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Autonomous territory of 
Khalakjistan (ex-USSR).
Friday 18 August.

Damn potholes 
all over the damn 
place! Can’t wait 
to be out of this 

shit country!



4

Oh shit!

Tserbai!!
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Charles de Gaulle Airport.
Sunday 22 October.

Welcome to 
Paris, Mr Shelton. 
I’m Franz Carini, 

Mr Quayle’s 
French operations 

assistant.

OK. Let’s not 
waste any time. 
I suppose you 
have a car?

Er…. 
Yes… 

Of 
course…

Mr Quayle 
told me you’d 
worked for 
 him and that…

Tell the driver 
to take the first 

exit.

What!?... Do as 
I told you!

That 
Mercedes has 

been following 
us since Roissy. 
Your people?

No! It must 
be the South 

Africans.

It doesn’t matter. 
They know where 
we’re going. 
Mr Quayle will 
 explain.



6

Nice pied-À-terre. 
I imagine Quayle’s 

waiting for me 
in his fallout 

shelter?

That’s right, 
but… How 

did you know 
he…?

Everyone knows that Horace T. Quayle, 
president of the Texas Investment 

Trust, has had a fallout shelter built 
under each of the properties he owns 

worldwide.

Each to his 
own phobia. No doubt. 

What’s yours, 
Mr Shelton?

They’re on 
their way, sir.

I have several. Ambitious and 
unscrupulous young assistants, 

among other things.

Was… Was 
that remark 

directed at me?

I don’t 
know yet.

Are you always 
that pleasant with 
your employers?

You’re not my 
employer, Carini. 
You’re a gofer of 
my perhaps future 

employer. Big 
difference!

One moment, 
Shelton…
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Mr Quayle 
requested 

that you put 
these on.

Night vision 
goggles!? Why?

Because you’ll 
need them.

Amusing. 
Is this 
a test?

Of course. 
You know 
Quayle!

Very funny, 
Quayle. What’s 

the game, 
then?

The moment 
of truth. Welcome to 

hell, Shelton!

Augh!

Well played Shelton! I can see 
that you’re not too rusty despite 
your age. Of course, the pistol 

was loaded with blanks.
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As twisted as ever, Quayle. Incidentally, 
I’m 15 years younger than you - and poorer 
 by several billions.

But richer by two legs, for which I’d 
gladly give half my fortune. 
 Bourbon on ice, as usual?

Sorry about this little stunt, 
Shelton, but it wasn’t just 
about testing your reflexes. 
 Please, take a seat.

You see, for the past few months I’ve 
been fascinated by infrared optics, 
and their application in the fields of 
ground weapons and space photography.

Those applications, already 
very advanced, as you know, 
are about to see new and 
quite extraordinary 
developments in the coming 
years. And thanks to what, 
those developments? 
 To that. Carini!...

What 
is it?

Germanium. 32nd element in 
Mendeleev’s table. Can be polished 
like glass and is completely 
 permeable to infrared rays.

And has therefore become an essential 
component, classified as a strategic 
resource, in ‘Star Wars*’. 
All major powers would sell their own 
governments to the devil for a secure 
and steady supply of germanium. The 
problem is that this metal is found only 
in minute amounts inside zinc or lead 
ore. As you can imagine, its price 
 has risen accordingly.

Now, the thing is, 
I have found a source 
of germanium, Shelton. 
The richest ever 
discovered. And you’re 
here to help me. Will you 
 not sit down?

*Strategic Defence Initiative, the original US space-based anti-ballistic missile defence programme (now defunct).


