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MAN, A LONELY MAN, ON AN OLD NAG,

OLD HORSE, A 8AG OF BONES AS THE
OLD TIMERS LIKE TO SAY, HE RIDES OUT ON
THE PLAIN LIKE A RAINDROP SIZZLINé DOWN |
A HEATED QAILQOAD TlE - 4

LIKE EVERYONE ELSE, THIS MAN
HAS A PLACE TO BE |

THE 4O04q... EVERYONE ELSE IS HEADED

TO CALIFORNIA, BUT THIS MAN HAS TO
MAKE HIS WAY TO THE EAST.

THERE ARE NO JOBS WAITING
FOR HIM. THERE ARE NO FAMILY
OP FRIENDS WAITING FOR HIM.

TIME 1S ouT OF HIS PEACH




THERE 1S ONLY THE TRAIN. THERE
1S THE POINT OF DEPARTUIRE.
THERE 1S THE DESTINATION.

THERE IS THE ROAD IN BETWEEN.

BUT OUTSIDE OF THAT, THERE IS
AN ENTIRE WORLD, A CIVILIZATION
OUTSIDE OF A CIVILIZATION.

THERE ARE FAMILIES. THERE ARE
FRIENDS. THERE IS LABOR.

THERE IS THE STRUGGLE.
THERE IS HAT HAS HAPPENED
AND WHAT WILL HAPPEN.,
THERE ARE CONNECTIONS.




DID YOU
REMEMBER

TO TAKE THAT
SHOVEL BACK
TO THE FLAT?

I WANTED TO
MAKE SURE WE
HAD SOMETHING
TO FEND OFF
THE COYOTES.

IF WE DO
RUN INTO ANY
COYOTES, THEY'LL
MOST LIKELY PASS
us gy wiTH NO
NEVERMIND.

THERE AIN'T
MUCH MEAT ON
OUR BONES
TO GET THEIR
ATTENTION.

THANKS,
8uT I'M
FINE.

I DON'T AIM TO
CARRY YOU ACROSS
THE DESERT IF YOU
LOSE TIME BECAUSE
YOU DION'T EAT.

IF YOU ARE THE ONE TO
CARRY ME ACROSS THE DESERT,
I SUSPECT THE COYOTES ARE
THE LEAST OF OUR
PROBLEMS.

KEEP LIP YOUR

WHERE YOU
FROM, SIR?

NEW MEXICO.
A SMALL PLACE

CALLED COBURN'S [
CREEK.

I'M FROM
DIXON, IN OKLAHOMA.
DAWES HERE, HE'S
FROM DIXON,
TOO.
WE PICKED UP
BRIGHTON HERE...

BECAUSE IT
BLEW AwWAY

IN HO88S,
NEW MEXICO.

I HEARD OF
COBURN’S CREEK.
NEVER BEEN
THERE MYSELF
THOUGH.




I THINK I SAaW
THAT SAME PERSON
NOSING AROUND
CAMP BACK OUT-
SIDE OF gIXg8Y.

MAYBE HE'S
LOOKING FOR
FOOD.

WHOEVER OR
WHATEVER IT IS, WE
NEED TO KEEP EXTRA
VIGILANT.
WE DON'T
NEED SOMEONE
COMING IN HERE
TO STEAL WHAT WE
DON'T HAVE AND WHAT
WE CAN'T AFFORD
TO LOSE.

MAYBE HE'S
LOOKING FOR A
MORE MANLY
HAT,

WE ALREADY
USED UP QUITE A 8IT
OF WATER AFTER
THAT FIRE.

T WISHED WE
HAD THOUGHT OF
YOUR ANSWER
EARLIER MR...

HEY WHAT
1S YOuR
LAST NAME.

IF WE HAD
RIGHT MR. JUST USED THE SAND
TPONS. AROLIND US TO PUT
OUT THAT FIRE, WE
COULD HAVE SAVED
A LOT OF WATER THAT
WE'LL PROBABLY
NEED LATER ON.

DAYS. AIN'T NO WATER

YEP, ESPECIALLY
IF WE'RE GOING TO
B8E CROSSING THE
DESERT IN A FEW

THERE FOR
MILES.

CACTUS. THERE
WILL BE PLENTY OF

CACTI ON THE TRIP. A
CACTUS CAN 60 FOR
MONTHS WITHOUT
WATER BECAUSE
IT RETAINS AND
STORES WATER
AND MOISTURE.




IF YOU THINK
WE'RE GOING
TO 8E DRINKING
CACTUS, YOU'RE
CRAZY.

IF THAT
DOON'T BEAT
ALL...

I'M TELLING
yOu, IT'S THE LAW.
YOU DON'T RIDE OUT
WITH A 6ROUP THIS
816 WITHOUT A FEW
ROTTEN APPLES IN
THE BLINCH,

T CAN vOoucH
FOR EVERYONE IN
OuR 6ROUP..

THERE HE
1S AGAIN.

THAT aUY
1S REALLY
STARTING TO

EXCEPT YOU,
GET TO ME.

MR, TRONS. 1
DON’'T KNOW YOUu
FROM A HAM
SANDWICH,

UGH...
DON’T MEN-

TION FOOD T UNDERSTAND

TRUST, ANO T
WOULDN'T THINK OF
HAVING YOUR GROUP

TRUST ME BLINDLY.
?P?A?LEWCF)[I:(III T'LL TRY MY BEST TO

FIRE. . EARN YOUR TRUST IN
THE MEANTIME.

AND FOR
THE RECORD, I
DON'T THINK YOU

HAVE A BHOST
FOLLOWING YOU.

AW, LAY OFF,
BRIGHTON, MR,
IRONS HELPED

AND I DO
APPRECIATE IT, 8UT
WE 60T SOME 6HOST
FOLLOWING US FROM
CAMP TO CAMP, AND

YOU’LL PARDON
ME IF T'M A LITTLE
HESITANT TO SEND
OUT THE WELCOME

SUDDENLY WE 60T A
NEW PERSON JOINING
us, SMACK OuT OF
THE 8LUE.

WE ALL 6OT
GHOSTS FOLLOWING
us, MR. IRONS.
QUESTION 15, 1S THAT
ONE OF YOLRrR
6HOSTS OR ONE
OF OURS?

HONESTLY, T
THINK T MAY HAVE
AN IDEA, BUTIT'S A
LONG STORY.

CAMPFIRE'S THE
PERFECT SPOT
FOR TELLING
6HOST STORIES.




AND WE 60T
A WHOLE OTHER
APPLE TO GET
THROUEGH,

..YOU CAN SEE QUITE
A FEW OF THE PLANETS
IN THE EARTH'S SOLAR
SYSTEM WITH THE
NAKED EYE.

MY HOME, MUCH LIKE
WAS IN A BAD WAY.

WHERE I AM FROM, YOU'D
NEED A TELESCOPE THE SIZE
OF THE TEXAS PANHANDLE
JUST TO CATCH A SPECK

OF MY HOME.

IF YOu
LOOK TO
THE STARS

IT FELL UPON MYSELF AND A
PARTNER OF MINE TO FIND A WAY
TO FIX WHAT WAS HAPPENING TO
OUR HOME.




IT BECAME CLEAR TO US THAT OUR
HOME ONLY HAD A FINITE PERIOD
OF TIME TO SUSTAIN ITSELF WITHOUT
OUR RESEARCH. THE QUESTION OF

SUCH A TASK IS EASIER SAID
THAN ODONE. T MEAN, WHAT
MAKES A HOME ANYWAY?

THE LOCATION? THE ENVIRONMENT? THE
NATIVE LIFE? OR IS IT SOMETHING MORE
ABSTRACT? THE SENSE OF COMMUNITY
AND BROTHERHOOD? THE CONNECTIONS
YOU MAKE WITH THE WORLD AROUIND YOU?

NEARLY EVERY DETAIL ABOUT THIS
PLACE MIRRORED MY HOME. LIKE
YOU, BENEATH OUR FEET WAS THE

COURSE IS WHAT PLACE IS OUT THERE
THAT CAN GIVE US THE FAMILIARITY WE
ARE USED TO?

SAME BURNING HOT CORE, THE SAME
LITHOSPHERE AND OUTER CRUST,

WE SHARED THE SAME MULTI-LAYERED
ATMOSPHERE, WITH A TROPOSPHERE,
STRATOSPHERE, AND THERMOSPHERE.
THE ONE THING WE LACKED WAS THE
FLORA AND FAUNA THAT MOST OF YOU

ARE FAMILIAR WITH.
WHAT PLACE OUT THERE MOST

CLOSELY RESEMBLES THE ONLY
HOME WE HAD EVER KNOWN? WE
CHOSE THIS PLACE BECAUSE IT
MIRRORED OUR HOME IN MANY WAYS.

WE DID NOT POSSESS THE PLANTS,
VEGETATION, AND WILOLIFE THAT YOU
DO HERE. COMPARED TO THIS LAND,
MY HOME WAS A BARREN WASTELAND
MUCH MORE IN LINE WITH THIS DUSTY
PLAIN THAN THE RICH FOLIAGE YOU
FIND ALONE THE COASTLINES.

AND WE DID NOT HAVE WATER. IT WAS
THE MAIN REASON OUR HOME WAS
DYING. YOU TAKE THIS PLACE FOR
GRANTED, SOMETHING AS SIMPLE AS
WATER |S THE ENGINE THAT POWERS
MUCH OF LIFE.

THE REASON OUR ATMOSPHERE WAS
DISINTEGRATING WAS THE ABSENCE
OF WATER, PLANTS, AND ANIMALS
THAT WORK TOGETHER TO SUSTAIN
THE PLANET.

WITHOUT THOSE THINGS, MY
HOME BECAME A SHELL.




