
OOF!

ughn!

“…get me 
solo!”

terrorists 
took the love of 
my life from me. 

so I’ve spent 
the last few 
years paying 

terrorists back.

but revenge 
isn’t a great 

business model, 
so I take 

mercenary gigs. 

my name is

 

and I’m damn
good at

what I do.



I’m in 
position, 

ansel.

wait—

—where 
the hell 
am I?

hey, ansel—
can you send 

me the address 
for the gig 

again?

<solo. it’s 
ansel, where 
the hell are 

you?>*

<really? 
wow, you’re 

good. I don’t 
even see 

you.>

<I have 
a total view 

of the target on 
overwatch and I 

still can’t see you. 
give me a clue. 
you’re on the 
roof, right?>

<what’s 
that? I didn’t 
catch that.>

 <you’re in the 
wrong location, 

aren't you?!>

*translated 
from armenian.

-–darren!

timing is 
everything 
in the merc 

business.

yeah, solo is 
always in the 
right place…at 
the right time.



solo! you’re 
@#$@ this 
whole op 

up!>*

I’m {huff} 
inbound now. 

{huff} comin’ in 
{huff} hot!

all right! 
all right! 
I’m here. 

<you’re 
late! get in 
or get gone, 

solo. boss needs 
what’s in there. 

now.>

just a 
second...

clear 
space, ten feet 

in. jump in 
four, three, 
two, one!

<dude, how 
about some

 professionalism?>

jump!

my name is solo, 
and I’m in the 
right place, at 
the right time. 

*a string of armenian curses, 
not fit for publication. --darren

REDACTED 

REDACTED 



not a 
good time, 

cat.

agh! 
never say that. I’m 

working, catita. 
okay?

working? 
oh my god, 

you took that 
gig off the dart 
board? tell me 
that wasn’t 

you.

thought 
you were out 
of the game. 
what are you 

checking 
the board 

for?

I just 
can’t believe 

anybody pulled 
that gig. I remember 

somebody once 
telling me work’s
 work and a job’s 

a job.

but, if 
somebody did, 
of course it 

was you.

what 
did I say about 

calling me “cat,” 
humphrey?

retired 
ain’t dead, 
honey. you 
took it, 
didn’t 
you?

what do 
you care if I 

took it?


