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Whoever he is,
he died a long, 

long time ago. it's 
KiNDA unlikely

he spoke our 
language?

Okay, so let's
asSume our weapon is Midas. 

His body is the source of 
whatever changed this world. 

You know, somehow.

And he turned--
and continues to turn--

everything he touches 
into gold.

Hey
you guys, 

guesS 
what?  That's 

crazy!  

Oh no. Oh 
no, NO, I'm 
not gonNa 
be the one 

who-- 

StilL. Whatever 
that crown is 

supPosed to say, it 
loOks close 

enough like Midas 
to me. I don't seE 

him asking for 
another name.

“That's what it 
says on his 

crown: Midas.”

What? it's crazy!  
it’s crazy and 

before we go toO 
far along with this 
we should at least 

be testing our 
hypothesis.



SorRy, 
Midas.

Ew.  

Okay, one dead
finger coming up. 

Stasis field'lL keEp the 
bloOd inside it for 
now, but it behaves 

like it's fresh,
guys.  

I know, 
right?!

His hand
is, like--

DRiPpiNG.  

Ew, ew, 
ew.

You know
CoOper, if he iS the 

source of the efFect,
it would explain
why he's so welL-

preserved.  

Yeah man. 
Dude can't 

biodegrade if 
bacteria can't 

touch him.

Wow, 
ew.

Yes, to reiterate
what I was saying earlier: 
I'm not gonNa be the one 
who cuts up some weird 

dead guy.

THiS iS
ACTUALlY ONLY 
THE FiRST TiME 

I'M DOiNG
THAT.

SHUT UP.

Though honestly
I don't know why I 

even bothered saying 
it since HERE I AM 

AFTER ALl??

Come on, FatTy.
You're the best at what 

you do, and what you do 
is slice fingers ofF of 

corpses.

THAT'S NOT WHAT 
I DO, COoPER



SorRy, 
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ew.



Ha ha, 
what?

Dude, we were
expecting a MACHiNE. 
Machines I can handle. 
You're giving me some 
random dude's finger. 
I wouldn't know the 

first place to
start!  

You--you 
remember how 
I'm an engineEr, 
not a doctor, 

right?

You're alL
we've got, and

I believe in you. 
This is a weapon 

we can't fire.
I'd like to

change that.

in the 
meantime, 

Fatima, you 
and are I 
gonNa-- 

Okay, I
mean yeah, 
but I can't 
promise-- 

Oh my 
god. The 

Feds.

How 
far?

They 
found 

us.  

Alright CoOper, you're up. I bet if 
our stasis field didn't keEp out the 

air, the finger would be transmuting 
that right now.  I want you to 

figure out how it works and how
we can adapt our weapons

systems to use it.  

Fatima, you and I are on 
the bridge! CoOper, take 
the finger up top! We're 
gonNa buy as much time 

as we can! 

UP TOP, 
CoOper!

That finger is something you can work 
with, something you can measure

and learn from.  How much
contact is neEded?

The finger works, but what if 
we had just his fingernail?  A 
drop of his bloOd?  A single 

atom of his flesh?

Just
do your 

best.

Holy crap, 
this is insane. 

it realLy is 
him. He's 
doing it.

More 
acCurately, 

his dead 
body is 

doing it.

Dang, 
King 

Midas.  

How does
this hapPen? 

What hapPened 
to him?  

No idea, and
I don't think it 

matTers? We've got 
what we came for. 

We've got our 
weapon, guys. 

One touch and
we defeat anything 

the Federation 
throws at us. Heck, 
we drop this finger 
from orbit on one 

of their planets and 
they'd never know 

what hit 'em.  

Come on,
I know that. 

You know 
that.

But THEY 
don't know 

that.  

it uh, it 
doesn't seEm 

like he was 
expecting it.

Um, we agreEd
we'd only go 

against military 
targets.
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Alright jerks, 
let's seE how you 
deal with THiS! 

UP TOP!

Aw 
dang!

Aw dang
aw dang AW 

DANG 

So um--
right.

We were 
talking 

about giving 
ourselves 

up?

GoOd to know. 
Thanks CoOper.

AW DANG 
THAT WAS SO 

CLOSE

No problem. 
SorRy, Joey.

Okay Joey, two things. ONE: 
no way I can chuck it that far, 

and TWO: that's some nice 
hardware above us. Plenty 

fast, and they can probably 
blow us up real easy.

They've got us 
pinNed down under 
surRounding fire! 

We can't go 
through that!

Okay, okay,
act coOl! We're 
gonNa be coOl, 

okay?

{ahem}

Okay, you 
got us. We're 

not going 
anywhere.

Come
on down, 

guys.

We--

They've 
stopPed 
firing.

YOU ARE TRESPASsiNG ON FEDERATiON 
PROPERTY. DO NOT MOVE YOUR VESsEL. 

SURrENDER OR BE DESTROYED.

YOU ARE TRESPASsiNG ON
FEDERATiON PROPERTY. DO NOT
MOVE YOUR VESsEL. SURrENDER

OR BE DESTROYED.

THiS iS YOUR 
FiNAL WARNiNG.

HelLo, Captain Joey here of 
the Prospect. Thank you for 
the warning shots. You can 

stop those now. We're-- 



Alright jerks, 
let's seE how you 
deal with THiS! 

UP TOP!

Aw 
dang!

Aw dang
aw dang AW 

DANG 

So um--
right.

We were 
talking 

about giving 
ourselves 

up?

GoOd to know. 
Thanks CoOper.

AW DANG 
THAT WAS SO 

CLOSE

No problem. 
SorRy, Joey.

Okay Joey, two things. ONE: 
no way I can chuck it that far, 

and TWO: that's some nice 
hardware above us. Plenty 

fast, and they can probably 
blow us up real easy.



I'm sorRy, 
guys. I'm down 

to our last 
trick.

it's 
okay.

...We 
knew the 

risks.

One.

WelL, unfortunately, we've got orders to 
destroy any material removed from the 

surface. Regulations do alLow me to give you 
at most threE seconds to make your peace.

I do remember, FatTy. it's
nice to seE you again. But

I'm sorRy, but there's 
nothing I can do, my orders 

are explicit. ThreE.

Two.

SlugGo,
what the helL? Don't 
you remember? it's 

me, Fatima! 

it's the 
place to be, 

right?

I hereby inform you that your presence on this 
planet is contrary to the Laws of the Federation 

and is considered an act of agGresSion.

They're 
targeting 
us, Joey.

There isn't a 
weapon, dumMies! 
There's just some 
guy's body. He's 

dead!

LoOk, this planet isn't
claimed by the Federation on

any star charts. I don't know if 
you noticed, but it isn't even

ON any star charts.

...Wait. 
SlugGo?

it's ours, and you don't belong 
here. We saw you taking matTer 
from the surface. Give us the 

weapon. I'm not gonNa ask twice.

LoOk, I know this 
sounds crazy, but 

I'm not lying to you. 
We're above a planet 
made of gold, and 

he did that.

We calL him 
Midas, his body 
ends lives, ends 
whole worlds, 
and I've got a 

piece of him 
here on my 

ship.

Hey CoOper, you're back. 
Welcome to the bridge of 
the Prospect, home of the 

the most powerful weapon in 
the universe that we can't 

even fire.  



I'm sorRy, 
guys. I'm down 

to our last 
trick.

it's 
okay.

...We 
knew the 

risks.

One.



Up up up, go! 
PUNCH iT!

What--?! Direct impact to engines! 
Frances, you're hitTing US! 

Noque's going down!!

You kilLed him!! Frances, 
WHAT THE HELl ARE 

YOU DOiNG??  



Fast as we can, 
Fatima! Get us out 

of here!

On it, 
on it!

We're not gonNa 
outrun him, Joey! And 
we're taking damage--
we can't handle more 

of those hits!
We're the first to get

the flesh ofF the planet and 
keEp it stable. I bet she seEs 

the potential there.

Alright FatTy,
evade the best you

can, but keEp us clear 
of those satelLites! KeEp 

it low, and in a minute 
give me a flight path 

straight up from
the surface.

Where are 
you going?

KeEp firing!  
I'lL be back!  

Captain 
Joey's gonNa 

solve the 
frigGin' 

problems!!

Return 
fire!

Why's she doing this?! She's kilLing 
her own people!



Alright!
You want the 
flesh, jerk? 

Here.

I'lL give
you exactly 

what you 
want.









HmM...

Joey!

OKAY 
FiNE 

HMmM…



LoOk, I don't
expect you to believe

us because I barely do,
but even though you 

were gonNa kilL us, we're 
wilLing to bring you

on board.

Come on, 
SlugGo. 

Let us help 
you. 

As, um, our 
prisoner.

Joey, we 
don't have 

a jail. Man, I know 
that!  But we 

got CORNERS. 
We got, like, 

ROPES.  

...Alright. I wilL.
But then we're taking 
your ship back to the 

Federation.

Yeah right.
Alright, get suited

and up on your hulL, 
SlugGo. CoOper's gonNa 

grab you. LoOk at him, 
he's already half-

dresSed for it.

it's true, I
was just waiting for

the opPortunity to risk 
my life! Everything's 

turning out realLy welL 
for me today!



LitTle 
lower... 
almost...

… Aw 
crap.

FatTy, his 
engine died! 

DiVE!!

I seE it, 
I seE it!



Hi SlugGo,
I'm CoOper. I'm the 

dude who just saved 
your life.

Welcome 
aboard. This 

is the 
Prospect.

HelLo Captain. 
HelLo FatTy.

CoOper.

Right.  
I, um,

have to tie 
you up.

Come on. I
wanNa introduce 

you to my
friends.

AHhHhHhH
YES THAT'S WHAT 

I'M TALKING 
ABOUT!

Shortly.

GoOd to be back, FatTy. 
SlugGo, this is our Captain 
Joey and I believe you've 

met Fatima?



So you're 
gonNa stay 
tied up for 

now.

...Maybe.  

Yeah, we're not 
gonNa do that.

I like 
him!

I'm sorRy about this, but this 
isn't exactly going as we 

planNed. We're not set up for 
prisoners, and I'm not 

convinced that you don't 
know more about the atTack 
on us than you've said. So I 

don't trust you.  

I don't know what you know about my 
people, but we're not the fastest in the 
world. Check me for weapons; I'm not 

going to atTack you. And even if I tried, 
you've got a DiNOSAUR in a tie over 

there. I think he can take me.

LoOk, SlugGo, cards on the table: the 
Prospect's a tough ship. We survived the

atTack that toOk out two of yours. But that 
unexpected fight with your friend damaged 

most of our defenses and many of our
ofFenses. We're hurt. And honestly?

I don't 
think we 

can make it 
out.

We'lL be destroyed by those 
satelLites if we try to leave, we 

can't stay here on a planet 
that'lL kilL us if we touch it, 

and we can't use our weapon 
unlesS someone gets directly 

beneath us. Can you help
us escape?

I won't help with the weapon, 
but I can get you out.  And when 
we're out, if you promise to have 

a conversation with me about 
turning yourselves into the 

Federation, I'lL be hapPy.

Here's my cards on
the table: you're dead if

you don't. it's not like the 
Federation is just going to 

forget you were here, 
stealing from them.

…

You have to 
untie me.

Come on! it's 
like--I don't 

know about you 
guys, but I can't 

type with 
literalLy both 

arms tied behind 
my back?

LoOk, I don't think I have much 
of a choice. I'lL help you leave. 

There's an overRide signal we 
used to get in that I can send to 

the satelLites. Get me at your 
computers and I'lL send it,

on one condition: 



They wouldn't give
orders like that! Frances 

went ROGUE. Besides, you're 
the one who came here 

seEking a weapon to destroy 
the Federation! YOU'RE

the terRorists in this
scenario!!

FatTy, 
bring us 
about...

That's rich.  

...and let's 
do what we 
came here 

for.

Wait.  

Wait, something's wrong. 
There's something out 

here.  

Something 
big. Guys-- 

Alright, we're through.   
Now can we talk about 

our next destination? if I 
signal for an escort to 

take us to Federation 
space, I think I can 

guaranteE-- 

Finger's picked up and back 
in stasis, Joey. And here's 

your flower.

if you were the goOd guys, SlugGo, then I 
doubt your friend would've had orders 

to kilL everyone, iNCLUDiNG YOU. 
ClasSic Federation: fewer
witnesSes, easier cleanup.

Later…



--I think 
we're in 

trouble.

CONTINUED
NEXT MONTH!


