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Miracles: events so rare, so unlikely,
that the fact they even hapPened seEms 

incredible. Earth's first miracle
hapPened here, milLions of years ago.

...life.

Life evolves in baby steps, piece 
by piece...but this procesS neEds 

to start somewhere. 

Somehow, amino
acids must make that 
one giant leap from 

lifelesS chemicals into 
organic proteins.

Proteins that can 
colLect and sustain 
themselves, proteins 
that can respond to 

their environment, 
that can grow and 

change and
reproduce.

We don't know how 
this first leap--

this first miracle--
hapPenED. We can't 

make it hapPen again, 
even when we want it 
to. But life begets
life, and once it's 
there, it tends to

stick around.

This was the 
first miracle 

on Earth.

The second miracle hapPened 
later. Like the first, we don't 

know how it hapPened, we 
don't know how to make it 

hapPen again, and we're
stilL dealing with the
consequences.



Careful 
what you 

wish for, I 
guesS?

Yep. These 
sensors, 

man.

GoOd!  
Should be 

fixed 
now. 

I telL you, Joey, 
I always wanted 

sensors that never 
went ofFline, and now 
I spend half an hour 

each day recalibrating 
them from being on

alL the time. 

CoOper, how 
we loOking?

Great; we're almost 
there. You heading 

back in?

We're goOd
to go, Joey. FatTy, 
do you have visual 

spectrum again?
Maybe. Do
you have a 

picture for me of 
you in your 

adorable litTle 
space suit?

Fatima.

No transmisSions 
detected, and Federation 
chatTer stilL doesn't have 
any mention of us. Near as 
I can telL, nobody knows 

we're here.

Great. Let's 
keEp it that 

way.  

...AlL right.  
WelL, here 

we are. Let's seE
what we're up 

against.

Should've made
a bet you could win, 

dude. AlL right--let's do 
our last burst and stop 

just behind the moOn. 
GimMe thrust in threE... 

two...one...

Zero. I DO rule 
the schoOls; 
thanks for 
noticing.

Later.

I only made the bet 
because spaceflight is 

so boring alL
the time.

Yes, we're in goOd 
shape. Visuals alL 

loOk goOd.

Reverse 
thrust 

holding us in 
position 

against the 
moOn's 
gravity!

 apProach was 
goOd. Anyone 

there couldn't 
have seEn us. We 

made it.
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it'lL take
a bit to get 

up above the 
horizon, 

right?

Yep.

Yeah…

…I'm GUESsiNG
that chance left welL 

before we reached the 
point where alL that stoOd 
before us and unknown 

and ancient planetary 
defenses was some

dead moOn.

True.

That's the 
horizon! This

is it. This'lL
be our first

loOk at--

it's a big 
moOn, at 

least.

This is what 
the probe's 

seEing?

I kinda feEl like as Captain I 
should say if anyone's having 

second thoughts, now's 
your chance to back out… 

but uh, that chance
probably came and left

a while back.

--you know, 
whatever this 

planet is 
calLed.

Earth.  

Earth.  

1,693,710 days 
after the second 

miracle.

10 days 
before

the second 
miracle.
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Of course, 
my liege.

Heh. "My 
liege."

"Relationships." 
What do I know?

PasSed-out 
drunk dude? 
in MY castle 
courtyard?!

What
the…?

The MediterRanean.

FifteEn years 
shared together 

and my coOk stilL 
won't calL me 

"Midas." Dang.

Though I guesS I 
stilL calL him "my 

coOk," so-- 

Take the morning ofF, 
Agathon! I'lL make my 
own dang breakfast 

today. I rule a city-state, 
I'm sure I can boil

an egG!

Hey. Wake up. I'm 
Midas. I'm the 

king of this city. 
So uh, calL me 

King Midas.

Silenus. 

I'm 
makin' 
egGs.

You hungry? 
I'm doing an 
experiment.
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Hah! Must've
beEn some party. 
What's your son's 

name?

He 
sounds 

like a 
fine
boy.

A blesSing 
nonethelesS.

True.

I'm from Lydia city. 
ActualLy, I was the king 

there until recently. 
SorRy. We should've

met before.

You're in PesSinus
now. That's, uh, a few 

towns over. I've heard 
of Lydia, but I've

never beEn.

it'd be almost eight hours 
away, so I'm not surprised.
I was celebrating my son's 

coronation...um, two
nights ago?

Dionysus. He's an even bigGer 
drinker than I am, if you can 

believe that. Heh. Get a few into 
him and he's the god of wine for 

the rest of the night. And the 
next day. And the next

night toO, I guesS.

He is. He'lL be a fine king, toO. 
Take everything else away from 

him and you're left with 
Someone who just wants 

everybody to feEl goOd alL
the time, and I find I
can't argue with that.

I've had only 
daughters, 

alL now with 
far-ofF 

husbands.

Are their husbands
alright people?

They're alL duds,
man! My daughters kept 
meEting duds, and then 

kisSing duds and 
marRying duds!

if you have a daughter, 
keEp her away from the 
duds! That's what I say!

I apPreciate 
that, Midas.

But 
Silenus...

Yes?

These egGs are 
delicious, by the way. 

The best I could've 
hoped for. Oh man, I

know I got a pig 
around here 

somewhere. You 
wanNa try for 

bacon?!

Do you think your son would misS you for a 
few days? I get very few visitors, especialLy 

visitors like yourself. My wife has pasSed,
my daughters moved away…

…we have a lot in 
comMon, you and I. Stay 

in the guest roOm for
a few days. 

I promise 
it'lL be 

interesting.

They keEp coming to me for money, man. I 
can't say no to my daughters, but--anyway. 

That's neither here nor there.

We'lL get you
back home, Silenus.

You can borRow one of 
my steEds. They're only 
the best of the best of 

galLoping steEds,
you know.

Lend me a 
mesSenger. I'lL 

send word 
that I'm fine, 
and then I am 

at your 
disposal.
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Okay, it's just like
we thought. I've never seEn

satelLites like this before, but 
it's obviously Federation 

technology…and from the
loOks of it, so ancient it

should be in a museum.

And THAT means
we can reasonably

expect to survive an 
engagement with it, given 

alL the money we put 
into this ship's

defense. AgreEd?

I wish the
Federation was stilL 
using stufF like this. 

People like us might've 
had a chance, you know? 
Maybe the Domination 

Wars could've beEn 
avoided.

Or 
won.

We're 
ready.

Yeah 
we are.

Take us in, 
FatTy.

Now.

WelL...I mean, that's kinda
what we're here to do. We're 

ready. Are we ready? 

Let's 
hear it. Hah! DifFerent 

time, I 
guesS.  

A
difFerent, 

more 
credulous 

time?

Already 
on it!

CoOper, 
you're gonNa 

give us that 
hole in their 
coverage?

TransmisSion 
coming in at--

300 MHz? That's 
old schoOl.

We're 
coming up 

on 500 km, 
Joey.

AW 
DANGiT!

Okay, creEpy
death satelLites!  

We're ready for your 
peaceful greEting!  
We're alL one big 

hapPy family!

AlL right FatTy,
evade randomly.  

KeEp changing our 
course, don't give 

them time to
adapt.

aw man,
turns out I hate 

getTing lied to by 
machines created 

by long-dead 
jerks

THIS IS AN AUTOMATED TRANSMISSION. WE 
WELCOME YOU IN PEACE. PLEASE COME CLOSER SO 
THAT WE MIGHT GREET YOU IN PEACE. OUR MOST 

EFFECTIVE PEACEFUL GREETING RANGE IS 500 KM.

Maybe they just loOk scary 
and are actualLy...not?  

Somehow?
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Ancient
FEDERATiON
technology,

Joey! it's stilL 
ridiculously 

overpowered. 
We can't take 

them alL!

On it.

I'm gonNa
ram 'em out

of the way. I'm 
not even 
joking.

We can do this. This is 
ancient technology.
We can do this!

More satelLites 
converging on our 

position, guys!

CoOper, keEp firing, aim ahead 
of us. FatTy, I know I promised 

you a larger hole, but take 
whatever options you get. Just 

get us through the satelLite 
coverage.

Alright,
so far, so 

goOd!

Hold on,
hold on, 

something's 
hapPening. The 
satelLites are 

moving!

No.
We keEp 

going. We 
don't go 

back 
empty-
handed. 

We don't 
HAVE 

anywhere to 
go back to, 
remember?

They're converging 
on us! They were 

supPosed to stay
in orbit! 

We gotTa pulL back, Joey--the 
best we could build this ship 

for is punching through
SOME of them, not a whole

quadrant of them!
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Got it, 
FatTy.

Okay, so you
fired there, and we 
move towards the 

opening we've 
created…

…The
satelLites
plot our

movements 
out, move to 

intercept, 
fire into that 

space
and--

BAM!
We dive!

CoOper, focus on 
the satelLites I've 

highlighted,
okay?

and That's 
how we do it. 
PEACE.

Joey, thank
you for sharing 
that with us now 

and not threE 
minutes ago.

…it's solid 
gold.

NiCE.

You know, I'm actualLy 
surprised that worked. I 
was totalLy guesSing that 

they'd stop pursuing once 
we made it inside.

Sure thing. And 
we were right, 
Joey. We got

it right.

As you 
can seE…

You're
welcome, CoOper. 

Fatima, give me a 
forward view of 
the planet. What 

do we got?
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Earth. Nine days before
the second miracle.

Eight.
Seven.

Six. Five.
Four.

ThreE. Two. One.



Son, this is my friend, 
King Midas of PesSinus. 

Midas, this is my
son, Dionysus.

My friend,
I supPose we 

should be 
getTing you 

home.

A-yup.

You made
this whole 

journey totalLy 
blitzed?

it's my-- 
special 
talent?

Dionysus! 
There you 

are! Dad!

Nice to 
meEt you.

So! Who 
wants a 
drink?

Zero.

Dionysus, 
your father 

has returned! 
I'm back! 
I'm finalLy 
back from 
your crazy 

stupid
party!

HmM, made it 
just in time.  

Storm's 
coming.



We've got
wine, we've got 

spirits, we've got 
everything. What 

would you
like?

The 
usual.

ExcelLent. 
Midas?

Uh…
I'lL have 
what he's 

having. 

CheErs.

"My 
kind"?

But seriously.
One wish, no wishing 

for more wishes, 
knowing I wilL treat 

your response as 
privileged advice to 

guide me in my
coming regency.

One wish. 
What'd it 

be?

Hah!

Later.
I'd realLy like to 
repay you, Midas.
My father never

had such a great 
vacation.

it was nothing.
it was fun. We 
partied quite 

hearty.

Our two cities have 
not had many ties in 
the past. I think that 

should change.

I'd like 
that.

ExcelLent.

No, it wasn't nothing. Not 
every man would take in a 

stranger for ten days, 
much lesS a king.

WelL, he 
wasn't a 

stranger at 
the end.

...Midas, let me ask
you a question. I've 

always beEn interested 
in what your kind 

wants.

You know: kings.
Heads of state. We have so 
much already, a nation's 

resources at our disposal... 
but if you had one wish, a
wish for something new,

what would it be?

Not to have to deal with 
hypotheticals.

...I think I'd like 
everything I 

touch to turn 
to gold.
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I--



AHAHh--!The second miracle: 
Midas’ wish came true. 
Everything he touched 

turned to gold.

if he was in contact with it, 
it was gold. if he was in 
contact with something 
else that was in contact 

with it, it was gold.

As his planet died about 
him, Midas experienced the 

terRible sensation of 
drowning on dry land.

The oxygen in his 
lungs was 

turning into tiny 
flecks of gold.

Air touching the surface of the 
planet continued to transmute. 
in a few hours, everything on the 

surface wilL be covered with a 
fine layer of gold ash.

it wilL be alL
that remains of
the atmosphere.







You guys, 
this might 
actualLy 

work.

Now.



Gah!

What
the--? Who
the helL is 

stupid enough 
to…?

Doesn't 
matTer.

They won't
live long 

enough to telL
me anything 

anyway.

Meanwhile…

CONTINUED
NEXT MONTH!
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Dinosaurs in love.
Dinosaurs betrayed.
Dinosaurs. With. JETPACKS.

(Oh yeah. Issue #2 of THE MIDAS FLESH goes there.)



OUR FRIENDS AT COMICS ALLIANCE GET TOUCHY-FEELY WITH RYAN NORTH 

CA: I have so many questions about 
how it (The Midas Flesh) works.

RN: I talked to a physicist friend of 
mine, and I was like, “Ben, if Midas 
Flesh was real and it turned things 
to gold, how would that work?” And 
he came back and gave me this 
real interesting explanation that I’m 
going to put in the comic, so I don’t 
want to give it all away, but he was 
basically like, “Well, it wouldn’t, but 
if it did, here’s how it would.” So it’s 
this science fiction standard where you 
give just enough hard science to make 
it plausible, and those who actually 
know those fields of science are like 
“whoa whoa whoa, wait a minute!” 
but those who don’t are like, “Yeah, 
that sounds pretty good to me.”

CA: That’s the core of most good sci-fi, 
though. It’s not about the technology, 
it’s about what that technology allows 
for.

RN: Yeah! There’s this thing with 
zombie stories where no explanation 
of where the zombies come from is 
ever going to satisfy. “Oh, of course, 
that’s how you make zombies, I’ll 
be sure to avoid that!” So I think the 
trend in zombie stories in recent years 
has been to be like “this happened, 
zombies exist now, and we all have 
to deal with it.” We’ve dropped that 
“a meteor passed by” or “there was a 
plague” stuff that doesn’t really add to 
the story. It just says “this is the way the 
zombies happened here,” and unless 
that’s how they cure them, which they 
won’t, because it’s a zombie story, it 
won’t have any impact on what the 
characters are doing.

CA: So does The Midas Flesh follow a 
particular character who has to figure 
out how to get this body that she can’t 
lift or cut up? I imagine that there are 
lasers.

RN: Of course there are lasers. 
Everything I write should have lasers. 
That’s my #1 rule.

CA:  Why did you decide to go with 
BOOM! Box for The Midas Flesh?

RN: Basically, I had this idea years 
ago, and I’d written a version of the 
first issue before Adventure Time, and 
said, “Well, that’s that. I don’t know 
what to do with this.” I was thinking 
maybe a webcomic, but I thought 
that might not be the best way for a 
story like this. I sort of pictured it as 
issues and arcs, and for something 
like Midas, where it’s only interesting 
once the dude gets powers, you want 
to have that show up in one issue so 
that when you’re done, you know that 
this is the premise, you know what’s 
happening, you know why it’s cool, 
versus “it’s been four months online 
posting a page every week and we 
just got to the part where he makes his 
wish.” It’s a slower form of storytelling.

They’re different ways of telling stories, 
is the short answer. I felt like I’ve been 
enjoying telling stories in monthly 
chunks, so BOOM! said, “Hey, do you 
have anything else you want to do?” 
I said “Well, I’ve got this comic and 
I’ve written the first issue, but nothing 
beyond that.” So I sent them that first 
issue, and they really liked it, and now 
I’m working on an outline and fixing 
the first issue. I wrote it years ago, and 
I’ve learned things since then about 
how to be better at writing that I would 
like to incorporate and make it a better 
book.

CA: It’s interesting that you had this 
first issue banked like that, and you 
could just pull it out whenever.

RN: I don’t know how it ended up that 
way! I wrote the first issue thinking 
I’d just write it and figure out what 

happens with it, and then got busy 
with other stuff and couldn’t think of 
the best way to bring it out. I want 
to say “birth it,” but my sister-in-law 
gave birth this weekend and it’s not 
the same as childbirth. It turns out 
childbirth is really…messy.

CA: So when you look back on it, if 
you had that issue, is it just a thing 
where you wrote the Dinosaur Comics 
strip, thought it was a good idea and 
then knocked out a 20-page script and 
felt like you could come back to it?

RN: You’re not far from the truth. I 
wrote the Dinosaur comic, thought 
“hey, that’s not a bad idea” and then 
I spent three days in a fugue state 
writing this script. I was really excited, 
I thought we could treat it super hard-
sciencey, it’d be really cool, you can 
do some neat things with it, and then 
I finished it and realized I didn’t know 
the best way to continue it now. I also 
kind of suspected that it wasn’t very 
good because it was the first full-length 
comic I’d ever written. I was like, “Oh, 
maybe this is just a practice comic. I’ll 
come back in the future, but I’m not 
going to stress about it.”

It was really useful, because when 
BOOM! said, “Hey, do you want to 
write Adventure Time,” I could say yes, 
because I’d written a full-length comic 
before and I knew it was possible. I’d 
done it at least once before. It had its 
own benefits, and now that I’m coming 
back to it, it isn’t bad. It isn’t sucky, as 
it turns out, which is nice. Or at least, 
I can’t yet see that it’s sucky, which is 
always a danger.

I’m changing the layout of it. I’d sort 
of written it as a three by three grid, 
Watchmen style, which is just because 
it was the fastest way to write the 
comic. I want to do a more dynamic 
version of that than just a 9-panel grid, 
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which is pretty boring to look at, unless 
you’re doing Watchmen. Which I’m 
not.

CA: You’ve gotten to where you’re 
writing a full-length comic every month 
in addition to that, and now you’re 
writing two. Are you in a place where 
you’re like “oh, I could write four of 
these!”

RN: You can always take on more 
projects, it just makes your life worse 
and worse. That sounds terrible, but 
the nice thing about doing something 
like Dinosaur Comics is that it’s a job 
that is flexible. If I’m on a good riff, 
I can do two or three in a day, but 
for something like Adventure Time, it’s 
not like I say, “Okay, it’s 15 pages this 
month, so every day I’ll write half a 
page and knock it out of the park at the 
end of the month!” It’s more like, “Oh 

hey, it’s the 10th, I should probably 
start thinking about the issue,” then, 
“Oh, it’s the 20th, I should probably 
start writing it.” Usually, on a good 
day, I can maybe write about six 
pages of Adventure Time comics and 
then they start being terrible, so I’ll 
go write something else. It’s nice to 
have projects you can jump around 
to because they’re all doing different 
things, and it’s nice writing comedy. 

CA: What I’m getting from all this is 
that if The Midas Flesh isn’t a comedy, 
then you’re writing it specifically for 
weird transmutation fetishists.

RN: [laughs] There are some jokes in 
Midas, but I’m trying to do more space 
drama, which is fun, too. But yeah, 
this is the thing I’m finding a challenge 
with in Midas, in a good way. I don’t 
have that physical response to tell me 

I’m doing it well.

CA: Well, I’m sure we’ll all either love 
it, or realize that you’re the fraud we 
always suspected you were.

RN: That’s the fear everyone has, so 
it’s nice to have it out there in the open.

This is an exerpt of the full article that originally ran 
at ComicsAlliance.com. The full interview is available 
at www.comicsalliance.com/ryan-north-midas-flesh-
boom-box-interview/

Interview © 2013 Comics Alliance. 
All Rights Reserved. Reprinted with permission.



Dudes! Thank you. Thank you so 
much for buying this comic book with 
actual cash money. You could have 
bought two candy bars! A caffeinated 
beverage! Four modestly priced 
lottery tickets! You could currently be a 
millionaire. But you bought our comic 
instead! Thank you. 

Not only is this comic book an 
amazing piece of work from super-
geniuses Ryan North, Shelli Paroline 
and Braden Lamb, it is also the first 
comic book published under BOOM! 
Studios’ newest imprint. BOOM! Box 
is one of those ideas that, if you have 
aspirations of comic book editing 
(and WHO DOESN’T, am I right?), 
you dream about for years…maybe 
even since you were a dumb kid who 
kept comic strips under her bed. It is, 
simply, a space to publish the kind of 
comics you do for the love of it. The 
kind of comics you make because 
they’re fun, because you gotta get ‘em 
out, because they’ll make you smile, 
make your pals laugh. The kind of 
comics you do for the sake of having 
them out in the world, because you 
think they’re hecka neat.

Guys. Those are my favorite kinds of 
comics, my favorite kinds of cartoonists 
– the people who work hard for the 
sake of the art, that if they do good 
work for its own sake, readers will 
follow. In the last few years I have 
had the unparalleled privilege to work 
exclusively with these folks, some of 
the most exciting and creative ladies 
and fellas in sequential storytelling. 
These are the kinds of creatives who 
did amazing work long before I 
showed up and will continue doing 
amazing work long after. 

BOOM! Box isn’t meant to do anything 
too wild and crazy; we’re not trying 
to reinvent the funny book, nor are 
we somehow the print savior of folks 
whose hard work and creativity 
have seen them succeed in other 
projects and publishing mediums. 
Instead, BOOM! Box is meant to give 
those writers and artists whose work 
we’ve admired in other capacities 
the freedom and means to pursue 
something odd, new or exciting to 
them, and do so at the highest quality 
we can all muster. The carefully 
curated, artfully decorated mix tapes 
of comic book-ery. Comics made with 
love and care. 

There are, and will continue to be, 
plenty of places you can go for 
exceptional comics about kickin’ 
superheroes, hardbitten noir and 
terrifying horror. Man, we love those 
guys. But I hope you stick around 
with us for a while for something a 
little different. We’ve got plenty of 
great stuff coming up, and I can’t wait 
to share it all with you. Thanks for 
spending part of your month with us. 

Stay swell, 
SHANNON WATTERS 

EDITOR LADY


