“Shouldn’t you have retired by now?”

“No, I'm not tired yet. After a day’s work I'm pretty tired.
But I'm not tired now. But then again you never know what
will happen from day to day.”

“I guess you don't,” said Jack.

After work Jack hobbled up to his room and lay down on
his bed. His legs were still stiff and would swell up by the end
of each day. “What the hell is wrong with my goddamn legs?”
he thought.

After a few minutes someone knocked on Jack’s door want-
ing to know if he wanted to play checkers.

“No thanks,” said Jack. “I'm going to shower up and hit the
sack early tonight.”

Jack took off his pants and went to get his bathrobe out of
the closet. He noticed that Doctor Eddie’s shoes were stand-
ing outside the closet door as if they were waiting to get into
the closet.
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“I wonder who did this?” Jack thought as he put the shoes
away. “I probably did it myself. That's who.” He showered
and went to bed.

The next day the shoes were out again when Jack got back
from work. They were outside the closet door the next day
and every day after that for a week. Jack sat on his bed and
thought about the mysterious shoes.

“This is a true mystery,” he thought. “But there’s no harm
coming of it so I'll just leave well enough alone ... even
though it’s driving me crazy.”

The shoes emerged daily from the closet until Jack finally
decided to leave them where they were, standing outside the
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closet door, looking as if they wanted to go in. When Jack
came back from work that day the shoes were next to his bed.

“Maybe if I polish them up ..." Jack thought. He polished
them up and put them away all spiffy and black.

“Stay in there, you Oxfords,” he told them but they contin-
ued to emerge and stand by his bed. On days that he didn’t
work the shoes would come out of the closet while he slept.

“There’s some mastermind at work here,” Jack said when
he got up one December morning and found the shoes next
to his bed. He got out of bed and nailed the shoes to the floor
in the closet.

“Heh ... heh...heh...”

“How are your legs, Mr. Paris?” Harry asked Jack at break-
fast.

“They're still in bad shape, Harry,” said Jack. “They’re okay
in the morning but by the end of the day they’re ready to fall
off.”

After breakfast Jack put on his apron and went to work. He
walked over to his sink but stopped before he got there.
Standing in front of his sink were Doctor Eddie’s shoes. Jack
tried to pick them up but someone had nailed them to the
floor.

“It’s got to be Harry,” said Jack.

He rushed over to Harry and grabbed him by the shirt col-
lar.

“All right, Harry, confess!” said Jack.

Harry poked Jack in the eyes and resumed washing pots.
Jack, unable to see, walked into a rack of sheet pans and
knocked them over. Some of them fell onto his legs and he
crumpled to the floor in agony.

“Arhhh,” he cried amid the clatter of the sheet pans.

“What the hell is going on here?” said the boss who had
come out of hiding.

“Some maniac nailed my shoes to the floor,” Jack said, rub-
bing his eyes.

“What are you talking about, Jack?” said the boss who called
Jack Jack because he called everyone Jack.

“I think he’s gone crazy, boss,” said Harry.

“Over by my sink .. .” Jack said, opening his eyes which were
red and watery.

The boss went over to Jack’s sink.

“Now what shoes are you talking about?” said the boss.

Jack went over and saw that the shoes were gone.

“Get to work, Jack and quit screwing around,” said the boss
and he went back into hiding.

After the boss went back into hiding Jack looked for nail
holes in the floor but he couldn'’t find any.

“I can’t stand this any more,” said Jack. “My legs refuse to
heal and I'm totally convinced that these fucking shoes are
alive and consciously sabotaging my life and I wouldn’t be
surprised if they were responsible for my legs being in such a
mess ...”

Jack muttered to himself all day. When he got out of work
and went back to his room the shoes were nailed to the ceil-
ing. Jack imitated Popeye.

“That’s all I can stands 'cusz I can't stands no more!”

He ran head first into the wall and went to Chile.
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Jack sat with Mr. Zee at a table at Sand Wan'’s Bar, a tall, cool,
thin glass of Hawaiian punch in front of him.

“Mr. Zee, has Doctor Eddie been in here lately?”

“Doctor Eddie hasn’t been out of his room for months,”
said Mr. Zee.

“Swell. What am I going to do now?”

Jack knew that one could not disturb a permanent resident
of Sand Wan’s Boarding House when he was in his room.

“What's the problem, Jack?” said Mr. Zee. “Maybe I can
help.”

“It’s his shoes. Doctor Eddie’s shoes.”

“What about his shoes?”

“They keep coming out of the closet of their own volition.
It's driving me crazy. I even nailed them to the floor and it
didn’t help.”

“What happened?”

“They were nailed to the ceiling when I got back from
work.”

“It sounds like you've got a problem. Have you polished
them lately?”

“Yes, I did that right away. It didn't help.”

Mr. Zee gulped down his schuper and scratched his eye
with a piece of glass from his windshield.

“Maybe you ought to start wearing his shoes, Jack,” he said.

“Do you think that would do any good, Mr. Zee?”

“What else can you do?”

The sound of empty shoes walking into Sand Wan’s Bar
filled Sand Wan'’s Bar.

Jack turned around in his chair to see Doctor Eddie’s shoes
standing in the middle of the floor. Every patron in the place
was looking.at them. Even Sand Wan was looking at them.
Everyone looked at them silently for five whole minutes wait-
ing for them to do something. They did nothing.
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Then Good King Orcheck stood up and smashed his empty
schuper into Sand Wan'’s Fireplace.

“Don'’t just stand there,” he commanded. “Start tap danc-
ing!”

Doctor Eddie’s shoes started tap dancing. Within a few min-
utes a beautiful girl started tap dancing with Doctor Eddie’s
shoes. Everyone started cheering and clapping. A few patrons
started tap dancing themselves. Mr. Zee got up and started tap
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dancing on top of the table where he was sitting with Jack.
Sand Wan’s Piano Player started tap dancing on the piano
keys, playing Way Down Upon the Swany River, a song writ-
ten by Sand Wan himself. Pretty soon everyone was tap danc-
ing in Sand Wan'’s Bar. Sand Wan'’s daughters came out from
the back room where they were having sex with Sheep and
Moe Schaefer and started tap dancing on Sand Wan’s Bar it-
self. They tore off their shirts and exposed their bosoms
which were as firm and ripe and luscious as tropical coco-
nuts. Sheep and Moe Schaefer came out of the back room and
started tap dancing.

“This is professional tap dancing at its finest,” said Moe
Schaefer.

Sand Wan's daughters’ coconut bosoms started tap dancing
and spraying coconut milk from their nipples which had au-
reoles as big as pineapple slices. Sand Wan got up next to his
daughters and started tap dancing.

Doctor Eddie’s shoes were tap dancing so furiously that
they started to smoke. Ron Saunders, who was tap dancing his
hardest, saw this and became envious.

“T'll show you smoking tap dancing!” he said but no one
heard him because they were too busy laughing, cheering,
drinking tall, cool, think glasses of Hawaiian punch and tap
dancing.

Ron Saunders jumped into Sand Wan’s Fireplace and
started tap dancing in the fire. Everyone started throwing
their empty schupers and tall, cool, thin glasses at him. They
shattered in the fireplace and against his head, shredding his
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flesh like toilet tissue. Mr. Zee threw his whole windshield
which he had just finished gluing together into the fireplace.
Ron Saunders jumped out of the fire, still tap dancing, his
blood burning like gasoline. It was spraying a flaming shower
all over Sand Wan’s Bar, starting the tablecloths and patrons
on fire. His feet were two blazing crackerjacks, igniting every-
thing they tapped.

“Smoky Saunders, the flaming miracle and Mrs. Robinson,”
said Ron Saunders as he set fire to all of Sand Wan’s Bar. The
flames began tap dancing.

Sand Wan tore off his clothes and his penis began tap danc-
ing. Mr. Death and the rest of the liquor boiled out of their
bottles and began tap dancing. Everyone continued tap danc-
ing as Sand Wan'’s collapsed in flames about them.

Only after the fire was out and a smoking ruin left of Sand
Wan's did the patrons of Sand Wan’s Bar begin to stop tap
dancing and leave. Jack looked for Doctor Eddie but he
couldn’t find him.

“To hell with it,” said Jack.

Sand Wan was already rebuilding.

“See you later, Sand Wan,” said Jack.

“It was a hot time in the old Chile tonight,” said Sand Wan.

Doctor Eddie’s shoes followed Jack out the already rebuilt
door.

“Oh, no you don't,” said Jack. He grabbed Doctor Eddie’s
shoes and put them on. His legs were immediately healed
and he began to tap dance. v

“Hey! Tap dancing is all right,” he said and he continued to
tap dance in his room for the rest of the day.

“Fuck work. I'm tap dancing.”

He got out his trombone and played the trombone while
tap dancing. He smoked Pall Malls while tap dancing and
flicked the lit butts all over the room. He tap danced through
the night and didn’t go to work the next day. His boss came
and knocked on his door.

“Jack! Get out of there and get to work, Jack!”

“Never! I'm tap dancing!” Jack replied. Then he started his
bed on fire. When it got too hot in his room he left. Soon the
whole floor was ablaze and Jack tap danced down the stairs.
He saw Harry and tap danced on the lumps on his head. Then
he tap danced out of the flaming hotel and tap danced down
to the Greyhound bus station and boarded a bus that was
headed for Florida.

THE END(?)

Editor’s note—I must say that I loved this piece since |
first read it. To the casual reader, it may seem too obnox-
ious, but to anyone who is a fan of Max Shulman or even
Richard Brautigan will love it and understand it. A phrase
has been coined to describe the movie The Serial, which
may also apply to Dr. Eddie: psycho-babble. It’s a light-
ning-quick writing style laced with twists and turns that |
hope you enjoyed.

The Last Rose of Paris is a novel as yet unfinished.
Gary is still re-writing and changing things. It might wind
up as a series of short stories. But, here’s a brief plot sum-

mary. There are three heroes: Jack, Moe Schaefer, and
Sheep (the former, a bum; the latter two, seekers of ad-
venture). An alternating plot line runs along until the
three are united to confront the mustard saboteurs.
About Chile: it’s another dimension that people go to
when they’re asleep, unconscious, or dead, like Mr. Zee.
He woas killed in a car accident and spends his time gluing
the broken fragments of his windshield together. Also, all
the permanent residents of Sand Wan’s Bar are dead.
Sound bizarre? You betcha. If you’d like to see more of
Jack’s adventures, drop us a line, because we would, too.

INTERFAN FEATURE ISSUE

27



28

BY THE W,
COME You AIN'T

I
NO SWEAT, MAN.
, HOW

STILL AT WORK®

HEY, MAN, T'M TELLING

You, THEY 2O EXIST/
HAVEN'T You EVER
NOTICED SOME STRANGE
THINGS HAPPENING
To You--

Z-LIKE KNOWING
EXACTLY WHERE
You PUT SOMETHING,

BUT FINDING IT

d
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MYSTE
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RIOUSLY GONE
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3 ) EXACTLYY
3 { , '!Aun THE GRASS
J UTTHE LITTLE, »
 PEOPLE CHANGED],

I

HEY, TED, THANKS FOR LETTING ME
USE YOUR SHOWER “TIL THE LAND-
LADY GETS OURS FIXED/

I JUST WANTED TO GET BACK \.
EARLY SO'S I COULD CLEAN
UP THE PLACE BEFORE LARRY
GOT BACK FROM HIS VIS|T TO
WASHINGTON .

|

HE'S PROBABLY

STILL PISSED AT
YOUu FOR BUYING THAT
KILO OF GRASS THAT
TURNED OUT TO BE
OREGANO AND You
BLAMING IT ON YOUR

“LITTLE PEOPLE"/

| e

THEN I GUESS
THAT EXPLAINS
HOW You LOST
FIVE CONTACT
LENSES IN THE
LAST SIX MONT
RIGHT, JOEZ

YEAH, WELL T'LL CATCH

YOU LATER, I'M GONNA

CUT ACROSS YOUR ROOF
TO MY PLACE “/

5 TAKE CARE/ THE
LITTLE PEOPLE MAY
BE WAITING FOR You/

W, HTo crEGANC/A!

WHAT YOU SAY / 2

WOND Ef® ABOUT
You, Jbk ./ Youl
TALK AS |F You
REALLY BELIEVED

TED'S RIGHT. SOMETIMES
I TAKE THE LITTLE
PEOPLE TOO SERIOUSLY.
I MEAN, IT'S JUST AN
EXCLSE ---AND EVEN
IF THERE WERE PEOPLE
ONLY 8 INCHES HIGH, THEY
WOULDN'T... AH, THERE

- I 60 AGAIN Y

\

\
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e e Y
‘ @ \\
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‘:‘\—_': J Vot
= | PLARNG AUTOS, CHILOREN
PLAYING, ALL THE MUSIC.

OF THE STREET WAFTED
ITS WAY TO THE ROOFTOP.

e T

THE BRIGHT, GLARING
NEON LIGHTS CAST AN
EERIE GLOW ON JOE AS
HE CROSSED THE ROOF

UNAWARE OF WHAT
WAS ABOUT TO UNFOLD:

A

MOON'S ouT
TONIGHT,.LEAST
IT'LL MAKE IT '\
EASIER TO SEE //
WHERE I'M
GOIN' /

CREDITS
»m
ART ¢ STORY

£

SOMETIMES IT GETS
SO PDARK IT'S HARD
TO MAKE OUT THE

I GUESS |IT CouLD
BE WORSE ¢ AT
LEAST NO ONE's
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I BETTER GET
STARTED ON

CLEANING THIS
PLACE UP/ IT'S

RY AIN'T BACK
Ly VET---
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“M LARRY COYLDN'T
— ﬂ HAVE TEN
BACK SO
‘ EARLY /7
Q\ | G-y

THAT'S FUNNY/ ‘ L
T HEAR MORE ) N\
E THAN ONE VOICE : \3\\\
--OH, WELL, MAY- f h\ B
BE HE BROUGHT (
SOMEONE HOME 7,

/ I}))' WITH HIM ... 7

/
\ |

X\
H "! - I N
\ — |$ E . N

[
=N

/

< >
_—
AND LIKE I m

SAYING, JOE AND
LARRY WON'T BE
BACK FOR HOURS 7
WE PON'T HAVE TO
WORRY ABOUT 'EM/

T'D BETTER TAKE
A LOOK AND SEE 7/
WHO KNOWS, IT
MIGHT BE A

BURGLAR /...

r LOOKIT THE
SIZE OF THOSE
KNOCKERS /

You CAN NEVER BE ¢
TOO SURE ¢ JUST TAKE
FOR EXAMPLE THE JERK

CALLED JOE ¢.HE'S COME
DANGEROUSLY CLOSE TO
THE TRUTH ABOUT US.. , ..SEVERAL TIMES.

.
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I-I CAN'T BELIEVE IT! ...AND
NEITHER WILL ANYONE ELSE / LITTLE
GNOMES ALL OVER THE PLACE/

THEY'RE EVEN INTO MY GRASS //--

ALL THE TIME I USED THE LITTLE
PEOPLE AS AN EXCUSE, THEY REALLY
L/P EXIST/ --BUT NOONE WoULD

EVER BELIEVE ME W|THOUT PROOF/ {
I KNOW, I'LL TAKE A PYCTYRE
OF THEM /

a._/‘

THAT'S IT!...
JuUusT PON'T

S —

OH,SHIT/ I DON'T
KNOW WHAT THOSE

THINGS'LL DO TO ME,
AND I LOAN’T WANT
TO STICK AROLIND TO
FIND oyT Y/

Hiiiii

I

HLMAN --AND
HE'S PHOTO-
GRAPHED Us/

_.q'”(

HE'S HEADING
FOR THE S7TA/RS/
AFTER HIAM 7/ (
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AT THE TOP OF THE STAIRWELL , BUT...

EN THE SECOND HEARTBEAT YOU'RE ( Yo STOP, TRARGRIXED BY THIS SEEMINGLY ENDLESS |
N\ STREAM OF THE SMALL HUMANOID CREATURES.

WHERE DO

YoU THINK

YOU'RE GOING,
STUPID 7/

_ GOAL IN MIND.

EN THE FACE OF DEATH, FEW STAND STILL AND
GREET IT, AND SO You RUN, RUN WITH THE
SMELL OF DEATH BEHIND You, RUN WITH ONE

3/ THE ROOFY TF I cAN
MAKE IT To TED'S PLACE,
T'LL BE SAFE

B 3 -
VO RAAN

MO/ sTAY BACK!
KEEP AWAY FROM
ME./ /

APRENALIN PUMPS
INSIDE You,
LIFTING YOU UuP
STAIRS YoU CAN
BARELY SEE.
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ALMOST.. THERE .. JUST
HAVE TO REACH THE
STAIRWAY DOOR. IT'S
X A GOOD THING T
KNow I LEFT IT--

IT CAN'T BE !/ I KNOW AS IF N e
I LEFT IT OPEN, WHO REPLY. e~
COULD'VE LOCKED IT? A SHADOW COVERS HIM. '

gy

(==

o P4
2] é
o A
£

K WHA...IT'S LOCKED ./ BUT ALmvosTt
)
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PN PAN!C., You RUN, AND IN
DOING SO, YOU'RE AWARE } //
/

AN
ONLY OF ESCAPE / 6

‘ WP
1 -rm:_u- " @

You CAN JUMP .
ACROSS, You'LL
BE FREE /

SR

/
,(\

N
Like A 8am8, You
RELEASE ALL YOUR ‘

.
N

PENT-UP ENERGY
IN ONE EFFORT7...

‘\!\\\\\

FROM THE VIOLENT
STRESS, PAIN IN

| YOUR TEMPLES ’
THROBBING, ALL. &
IS FORGOTTEN

AS Yo Focus )
YOUR STRENGTH
ON PULLING
UPWARD, UP-
WARD, UN-

TIL ...

CAN JUST PULL
MVYSELF UP/
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MNIGHT TURNS TO DAY ON 92ZND ST.

IT'S REALLY TOO BAD :
ABOUT JOE FALLING
OFF THE ROOF .. I'LL
BET HE WAS SO :
S7TONED, HE Wi

THE ROOFS WHEN
HE WAS HIGH/

COULDN'T'SEE (| 7/
STRAIGHT. Y
T WARNED HIM \ ﬁﬂ\\‘ \
ABOUT CROSSING A ===
A

-
=

N\

K

W ) 3 Mmmm """"""""
7 _..rnlln'% : uﬂ%ﬂ““w

SORRY, You FEEL THAT

WAY, LARRY, CAUSE T
REALLY THINK I'M GONNA
NEED A ROOMMATE TO
HELP WITH THE RENT.

JW ' Q
THANKS, BUT *
NO THANKS...

MY TAXI'S A‘
WAITING ...

TAKE

YEAH, AND
I'M STARTING
To GET THE

MUNCHIES!

SINCE You'veE
BEEN MADE OUR NEW
LEADER, T THINK IT'S
up To You To FIND
LS A NEW HOME !

I I',%*@}W;
=

|
I
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I THINK I
KNOW AN OLD
FRIEND WHO'D
LOVE To

HAVE SOME
NEW ROOM-

YEAH! HE HAD ENOUGH PROBLEMS
WHEN HE WASN'T HIGH--- ANYWAY
NOW YOUIRE STUCK WITHOUT A
ROOMMATE AND YOU'VE DECIDED
To HEAD BACK TO D.C.

i

WHYNOT? I
BEEN HERE SIX MONTHS
LOOKING FOR WORK
AND WHAT HAVE T
GOT TO SHOW

_ —~ZRezE NIIR=_—

JMEANWHILE, NEXT DOOR IN JOE
APARTMENT...

= /V /

WHAT'RE WE
GOING TO POT
WE'VE BEEN LEFT

HERE ALL ALONE
WITH NO ONE

TO MOOCH OFF
OF AND NO ONE'S ¢
LIFE TO FUCK
[/ L
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OT EVEN IN THIS AGE OF INTERSTELLAR COLONIZATION HAS AzaN  EXHAUSTED HIS POTENTIAL

FOR CONFLICT. ALTHOUGH ADVANCES IN THE PHYSICAL SCIENCES HAVE ALLOWED HIM TO SHAPE
AND MANIPULATE AA7L/RAL FORCES, THERE IS STILL ONE AREA WHERE HE HAS NO CONTROL...
THE /MIND...PREJUDICES, RAMPAGING EMOTIONS, CRIPPLING FEARS.. ALL. BARELY HELD IN CHECK...
. AND THE MOST FRIMORL/IAL 1S THE FEAR OF OARANESS /S AND EACH MAN KNOWS THAT..

ALY

e N THIS MAN IS LOST. LOST IN | [THEN... THERE 1S A CHANGE IN
, \ TIME... AND SPACE..AND SELF. | [THE MONOTONOUS PATTERN
( HE DOESN'T REMEMBER.. OF HIS EXISTANCE... A FLASH
| ANYTHING. NO NAME...NO OF LGHT ON SOMETHING IN
PROFESSION...NO PAST...NO THE DISTANCE...
\. / FUTURE.... HIS LIFE CONSISTS
= o OF RUNNING TO KEEP UP
E WITH THE SUN, ON AN

ENDLESS TREAD-MILL.....
RUNNING TO SAFETY...
RUNNING FROM OARKNESS.S

APAVE TO AEELEFR GOV ——
—~AEEL AMHEAD — —CANY 7T LET.
T AT ST ==

SCRPT
ﬁRj%ooPm ; :

and
M SHC
Cop\jm‘a)* ©-1973 exclusv_e_ltj by Art Capew,

THE GLINT OF REFLECTED SUN DRAGS AT THE MAN..
. A MAGNET TO HIS CURIOSITY... HE WARILY
APPROACHES. ...

——. 8 SHIRL A SHIRY 1y Go7.
7HA;TMEAM§ —— BCEOALE T
RO

WRECKED”
NO —— SOMEONE
MHAS 7O BE
ALIVE —— THELE
A4S TO BE -—
SOMECNE ¥
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HE REMEMBERS NOW.

HE REMEMBERS...

CTLIS PICTURE —— MY WIFEY
How MANY YEARSS

T
-

HOW LONG ——- 2P

HIS MIND FILLS WITH MEMORIES WHICH NoOwW
GROW PAINFUL.... THE METEORITE... BATTLING THE
SLUGGISH = CONTROLS... BAILING OUT...THE LIFERBOAT..

.. FARTHER... FARTHER.
BACK...

FLANETARY
EXPLORER ... I...

TIMEZLTZ o Gop”
THE  TIMEZ”
TERMINATOR *¥ /s
JUST AN  HOUR

AWRY S TLL GBS
CIHATEVER 'S  USEFUL,
PNVD GET GNG”

TAA

HE IS FILLED WITH THE LIFE THAT

USED

MAN  UNAFRAID...

-/7/ T s’

*TERMINATOR: DIVIDING LINE
BETWEEN NIGHT AND DAY.

AS HE RUMMAGES
THROUGH THE FAMILIAR
ARTICLES, THE PIECES
OF HIS SHATTERED

NOT  GOoNG 7D
RN ANYIMOREY You
DON'T SOLVE A

FPROBLEM BY RUNNING
FRomM IT7T # You

) 24
~ /(/(/ e

N—
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HE EMERGES FROM THE
70 BE... THE LIFE OF A SHIP AND PLANTS HIS
FEET FIRMLY...




TiE DARKNESS CREEPS ACROSS THE LANDSCAPE
SHADOWS REACH OUT TO T7OWCA HIM, AND

LIKE A LIVING THING.

THE LbNG, ENCROACHING
HE INVOLUNTARILY SHUDDERS...

=
W TWILIGHT IS

A COLD WIND,

BRUSHING HIS FEVERISH RODY...

~)

[ALC HE FEARS

IS THE WIND
AND HIS OWN HEART...
/"

~.HIS VISION FADES WITH THE
HT

,
ot

£33 xasSpessiiey

o il

[THERE IS ONLY HIS HEART..
BEATING RAUCOUSLY..IN THE
DARKNESS....

... SOON... THERE

IS ONLY... DARKNESS...
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HUNMAN SOULS WAS DW/NDL/NG STEADI/LY..

[/ WAS SEVEN DAYS AFTER THE END OF THE WORLD AND THE LINE OF

mc:denf 27 ﬁﬁ@

end o/ 72 warld

ﬁ die

A’\h 5

(

STOR\/ B
ART

LETTERS/ INKS:
OVERSEER:

QS\N INTERFAN PRODuC_ﬂoN)

J'IM BERTGES
BILL NEVILLE
RICK BURCHETT

SAMUEL J. MARONIE

LT was sT PETER’s pUTY TO usr Wlhen
EACH S0UL’s SINS AS HE STEPPED IS:T PETER o DON'T
1IDG INISHED o)
R i LS RE TURN- | YoUu FEEL
ED TO
MARTIN COHEN. JEWISH. LOOK AT
ADULTERY, - HIND HIM.
THIEVERY ...

yYoU HAVE
AN AWFUL~
LY LONG
LIST OF
MARKS A-
GAI/NST You
. BUT, IN MY
INFINITE WIS~
DOM , T’M GO-
ING TO GRANT Yo
A SECOND CHANCE.

r—”__'————\
WE/VE GOT THIS PLACE
CALLED PURGATORY ...
KIND OF LIKE A WORK-
SHOP.

——YCYou MAKE
THINGS THERE FOR ME
AND THE REST OF us
IN HEAVEN.

WORKING THERE
HELPS 75 MAKE
UP FOR ALL THE
ROTTEN THINGS
YoU DIDy AND

AFTER AWHILE
You MAY JOIN

W\\usz
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C_OULD
SEND You
7O iss

L
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I WOULD LIKE
PURGATORY, PLEASE.

FOLLOW THE YOUNG
LADIES, MY SON.

//// =

#
PURGAT ORY —>

\

GIVEN THE SANME CHOICES
AS THE JEW...

UP TO BE JUDGED. AND ALL,
EXCEPT A VERY FEW, WERE

@ ﬂND S0 IT_ WENT,. HELLJ
TJUDGEMENT DAY.
UAlee HumaNITY HAD BEEN LINED Yo oNE /

PURGATORY OR HEL L

[i)s TINME PASSED, THE
LINE sSHRANK TO THE —
LAST BILLION WAITING S0ULs

[EVERYONE WAS 50
CONCERNED WITH HIS
OWN FATE THAT NO-

BODY NOTICED A SMALL
CLOUD OF DUST AP~

PROACHING FROM THE
PISTANCE.

WENT TO HELL.

Q}\

i
¥

X

[l5 1T NEARED, THE SOUND OF AN ENGINE LIT ON
EVERYONE'S EARS.
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'.?_‘- L DON‘T THINK

“\ IT'S ONE OF

~ OURS.
©)

L—
/"5 DEFINITELY
NOT ONE OF

OURS, SIR.

L

& LT ME GET TH
BINOCLILARS .

GIVE ME THOSE /E |@ou STARED 0 Ere was A | |[RNo EVEN HE
=

|[FOR A LONG- RED VOLKSWAG-=| | PIPN‘T KNOW

EN APPROACHING. WHY.

[3VERYONE BECAME
MORE NERVOUS.

N
(4%\\
"W

e
—

A

it

X WHAT TUE HELL -

; 7 IS GOING ON /7!

AN
r/\
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E LITTLE CARROARED 70 A HALT A/VD SLOW*

7HE DRIVER EMERGED.

GOD, YOU'RE
JIVIN' U5 ALL!

ASHAM A FHONY!

“Your RULES
AND LESSONS
ARE MEANINGLESS!

:

NOW THAT IT'S OVER :
N MY SolL IS FREE !
YOU'VE GOT NO

HAVE WISHED. POING-
HARM 70 NO ONE AND ,
NOT WORRYING AROUT ) |

CLAIM 70 IT !

THEY'RE ALL
FREE S0QU4Ls !

é‘ \f
VOU'VE GOT THEM /

DUPED INTO BE -
LIEVING IN HELL
WHEN THERE /SNO

SLecH PLACE {

’.‘Q

%”"

/F YOU'VE GOT 77-/E
POWER , THEN
STRIKE ME DOWN/

e

200y -

)&,,,

WHAT ARE
You TRY/NG
70 DO TO

ME /

42
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§7HE DRIVER HAD SAID His PIECE.
HE QUIETLY CLIMBED BAcCK
INTO HIS CAR...

SEE YA N

THE FLUNNY

. OFF INTO

...SPACE.

LN WiTH THAT
THEY LEFT.

.
[2INp Gop WALKED |
BACK TO HEAVEN
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A few notes on the material in this issue: The strip
“Always Come Twilight” was originally intended to ap-
pear in the magazine by the same title, but was omitted
at the last minute. Always come Twilight was an art and
story magazine published in 1975. The strip “Little
People” was donated by Pete Iro who will also publish it
in Nickle City Comics. Pete’s address is on the Address
Page at the back of this book. You can write him for more
details.

You may have noticed the two sections of this book
which deal with God: the strip “At the Edge of the
World”, and our thematic portfolio “God Creating a Su-
perhero”. This issue was not intended to be an assault on
religion. This is simply the material we received. We
planned the portfolio looking for an idea of a workable
topic with wide-ranging possibilities. Later, we wanted
a humorous strip and liked “World”. If any of you out
there were offended by this material, well, that's too bad.
The concept of God is something which artists have dealt
with for centuries, and we intend to deal with it, again,
in various ways. We hope that in doing so we will in-
spire you to thought, not anger.

Now, on to our individual portfolio artists. Doug
Herring is one of Interfan’s hottest artists. He’s done
work for many major fanzines, including interior art for
The Comics Journal and several covers for The Buyer’s
Guide. He seems to have captured the “Marvel house
style”, moreso than many other Interfan artists. He’s
been working on a storyline for the Thor book with Roy
Thomas. In his portfolio he shows us the characters he’s
created for the story. No word yet on the progress of this
project. Mike Romesburg is a relatively new artist at In-
terfan. Although Mike’s work isn’t as refined as the other
artists presented, we felt that it should be included for
it’s uniqueness.

Gary Ostanski (“Jack C. Paris in Dr. Eddie’s Shoes”)
is our only prose writer from IF. We were fascinated by
how Gary maintains a totally surreal view of life. It's ex-
tremely similar to the work of Max Shulman or Art Buch-
wald. His story is actually the seventh chapter in a book
he’s currently writing. See my editorial comments at the
end of the story for more on this. The credits go to Larry
Houston for the pencils and to Sam de la Rosa for the
inks.

Essentially, that’s it for my comments on this, the
INTERFAN FEATURE ISSUE. I hope you all enjoy it.

This is as good a time as any to tell you who this
Peppy White is. I'm not a writer, I'm an artist. It’s hard
for me to express myself in words and not lines. But as I
reviewed my first two issues I saw that something was
missing: a distinct editorial personality. This is hard to
get in a magazine that does not run opinion pieces, un-
less it’s in fiction form. So, in these editorial pages, I'll be
reviewing the movies I've seen, books I've read, etc., in
an effort to show you more of myself. If any of you have
any comments on something I've said, write me and I'll
print them in this editorial. Also, the editorial will be
littered with my own illos.

I'm going to start getting personal now. I feel that an
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editor should do this at least once in his career, so I'll do
it now and get it overwith. If you don’t want to hear, go
get a beer from the fridge, and I'll be done when you get
back.
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I'm twenty years old, still living at home (not for
long, stay tuned), and own a junk yard of old cars. I don’t
like old cars, I just own them. I'm glad I owned one of
them because the sale of it financed this issue of Fanta-
folio. I love many things: sci-fi books, movies, drawing
tit, burping at the dinner table, a girl named Cathy, eat-
ing junk, meditating, tasteless and sick jokes, liver, and
loud rock-and-roll. I own a Gibson Les Paul guitar, and I
love it. And I love this book.

I've always been fascinated by printing (how this
became a thousand like it), as well as by comics and sci-
fi. Thoarded comics as a kid and I wanted to be a profes-
sional comic artist. I never figured on anything like fan-
dom would exist. Then, in seventh grade, I read a news-
paper article on someone who also collected comics. So I
called him and asked to come over to talk. I did and
we've been friends ever since. His name’s Gary Groth.
He showed me that it was possible to print my own
magazine. Which brings me to:

HOW TO PRINT YOUR OWN MAGAZINE, FREE.
First, enroll in a printing class when you're a junior in
high school. Then, persuade your teacher that, in an edu-
cational exercise, you would like to print a magazine. He
will take to you at once because you have a real craving
for knowledge. Then you procede to learn all you can.
You shoot all the negatives, make the plates, run it off the
press, cut the paper, fold it, collate it, bind it, and trim it.

Lastly, you must advertise, sell, and mail your book.
Then in your senior year you can repeat the process and
do it better. Now you’ve made two issues of your maga-
zine and gotten a grade for it, besides. Now, here’s a
word of caution. After you graduate you may try to get
your old printing teacher to print your magazine again,
not for free, of course, but for a reasonable price. And he
may do it, for a while. Then he’ll tell you that one of his
students fucked with some of your material that doesn’t
even belong to you. You'll wind up telling him that the
material should have been locked up, that he’s a weasaly
little phlem ball who can’t handle the littlest responsibili-
ty in life, and that you'll send him a copy of your next
issue.

Well, that’s it for this issue, kiddies. Stay tuned for
next issue, which will feature “RUSH, cosmically aware
rock and roll”’, ““A Conversation with Crock creators Bill
Rechin and Brant Parker”, cigarette smoking, some re-
sponses from the pros on Fantafolio, sci-fi stories, and
lots of art, featuring Robert Mack Hester, and Gary
Kwapitz. So, I'll see you in the funnies. Can you say fun-
nies? Sure. I knew you could.

PARDON, MONSEURRE ...
IT'S TIMETO GO
HOME NOW.

INTERFAN FEATURE ISSUE
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