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MY NAME'S STEVE HANSON, U.5.
ARMY. I'M A NINETEEN KILO, AN

ARMOR CREWMAN IN AN M1 ABRAMS.
JUST RETURNEP FROM AFGHANIS

. G 5 S ONe CLUSTERFUCK LATER AND MY
TOROTATE 907 AUB GO THE FELEHOME: S TANK CREW’S RUNNING WITH THE

- . GeTH STEYKER BEIGAPE COMEBAT
THEN THE PEAD ROSE AND TEAM, 28TH INFANTRY PIVISION.
EVERYTHING WENT TO SHIT. k. - , -

EXCEPT THEY PON'T HAVE ANY DAMN

S5TRWKERS LEFT, AND WE'VE BEEN
RUNNING FEOM ONE CUSTER'S LAST
STAND TO THE NEXT. FIGHTING
ZOMMER-QUT CIVILIANS WITH A TANK.
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A GUY CAN'T EVEN PINCH A LOAF WITHOUT
THINGS GOING FROM BAD TO WORSE.

CHRIST!
THERE'S A
SWARM OF THE
FUCKERS.
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OH,
JESUS—THEY/RE
EVERPYWHERE/

HANSON, GET
YOUR ASS UP HERE.
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THIS |19 ME. TANK
GuUY. 5AVING THE
FUCKING WORLDP.
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NYONE . L
HOPE TO WIN A .
| wae Lice THIS?






