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Fanzine’77

By James M. Pack

I suppose all of you that I have talked to know that
Fanzine'77 is in dire financial trouble. The Post Office
the TBG and the TNJ, and my own feelings toward high
priced fanzines have contributed to the present situation,
Advertising in large cireculation magazines costs more
and more with each issue, the Post Office raises its
Third Class rate anmually, and I could never bring my-
self around to charging enough money per issue to make
up for those costs. So, consequently the present crisis
arises.

The ever spiralling list of customers, although much
needed, is also a contributing factor. With each new
reader, a new postage is required, new envelopes must be
purchased, and a larger print run is needed, It would
seem that nothing works out right.

My hope at the outset of Fanzine'75 was to draw
encugh advertisers to take up the slack on the cost spi-
ral. I surmised if the publication could be printed on
a regular schedule, (which we've tried to do), adver-
tisers could depend on it. Well, needless to say, it
never happened. I wish to thank publicly Larry Nibert,
(Crystal Press), Larry Blake,(Afterworld), Mitch Sonoda,
(Heliographics), Wright State University, Russell Con-
dello, Omni, Art Assocciates, and Unpublished, for lending
their advertising support. Without the help of these
fine people and their products Fanzine'75,'76,'77 would
never have existed.

To aid the situation, Ilmgoing to take some drastic
measures I hope you'll understand. 1) The price per single
issue will be $.60 ( not applicable to present subbers),
2) incoming mail will not be answered if return postage is
not included, 3} two issue subscriptions will cost $1.50,
L) although we'll try to keep the current schedule, we
can't promise anything, and 5) the name of the zine will
be changed so it can be sold over the counter at stores,

I'm interested in what you, the readers, have to say
about these changes. Whether you agree or disagree is
very important. I feel like you're all my friends and
whatever you say carrys a lot of weight around here,

So, until next issue, keep it cool. And while Yyou
are waiting for next issue, go ahead and feast your eyes
on the one you're holding in your hands.

FLAS Heaatamte S 3 R 3 ¥

At Springcon II held in Springfield, Ohic on April 3
a complete set of Fanzine'75,!'76 was sold for the price
of $2.50. Gads! You could have knocked me off my seat.
If the issues were brought and sold seperately the cost
would only be $1.25. Of course one of the last issues of
Fanzine'75 was included but still, it was something else.
Perhaps I should reprint that issue. Hmmmmm No, I don't
think so. Oh well, just thought I'd tell you,

FANZINE'77 is published quarterly by Lance Studio.
OFFICE OF PUBLICATION: 201 MILLER HD. #22,
LEBANON, OHIO ZIF....L5035. ALL CONTENTS COPY-
RIGHT 1977 by JAMES M.PACK. RIGHTS REVERT TO
AUTHORS OR ARTISTS upon publication. No portion
of this periodical may be reproduced in part or
whole without express written permission of the
publisher. VOLUMELIII ISSUE 1 MAY---1977




Just

Rappin’

By David 4. Yetter

Competition has always been a necessary element
in our democratic system and it must continue to take
a high priority if we are able to keep that system
free. However, it is deplorable to think there are
those who feel obligated to morally abuse our in-
trusted ideals for the sake of the "almighty dollar".
Yet everyday we are reminded of such actions.

We in fandom cannot overlook the question of
each and every persons right to decide for himself
what he desires to read. That decision is part of
our rights under the Constitution and our freedom as
individuals.

That anyone can be capable of suppressing our
reading content for fear of competing with others is
a gross injustice to its readers. To my feelings, it
is nothing more than a grand rip-off and a scam in
the face of fandom.

One duly noted newcomer to the "fate" of fandom
is the publication The Fryers-Guide for Comic Fannies.
spearheaded by that not-so-lovable Alan Darke., How
let's not let it be said that I would slap the face
of one of fandom's more unscrupulous figures for the
fun of it; it is with reservation I let this story
be known.

I happened by chance to meet Darke on the street
the other day and we entered into a conversation.

"Hey Dave, how's business?"

"Hi Darke." I looked around for an escape but
there was none.

"Listen," he said while placing his arm around
my neck. I cringed. "I understand there's a new
publication movin' in on my turf."

"I don't follow you Darke." I said looking a
little confused.

"fou know, my Fryers Guide. There are some
creeps trying to get an adszine started."

PISDTII

"Well, hey man, I've checked them out and they're
offering better quality than I give."

"And that bothers you, does it?"

"Naw, not really. 4s everyone knows the only
real way to get known is to advertise with me, right?"

"Yeah, I'd say you have got the market cornered."

"Right, well I ain't gonna let those creeps
place any ads in my Fryer's Guide." He smiled.
"They'll be whipped before they ever get started.”
His chortle scunded deep and from down within his
bowels.

"Do you think that's fair, Darke," I asked.

"Hey, all's fair and all.that shit, right? I got
a business to look after. If I let just anybody in-
vade the scene with a new adszine, I'd be putting my-
self on the line."

"Aren't you good encugh to stand beside the
others?" I asked him.

"Now I kmow 1 haven't got anything that will
stand up to some real competition." he remarked,"So
I have to keep it out.....if you know what I mean."

"feah," I said, "I know what you mean. You're
ripping off the people that put you on top."

"Hey, what does fandom need with one more adsine,
huh?lr

"Better business." I said.

" Listen." I think he was getting mad." What are
you causing waves for? Haven't I always treated you
fair?"

I laughed. "Darke, you don't even lmow how to
treat your mother fair. 4ll you really want is money
and recognition.”

"Ygah." Darke sneered, " and I got both of them."
and with that he walked away.®

"Are you really gonna print that, man?"

"fou wrote it didn't youtz"

"Yeah, but you got the right to turn down any-
thing that we can get hurt for. If you don't like it
for just rappin', I can write something else."

"Naw, there's a lot of truth in there about ad-
sines in general. I think we'll print it as it is."

"You'll bring me something on visiting days,
won't you?"

"What do you mean? You'll be handing me draw-
ing paper through the bars."

"we've come a long way, haven't wei"

“feah. Too bad, though, we were just gaining
steam."®




THERE ARE A MILLION STORIES IN THE AFTERMATH OF A MUCLEAR CATASTROPLE
SOME ARE MORE [NTERESTING THAN OTHERS. SOME ARE ABOUT MAN'S
INHUMANITY TOWARD HIS FELLOW MAN AND SOME ARE AROUT MAN’S
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I THINK THERE 15 A SUPERMARKET SOME= &
WHERE IN THIS BLOCK. JF IT HASN'T BEEN
RANSACKED YET. THERE SHOULD BE SOME

EI7°1S INDEED FUNNY THAT
ON A PLANET THAT HAS
BARELY A MILLION SOULS
LIVING THAT 7W0O SHOULD
MEET ESPECIALLY AT
RHIS 7715 IN_SPACE.

T

THE PITIFUL REMAINS OF
AUWAN/TY ARE NOT THE

OU SHOULD BE MARE CAREFUL, JIM,
WITH YOUR FP/STOL, SOMEONE MIGH
EAR YOU.
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M THE TWO HUMANS _STAND AND
- STARE AT ONE ANOTHER. ONE S
A WOMAN AND ONE IS A MAN.

YOU MovE one

FINGER AND 171 N UNDER BETTER
ABLOW YOUR L "N\ CONDITIONS THEY
HAND OFF. o 7 #' YES, THOSE THAT N\ WOULD HAVE LAUGHED
- CAVE BEFORE WERE \\ AND MADE (OVE
7 . NOT QUITE AS THOROU BUT NOW...

"AS YOU BELEVED. THERE || AoV, THERE ARE
(S OVE TIN'LEFT.~ } )N MORE  WPORTANT
| I\ THINGS ——




WELL JM, YOU
FINALLY LOS7 YOUR GLASSES .
NO MATTER THOUGH, AT ) .
LEAST YOU HAVE "3
THE FOOPD.




FICTION

Time Again to Know

A SHORT STORY PRESENTED IN TWO PARTS BY DAVID YETTER

PART 2

Somewhere beyond the reach of spate were
smiline rods doting upon silly rituals per-
formed by funny little creatures sporting
about like ants that have drowned in the
juieces of their fruit.

£ where warm hands tishtly placed into
other warm hands drapered each other throurh
rlots of rotted burial srounds, searching
for the miracle they had yet to learn. But
the spirits had always been strong and brave,
ard the devil could not penctrate the barrier
nlaced by the rods to protect them. The
hands were safe for countless eons.

Intil they bepan to wonder...

How lon: would the barrier stand between
- contented souls and the are of ruin?
were the miracles? Would they come at
The gods demanded silence and the
were hroken by lack of faith. One
the hands turned cold and slipped
> rrasp of the others. Pity the hands
. have turned cold and the spirits that
eried unto the nirht. Fity those who

ir the shad stlaken for the lirht.

! iey, Uan!" “ranfer called, shov-
his way throush the crowd.

I looked up and motioned Granger my way.
you rot some crowd here. Every

city must have come out today."

"Oh you're rifht there Danny my boy."
LSranger fumbled in his shirt for a cigarette.
"1'd say we got the entire sector here and
from the looks of thinfs, this party isn't
#oing to die off for quite awhile.®

"By the way, it's about time for the un-
velling isn't it?" I asked.

"Yeah, yeah," Granger answered methodi-
cally, "almost time." He paused, then asked,
"#Where you headed?” He loocked at me sullen-
ly.

"Nowhere special. Just thought I'd take
a walk ard look around.” I nudeed him in the
waist and pointed. "Who're those boys over
there Cranger?"

Granger squinted, then frowned.
dents.

2 "Dissi-
We took some of them away earlier.®

"What's up?"

CUh, they'wve been around now for a few
days. Caused quite a ruckus this morning
though. A couple of the boys started a fight
over at the Palace DiSans and shook up Fra
Nussoma. He's the ambassador from Bordeaux,”
he answered, anticipating my guestion.

"Why weren't they all removed?" I asked.-

"#ell actually, Dan it was mostly yelling
and carrying they were doing. These boys are
ok; just a few apitators dissautisfied with
things. It seems like alot of people are




-

X

yelling at the government lately.” He gave

a slight laugh that curled from his throat.
Anyway," he continued, "that's why I'm host-
ing our little celebration. Get everyone in
a party spirit and keep them calm.” He look-
ed at me seriously. "Don't worry Dan...let's
go join in the festivities."

The crowd of people grew larger as each
anticipated the opening of the time capsule.
Some believed it would be remnants of days
gone by, nothing more than trinkets to amuse
their fledging descendants. Others were con-
vinced the capsule held something more power-
ful; possibly a religious offering, or at
least a symbol of hope and love. But all
were happy and excited as they drew them-
selves to the larpe concourse inside Govern-
ment Control where the capsule rested, wait-
ing to reveal its inner secrets to the world
after so long a quiet and peaceful sleep.

Hours before the grand openimg, as it
were, newspapers and television crews assem-
bled to report the event. Armed puards
surrounded the monument which lay inside a
roped corrider opened for public viewing,
trying to disspell any violence that may
have erupted from the presence of the news
media or the anticipation of the secrets of
the capsule.

Granger was scheduled to arrive at the
concourse at seven o'clock.

"I've got your speech ready, Mr. "Granger,

#iss Cutter told him as he sat looking out
his office window.

Miss Cutter was poing to accompany
Cranger and I to the concourse. It was a
few minutes before we were to leave, as
Granger sat thinking.

"Thank you Miss Cutter,” he smiled at
her, then hated himself for doing so.

"It's a damr poor zuncech if you ask me,"
she smirked.

"Oh for God's sake, can you...never
mind. ‘hat am I te do with her, huh Danny
boy?" He looked tired and I felt pity for
him. When she left the room I asked him,
"Why don't you get rid of her Granger?"

"“Ah, hell! She's a headache, isn't she?”
He paused then stood and placed his face
against the window.

"It looks like it will be a good night,
doesn't it? The clouds are pink and the sky
is blue; people are crowding the streets with
their incessant singing and dancing believing
they are going to find something better."” He
turned his face sideways and pressed his ear
to the cold glass as if he were listening.

"What do you suppose is in that thing?"

"No idea," I said to him. "Trinkets
probably, a bunch of paraphernalia left over

8



Prom the rfood ol' days," I chuckled.

".ell there's alot of people ocut there
think whatever is in the capsule will
e their lives. "Funny," he continued, "I
that way too."

"I.aybe our lives will be changed, that
is if our ansectors left us with the secret
of youth or possibly a cure for the common
cold.” ¥

S rranger said, "I suppose it is
too much to ask that something permanent come
£ thi but I do wizh something would happen.
h capsule has really stirred the people,
wan. Look at them," he pointed out the win-

Yes, I know.”

Cutter stuck her head in the door.
you gfuys ready yet...come on before
start without us."

frang, after we take out
:ule we can put ol' sweet-
in and leave her for the next three

i years."

Je voth laughed.

The concourse was crowded tut a silence
filled the room as Uranrer approached the
rlatform. IMo cheers echoed through hall, no

applause filtered the air; onlJ the stirring
of the people that waited for the final act
drawn out play that began several
fore with cheering and applausc.

my friends,"
ound; then conti

uranger spoke
wed with
people
gift was

¢ honor to present
Y rld the gift of
to be rncrlwfd in rood faith

ztood quiet

the co“rour" e
] e fell sile r‘t, in

1 of the came
when I noticed

i for Grang

"what could

no way to fue

when the capsule opened
hat lay heavy in the air
»red.  Then the laugh
neer stood back and was

I couldn't hear.

blatform. It took only
‘or the crowd to react and
already pushing them away.
into the microphone. "FPlease

rything is ok. He

smiling, trying to make them believe him.

The people quieted somewhat and Cranger
continued. "You have anticipated me," he
commented. "But I also gave myself away."
Once apain the people were quiet and listen-
ing.

"1 am sorry," Granger said, "to have
aroused you so. Hmm, you know we humans are
funny creatures; we make so much out of so
many simple things." He paused. "I am sorry
but the best we were thought of by our be-
loved forefathers was quite meanial to say
the least. Ue have here only one object in
our capsule," he hesitated a few seconds
then continued very slowly as if he were
emphas izing ce "and that my friends
is a pook." picked it up, Jjudred what it
must have been and threw it down again.

"A war sto
then looked at o
ians, weren't they?"

he #zaid to the people,
"Ies, they were barbar-

Cranger left the platform and the people
shoved their way along with him. I noticed
two yound boys lag behind to recover the
book, and recognized them as members of the
dissident group that I saw earlier.

"A war story, eh?” I thought to myself,
it should do them no harm. 1In fact let
them read it and learn of the mistakes their
ancestors made; let them know how well they
live today.

"What's the name of it?"
the boys ask.

I heard one of

"It says,” the other boy hesitated,
n hampf, and it was written by someone

named Adolf Hitler."

They

led and ran away., @




HELIOGRAPHICS
4037 E. 44th St
Cleveland, Ohio 44105

Dear Readers of Fanzine 77,

Two years ago, five penple banded together to publish a Fanzine entitled *Siege" Although its printing, ImriJel and advertising
campaign prevented it from becoming a hit, it did enjoy a mild success, Due to the experience ngI]L“\J “Siege 8" {our pilot issue)
has provided us with a springboard from which 1o launch “Siege Vol, | No, 1, The forthcoming issue will be an accumulation of
over sixty pages of science fiction, fantasy, horror and humaor; and brandishing two full color covers.

In conclusion, an all out effort will be brought to bare on the guality of production as well as the gquality of its’ contents .. . we
believe you will be impressed.

Watch for price and release date in major fan and ad publications.

“Siege @ is still available for $.50 (plus $.25 postage} from

John Stedronsky
G554 Royal Wood Rd.
Morth Royalton, Ohio 44133

UNPUBLISHED #1 JUST 50¢ SUZZVY PAPERS

?!?:gﬁ:-f;?ﬂ?e with Comics and Fanfasy Shop
. 1012 Bechtle Hve.
y“\gs| | | Springfield, Ohio 45504
7. Phone (513) 323-6880

I

SEND TO:
8858 C DEE RD.

BRAD YOUNG
DES PLAINES,
ILL. 60016

<& ||

Bl

k. " ADVERTISE IN
[ ]
"‘! ‘? FANZINE'7T 2

j=  (you cam USE THE

PUBLICITY... AND WE

CAN USE THE CASH /)
Q

1/2 PAGE AD

Hh PAGE AD.. |1 (Z.78 | ANY size BuT
1/8 PAGE AD.. ... 1.50 PLEABE MAKE IT
116 PAGE AD......... 1.00 | _Pw"_b_ﬂ_il,_

THE DEADLINE FOR MEXT ISSUE'S ADS 15

JULY, 1S, 1977,  ALL ADS RECEIVED AFTER
[A m’gww m THAT 'OATE WILL BE PLACED IN THE NEXT 1SSUE
WITHOUT EXCEPTION.

MAKE ALl CHECKS PAYARLE TO JAMES M. PACK,
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...and, a cry
came back.

Letters of comment for this feature should be sent to:
CRIES, c/o0 David Yetter, 4964 Maplecreek Dr., Trotwood,Oh., 45426

Jim, and Dave,
1 am definitely impressed by Fanzine'76, notice-
Superior to other fanzines 1 have read.
Hark whitfield
Falls Church, Va.

ably?

(Thanx, we needed that.)

Jim
’ I really like your free-flowing writing style

and the way you put it to work on various strips.
Your art, and even your lettering shows your unique
malti-talent.

Fike Swanson

5t. James, N.T.
(Shucks, Mike, you didn't have to say that. Now I'm
erbarrassed and terribly conceited.)

Jim and Dave,

I liked my copy of Fanzine'76 so much that I
decided to buy some back issues. Enclosed is $1.25
please send one copy of Fanzine!76 Vol II #1, and
Vol II #2.

Bill Kent
Oak Ridge, Tenn.
(Nothing speaks louder than shuckles in the palm.)

Jim
i Did you know you didn't put your address any-
where in Fanzine'76 Vol 11 #3 @ Had to look it up
from old records.
Sergio Andrade
Hoselle, N.J.
(E-Gads! You're right, Serpile. 1t was an over-
sipht on my part. I promise not to let it happen
again. It's just that I get tired of looking in my
wallet to find out what it is.)

Jim and Dave,

Mitch Sonoda's strip (Untitled) was (also) ex-
cellent, especizlly that breathtaking opening page.
hg far as amateur strips po, his work is almost un-
paralleled. Oh, the story wasn't bad either. If I
ever figure it out, I'll let you know....

Neal Blaikie

Pensacola, Fla.
{I'11 tell you what, Neal. As soon as Mitch figures
out what it is about, we'll let you know.)

Jim and Dave,
The format and art are cutstanding, but the
seripts leave something to be desired.
Steve weller
Des Plaines, I11.
Hundreds of fanzines on the
we'll try

(*hy, oh why Fanzine'76?
market and you choose to pick on us.
harder next time.)

Jim and Dave,
+..you've got to pet a better name and
nurbering system.
Scott McEwan
Binghamton, N.Y.
(well, Scott, we're kinda stuck with both
due to an oversight on my part early in
the magazine's life. I agree, the system
is atrocious!)

Jim and Dave,

...the only bad part about zine (Vol
11,#3) is that the poem wasn't completely
illustrated.

Mark Oberhellman
Binghamton, W.

Jim and Dave,
I missed Capt. Cannibas in
Howard g. Anshell
Oak Park, I11.
It seems from the letters we'wve got-
that ol' C.C., has quite a fan club
out there. So, we decided to let him
cavort around this issue. Howzzat?)

3 #3.

—

Jim,
Cover...cheecakey, but undynamic.
"Virgins" is very interesting.
the story is thought provoking, while
the art is the best I've seen Larry do.
¥Mitch Senoda's story, although
lacking in balance between story and
art, is very nice, His technique is quite
good, and aside from a little inconsist-
ency s from panel to panel, his
art works well.

"To Kill a Martian Cat"...the story
line is interesting one and deserves more
investigpation.

Brent Anderson
San Jose, Ca.
( Thanx Brent, your comments well taken and
duly recorded in that preat omnipotent
Fanzine Maximusg.)

Because of space limitations in this
issue,the length of some of the letters,
we found it necessary to take only
excerpts. They are taken out of context.
The regular feature of premiering our
readers' artwork will continue next ish
I hope that the questions asked and the
answer s given are to your liking. Keep
them coming...we can take it.

11




[£7F& 1SN'T ALWAYS EASY FOR A SUPERHERO. SATURDAY NIGHTS ARE WORSE./ ]

AIN'T THIS A K7¢X IN "I'I'E
HEAD. SATURPAY H&!ﬂl ITH
MONEY TO SPEND..

... AND NO ONE TO SPEND IT ON.
THE LEAST SHE COULD HAVE DONE
WAS STILLLET ME
OATE HER.

EVER SINCE GLORIA
MOVED OUT,WITHOUTA
WORD, I HAVEN'T HAD
A THING TO DO. THE HOUSE

15 AwFuL QUIET WITHOUT HER!

GREETINGS,
CAPTAIN CANN/BAS.

AS IFI DIPN'T HAVE
ENOUGH PROBLEMS...

AND THEY SEEM ALMOST

GAVE YOU THE . INSURMOUNTASLE 1
AWSOME POWER OF YEAH, YEAH,I KNOW. y

MARI VANA, THANKS FOR THE INFO.
NOW, GO AWAY../

YoU'RE NOT
I KNOW YOUR PROB- I A KIDDINGLI/
LEMS SEEM MOWWENTAL
TO YOU, MISTER
DEAN LIST.




ALKO-HOL, PLAIN AND SIMPLE.
HE IS THE ROOT OFALL EVIL ON THIS
PLANET. HE BRINGS GRIEF AND
SORROW.TOALL. BUT, £LOAKS
HIMSELF.......

BUT THEY ARE /NF/NTESIMAL WHEN
COMPARED TOA PROBLEM WE ARE BOTH
AWARE OF.

IN A

IT IS WHAT YOU
ARE INDULGING IN CLOUDOF
AT THIS VERY 'PHORIA.

MOMENT,

THE LOWEST ONES ON THIS PLANET HAVE
NOT THE COURAGE TO FIGHT HIM. BUT YOU,
MAN- OF- WEEP NEEP ONLY SAY THE

MYSTIC WORDS.,. “FAR-0UT %

... BECOME CAPTAIN CANNIBAS ANP RID
THE PLANET OF THIS EVIL THING

THEN, MAYBE ALL THOSE MISGUIDED
ONES WILL TURN TO &€,

C KING SATIVA /! RULEROF THE Mvs-nc

REALM OF MAR// UAN.

/

| FANZINE'76.
ARCODOIN* JIM :

CAPT CANNIBAS ALKGHOL

WHAT ? ANOTHER ON OF

YOUR W/ERDD
Y/LL ANVS P OH- NO-“ HUH UH!

YOU AIN'T GETTIN'ME TO PO
THAT AGAIN.

\
G

CAP TOOK ON AMPHY gy
IN VOLTII*2 OF =

THAT FREAKO, AMPHETA-MAN *
ABOUT BURNED MY
COOKIES /

our y, smrw v/
YOU AIN‘T GETTIN' ME
%> TO PO THAT. IF I RUINED

)
6@ {@® MY FACE, GLORIA

YOU SHALL BECOME
CAPTAIN CANNIBAS/

WOULP NEVER COME FOR I WILL

BACK TOME / SAY THE MYSTIC
— 3 WORDS
- FOR You //

\\

i

1

STORY € LETTERING-J/M PACK ART cINKS- LARRY NIGERT, LARRY BLAKE,
MITCH SONODA, JimM PACK,

L



SHAY, DID You
SHEE THAT?

AT LEAST IT
WILL KEEP MYMIND
OFF GLOR/A.

AW SHIT,
NOT AGAIN/
WHERE WILL 1
FIND THIS FIEND,

ALKO-HOL 2/

YOU WILL FIND HIM IN

HIS SECRET HIDEOUT, THE STOORS

BREWERY. THERE, HE 1S WORKING

ON A NEW FORMULA FOR

3000 PROOF

WHISKEY., WITH THAT, HE

COULD PESTROY THE WORLD.
NOT TO MENTION PUT ON

ONE HELL-OF-A-DRUNK /

<M=

YOU MUST STOP HIM,

DESTROY HIS ABILITY
TO CREAT

HAVOC.

ANMD THE QUIET,
PEACEFUL LIFE OF
MARIJUANA ... BRING
MY SHEEP BACK TO ME,
CAPTAIN CANNIBAS.
SHOW THEM THE RIGHT
WAY.... BRINE tagm gauu,. .
GLUB, GLUB,
GLUB,

THEN, MAYBE
SOME PEOPLE
WILL TURN

SHAY, BUDDY,
“HIC” HOW DID
GOV DO THAT?

IN ONE, LIGHTNING, SWIFT |

MOVEMENT, CAPTAIN CAN-

NIBAS PULLS ONEOF HIS

LEGENDARY SILVER

JOINTS FROM HIS POCKET

AND STUFFS IT IN THE
MAN'S MOUTH,

YEAH, THAT
WAS REAL
STRANGE /

(X
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SOME MINUTES LATER, CAPTAIN CANNIBAS FINPS HIMSELF OUTSIDE THE BREWERY.

ALKO-HOL, BEWARE ///

SAY, THAT’'S A CLASSY LINE.
I'LL HAVE TO REMEMBER
THAT.

CAPTAIN CANN/BAS
G/VES NO
QUARTER/

ALKO-HOL, YOU HAVE = 72’ I'VE BEEN EXPECTING

BREWED YOUR LAST 2 YOU, CAPTAIN CANNIBAS

POISON { CAPTAIN ~ /748 WE &07TH HAVE BEEN EX-
N\ CANN/EBAS /S HEREY /7 ! : PECTING You i/
NS e ME iy




TEMPER,
TEMPER
WEED-HEAP.

You MAK,
ONVE WRONGMOVE

ANP I’LL FILL HER S0-0
FULL OF WHISKEY,
SHE'LL DIE/

WHY, THANK-YOU ,
COMPLIMENTS WILL

GET You
EVERYWHERE /

YOU ARE A FOOL,
CANNIBAS, NOW
YOUR GLORIA
WILL CEASE
TO EXIST.

-

P o
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PON'T DO T
ALKO-HOL /

ALL I NEEP
PO, IS PULL

7-/30?
SHOULDN'T
HAVE DONE

THAT, ALKY/




JUST RETURN
THE LEVER /

100 EOTTLES OF
BEER OV THE WALL, A
HUNDRED BOTTLES OF

BELR, TAKE ONE DOWN,
PASS IT ARUNL
\k\dos’ BOTTLES,.,

WELL, I'LL
JUST PULL
THAT OUT.

Yaa C‘ar YOU ANDR
MY FACE! HAVE DONE WORSE

TO OTHERS,
ALRO-~HOL..,

D~ NOW, BEGONE
MAN - OF - WEED OR T
SHALL PO THE
SAME T0 YOUR
HNEART / -




YOU ARE
FINISHEDS

I WONDER
IF MY BLUE CROSS
COVERS CUTS MADE
BY SUPER VILLANS...

DAMN/
THAT GUY'S
GOT ONE HELL
OF A PUNCH.




NOW, GLORIA,
YOU ARE

OH, EXCUSE
ME, MIND IF I
USE YOURBOTTLE ?

ALKO-HOL
WILL BOTHER
NO-ONE AGAIN.
HIS CAREER |S ENDED
BY WHAT STARTED
IT. LETS
GO HOME,
GLORIA.

\

(

CAN YOU GUESS WNICH ARTIST INKED
WHION PANELY

IF YoU CAN, PUT IT ON A LIST AND
SEND IT TOUS. THE LIST MUST BE
COMPLETE. THE FIRST CORRECT
ENTRY WINS %5.00.

CONTEST ENDS JULY 13, 1977
(SORRY, WE CANNOT ANSWER ALL ENTRIES)
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THE DAVS PASS SILENTLY INTO MONTHS
AS THE STARSHIP PLOWS IT5 WAY
THROUGH THE BLACK STARRY SEA .

e

BATTLES IN SPACE ARE
SHORT. ONCE ,PEEP IN
BATTLE, ONE SHIP
VSUALLY ZZES /...

CONFIRMER, CAPTAIN.
ENEMY STARSHIP IS
PESTROYED

G007/ THATS ONE

LESS OMEGAN THAT
WON'T PREY ON OUR
SUPPLY LINES.

LET'S PACK ITIN ANP
SET A COURSE
FOR STARBASE 13,
» ¥ = 2 * * - 2

COME HOME, WEARY SPALEMEN, 6405, T MUST BE
LET ME S00THE YOUR ACHING HEARING THINGS. THAT
MINGS. I, SIREN OF CAMULSA, SOUNDED LIKE A WOMAN /
HAVE THE MEDICINE FOR YOUR KING

THERE'S A PLANET
ON S¢OPE , CAPTAIN .

|AND, 'm |

GETTING A

TRANSMISSION.




YOU KNOW, T'VE .. SIRENS. .SIRENS, CAMERON ? AR,| [SHE'LL FINDPUSALL PEAD

HEARP STORIES = COME ON. YOU KNOW TIRED ANYWAY AND DEAD

ABOUT........ P < THERE'S NO SUCH THING. | | MEN ARENT ANY GOOD TO
1 HER, RIGHT.?

WELL IT MAY BEAN 5.0.6,
SET A COURSE, ROBIN,

I WYL TAKE THE WING
FROM YOUR SAILS. I CAN
HELP YOU, YOU KNOW.

. N
: \ .- \\\
N

OH My 602/ 116 THE B0 WHEN YOU LAND ON

SIREN/ CAMULSA, TZL DRAIN JHE LIFE
FORCE FROM your dout /




I TRIED TO TELL -

THEM ABOUTHER...
WHATS THAT 2/
s |

COME, WEARY SAILORS, I BECKON YOU HERE TO STAY. LET ME HOLE YOUR HAND SO
TENDERLY, AND, DRAIN YOU IF I MAY.

o @ ) ¥
ﬂ \ 4
-

ONLY ONE SAILOR. HE Was P A, BUT THERE
NOT ENOUGH TO SUSTAIN MEJBR COMES ANOTHER ! [

; r 17 15 4002 , e
; SURELY THERE BF = WERL T
; A FEW LIVING S




IT 15 6000/ THERE IS AT LEAST
ONE, HE SHALL SUFFICE /

COME, WEARY SAILOR, T BECKOW YOU HERE TO STAY.
LET ME HOLD YOUR HAND SO TENDERLY ANP PRAIN
YOU /F I MAY.

OH CAPTAIN, PUT DOWYN YOUR y
WEAPON. IT WILL PO YOU NO 6000,
NOTHING CAN STOP MY FEE DING.

I SUPPOSE YOU'RE RIGHT OKAY MEN, PUT THEM AWAY.
THE SIREN OF CAMULSA

MUST FEED ON THE LIVING.

OH 600D{ THERE 1$ MORE
THAN JUST ONE. /T WILL BE
A FEAST., WARM LIVING
FLESH TO INTOXICATE
ME{

WE'RE ALREADY
DEAD.

NOW, WHEN THE SONG OF
THE STARS IS HEARD, LISTEN
CAREFULLY, ARE YOU SURE
IT 1S ONLY ONE VOICE ?,..
OR 15 IT MANY SINGING A
S0NG FOR A SIREN ?

THE END

L THERE'S ONLY ONE
PROBLEM WITH
YOUR FEAST, SIREN...




Exerpt from Orbis Tertius II, vol X

Mar (max )- Fourth planet of t
Sol (sol). First sett
colonists in the year 201
3 ed of Americans with |
and Indian ancester

Y WOMDER WHAT THEY WOULD'VE
DONEIF WE HADN'T FOUND OUT
THAT WE COULD EXTRACT AIR

ination of

{ NOW THIS CERTAINLY WiLL
\ BE meneapuuzr/ '




y rebuilt Mars-

Martian; ¢ e ended .in 2031 when
“artian Cat.) =14 ilodon Futurum, a
T, s Domesti
IF THE SCIENTISTS 34y /T
CAN BE DONE, 1BEL/EVE THEM. L

THAT MAY BESO.BUT N
WHAT /M WORRIEDABOUT \\
IS THEEFFECT OF UNFILTERED ||

7] DON'T BELIEVE [T/
Yiok LOOKAT THE SIZE OF IT/4ND
\ WV bl /7 waLKs ON TIOLEGS...

L r 7 LIKEAMANS
ILL TELL YA, ITAN'T NO HOUSE CAT ANYMORE
1D SWEARIT HAD SOME SORT OF INTELLIGENCE! IT
DODGED THE FIRST TWO BLASTS LIKE IT KNEW WHAT
TODO. IMLUCKY THE LAST THREE HIT I THE CHEST! :

important in
th r




The Educrats were defeated by United
Nations Expeditionary Forces on February
2, 2042 and all Educrats were executed
for crimes apainst life
YOU WERE ALL FOOLS, LARION. IF YOU/

HADN'T STARTED WITH NAZ| TACTICS

YOU MIGHT HAVE KEPT TH(S PLANET AND

MADE SOME THING OF IT. LHOW, WELL, You,

HAVE METAJUST EAD.

IF YOUDONOTDESTROY SMILODON
FUTURUM, THEY WILLSURELY DESTROY

The manufactoring of oxypen on Mars becamc
very important to space travel after the
invention of star drive and the subsequent
colonization of Alpha Centauri. On June 53,
2094, backed by units of the 101st.
Spacebourne Infantry, American military
units landed.

I I L I
(The Smilodon Futurum population was givoen
| complete control of half of Mars while the
U.N. remained in control of the oxyren
plants at Solterium. The air plants had
become increasingly valuable with the
colonization of Venus and the subsequent
discovery that the Terran oxypen compound
was an element common only to Larth. The
Smilodon Futurum became the dominant speci
of Mars. In the year 2083 complete
was transferred from the U.N.
Force to the Smilodon Nation.
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WE THANK YOUHUMAN. NOW
OURRACEHAS A HOMEAND A
CIVILIZATION TOCALL OUROWN,,

1715 HOW IT SHOULDBE.}

|

expeditionary

\}
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The LThird Marctian War ended June 6, 2094,

(Further reference: Air, Production of
Smilodon, The Nation of;
Disasters.
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