








What a 
fucking 

nightmare!

Commander?

What the 
fuck, Theo? 
I’m off this 

shift.

There’s 
something you 
should know, 
Commander. 
See you on 
the bridge.

Fuck you.

Get out, 
Sergeant.

Huh?

This was a 
mistake. Grab 
your stuff and 
get out. I need 

a shower.

 Oh… Hi, 
Nikke.

Vargo?! 
What were you 

doing with… in the 
Commander’s cabin? 
Didn’t you hear the 
order? Everyone 

report to the 
bridge!

Got 
a light?



Gliese 667, 
Type A planet. 

Basically a 
chunk of 

rock.

So? 
Why are we 

here?

A very weak 
radio signal, a call 

for help. The iD code 
belongs to the 

E/RICO, a schooner 
on a scientific 

mission.

Why 
didn’t the star 

command report its 
presence on our 

flightpath?

Because according 
to the star command 
archive, the E/RiCO 
was destroyed on 
that planet nearly 

30 years ago.

Ha ha 
ha!

if they’re all 
dead, it’ll be their 

ghosts calling for 
help! Ha ha ha!

Since you 
think it’s so 

funny, Mark, you’re 
coming down with 

us on to that 
rock.

Prepare the 
shuttle.

But…
 Jenna, we 

have to 
be out 
of this 

quadrant 
in 36 

hours, 
or…

I don’t want to miss the 
rendezvous with the fleet 
either, or wait 5 years for 

the next one, frozen like an 
icicle. But we can’t ignore 

that message.

There’s the 
court martial 

for that.

You’re in charge 
of the ship, Theo. You 

and Sven stay on board. 
We’ll be in touch at each 

orbit. The others 
with me.

The 
Federation 

leaves no-one 
behind.



Finally 
a nice trip 
with the 
girls…

…great, huh, Vargo? 
Maybe when they’re 

getting it on, there’ll 
be room for 

me too.
Here.

Condoms? 
Ha ha ha!

Ray gun, 
two grenades, 
ration K and 

survival kit…

The supplies
 for the landing. 

Make them 
last.

Your problem, 
lieutenant, is you can’t 

take a joke. A guy’s 
got to do something to 
take his mind off these 

fucking exploratory 
missions.

Yeah, 
I realised that. 

Something all you men 
have in common.

Here I am. 
Take your 
places.

Get rid of the 
cigarette Vargo or 
I’ll stick it down 

your throat.

We’re 
off.



The gravity’s 
similar to Earth, but 

the air’s not breathable. 
Daytime temperature -80°C, 

falling to -100°C at 
night-time. 

Brrr! 
Colder than 

my ex!

Starting 
our 

descent!



There’s 
the source 

of the 
signal.

Prepare 
for landing.

We’ll go to the 
E/RICO, Mark. Keep 
the Communicator 

open. Roger.



What do 
you think 
happened?

Hmmm… 
weird. It 

didn’t crash, 
the hull’s 

intact.

Looks 
like damage 
to the pro-
pulsors.

 The signal’s 
coming from 

in there. 
The black box 

will tell 
us every-

thing.

Where’s 
Vargo?

I’m here. 
I’ve found 
the door.

Put 
the gun away, 

cowboy. Or are 
you scared of 

rocks?

Fuck… 
it’s frozen 

solid!

Need 
a hand, 
Jen?

Unnngg… 
there!

Let’s 
go in.

Wait… 
I… Vargo? 

Vargo, where 
are you?

Not 
scared are 
you, Nikke? 

What’s up with 
everyone?

EEEEEEEEKK!!EEEEEEEEKK!!



EEEEK!

What 
the f--? 

Nikke! What’s 
going on? 
Nikke?!

it’s okay 
Mark. There’s 
a robot in the 

wreck… an antique! 
Rustier than 
your dick!

Sorry, it 
just came out 
of nowhere!

Boo!

Fuck you, 
Vargo!

Calm 
down Nikke. 

Data?
The robot 

has a broken
voice synthesizer, 
seems operatio-
nal otherwise. 
Energy levels 

minimum.

Now 
where’s it 

going?

Vargo, get 
your ass on board. 
I want this piece of 

junk searched in two 
hours. Nikke and 

I will follow 
the tin man.

Commander, 
requesting 

permission to 
disembark. Need to 

remove the ice 
from the hull.

Permission 
granted. Just 
don’t start 

singing.



Wh… 
where’s he 
taking us, 

Jen?
We’ll soon 
find out. 

Vargo? Where 
are you?

in the 
dark.

Very funny, 
cowboy.

I can see an 
old external 
spacesuit…

You 
must be in the 

decompression 
chamber… Nikke 

watch out!

Oh!

The robot’s 
switched on 

the emergency 
system… 

looks like 
we’re on the 
main deck…

…looks 
like someone 

went nuts 
here.



What 
do you 
mean?

I’ll explain 
later. Keep 

searching. We’ll 
try to recover 
the black box.

Hey 
Jenna… 

we’ve got 
guests.



Sorry… 
I haven’t 

eaten for… 
how long did 

you say?

28 years, 
according 

to your 
hibernation 

capsule.

What 
happened 
here, kid?

Rachel, my name’s 
Rachel.

Cough 
Cough 
Cough

We 
found 
this…

Who 
are these 
people, 
Rachel?

My family! 
They… 
they’re 

all dead! 
Killed!

I’m the 
only one 

left!

Do 
you know 

who killed 
them?

Him…

…my 
father!
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