS N
Nﬁ%- didn”"t hm'e
— that gun .
= ~ For i )
B I.H--\. . L .-;:::

—~

—
y gonna be more - ) S have to kill
than pissed. He's - " her.
gonnd be shitting -
himself.




