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Introducing
The Bose Model 601.

The new Model 601 loud- The Model 601's unigue The Model 601 is aiso
speaker frormn Bose looks, configuration of sixdrivers  highly efficient (minimizing
works, and sounds very —four tweeters and two amplifier power and expense)
different from any conven-  woofers—spreads a balance  and exceptionally versatiie
tional floor-standing speaker.  of reflected and direct sound  (allowing superior perform-

Like the worid-renowned  to everycomer of theroom.  2nce in 2 wide range of

Bose 901" Series i, the From virtually any listening speaker positions).
Model 601 is a Direct/ position, the sound is open For 2 more complete
Reflecting” speaker, and spacious, full of the feel  introduction to the Model
designed to recreate the and ambience of a live per- 601, visit any authorized

impact and presence of 2 live formance, and withnoneof  Bose dealer or write for 2
performance with 2 quality  the harshness so character-  full-color brochure 1o Bose,
of realism that no conven- istic of conventional high- Dept. NL9, The Mountain,
tional speaker can match. fidelity speakers. Framingham, Mass. 01701.  Better sound through research.
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THE BIG O CALENDAR
WIZARDRY & WILD ROMANCE 1978

Big O brings you Fantastic Art at its very best. Not so
much a calendar, more a unique visual experience to
illuminate the passage of the year. Rodney Matthews

vivid compelling illustrations inspired by Michael
Moorcock’s incredible imagery bring you Corum, Elric &
Hawkmoon in their eternal struggle against the Lords of
Chaos whilst the Ice Spirit and Tanelorn stand serene in
their magical landscapes. Sheer wizardry indeed.

The twelve illustrations are taken from the following Moorcock
books:

The Sleeping Sorceress: Elric & Moonglum GASO, Phoenix in

Obsidian: The Sea Chariot of Rowenarc GABO, Lord of the Spiders
The Great Mishassa GAS54, The Oak and the Ram:The People of the
Pines GA78, The Champion of Garathorm: llian of Garathorm GA81,
The King of the Swords: Tanelorn GA77, The Shores of Death: T he
TWilighl Tower GASS, The Jewel in the Skull: Hawkmoon Defends
Castle Brass GAS53, Stormbringer: The Dragon Lord GA76,
Masters of the Pit: The First Masters GA79, The Knight of the Swords
Corum Escapes GAS1, The lce Schooner: The lce Spirit GAS52.

In each case, Rodney has interpreted a passage from the
book which he feels captures the essence of Michael

Moorcock’s imagery. And for those Moorcock freaks Each month's illustration is also available as a beautiful

full color poster (70 x 100cm) printed on heavy art paper
and available in your local record, book or gift shop at
$3.50 or 54.00 (inc P&P) from Big O. Titles and ref. nos.

who can't get enough of the stuff, we've included a
current bibliography of the Master's work.

Wizardry & Wild Romance 1978 is printed in full color given above. Six of these posters have been on sale since
on fine artboard and we present it to you at a cost of $8.95 last Autumn and now we complete the Wizardry series in g 5
in the shops, or $9.50 (inc P&P) direct from Big O. grand style with six more of the best. Don’t miss them! GA76 THE DRAGON LORD

VIEWS

“‘ gt 1 . 3 If you've not yet
heard of Roger Dean's
book Views, the best
advice we can give
is to beat a path down
the mountainside to
your nearest stockist,
thrust 51095 into his
hands and see what
all the fuss is about.
Orwe'llbe pleasedto

GA63 ANOTHER TIME ANOTHER I‘./‘1L‘J‘

Bird is Dead, GA62 Space of Forever, GA32 Time for

. I send you a copy direct
2 g2 ) Hijack (shown here), GA63 {{e\'v‘.‘.;.:? {‘:\.4‘_\ I‘m- ROGER DEAN at $11.50 (inc. P&P)
GAé2 SPACE HIJACK Another Time Another Place Leavetaking, GA34
(shown here), ( 0 Qut of an Contemplation, GA35 Forest
1 Arrival of Reckoning, GA36 Warriors POSTERS
A72 from the Sky, GA37 Twelve

3 Venus Towers at Dawn. Besiege your

I'he Wizardry series are not the Amber Sky, G/
Clown, G
ove, GA
are other earlier Greats from Cruiser, GA74 Vortex, GA75
the b 1of El Magnifico and Lord Jagged of Canaria.

some new ones too. Recently '|u golden oldies are GA3
published are GA56 Yellow ast Armada, GA311

GET ON DOWN

A brilliant collection of the poster art that reflected Rock

only Rodney Matthews

| ; » O publishes many of Roger Dean's album cover designs as
posters in our collection. There Big O publishes i B desig

beautiful color posters and we have recentl ew posters

local store for any one of them

of his into the 5
GAS58 Budgie, GA60 Greenslade, GA61 (‘ eensla
here). Other best-selling Dean posters available are:

GA1 Osibis 2 Osibisa Woyaya, GA ab, GA4 Zcarab
Landing, GAS Paladin Charge, GA® Uriah Heep, |
GAILD Yessongs-Pathway, GA11 Yessongs-Awakening, GA1
Topographic Oceans, GA13 Yessongs-Escape, GA14 Yessongs-
Arrival, GA15 Blue Demon, GA16 Bedside Manners, GA17 Relayer,
GAI18 Yesterdays, GA19 Close to the Edge, GA25 Virgin Label
GA26 McKendree Spring, GA27 Green Castle, B132 Yes Logo

wops. The new ti

s h

and Roll's explosion of new ideas, new sensations and

new attitudes over the last ten years. 95 pages of nostalgia,

6ls tupendm:\ mlour p lates. (rvt on duwn to your lmal

Each poster is
available in the
shops at $3.50
and from Big O
at 54.00

(inc P&F)

B|,., Otor 511 .ﬂﬂlm( I &P).

Name. S — S e
Address -
City = __State = _ Zip =t
Please send me (give ref. no's)

GA61 GREENSLADE SEA

=== - lenclosemycheque/M.O.forS

Big O Posters Inc

Box 6186 CharlottesvilleVA 22906 =804 9773035

Payable to Big O Posters Inc (Dept. HM) Box 6186 Charlottesville, VA. 22906
DEALERS Flease contact Matt or Arnie Rittberg

Big O POStEI'S InC at Big O on 804 9773035 for more information.
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Den, by Corben, 9

The Bird of Dust, by Bazolli and Caza, 17

A Visit to Jivaskilla Technexpo, by Lesueur, 27
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“Den," copyright © 1973, by Richard Corben. Front cover, copyright © 1977, by George Proctor. Back cover, copyright © 1977,
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“The Airtight Garage of Jerry C."” by Moebius, “The Bird of Dust,” by Bazolli and Caza, “A Visit to Jivaskilla Technexpo,” by
Lesueur, “The Blue Terror,” by Zha and Claveloux, “The Feet upon the Stomach,” by F'Murr, “Polonius,” by Picaret and Tardi, ‘‘Master,"”
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noides Associés-Paris. Reprinted by permission.
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Already & runsway best seller in Europe. and an underground senssfion in Americs, VIEWS 15 the collected record jacket parrings
(GENTLE GIANT, 0518164, YES), Fantasy illustrations, posters, skefehes, psychedelic archifectural designs, dreams, and
visrons of England’s! incredibly falenfed young artist, ROGER PEAN. /60 oversized pages, n briltarm color:




...NONETHELE

7107, | (. ITS NOT
Look what happened to Chris-
tianity . . .

This issue contains the last chap-

ter of the utterly degenerate se-
rial, “Polonius,” as well as the

In our local bookstore and yours,
too, in the section where the oc-
cult self-help books were (replac-
ing the women’s liberation books,
which in turn had replaced the
American Indian volumes after
the Black Studies tomes), we now
find shelves of science fiction fan-
tasy paperbacks, hardcovers, fan-
zines, oversizes, anthologies, col-
lections, serieses, reissues, and so
forth.

There is a temptation on the part

(who thus resemble jazz afficio-
nados, Trotskyites, nudists, and
flat earth society members) to be-
lieve our time has come—that we
are no longer cranks and weirdos,
but members of a majority: in the
cultural mainstream at last!

Forget it.

We are not now, nor have we ever
been, a mass movement. We are
a conspiracy. Beware of conspira-
cies that become fads. Popularity
can be fatal to the nicest of cults.

long-awaited conclusion to
“World Apart,” which is sup-
posed to appear without captions
or speech balloons, so do not ad-
just your set. This month’s prose
fiction is by Harlan Ellison, who
modestly assured us that his name
on the cover would sell an extra
ten thousand copies of our mag.
Our fear of becoming popular
(see above) prevented our bla-
zoning Mr. Ellison’s name on the
cover, but you can pretend it’s
there. He will.

of science fiction fantasy fans

HM COMMUNICATIONS, INC., is a subsidiary of
Twenty First Century Communications, Inc.

Chairman: Matty Simmons President: Leonard Mogel
St. Vice-President, Circulation: George S. Agoglia
Vice-President, Finance:Charles Schneider
Vice-President, Subscriptions and Product Sales:Howard Jurofsky
Vice-President, Advertising Sales:William T. Lippe

HEAVY METAL v MAGAZINE: ‘“'Heavy Metal' is a trademark of HM Communica-
tions, Inc. Copyright © 1977 HM Communications, Inc., 635 Madison Avenue,
New York, N.Y. 10022. All rights reserved. Nothing may be reprinted in whole or
in part without written permission from the publisher. Any similarity to real people
and places in fiction and semi-fiction is purely coincidental,

SUBSCRIPTIONS: Published monthly by HM Communications, Inc., 635 Madison
Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10022, $18.00 paid annual subscription, $26.00 paid two-
year subscription, and $33.00 paid three-year subscription in territorial U.S.
Additional $1.00 for Canada and Mexico, $2.00 for foreign. Application for mailing

second-class postage pending at New York, N.Y. and at additional mailing offices.

CHANGE OF ADDRESS: Subscriber please send change of address to Circulation
Manager, Heavy Metal Magazine, 635 Madison Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10022.
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Circulation Manager, Heavy Metal Magazine, 635 Madison Avenue, New York,
N.Y. 10022,
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Garage. of Jerty

THE THIED TEICK : STAR BILLIARD

(. )

SUNMMARY : MATOR
GRUBERT HAS PECIPEPTO
SEND A SPY POWN TO
HIS FORMERE HAUNTS.

HIDING IN THE
ARMORY ...

{ comEe on our N\
\ OR Tl SHOOTY A\

THE 5PY'S NAWME LABISANTIC
W /5 SAMUEL T. ROBOT CONCEINED
4 MOMHAL, AND HE | | TO BE TRANS -
WL 16 ON BOARLD MITTELS POWN TO
"STARL THE FIRST LEVEL
BILLIARD .. BY PUSHPLLL
WAVES.
g @
s ks
WAIT... THERES you you BRuTE,
SOMEONE DESERVE you /
T BE

PLIN-
ISHED /

AEM...

[ Jyou anwow WHY T'm
HERE ... NITH ALL
YOUR SWEET TALK ...

Y
R

G
ek

CET IT STRAIGHT : T'M ON
AMISS/ON.,.. A SPECIAL

MissonN ... WITH ORPERS
RISHT FROM THE TOL /

WELL...Hmm ...
AS LONG AS
YOU’'RE HERE.
NOW ...
i

I'M NOT
HERE ON ANY

SAm, DARLING,
WHEN T SAW THAT Yyou
WERE LEAVING THE “CIGURL"
T STOWEPD AWAY HERE
ON BOARD THE "STAR
B/ILLIARD ”,,, T LEFT
THE FAMI

£ you/

LY TO FOLLOW

o MOVE /

ns7AR e IN FACT.. TAKE
MUST HRBVEL%EAEN A LOOK OVER

ETHING ... MAYBE BESIDE THAT
PYRAMIICS

HEAVY METAL &



HE'S 50
CUTE,WH
HIS LITTLE

UMBRELLA...

GRAVE

I PON'T TRUST IT...IT'S A
ROBBER

LIKE A BIG GUY ... MAYBE
JUST A BIT PALUNCHY ...

/... LOOKS

FC .. = .

“yo g
()
II
sl
§

'
(1

1

.
jill
i
| !L(

.\

\il\ A VNP £ T 2
N2

\

T
you CAN'T A

oy

ettt

THE GRAVES
CONTAIN

¢ HUNDREDS
) OF
A MUMMIEIED

INFACT,
S THESE PYRA-|
STOCK £, MIDS ARE T KNOW. IT'S HORRIBLE.
TOMBS BUT REMEMBER , THE
i MATORL HAS A TASTE

EXACTLY WHAT 15 THIS
" 50 A
MNISSON ~Z

)

His FIANCEE "

& HEAVY METAL

"HE WAS WITH MALVINA

Hl THERE,
Bagy

FACE/

SAMUEL T, MOKAD , MY BOY, T AM
ENTEUSTING YOoUu WITH AN IMPORTANT
MISS/OA/. You WILL PROCEED POWN ,
AND ASCEETAIN WHETHER ALL LEVELS
HAVE INDEED FALLEN INTO ENEMY

' HANDS ...




THE MATOR IS AFRAID OF A
BAKAL|TE COUNTERATTACK
50 T HAVE TO CHECK INHAT'S
HAPPENING ON ALL LEVELS...
CAREFUL L THE 6&’&/‘5 kOB~

HE GIVES AN
IMPR {ON OF

INCRELCIBLE
STRENSTH...

WELL, THEN,
YOUNE BE-
com

SAMUEL / THAT
FIGHT &OT ME
Eﬁgﬁgpﬂ LET'S
MAKE LOVE /
HERE ...NNO

w/

I MUST FIND A
TEST CITY TO
SAMPLE THE
SITUATION

ON THI4 LEVEL... 4

VILLAGE
THAT'LL DO

LONG HOURBS PASS BENEATH THE
STILL , IV SUN OF THE FIRST
LEVEL ...

W T A7) TV TR - TTRTIE
\ e [

= 5 o

‘v
TL A

3

- . . ‘_,. lh.‘d-
-’ by

& T
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THIS “Z/P" WILL
GUIPE US o THE
NEAREST AIRLOCK /

8 HEAVY METAL

WHAT AN
M{@EN/O(/ S
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L) \ TO BE cavwweo ,«
ﬂ(mammmwu T m\ .
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Dorx, did
you find
anything?

———e

s iiﬁ -
e

No, he must have drowned. |
guess the sewer scavangers will
take care of his carcass.

e dl

»

Nevertheless, you and Ord will
remain and search for Den’s
body. The Queen demands
proof of flesh.

Damn! | thought
today | could sleep.

-

Look! Is
that something?




s

racks. i
Heh, h

Draw your gun and re-
main mounted, Ord.

The way was now clear for my return
to the ruins. Though | failed to steal
the Locnar, Kang apparently suc-
ceeded. Ard would release Kath my
love, and let us go in peace.




Kang has it. Isn't he here?. . . NO, NO! Kang has the Locnar.

He must have been delayed. He He said he would bring it back

will be here shortly, with the here. You must free Kath.
Locnar. Won't you free Kath FREE KATH NOW! | DE-
now? . MAND it! Where is she?

No Den. You agreed to bring
me the Locnar. It seemed to
be a simple enough task for a
great adventurer like you. You
Where is the Locnar, signed an agreement. | expect
Den? Give it to me. you to live up to it.




She is here, but | will
not free her until | have
the Locnar.

She merely sleeps. But
only | can awaken her.

. . .Oh, and one other thing
Den, .. .Kang's head.

FIEND!
You've killed
her.

Kath, Kath, heh, heh, heh! All
you have to do is bring me the
Locnar.




Days passed while | searched in vain.
Neverwhere is a vast domain and | saw
no one | could even question.

On the third day | came to different
ruins. They were inhabited by a klan
of semi humans who had built a town
on the site.

| proceeded to what appeared to be an
inn where | traded some small game
for a meal and a place to sleep.




These townspeople were used to wanderers
passing through, yet | had the uneasy feeling
that some had seen me somewhere before. It
was constantly frustrating; the Queen, her
men, the rebel Gel, now these suspicious oafs,
they all knew me, or someone who looked
like me. They were all strangers to me. This
very world is totally alien to a boy from
Kansas,

| absently dreamed of my other home, staring
blankly at the native dancer. | ignored a
hooded figure watching me intently.

The dancer did some spectacular movements
and then without warning, threw herself upon
me. | didn't know what to do. Maybe it was
part of the dance.




| finished my drink. . .

She finished her dance. . .

and things started
to get fuzzy.

Hey you, FELLA. ..
SSHTOP SSSTARING
at me, ssshee!

Throw that
drunk out.




Hey,
waasssh it. . .

| lost consciousness for a while, then
in a dream | saw my uncle Dan from
my other life. Something was happen-
ing to him. His appearance changed as
he traveled into another Universe.

He fought Gel. . . saved the Queen. . .




_.'!? - Py .- £
BEHOLD THE PLACE FEOM WHICH YOU WILL COME. PEATH STAR,
PENSE LIGHT, FINAL TIAP, AND PRIMAL SOURCE.

YoU WILL COME . TO UNEAVEL kNOTTEDL ABSTEACTIONS
FORMS , ANC PESTINIES . TO FULFILL STELLAR LONGINGS.
YOU WILL COomE.







COME /A STAR SUMNMONS YOU . THE SILENCE BEATING TO /TS BHYTHM ENCHANTS
YOU. EACH ONE OF YOUR FOOTSTEFPS |5 INGCRIBED IN WHITE AGONY, A
TRACELESS STUMBLE IN TIME.IN SPITE OF THE AGES WHICH SHACKLE
YOUR STEPLPS , YoU PUSH ON TO THE LIMIT OF ALL YOUE STERENGTH.ANP THE

WEIGHT YOoU PRAGC PUSHES You BLINDLY TOWARD THIS ABYSSG OF L/IGHT.
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A SOUND SPREADS :
FROM DUST TO PUST. B
& AN AWAKENING
OF SOMETHING
GONE TO GROUND.
ouTCRY.

NOU D18 NOT HEAR THE RUMBLING OF THE GTAE.
You pre NOoT HEAR,
SUREOUNPED BY YOUR SILENCE.

HEAVY METAL 21









S AL AT

... YOU HEARED NOTHING . THE EITUAL PERFOEKMELD AND
DIGPOSSESSED AT LAST, YOU ARE ENLIGHTENMENT.

You HAVE OFENED THE

24 HEAVY METAL






x5

NOU CAME TO DECIPHER LUSTEELESS MIRACLES, ABSTEUSE RITES,
TO PENETRATE TIME. YOU CAVIE TO GRATIFY STELLAR LONGINGS..,

BEHOLD THE PLACE FROM WHICH YOU CAM.
BUENING TRAR, IMMINENCE . ..

FROM WHICH YOoU ARE YET TO COME.




A VISIT TO J/VASKILLA TECHNEXFPO

BY P LESUEUR
THIS |5 TIVASKILLA, SECOND PLANET IV ... CHOSEN AS THE SI7E FOR THE GREAT TECHNEXPO . THE
THE GALACTIC UNIVERSAL CHAIN ... GALACTIC UNIVERSE /5 CELTAINLY WELL REPRESENTEL

HERE , AS E/IGHTEEN PLANETS ARE EXHIBITING THEIE
LATES T INVENTIONS. (THE GEAND SHOWEBOOV WAS ES-
ECIALLY BU/LT FOR THE EVENT, ACCORDING TO THE PESIGNS

OF THE AECHITECT VUDMM/ )

OUTS/IPE TECHNEXKPO , SEVERAL THE OFFICIAL OPENING WAS SCHEDULED TO mwczpf Wr7H
HUNDREL WONIEN DEMONSTRATEL PRES/IPENT- 601/524;0.&? BLOKINE'S Wé!?'
BEIEFLY. OF COURSE, THEE ENTRY

15 ENTIRELY FORBIPOEN, NLESS THEY )L ! ll,!j .',
ARE ACCOMPANYING ROYAL VIS TORS. \ ‘-;; \l
- s = \

IN HIS SPEECH, HE WELCOMED THE REPRESEN -
TATIVES OF EVERY PLANET -—FOREIGH

ENGINEERS ALl -- LAYING FPARTICLILAR STEESS )
ON THE BARGAINING POWER OF THE ENGINEERS e Tt oy S— | =
SUILD, ANC ON THE NECESSITY FOR CERTAIN FIRMS N ’ = il =

THE GALACTIC UNMVEESE TO REFOLEANIZE THEMSELVES.

HEAYY METAL 27



‘77FLsby-2FF0 SO W4 FHL H0
:m@_\@qm‘m@s@em =/ 1457 FHL oL "INMDFINIONT S0 T LSINIW
M 7EHDGISINSd &) LHD1D 6, LNFDISTFId FHL QL * FLON

"dFoh S LNINOIWOD ANy

STV W H0 NOUDTFTIFS INFSTIVD FHL ONIZTIISNOD 'dFTF LS
AL LTI F LS L] Lhd 'dF10INF2 LoN SvmM F2/d FHL

o/QULVIEN XISNEAL D/ LDT 7T MY HLIM dF74N100 SQLOW

VoOouLINg 77423M07 OML HLIM IFAA109F FIY AFHL ‘ S LNTNT
DULEW OTF/0 FHLO AN STV D04 AT7WITFIST aFNIFIONOD

" FY[ILNS FHL
NI LFF 7 TVILNTFIST2d FHL. NIOdY TIM HIIHN . 'STIAGSHun

D)H/FL OML ~=T7FLSV AN -2TIO FO Wa/F FHL HITOIHL
—= LU ShH VT UNSPNIL HO AINFWNIFNOD FHL LIFIHXT No S/
NOUDEILLY FTFIHD FH. TF& QL dFIFTISNOD WL FHL F2FHM

Y3 sN ANVLS OL dFTFTI0Yd NFHL FNIXNOTE JONIINOD -LNTJIST A
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FAMOUS FOR IT5 INVENTIONS, THE SHVIALL FIEM OF ADLERTZ, | | THE MALAWAMPLR KORTEBAOL WAS
WHICH SPECALIZES IN SPORTS GLIPERS, /5 EXHIBITING THIS PELIGHTED WTH THE APLERT Z
LAEGE AND LUXUEIOUS CONVERTIBLE , FOWEFLEL WITH CONVERTIBLE , AND OEPERED FIVE
[MPORTEL LYCOW/NG COMPEESSOSS, LIMITED PEOLLUCTION : MOPELS, IN FOUR-TONE PASTEL
23 MOLEL SFECIMENS . COLORS, FOR HIS FAVORITE

PRICE: /50,000 7s. env. CONCUBINES.

/l

i

n; J&'!{'.-.ti':l:i'ﬂ'n\li' {

e

' L E ]
THE ENGINEER-INVENTOE OULANOV, FROM
PONFERGEEL , A PLANET RICH /N NABANAS (A WHICH, WHEN [GAMITEL, CAN PROLHCE ENOUGH
BITTEE,TUICY FRUIT ) PEMONSTEATEL HIS HEAT TO POWERE A TRANSVERSAL -ENERGETIC -
INGENUITY : IF YOU FILL A RESERVOIR WITH PROPULSION UNIT-

B VL

) : by i W L % p— A
gy y Qim bl HERE OULIANOV EXPLAING HIS
\!‘(«\S_ff"@‘%’ INVENTION :

N ." A =
\ W AL

i i \—/ — ") / AN\ \%3)_#!{!4 ) -7
NOTE : THE OULIANOV SYSTEM WAS NOT, /N FACT, NABANAS ON OTHER PLANETS N THE
A BIG EXPORT [TEM, AS THECE ARE HARCLY ANY  BALACTIC UMVERSE.
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THIS WANPERMOBILE 16 A COLLECTOE'S (TEM --
(T'6 SPECIALLY PESIGNELR FOR LONG TEIPS AND
CAN GEAT FROM FIVE TO SEVEN PASSENGEES. (TS
A PRODUCT OF TUKER - SIMPLEX-RANSOMMER
(TUKER - SIMPLEX HAS AVIALGAVATEL FANSOMVER,
WHICH WAS IN FINANCIAL TROUBLE ). ON THE LEFT, Nou
CAN SEE THE FAMOUS AIRTIGHT PROFPULSION

NEVEE MASS PROLUCEL.

X AS OFPTIONS OMLY

30 HEAVY METAL

UNIT BUILT BY TUKEE-S/MPLEX INITS KAVALLA
FACTORY,

NOTE THAT YOu CAN BuY AN ASSORTMENT OF
CUSTOMIZEL "HABITAT BUBBLES "' PIFFERENT
EROM THE MASS~FROPUCELD UNIT. FRICE : 356015,
WITH AIR CONPITIONING ON THE SPIEALS :B680 7s.




{
]

)

&
|

—
—

‘Wl

‘SIFSSHO INING SNIUENIOVNT FO WILSAS SNOINVION) FHL: FLON

LINVTS LIVS

FHL FO VT Add FHL NO STOVIS LHDIT B N/ SHALS LIPS
LI OAVIALINTS S TIODTY FHL TFTHEHWS (LTSN S LIFILIOS
SSOHM) TTITEWOY WIWOX VW IS LUHL , IFIOTIXNT.. SIHL No st L)
LDV N/ TFTOW TNIIFINOM LSOW SIH ATIING ‘OL "2 FHL SLIFGIHXT
UIMTIONAILY WOS ININFIGIIUINT VWSILIY FT7LLIT FHL ‘HLOVILIN
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AND 80O WE mUsT ENP OUE ALL-TOO-SHOET VISIT WITH THE HIGHLIGHT OF THE TECHNEXPO
SoRD, PREMER MANUFACTURCER OF THE GALACTIC UNMVEESE , WITH SEVENTY -S/X FACTORIES
AND 784, 000 EMPLOYEES, WINNER OF THE GOLD BOLT FOR EXPORT TRAPE .

AS USUAL THERE 1S NO SHORTAGE OF INVENTIONS AT SORL. CENTER : A LOVELY MONO -
CONVERTIBLE, A-SERIES PROPELLER , WITH BopyY BY FINLANDIE ZAKINNEN KORROSSON,
CENTER RIGHT : VEHICULUS, A MODEL FROM THE PREMIER SERIES ,REAE ANIMATION,
HARP CEFRIGEEATION. BOTTOM LEFT © THE ENTIRELY NEW "SUeViVAL " HABITATVIOB/LE .
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ON APRIL 26, THE 56,0004 UMIT LEFT THE ASSEMBLY LINE AT
THE DICTEOIC FACTORY : [T'S A LONG BorY CONSUMER COUF,
LA, BO. (FOTO COURTESY: SORL MOTOE CO. )
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usiC BOYXES. DO THAT DPEPENDS ... L
#FHE?{ rN‘?EEE"—gT DREAM OF THE OCEQN:
NOU @ "; . gt OF WAVEZ, OF 6ULLS...

AEE You

CRYING & NO, IT'S

RAINING ...

WERE YOU AN
ISLAND BlIRDZ




| T'VE 6OT TO GET

SOME AIE AS LONG
AS IT'S WRITTEN

50 MUCH TO
DO, 60 LITTLE

;e

il Lk

7

—— :
% 877 #k g WELL,HELLO/ A NENCOMER /
// ~ §

s HE GIVES ME THE CREEPS/
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COME ON, NOW,
T'LL RISK IT
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PARDON ME./
T'M S5CARED OF
EVEEYTHING.

HOW'S |T GOING
THIS MOENINGZ

THEN THIS
AFTEENOON,
OR TONIGHTZ

NG

15 THIS A
Bl SuRvEY 7

i, il

IT'S CLEARING

UP. MAYBE WE'D

BE MORE
COMFORTASLE |&
ON THIS BENCHZ |8

~ -

ALWAYS

T
Lovep THE (|
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YOUR BOOK
ANY 600p Z
WHAT'S THIS
SURVEY FOR?Z

A NEW BRAND OF : 3 = | READABLE.
8 canvies. | s / - ol

o | B,

FEELINGSZF Ry

.:.::.';:- ANYWAY, You can A
GET SOME aR...




HEAVY METAL 39




WELL / WHAT HE 5aYS
HERE ISN'T SO BAL. ..
FAILURE 1SN'T
NECESSARILY A DISFASE...
TRUE ENOUGH ...

ITS NOT ALL THAT
BEASTLY...BUT IT'S
MARD ... OM /T'M 60
DEPRESSED/T'LL

NEVER GET ANYWHERE ...
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The Apventures ofF Luowie MotLusc

"The Feet-upon e Sfomach”

RESUME : LUDWIG, THE HAPPY LITTLE ELF,/5
VACATIONING BY THE SEA . ..

AT nem osT)
THE EXTRATER-
RESTRIALS ARRIVEL ..
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J——————— ]

(Fagpe 1 |
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Now &l/ you young people
corne jsterr fo me,

Wherr you fake your vacatror
Qowrn by the salt ses,

If you wish 1or the gods
and the 7ates fo pe king,

Never mind, never ming,
never mund, never mnd...
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"I SEE THE
FOXGLOVE OPEN ON
A CARPET FILIGREED
WITH SILVEE EYES ANP
TEESSES...”

AAH...

WHAT A
WONPERFUL

"FROM A GOLDEN
PLAIN AMIDST SILK
RIBBONS, GRAY GAUZE,
GREEN VELVETS, AND THE
CRYSTAL PIGKS WHICH BLACKEN
LIKE BRONZE IN THE SUN " -—
G6IPPNUP KOLOKO /
LET'S GO/
YUK/ qUK./
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"PIECES OF GOLP,
YELLOW, STREWN ON AGATE,
MAHOGANY PILLARS SUPPORTING AN
EMERALD DOME , BOURUETS OF WHITE SATIN
AND SLENDEE WANDS OF RUBIES CLUSTER..."
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"AS IF 4 GOD WITH JUST LOOK AT THIS LITTLE
VAST BLUE EYES, IN MOUNTAIN FELLOW,THIS YOUNG
THE FORMS OF spow, RASCAL OFF ALL ALONE. ON
GEA, AND SKY HAD AN ADVENTURE , CROSSING
SUMMONEP To His MY BIO-FOREST WHILE
MARBLE TEERACES A QUOTING
CrRowp oF Mfgﬂry b\\EIMBHUP./

YELLOW ROcES #°
s F /
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WHAT pO
THE FLAMES
SAY TONIGHT =
WILL TOMORROW
BE A 6O0OD
pAvY, Goop oLD
KOLOKO &
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Bl SUODENLY: 4 HOREIBLE PIEDSHELL S5CORPION!

=

Lummnr/
ANOTHER ONE
OF THOSE

STUFPIP
MONSTERS /
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THE FAWNN DANCES,
TRACING /N THE AlR
THE SECRET AND
AAGICAL GESTURES
WHICH HAVE AL WAYS
PACIFIEL THE
PIEDSHELL .
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THIG GleL (S BUT
TWENTY YEARS

OF AGE . SHE 15
EXPERT AT RUNNING
ALONG MOSSY
BOUGHS . SHE

EATS THE FRUITS
WHICH BROW HERE
FREELY N
PROFUISION.,

ANG ALL WHO PWELL
N THE BIO-FOCEST
KNOW HER




BOOLr EVENING,
LITTLE FELLOW FROM
THE HIGHLANDS ... IT
WAS YOUR FIEE THAT
ATTRACTED THE PIEPSHELL
HERE... THEY HAVE THE
BEAINS OF

FLIES...
PR AND IT'S ME

THAT HE WANTED AS
PLUNPER /.. UK ...
WHAT WouLD You saY
TO A NICE HOT CUP
OF BANG,
LITTLE FAWN =

PON'T LAUGH, LOONA ...
UP IN THE HILLS, THE WHOLE
BEAR-FLY TRIBE LAUGHED AT ME
JUST THAT WAY WHEN T TOLD THEM
T WAS GOING AROUND THE WORLD,
THROUGH THE BIO-FOREST, ACROSS
THE SAVANNAH,TO THE OCEAN SHORE ...

COVIE, LOONA ...

STOP LAUGHING AND THINK OF THE
WONDPERS OF THE WORLPD ...

T'VE HEARD OF GIANT SHIPS THAT
FLOAT AND FLY ... T'VE HEARD OF
CITIES, LOONA, HUMAN CITIES /

NOU FELLOWS
FROM THE MOUNTAINTOPS,
RIDING YOUR Bl& BIRDS,
WITHALL YOUR CLOTHES AN
HATS, AND SHOES ON YOUR FEET,
NOU NO LONGER KNOW WHERE.
GOPp [5...

WHY SHOULD T 60 ANYWHERE
WITH A HOPELESS (DIOT
LIKE Yyou ...
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TS OVER
THERE THAT Nou FIND
THE Bl HORSTRICHES LIKE
KOLOKO...WE MUST CATCH
ONE FOR NOU TO rIPE ...

You WERE
RIGHT TO COME
WITH ME , LOONA. ...

LOOK HOW BEAUTIFUL
THE SAVANNAH IS...
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Wi

=y g e WHAT DID You
AEEaEe s G [ 5AYZ LOONA,
WHAT PO Jou

T'M AFRAID

ITS Too LATE
FOR ALL YOUR
ALANS, LITTLE

MOUNTAIN
. FELLOW/

WonNperFUL /
HUMANS / MORE
OF THEM THAN
THERE AFE IN THE o
WHOLE BEAR-FLY LITTLE
TRIBE /AND LOOK /| FELLOW ... POOR.
A MYTHICAL LITTLE FELLOW...EACH
MACHINE / y BLAPE OF 6GRASS IN
$ THE FIELDS 15
WHISPERING OF A
VIOLENT ENPING ...
WITH THE FEAR
OF PDEATH /
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THE TRAVELERS, BOY, GleL , AND
BIED, ARE CUT DOWN BY A VOLLEY
OF CLASS YKLEER TAK 59" BULLETS,
EXTREMELY EFFECTIVE AT

THIS RANSGE.

Cilges 1O MINGcO...come NOTHING , YOUR SUPERNESS/... NOTHING
st AT ALL . WE'RE ADVANCING. STILL NO

V. WHAT WAS THAT

SHOOTING ABoUT & RESISTANCE FROM THE ENEMY. OVER.
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AN WEEV PEDIGAPED ARZEILVZ

OWUH NAYTUN /ZA GRAPE
NAYTUN , WAYUH NOMIAN (ZA
NYLAND OWUH WIMIN ETHUH
WAHUH WOHMTH N DYELOG
HAV BEBLAYZEL INPVEEFNZ. .

WEEV BRODYUH HOME ! HOME
TUH LAWN OWPUH/ HOME
TUH SKURITY N PERZNUL
PEEZ UH MINE/

NO./AH BLEEVE
YAWLUL STANBY
THE TEEM THAZ

INIV

N S
i
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HEAVY COMIX!

From the depths of the “‘underground’’ come fabulous tales of sword and sorcery, of future worlds, of alien beings.
These books represent some of the best American illustrated fantasy, printed in the original underground comix,
exuberant and uninhibited. You must be 18 or over to order these collections of outstanding comic art.

SLOW DEATH

}_\DULTStON Lyl

fzowﬂfﬂm- y

Tales of ecological disaster, visions of the decaying and \nolent earthof the future by foremost artists like chhard Corben [author
of Den), Rand Holmes, William Stout, Jaxon, Sheridan, Irons and more. $1.00 each. Slow Death Package: issues No. 2 through

No. 7, 6 comix for $6.00

STAR REACH

The best *'straight” cartoonists try thelr hand atthe freedum of expression ava:lab]e only in the underground Artists like Howard
Chaykin, Frank Brunner and more bring a new spirit of adventure to their professional styles. 48 pages in each issue for $1.25. Star
Reach Package: issues No. 1 through No. 8, 8 comix for $10.00

SNATCH SAMPLER

In such titles as Snatch and Jiz,
talented satirists like Robert
Crumb, S. Clay Wilson, Robert
Williams and others of Zap Comics
fame, took the filthy 8-pagers of
the 30's a few steps further. Col-
lected together for the first time in
book form are 160 pages of these
hilarious, totally unrestrained sex-
ual parodies. $2.95

KRUPP CATALOG

You've never seen a
catalog like this before!

Our latest giant mail order
catalog contains listings of over
250 underground comix plus
fantasy books and posters,
T-Shirts, books on drugs, pipes,
papers and smoking supplies.
Over 1,000 products. Delivered
by first class mail for just $1.00,
which is refundable with your
first order.

Bonus: Order any product
listed on this page and get
our giant catalog FREE!

— Slow Death Package $6.00 ea
—_ Star Reach Package $10.00 ea.
— The Snatch Sampler $2.95 ea.
— The Krupp Catalog $1.00 ea.

(free with an order!)

Minimum order, $3.00. Include 50° with each
order for postage. Master Charge and Bank-
Americard accepted. Include all numbers & signa-
ture. Make checks payable to: Krupp Mail Order,
Ltd.

Sign here:
I am 18 or older

Name

Address

City State Zip
Send to: Krupp Mail Order, Ltd.

P.O. Box 9090, Dept. SD-1
Boulder, Co. 80301

h—-——--——---—-——-——-—‘—-——-




WORLD APART

THE GOLDEN CITY

"BY E+Es DAVIS
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lllustration by Tom Barber

How's the Night Life
on Cissalda?

By Harlan Ellison

hen they unscrewed the time capsule, preparatory to
helping temponaut Enoch Mirren disembark, they
found him doing a disgusting thing with a disgusting thing.

Every head turned away. The word that sprang to mind
first was, “Feh!”

They wouldn’t tell Enoch Mirren’s wife he was back.
They evaded the question when Enoch Mirren’s mother
demanded to know the state of her son’s health after his
having taken the very first journey into another time/uni-
verse. The new President was given dissembling answers.
No one bothered to call San Clemente. The Chiefs of Staff
were kept in the dark. Inquiries from the CIA and the FBI
were met with responses in pig Latin, and the bureaus were
subtly diverted into investigating each other. Walter Cron-
kite found out, but after all, there are even limits to how
tight security can get.

Their gorges buoyant, every one of them, the rescue crew
and the medical team and the chrono-experts at TimeSep
Central did their best, but found it impossible to pry tempo-
naut Enoch Mirren’s penis from the (presumably) warm
confines of the disgusting thing’s (presumed) sexual orifice.

A cadre of alien morphologists was assigned to make an
evaluation: to decide if the disgusting thing was male or
female. After a sleepless week they gave up. The head of
the group made a good case for his team’s failure. “It’'d be
a damned sight easier to decide if we could get that clown
out of her ... him...it...that thing!”
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They tried cajoling, they tried threatening, they tried
rational argument, they tried inductive logic, they tried de-
ductive logic, they tried salary incentives, they tried profit
sharing, they tried tickling his risibilities, they tried tickling
his feet, they tried punching him, they tried shocking him,
they tried arresting him, they tried crowbars, they tried
hosing him down with cold water, then hot water, then
seltzer water, they tried suction devices, they tried sensory
deprivation, they tried doping him into unconsciousness.
They tried shackling him to a team of Percherons pulling
north and the disgusting thing to a team of Clydesdales
pulling south. They gave up after three and a half weeks.

The word somehow leaked out that the capsule had come
back from time/universe Earth, and the Russians rattled
swords—suggesting that the decadent American filth had
brought back a decimating plague that was even now oozing
toward Minsk. (TimeSep Central quarantined anyone even
remotely privy to the truth.) The OPEC nations announced
that the Americans, in league with Zionist technocrats, had
found a way to siphon off crude oil from the time/universe
next to our own, and promptly raised the price of gasoline
another two dollars a barrel. (TimeSep Central moved
Enoch Mirren and the disgusting thing to its supersecret
bunker headquarters sunk beneath the Painted Desert.) The
Pentagon demanded the results of the debriefing and threat-
ened to cut throats; Congress demanded the results and
threatened to cut appropriations. (TimeSep Central bit the
bullet—they had no other choice, there had been no debrief-
ing—and they stonewalled: we cannot relay the requested
data at this time.)

Temponaut Enoch Mirren continued coitusing.

The expert from Johns Hopkins, a tall, gray gentleman
who wore three-piece suits, and whose security clearance
was so stratospherically high the President called him on
the red phone, sequestered himself with the temponaut and
the disgusting thing for three days. When he emerged, he
called in the TimeSep Central officials and said, “Ladies
and gentlemen, quite simply put, Enoch Mirren has brought
back from Earth, the most perfect fuck in the universe.”

After they had revived one of the women and four of the
men, the expert from Johns Hopkins, a serious, pale gentle-
man who wore wing-tip shoes, continued. “As best I can
estimate, this creature—clearly an alien life-form from
some other planet in that alternate time/universe—has an
erotic capacity that, once engaged, cannot be neutralized.
Once having begun to enjoy its, uh, favors . . . a man either
cannot or will not stop having relations.”

“But that’s impossible!” said one of the women. “Men
simply cannot hold an erection that long.” She looked
around at several of her male compatriots with disdain.

“Apparently, the thing secretes some sort of stimulant,
a jelly perhaps, that reengorges the male member,” said
the expert from Johns Hopkins.

“But is it male or female?” asked one of the men, an
administrative assistant who had let it slip in one of their
regular encounter sessions that he was concerned about
his own sexual preferences.

“It’s both, and neither,” said the expert from Johns Hop-
kins. “It seems equipped to handle anything up to and
including chickens or kangaroos with double vaginas.” He

“How's the Night Life on Cissalda?” copyright © 1977,
Harlan Ellison. Reprinted from Chrysalis, a new science fiction
anthology edited by Roy Torgeson. Featuring original stories
by Theodore Sturgeon, Richard Lupoff, and other notables.
(Zebra Books, Kensington Publishing Corp.).
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smiled a thin, controlled smile, saying, “You folks have a
problem,” and then he presented them with a staggering bill
for his services. Then he departed, still smiling.

They were little better off than they had been before.

But the women seemed interested.

Two months later, having fed temponaut Enoch Mirren
intravenously when they noticed that his weight had been
dropping alarmingly, they found an answer to the problem
of separating the man and the sex object. By setting up a
random sequence sound wave system, pole to pole, with
Mirren and his paramour between, they were able to disrupt
the flow of energy in the disgusting thing’s metabolism.
Mirren opened his eyes, blinked several times, murmured,
“Oh, that was good!” and they pried him loose.

The disgusting thing instantly rolled into a ball and went
to sleep.

They immediately hustled Enoch Mirren into an elevator
and dropped with him to the deepest, most tightly secured
level of the supersecret underground TimeSep Central com-
plex, where a debriefing interrogation cell waited to claim
him. It was 10’x10’x20’, heavily padded in black Nauga-
hyde, and was honeycombed with sensors and microphones.
No lights.

They put him in the cell, let him stew for twelve hours,
then fed him, and began the debriefing.

“Mirren, what the hell is that disgusting thing?”

The voice came from the ceiling. In the darkness Enoch
Mirren belched lightly from the quenelles of red snapper
they had served him, and scooted around on the floor where
he was sitting, trying to locate the source of the annoyed
voice.

“It’s a terrific little person from Cissalda,” he said.

“Cissalda?” Another voice; a woman’s voice.

“A planet in another star system of that other time /uni-
verse,” he replied politely. “They call it Cissalda.”

“It can talk?” A third voice, more studious.

: “Telepathically. Mind-to-mind. When we're making
ove.”

“All right, knock it off, Mirren!” the first voice said.

Enoch Mirren sat in darkness, smiling.

“Then there’s life in that other universe, apart from that
disgusting thing, is that right?” The third voice.

“Oh, sure,” Enoch Mirren said, playing with his toes.
He had discovered he was naked.

“How’s the night life on Cissalda?” asked the woman’s
voice, not really seriously.

“Well, there’s not much activity during the week,” he
answered, “but Saturday nights are dynamite, I'm told.”

“I said knock it off, Mirren!”

“Yes, sir.”

The third voice, as if reading from a list of prepared
questions, asked, “Describe time/universe Earth, as fully
as you can; will you do that, please?”

“I didn’t see that much, to be perfectly frank with you,
but it’s really nice over there. It's warm and very bright,
even when the frenzel smelches. Every nolnek there’s a vit,
when the cosmish isn’t drendeling. But 7 found . . .”

“Hold it, Mirren!” the first voice screamed.

There was a gentle click, as if the speakers were cut off
while the interrogation team talked things over. Enoch
scooted around till he found the soft wall, and sat up against
it, whistling happily. He whistled “You and the Night and
the Music,” segueing smoothly into “Some Day My Prince
Will Come.” There was another gentle click and one of
the voices returned. It was the angry voice that spoke first;
the impatient one who was clearly unhappy with the tempo-



naut. His tone was soothing, cajoling, as if he were the
Recreation Director of the Outpatient Clinic of the Men-
ninger Foundation.

“Enoch...may I call you Enoch?...” Enoch mur-
mured it was lovely to be called Enoch, and the first voice
went on, “We're, uh, having a bit of difficulty understanding
you.”

“How so?”

“Well, we're taping this conversation . . . uh, you don’t
mind if we tape this, do you, Enoch?”

“Huh-uh.”

“Yes, well. We find, on the tape, the following words:
frenzel, smelches, nolneg ...”

“That’s nolnek,” Enoch Mirren said. “A nolneg is quite
another matter. In fact, if you were to refer to a nolnek
as a nolneg, one of the tilffs would certainly get highly upset
and level a renaq...”

“Hold it"”” The hysterical tone was creeping back into the
interrogator’s voice. “Nolnek, nolneg, what does it mat-
ter—"’

“Oh, it matters a lot. See, as I was saying—"

“__jt doesn’t matter at all, Mirren, you asshole! We
can’t understand a word you're saying!”

The woman'’s voice interrupted. “Lay back, Bert. Let me
talk to him.” Bert mumbled something vaguely obscene
under his breath. If there was anything Enoch hated, it was
vagueness.

“Enoch,” said the woman’s voice, “this is Dr. Arpin.
Inez Arpin? Remember me? I was on your training team
before you left?”

Enoch thought about it. “Were you the black lady with
the glasses and the ink blots?”

“No. I'm the white lady with the rubber gloves and the
rectal thermometer.”

“Oh, sure, of course. You have very trim ankles.”

“Thank you.”

Bert's voice exploded through the speaker. “Jeezus Kee-
rice, Inez!”

“Enoch,” Dr. Arpin continued, ignoring Bert, “are you
speaking in tongues?”

Enoch Mirren was silent for a moment, then said, “Gee,
I'm awfully sorry. I guess I've been linked up with the
Cissaldan so long, I've absorbed a lot of how it thinks and
speaks. I'm really sorry. I'll try to translate.”

The studious voice spoke again. “How did you meet the,
uh, Cissaldan?”

“Just appeared. I didn’t call it or anything. Didn’t even
see it arrive. One minute it wasn’t there, and the next it
was.”

Dr. Arpin spoke. “But how did it get from its own planet
to Earth,? Some kind of spaceship, perhaps?”

“No, it just .. .came. It can move by will. It told me it
felt my presence, and just simply hopped across all the way
from its home in that other star system. I think it was true
love that brought it. Isn’t that nice?”

All three voices tried speaking at once.

“Teleportation!” Dr. Arpin said, wonderingly.

“Mind-to-mind contact, telepathy, across unfathomable
light-years of space,” the studious voice said, awesomely.

“And what does it want, Mirren?”” Bert demanded, for-
getting the conciliatory tone. His voice was the loudest.

“Just to make love; it’s really a terrific little person.”

“So you just hopped in the sack with that disgusting
thing, is that right? Didn’t even give a thought to decent
morals or contamination or your responsibility to us, or the
mission, or anything? Just jumped right into the hay with
that pukeable pervert?”

“It semed like a good idea at the time,” Enoch said.

“Well, it was a lousy idea, whaddaya think about that,
Mirren? And there’ll be repercussions, you can bet on that,
too; repercussions! Investigations! Responsibility must be
placed!” Bert was shouting again. Dr. Arpin was trying to
calm him.

At that moment, Enoch heard an alarm go off some-
where. It came through the speakers in the ceiling quite
clearly, and in a moment the speakers were cut off. But in
that moment the sound filled the interrogation cell, its ulu-
lations signaling dire emergency. Enoch sat in silence, in
darkness, naked, humming, waiting for the voices to return.
He hoped he’d be allowed to get back to his Cissaldan pretty
soon.

But they never came back. Not ever.

The alarm had rung because the disgusting thing had
vanished. The alien morphologists who had been monitor-
ing it through the one-way glass of the control booth front-
ing on the examination stage that formed the escape-proof
study chamber, had been turned away only a few seconds,
accepting mugs of steaming stimulant-laced coffee from a
Tech 3. When they turned back, the examination stage was
empty. The disgusting thing was gone.

People began running around in ever-decreasing circles.
Some of them disappeared into holes in the walls and made
like they weren’t there.

Three hours later they found the disgusting thing.

It was making love with Dr. Marilyn Hornback in a
broom closet.

TimeSep Central, deep underground, was the primary
locus of visitation, because it had taken the Cissaldan a little
while to acclimate itself. But even as Bert, Dr. Inez Arpin,
the studious type whose name does not matter, and all the
others who came under the classification of chrono-experts
were trying to unscramble their brains at the bizarre pro-
gression of events in TimeSep Central, matters were already
out of their hands.

Cissaldans began appearing everywhere.

As though summoned by some silent song of space and
time (which, in fact, was the case), disgusting things began
popping into existence all over Earth. Like kernels of corn
suddenly erupting into blossoms of popcorn, one moment
there would be nothing—or a great deal of what passed for
nothing—and the next moment a Cissaldan was there.
Invariably, right beside a human being. And, in the next
moment, the invariable human being would get this good
idea that it might be nice to, uh, er, that is, well, sorta do it
with this creature . . .

Saffron-robed monks entering the mountain fastness of
the Dalai Lama found that venerable fount of cosmic wis-
dom busily shtupping a disgusting thing. A beatific smile
creased his wizened countenance.

An international conference of Violently Inclined Film-
makers at the Bel Air Hotel in Beverly Hills was interrupted
when it was noticed that Roman Polanski was under a table
making violent love to a thing no one wanted to look at.
Sam Peckinpah rushed over to abuse it. That went on, till
Peckinpah’s disgusting thing materialized and the director
fell upon it, moaning.

In the middle of their telecasts, Carmelita Pope, Dinah
Shore, and Merv Griffin looked away from the cyclopean
red eye of the live cameras, spotted disgusting things, ex-
posed themselves, and went to it thereby upping their
flagging ratings considerably.

His Glorious Majesty, the Right Honorable President,
General Idi Amin Dada, while selecting material for his
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new cowboy suit (crushed velvet had his temporary nod
as being in just the right vein of quiet good taste), witnessed
a materialization right beside his adenoid-shaped swimmin g
pool and fell on his back. The disgusting thing hopped on.
No one paid any attention.

Truman Capote, popping Quaaludes like M&Ms, rolled
himself into a puffy little ball as his Cissaldan mounted
him. The level of dope in his system, however, was so high
that the disgusting thing went mad and strained itself
straight up the urethra and hid itself against his prostate.
Capote’s voice instantly dropped three octaves.

Maidservants to Queen Elizabeth, knocking frantically
on the door to her bedchamber, were greeted with silence.
Guards instantly forced the door. They turned their heads
away from the disgusting sight that greeted them. There
was nothing regal, nothing imperial, nothing even remotely
majestic about what was taking place there on the floor.

When Salvador Dali entered his Cissaldan, his waxed
mustaches drooped alarmingly, like molten pocket watches.

Anita Bryant, locked in her bassinet-pink bathroom with
her favorite vibrator, found herself suddenly assaulted by
a disgusting thing. She fought it off and a second appeared.
Then a third. Then a platoon. In moments the sounds of
her outraged shrieks could be heard throughout that time
zone, degenerating quickly into a bubbling, citraholic gur-
gle. It was the big bang theory actualized.

Cissaldans appeared to 1400 assembly line workers in
the automobile plant at Toyota City, just outside Yoko-
hama. While the horny-handed sons and daughters of toil
were busily getting it on, hundreds of half-assembled car
bodies crashed and thundered into an untidy pile forty feet
high.

Masters and Johnson had it off with the same one.

Billy Graham was discovered by his wife and members
of his congregation having congress with a disgusting thing
in a dust bin. He was “knowing” it, however, in the Biblical
sense, murmuring, “I found it!”

Three fugitive Reichsmarschalls, posing as Bolivian
sugar cane workers while they plotted the renascence of
the Third Reich, were confronted by suddenly materialized
Cissaldans in a field near Cochabamba. Though the dis-
gusting things looked disgustingly kosher, the unrepentant
Nazis hurled themselves onto the creatures, visualizing
pork-fat sandwiches. i

William Shatner, because of his deep and profound ex-
perience with Third World Aliens, attempted to commu-
nicate with the disgusting thing that popped into existence
in his dressing room. He began delivering a captainlike
lecture on coexistence and the Cissaldan—bored—van-
ished, to find a more suitable mate. A few minutes later,
a less discerning Cissaldan appeared, and Shatner, now
overcome with this good idea, fell on it, dislodging " his
hairpiece.

Evel Knievel took a running jump at a disgusting thing,
overshot, hit the wall, and, semiconscious, dragged himself
back to the waiting aperture.

There in that other time/universe, the terrific little per-
sons of Cissalda had spent an eternity making love to one
another. But their capacity for passion was enormous,
beyond calculation, intense and never-waning. It could be
called fornigalactic. They had waited millennia for some
other race to make itself known to them. But life springs
into being only rarely, and their eons were spent in familiar
sex with their own kind, and in loneliness. A loneliness
monumental to conceive. When Enoch Mirren had come
through the fabric of time and space to Earth,, they had
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sent the most adept of their race to check him out. And
the Cissaldan looked upon Enoch Mirren and found him
to be good.

And so, like a reconnaissance ant sent out from the hill
to scout the territory of a sugar cookie, that most talented
of disgusting things sent back telepathic word to its kind:
We've got a live one here.

Now, in mere moments, the flood of teleporting Cissal-
dans overflowed the Earth: one for every man, woman,
and child on the planet. Also leftovers for chickens and
kangaroos with double vaginas.

The four top members of the Presidium of the Central
Committee of the Supreme Soviet of the Communist Party
(CPSU) of the Union of Soviet Socialist Republics—Brezh-
nev, Kosygin, Podgorny, and Gromyko—deserted the four
hefty ladies who had come as Peoples’ Representatives to
the National Tractor Operators Conference from the
Ukraine, and began having wild—but socialistic—inter-
course with the disgusting things that materialized on their
conference table. The four hefty ladies did not care: four
Cissaldans had popped into existence for their pleasure.
It was better than being astride a tractor. Or Brezhnev,
Kosygin, Podgorny, and Gromyko.

All over the world, Mort Sahl and Samuel Beckett and
Fidel Castro and H. R. Haldeman and Ti-Grace Atkinson
and Lord Snowdon and Jonas Salk and Jorge Luis Borges
and Golda Meir and Earl Butts linked up with disgusting
things and said no more. A stately and pleasant hush fell
across the planet. Barbra Streisand hit the highest note of
her career as she was penetrated. Philip Roth had guilt, but
did it anyhow. Stevie Wonder fumbled, but got in finally.
It was good.

All over the planet Earth it was quiet and it was good.

One week later, having established without room for
discourse that Naugahyde was neither edible nor appetizing,
Enoch Mirren decided he was being brutalized. He had
not been fed, been spoken to, been permitted the use of
lavatory facilities, or in even the smallest way been noticed
since the moment he had heard the alarm go off and the
speakers had been silenced. His interrogation cell smelled
awful, he had lost considerable weight, he had a dreadful
ringing in his ears from the silence and, to make matters
terminal, the air was getting thin. “Okay, no more Mister
Nice Guy,” he said to the silence, and proceeded to effect
his escape.

Clearly, easy egress from a 10’x10’x20’ padded cell sunk
half a mile down in the most top-secret installation in
America was not possible. If there was a door to the cell,
it was so cleverly concealed that hours of careful fingertip
examination could not reveal it. There were speaker grilles
in the ceiling of the cell, but that was a full twenty feet
above him. He was tall, and thin—a lot thinner now—but
even if he jumped, it was still a good ten feet out of reach.

He thought about his problem and wryly recalled a short
story he had read in an adventure magazine many years
before. It had been a cheap pulp magazine, filled with
stories hastily written for scandalously penurious rates, and
the craftsmanship had been employed accordingly. In the
story that now came to Enoch’s mind, the first installment
of the serial had ended with the mightily-thewed hero
trapped at the bottom of a very deep pit floored with poison-
tipped stakes, as a horde of coral snakes slithered toward
him, brackish water was pumped into the pit and rising
rapidly, his left arm was broken, he was without weapon,
and a man-eating Sumatran black panther peered over the



lip of the pit, watching him closely. Enoch remembered
wondering—with supreme confidence in the writer’s talents
and ingenuity—how he would rescue his hero. The month-
long wait till the next issue was on the newsstand was the
longest month of Enoch’s life. On the day of its release,
he had pedaled down to the newsstand on his Schwinn and
snagged the first copy of the adventure magazine from the
bundle almost before the dealer had snipped the binding
wire. He had dashed outside, thrown himself down on the
curb, and riffled through the magazine till he found the
second installment of the cliff-hanging serial. How would
the writer, this master of suspense and derring-do, save the
beleaguered hero?

Part two began:

“With one mighty leap, Vance Lionmane freed himself
from the pit, overcoming the panther and rushing forward
to save the lovely Ariadne from the aborigines.”

Later, comma, after he had escaped from the interroga-
tion cell, Enoch Mirren was to remember that moment,
thinking again as he had when but a child what a rotten
lousy cheat that writer had been.

There were no Cissaldans left over. Everywhere Enoch
went he found the terrific little persons shacked up with
old men, young women, pre- and post-pubescent children,
ducks, porpoises, wildebeests, dogs, arctic terns, llamas,
young men, old women and, of course, chickens and kan-
garoos with double vaginas. But no lovemate for Enoch
Mirren.

It became clear after several weeks of wandering, wait-
ing for a materialization in his immediate vicinity, that the
officials at TimeSep Central had dealt with him more
severely than they could have known.

They had broken the rhythm. They had pulled him out
of that disgusting thing, and now, because the Cissaldans
were telepathically linked and were all privy to the knowl-
edge, no Cissaldan would have anything to do with him.

The disgusting things handled rejection very badly.

Enoch Mirren sat on a high cliff a few miles south of
Carmel, California. The Peterbilt he had driven across the
country in futile search of another human being who was
not making love to a Cissaldan was parked on the shoulder
of Route 1, the Pacific Coast Highway, above him. He sat
on the cliff with his legs dangling over the Pacific Ocean.
The guidebook beside him said the waters should be filled
with seals at play, with sea otters wrapped in kelp while
they floated on their backs cracking clams against their
bellies, with whales migrating, becausc this was January

and time for the great creatures to commence their journey.
But it was cold, and the wind tore at him, and the sea was
empty. Somewhere, elsewhere, no doubt, the seals and the
cunning sea otters and the majestic whales were locked in
passionate embrace with disgusting things from another
time/universe.

Loneliness had driven him to thinking of those terrific
little persons as disgusting things. Love and hate are merely
obverse faces of the same devalued coin. Aristotle said that.
Or Pythagoras. One of that crowd.

The first to know true love, he was the last to know total
loneliness. He wasn’t the last human on Earth, but a lot of
good it did him. Everybody was busy, and he was alone.
And long after they had all died of starvation, he would
still be here . . . unless he decided some time in the ugly
future to drive the Peterbilt off a cliff somewhere.

But not just yet. Not just now.

He pulled the notebook and pen from his parka pocket,
and finished writing the story of what had happened. It was
not a long story, and he had written it as an open letter,
addressing it to whatever race or species inherited the Earth
long after the Cissaldans had wearied of banging corpses
and had returned to their dbwn time/universe to wait for
new lovers. He suspected that without a reconnaissance
ant to lead them here, to establish a telepathic-teleporta-
tional link, they would not be able to get back here once
they had left.

He only hoped it would not be the cockrqaches who
rose up through the evolutionary muck to take over the
cute little Earth, but he had a feeling that was to be the
case. In all his travels across the land, the only creatures
that could not get a Cissaldan to make love to them were
the cockroaches. Apparently, even disgusting things had a
nausea threshold. Unchecked, the cockroaches were already
swarming across the world.

He finished the story, stuffed it in an empty Perrier water
bottle, capped it securely with a stopper and wax, and flung
it by its neck as far out as he could into the ocean.

He watched it float in and out with the tide for a while,
until a current caught it and took it away. Then he rose,
wiped off his hands, and strode back up the slope to the
eighteen-wheeler. He was smiling sadly. It had just occurred
to him that his only consolation in bearing the knowledge
that he had destroyed the human race was that for a little
while, in the eyes of the best fuck in the universe, he had
been the best fuck in the universe.

There wasn’t a cockroach in the world who could claim
the same.

Gentlebeings:

Have been reading Heavy Metal
with delight & thought-I'd let you
know. A friend turned me on to
Metal Hurlant a year or two ago,
& I was pleased to see it materi-
alize in an American guise, & am
pleased to see the way you've been
doing it.

Best,

Robert Silverberg

Oakland, Calif.

My God, a card from the Robert

Silverberg, editor of the new an-

thology, Galactic Dreamers: Science

Fiction as Visionary Literature.—
Eds.

Dear Sirs:

I want to tell you it is very im-
portant to send me your interesting
review much better packed, be-
cause I have the suspicion that peo-
ple of the Mexican Post Office see
it, and they rob it. Please, enclose
the review inside a good and gross
envelope and so any danger is out.

Gilberto Montiel Mendoza,

Mexico

A good and gross envelope it shall

be, G.M. But if you can’t trust the

Mexican Post Office, who can you

trust?-Eds.

Dear Metalik Director:

That's a very good thing, you're

publishing my stories in your mag.
I really dig it! But...you can be
most careful with their reproduc-
tion. The mutilation of the cases. ..
it don’t help to make artwork more
beautiful or communicating. In HM
#6, in the story “Orcyb,” arms and
legs of the characters were taked off
...why?

I must signal that the translations
are very good. . . . You know, we put
lots of energy in our work, and it’s
amazing to see a perfect reproduc-
tion. My best wishes for your mag,

Sergio Macedo,
Paris

(Continued on next page)
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Dear Sergio: Hope you like the book
of yours — Psychorock — we just
published. Hope you like the check
for it, too. Hope you understand that
the film we receive from France of
your work is oversized — and Harry
the Art Director (and rat with wom-
en) goes squirrelly in the back room
cropping and adjusting to get as
much of your fantastic art as pos-
sible into our smaller page size.—~Eds.

Gentlemen:
Heavy Metal, 9/77, pg. 57 upper
left. Pacino?
Charles Burgess,
Wilmington, Ohio
Cld be. Or De Niro. Or Hoffman.
All earthlings look alike to us.—~Eds.

Editors:

So far Heavy Metal is a disap-
pointment. My main complaint is
with the ignorant, spineless sexist
content of the rag. Twits, don’t you
realize women read fantasy, too?

To a woman, every issue has been
an insult. Women are people, dum-
mies. End this sexist/sadistic bull
and grow.

D. D'Falahee,
San Francisco, Calif.
Have the impression this is a form
letter you automatically fire off to
all new mags, D. Three of HM's four
editors are women. Regular contrib-
utors include Zha, Nicollet, Clave-
loux, and Montellier — all women.
We feature enough male nudes to
make the mag a favorite with gays,
for what that's worth. But, finally,
the magazine is of fantasy — and
doesn’t treat women or men as “hu-
man beings,” but as idealized, imag-
inary characters. If the only thing
preventing the passage of the E.R.A.
is the big tits on space ladies, it's
a weirder world than even we imag-
ined.—Eds.

Dear Heavies: .

Well, who would have thought
such escapism could be welcome
here in Euphoria, Kansas? An excel-
lent magazine, with few exceptions.
“Age of Ages” detracts from your
overall atmosphere. Same goes for
“Roger,” the photographic fiasco.

Moebius is superb. Love that Har-
zak! “Conquering Armies” is like
Tolkien’s world of Rings and Hob-
bits, and fascinating . . .

I'm glad I subscribed. Cheaper
than smoking, too.

Michael Leclear,

Emporia, Kansas
Well, of course, we liked “Roger”
and “Age of Ages,” or we wouldn’t
have run them. . .there’s another
long chapter of “Conquering Ar-
mies” in our January issue. You'll
love it. But why this reference to
tobacco?-Eds. ;
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ITEMS

HM #1/APRIL, 1977: With Space
Punks, the first chapters of Corben’s
Den and Bode's Sunpot, an excerpt
from the best-selling fantasy novel
The Sword of Shannara, Harzak, and
more. $4.00

HM #2/MAY, 1977: Introducing
Roger, the paranoid puppet, Virgo, the
cosmic maiden, Russian astronauts,
Conquering Armies, the ultimate rock
festival, while Harzak, Sunpot, and
Den continue. ($3.00)

HM #3/JUNE, 1977: Features Night
Images, poetry by Conan's creator,
Robert E. Howard, with illustrations by
Corben; Macedo's Rockblitz, the high-
ly praised Shells, the first chapter of
Davis's World Apart, more Den, Sun-
pot, and Harzak. ($2.00)

HM #4/JULY, 1977: Is a must for
Moebius fans, with 12 pages of Harzak
and his s/f spy saga, The Long To-
morrow, also the end of Sunpot, further
adventures of Den, the psychic Nep
Simo, and the horrible Gold Queen.
($2.00)

HM #5/AUGUST, 1977: In which the
saga of Polonius begins, The Long
Tomorrow concludes, World Apart and
Den continue, all amidst talking plants,
samurai, puppets, sex, and violence.
($2.00)

\ Y L ‘f('k!
HM #6/SEPTEMBER, 1977: Galactic
aztecs, cosmic cowboys, hysterical
shrubbery, chemically-induced sanity,
a Moebius space opera, more World
Apart, Den, and Polonius, plus a Roger
Zelazny short story. ($2.00)

HM #7/SEPTEMBER, 1977: Packed
with knights, ladies, jet pilots; para-
noia, reincarnation, and other harm-
less pastimes; 10 pages of color Moe-
bius; the Airtight Garage, Den and
Polonius redux; and fiction by Theo-
dore Sturgeon.($2.00)

BEAUTIFUL VINYL BINDERS, white
with black lettering and art, with metal
separators to hold and protect your
magazines. Each holds twelve issues
of Heavy Metal. ($5.50)

o
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METAL

‘ Dept. HM 1177 635 Madison Avenue New York, N.Y. 10022

Please send me the following:

No. of copies Issue Price
: Apr., 1977 $4.00

May, 1977 $3.00

June, 1977 $2.00

July, 1977 $2.00

Aug., 1977 $2.00
Sept., 1977 $2.00
Oct., 1977 $2.00
Binder $5.50

lencloseatotalof §____ .
This amount covers purchase plus
shipping and handling. All issues are
mailed in protective covering.

Name
Address

City State Zip




FROM

What great Christmas gifts for anyone who loves science fiction,
fantasy, or fantastic art. You can have one, two, or all three of these
books sent directly from the offices of Heavy Metal with a Christmas
gift card with your name on it. Merely fill out the coupon below with
your name, address, and your check or money order; then add to it
your gift list with the names and addresses of the recipients and the
exact titles of the books you want sent printed or typed next to
their names. We will send the books to them gift wrapped and with
a very special Heavy Metal Christmas gift card. A great gift!

PSYCHOROCK: Five stories by Sergio Macedo that have made
him a cult figure wherever people have seen the sky rip open and
intergalactic bikers battle android overlords for the favors of god-
dess-groupies to the sound of punk rock. Sixty-four pages in black
and white with a bizarre four-color cover. Large size 11” by 9”.
$3.95. HM4010

ARZACH: All four of the brilliant, full-color adventures of Moebius's
pterodactyl-riding hero, acclaimed as works of genius when they
appeared in the first issues of Heavy Metal magazine. Plus the
amazing, animated story of the man who cracked the Cosmic Egg.
Sixty-four pages including thirty-two of perhaps the most astound-
ing color you will ever see on paper. $6.95. HM4011

CANDICE AT SEA: A new comic heroine, in the great tradition of
Barbarella, Phoebe Zeitgeist, and Modesty Blaise, Candice, who
can't seem to find a thing to wear, is shanghaied, plundered, keel-
hauled, and otherwise entertained for sixty-four pages of nautical
insanity. Sixty-four pages plus cover in perhaps the sexiest black
and white ever drawn. Heavy chrome coat cover. 9” by 11”. $3.95.
HM4012
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HEAVY METAL BOOKS, Dept. HM1177
635 Madison Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10022

R

Please send me the book bargains circled below.

Please add 60¢ per title for postage and shipping charges.

Enclosed find $ . Send check or money order only.
Payable to HEAVY METAL BOOKS.

Sales Tax: For delivery in N.Y.C., add 8%. For delivery elsewhere in
New York State, add 6%.

] HM4010 ] HM4011 [ HM4012
* Name
(Please print)
Address

TR

City State Zip
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The

ational Lampoon
ares to Compare!

We submitted the
National Lampoon to an
independent testing
istitute to see

how well we stack up
against our

leading competitor.

Here are the results:

WHERE CARTER
IS GOING WRONG

U.S.News

&WORLD REPORT. by
“MY SON.
THE PRESID

DR BOMS o i i e T e et
MAROCAP ATIICE S ol iscisisisisiniosstonssmcsmnmmraneasssssemsesmesasmssnasis
Articles on Balance of

ATade PAYINCHS co..ocovsmiincatisniinnisinins W L I, pee ) RN W -
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ICETATIREHIL. i bovossnsbmsssasvonssonsiusinsdad s posamrendosni o 5 P S e e e VR TR e e A e
AORSOE U Ll et s o A YES: Loaimmminus [0 hatmer W | (O
Reports on Emerging
EXactly §2 ISSUEE B VCAT.\ cuiucissiviiismioiusssisossisrmisiiansmmnmmec YES N O R
7YES 2YES

SPECIAL OFFER

You subscribe to the National Lampoon and we do the
rest. What's so special about that, you ask. This is
“what’s so special about that,” as you so snidely put it;
whatif we didn’t do the rest? What if we just said the
hell with it; you want your magazine, you come in
and get it— we're too busy. But we don’t say that. We
say we'll do the rest, and we mean it. Other magazines
don’tsay they’ll do the rest, so maybe they don’t do
the rest. This is precisely why we don’t subscribe to
other magazines. And you shouldn’t, either! Even
more importantly, notice the incredible savings on
two- and three-year subscriptions to the National
Lampoon. If you take a two-year subscription, that
second year costs you only $2.05. Now, that’s some-
thing no other magazine offers. And there’s a big sav-
ing on three-year subscriptions, too. No wonder only
Nat Lamp dares to compare!

[r————————=

ney order, |

Dear Publisher: Here's my check or money orde
payable to: National Lampoon HM-11 77
635 Madison Avenue
New York, New York 10022
3
]

year subscription—$14.00 (a saving of
$31.00 over single copy purchases)
©) year subscription—$10.00 (a saving of

¥ $20.00 over single copy purchases)
l year subscription—$7.95 (a saving of
|| $7.05 over single copy purchases)
For each year, add $1.00 for Canada and
Mexico, $2.00 for other foreign countries. All
checks must be payable within continental U.S.

or Canada.
Name o g M ST
(please print)
Address g = el
City State__Zip Code_
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SEVERAL PAYS LATER , IN THE CORPEIPORS
OF THE |MPERIAL PALACE .

A

TYMNIA 7/ vou ASKEPD TO
GEE ME T

NYES, AND TILL GET RIGHT TO
THE POINT/ PELIVER
EGYPIOS UP TO ME /
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BUT WILL You
ACCOUNT TO ME
FOR WHAT vYou
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... BHE EXAG -
GERATES ... EVEN
THOUGH ... AFTER
ALL, DOUBTLESS
SHE HAS HER.
REASONS,

PONIT FORGET,
GOMMURGE. :

IN THEEE pavYs,

EBYPIOS , BOUND

HAND AND FOOT /

poor EcYPIOS/

HEE ! HEE'

HEY , WHERE
pID MY SWEETIE
GET TOZ
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T A PIRTY &PY
SAVED FROM
PENAL SERVITUPE

AND AS PROS

FOR THE WIDO
TRIBUNAL, T Al SE
Nou OfF ATTEMPTEL
CONSPIRACY /




AT DO
you THINK
BAH!
TODAY IT'S ME,
TOMORROW IT WILL
BE YOUE TUEN.
AND... INCIDENTALLY,
IT APPEARS YOU'RE
BELLING Youre
482 AT THE
WIDOWS .
oy :
NOU DO Z LIFE
INVOLVES
SACRIFICES,

7

You ARE ALSO ACccUsSED

OF AN ATTEMPT AT
corrRUPTION . THESE ACTS
ARE OF SUCH SERIOUSNESS
THAT THE WIPOWS’ TRIBUNAL
PEVAN DS *C’J_L} }SE PUT TO

T DON'T UNPERSTAND YOU AT ALL.
T OFFERED YOU EVERYTHING - -
MY PROTECTION, A WOMAN,
WEALTH ... AND YOU HAD SOME
NEEL TO 60 ACT THE FOOoL
WITH CHIMNOS ...

MAYBE |

THERE'S

BEEN A

MISUNDER-

STAND(NG.

LET'S

TaLK ..

e NO, ECNPIOS,
ITS IMPOSSIBLE
TO &0 BACK ... IT IS
} NO LONGER- MY
MORAL PURITY

RISKING NOW.
TS MY SKIN...




MY FRIEND, TELL
THEM THEY'RE
LNING ...
POLONUS /..,
I'M SURE
EOMMURGE
KNOWI§ NOTHING .

F NG i |ty 7y
POLONIUS, ! 747, /
’, ‘ /

TWO LPAYS
LATER...

=~

~

BETTEE &0

7 HANG HIM OF

N HE'LL croAK
A RIGHT HEEE.
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AN EXECUTIONES,
THAT'S WHAT T'VE
BECOME ... How
DI T TueN
INTO THIS £

A ST A

EZZULIA!
WHY HAVE
Jou COME

HERE £

JYNIA IS
LOOKING FOR
Yyou. THERE'S

ANOTHERE PARTY

TONIGHT.

IT WOULD BE
BETTER FOE
YOU TO RETUEN

You SEE WHAT
NOU ARE NOW...
ONLY GOOP
FOR GINING
PLEASURE ON
COMMANP TO
SOME KIND OF
WIPOW. YOU'RE
NOT ANYTHING
ANYMORE /

ME . T'VE DECIDED
TO LEAVE.

YA!T'Wm
A WHORE
JUST LIKE
Nou
BUT I'M
NOT
GOING
PACK
TO RU...
THEY
CAN HAVE
FUN WITHOUT

You WON'T
GET FAR...
Yoz'l.é. MEE
c&, T’

ng?ﬁ OF THAT/

HA !
HA/
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WHAT ARE YOU
POING HEREZ

TAKE THIS THING/ CARRY IT

WITH YOU ALWAYS/ WITH THIS,
YOU ARE FREE. NO ONE WILL
BE ABLE TO
BOTHER YOU.

SIR, WHY DO
- ME SUCH A

IT'S OF NO USE FAVOR Z
TO ME ANY LONGER. -

FAREWELL /

I'M PIGGING, SIR ...
I AM CONPEMNED
TO Ple THIS PIT
UNTIL THE END OF
My DAavYS.

FOR SEVERAL PAYS, POLONIUS HAS
BEEN SFARCHING FOE A CEETAIN
CAVE /N THE MOUNTAINS...
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T LOOK /THIG 16 THE END.IT 15 AS T
™IS 15 TOLD YOU... THERE 15 A
THE END/ PLAGUE INRU.IT'S
THIS (S : GPREADING THROUGH THE
THE END/ L ; WHOLE. CITY WITH AMAZING
‘. SPEED, :
LOOK, THIS 15
JTYNIA'S SARCOPHAGUS:
GHE PIED LAST

- : Wy 7
ALL THE PRAYERS TO %ﬁ%
THE GROTESQUE g

COLS OF U Witt » / 2
ARIL NOTHING ... LA,
LOOK AT THE ALLEYS,
STEEWNV /
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"FEW BUT CROWS CEMAN
IN THIS ACCURSELR
CITY.YOU WERE F/IGHT,;
PoLonius, To GIVE UFP
THE LOST FIGHT. R /5
ENDURING |TS FINAL HOURPS,

e e _ FASCINATED 8Y WHAT
“THIS TIME / HE SAW AND HEARD, HE
T FELT AN IRRESISTIBLE
DESIRE TO RETURN
THERE , ONE LAST TIME.

b




COMMURGE /
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Raise Hell with
Mother Jones!

When Mary Harris “Mother’” Jones was
99 years old, she was introduced to a
college audience as “a great humanitarian.”

“No!” Mother Jones roared. “I’m a hell raiser!”

Today MOTHER JONES magazine is raising her kind of
hell. MOTHER JONES, a magazine of tough-minded ques-
tions, not simplistic answers. An understanding magazine
that shares your disaffection with modern American culture
—and your distrust of many of the people in power.

Just look at the hell we’re raising:

%k In“A Case Of Corporate Malpractice” MOTHER
JONES exposed the huge pharmaceutical company that
made sixteen million dollars from a birth control device
—even while they knew that women were suffering and
dying from its effects.

3%k “Bust Your Boss” told the whole story of Mobil's illegal
shipments of oil to Rhodesia during the embargo,
including a daring ploy by a group of activists, an
insider’s leak and a secret rendezvous at Penn Station
to get the information out.

%k “What You Don’t Know May Hurt You” revealed the
disasters at a U.S.-built nuclear power plant in India
that nobody would talk about —including General
Electric, Bechtel, our government, India’s.

And an Associated Press release just revealed that
MOTHER JONES is one of the 37 magazines used to pre-
pare the daily White House news summary for the President.
So now we know that Jimmy is watching our hell-raising too.

But like our namesake, MOTHER JONES also has a lighter
side, the prankster’s touch and a ready ear for the warmer
moments in life.

%k “Peking! Peking!” is Li-li Ch’en’s moving account of a
girl coming of age in China during the revolution: her
first famine, first love, first missionary school. (Winner
of a 1977 National Magazine Award.)

¥ “The Censored Doonesburys”— MOTHER JONES
printed Garry Trudeau’s most notorious comic strips —
the ones you probably missed because they didn’t appear
in most newspapers.

%k And readers have had a chance to follow the hijacker
that got away, meet Studs Terkel in an excerpt from his
new oral autobiography, read about the history they
never taught us in school, look at China’s musical hit
parade, learn how to start an FM radio station.

Think you'd like to see what kind of hell MOTHER JONES
is raising now ? Send for your free issue. If you like it, you
can get a full year (9 more issues) at the Special Introductory
Rate of $8.88 —a regular subscription is $12.50. But if for
any reason, you decide not to subscribe, just mark

“cancel” on the bill. And keep your free issue —it’s our

way of thanking you for spending some time with
MOTHER JONES.

OR CALL OUR TOLL FREE NUMBER:

800 227-1464

(California residents call: 800: 722-3909)

PARIDON ME, MADAM
THIS APE WOULD LIKE
AWORD WTITH YOu

SUPER BOW1. BLLES
A ROCK CRITIC
CONFESSES
FEWER

JOBS FOR

THE MEANESTY"

DIRTY TRICKS

FREE ISSUE

[J Sure, send me a FREE copy of MOTHER JONES.
If I like it 1l pay you $8.88 (a 30% saving) for a full
year, 9 more issues. If I decide not to subscribe for any
reason, I'll just mark “cancel” on the bill and that’s it—
no further obligation.

‘R EVER

Name

Address.

City S A
State

Zip

MOTHER JONES: 1255 Portland Place. Boulder, Colorado 80302 B




IN THESE DESOLATE TIMES , THE HEAVENS THROW UF STRANGE THINGS .

GOLDANNIT,
FOR GOD'S
SAKE ...
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T HAVE NO INTENTION
OF LETTING ANYONE
SHIT ON ME / NO

ONE/ EVER Y/

SWIFTLY OVERPOWEREL, THE
POOR GIRL SUBMITTED 7O
THE VIOLENT ASSAULTS OF
THE FILTHY CEEATUEE ...

SISTER/AT LAST,

- OUR EFFORTS HAVE
IT'6 THAT HEALTHY BEEN REWARCEL!
NOUNG FEMALE WE'VE
BEEN WATCHING /
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o~ LET GO OF ME ,YOU HUNMK
oF TIN/

i

MAKE HASTE,
MY SISTERS /

NOW THAT

YOU'VE. CAPTURED
THE FINAL
FEMALE., OUE
MASTER'S
GREAT ANGERE
SHOULD SUBSIPE
AT LAST/
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/ s s R A P AT,

AH, BEHOLD THIS JEWEL
BEYOND COMPARE / T AM NOT
IN THE LEAST DISAPPOINTED;
IT WAS FOR. THIS THAT T
CEASELESSLY LAUNCHED
MY PEVOTEPD ROBOTS
THROUGHOUT THIS SAD AND
FROZEN WORLLD,; NOR WAS
T CEETAIN THEY WouLD

BRING YOU TO ME : BUT YOUR
SM/LE NOW |5 MORE THAN
SUFFICIENT REWARD ./
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AND WITH NOUR. WHOLE -
SOME BEAUTY, YOU AND
I WILL PRODUCE A
NEW EACE , ALONE
AS WE ARE UPON THIS
DESOLATE WORELD.

T'M TIRED OF
HER STER/LITY.
SHE MUST
CERTAINLY BE
CAST ou7/
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AND S0, MY MASTER,
Jou ARE DRINING ME
AWAY Z OU HAVE
GROWN WEARY OF

MY STERILE WomB
AND ARE NOW /NFLAMED
BY SUCH VULBAR
CHARMS AS THESE 7

» &

%

i

7
-

e g ‘::h_"‘ i

WELL, 1Y MASTER , TO

PLEASE YOU THE MOFE ,T @

SHALL PUT AN END, WI'TH
THIS KN/FE DIPPED IN
POISON, TO THIS LIFE
WHICH ONCE QUIVERED
COMPLETELY IN YOUR
HANDS /... FAREWELL,
TRAITOR / MAY YOU BE

RANVINED”




50 LET HER BEGIN With her gentle gaze
HER JOURNEY TO [

THE SHACOWY ; she wor 1y ﬁéﬁ"ﬁ
KIN&DOM . AND IN < | With ker rega/ bearing
THE MOMENT OF A

ou%u ION'S : ™ V. she charmed me,
CONSLMMATION, k. ‘ '
MAY WE BEGIN TO < - But she, too,fas been

REPEOPLE THE. > ] comtaminated by
WORLD WITH > D)

HUNDREDS OF _ P _ &, TR That goddamr radigtion.”
CHILDREN. 4 ' [ S . 't : :

WHAT 1S WITH THIS GUY 2 , A LIFE WITHOUT PURPOSE,
HE'S OouT OFf His MIVD / . / A DEATH WITHOUT PROGENY/
_ y ; ALL MY MASTERY HAS LED ME
- TO THIS, TUST TO THIS ..
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I, ™E LAST APAN, BETRAYED EVEN
BY MY ROBOTS / ABK NECTAR, DO
YOUR WOEK ! SHORTEN MY

TOKWMENTS /

IT's A HELL OF
arLIFE .
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What's weirder than a time warp, unique as a unicorn? A magazine that's totally new in
concept, a magazine that's brilliantly executed, a magazine that has real impact on its
readers. Heavy Metal, the illustrated fantasy magazine, is one.

Published by Twenty First Century Communications, the creators of National Lampoon, it
began in March of '77 with a limited distribution. Within months, its sales had tripled.

Heavy Metal has already gone far beyond any magazine of fantasy or science fiction in the
quality of its artwork, the daring of its stories, the number of copies sold.

We have quoted a fan who wrote to us: “Heavy Metal is better than being stoned. Almost.”

You can subscribe today.

[ro——————————— e e e e e m e e s e m e ———————————

Heavy Metal —635 Madison Avenue, New York, N.Y 10029 HM177
Yes, Iwant tobe a subscriber to Heavy Metal, the illustrated fantasy magazine. | realize that this
subscription entitles me to deduct $8.00 from the subscription prices listed below.

[ 1 have enclosed my check or money order.
[0 Charge to my Master Charge # . e <l e
BankAmericard # LIt e

Bank # Expition Date - = =n-w. .=~ e

month year
Signature _____ = 2 LT _
I e ey (1 st s) ) S T T e | el el e $18.00. Deduct $8.00—you pay $10.00
LL IO YIS IZAISSIBS). o s iv.s v oo B i s e s Bt S S st ls $26.00. Deduct $8.00—you pay $18.00
LY Thiree Years (30 15es). < < oo v v viihimasiii v s e e $33.00. Deduct $8.00—you pay $25.00
Send my subscription to:
NAME: e e e s e e e
ADDRESS: oI el e v g SN U e

T ———
- -




1996

-
v No g I
. I
o N /,/ ‘ -
s I 4 N] /—t_‘.\\\\\\ . , 31 ﬁ:
\_‘ : A =
"L 4 ) \ f 74
2 i\ 9
= 7 ‘\é 7y
! ; y
f“ 4 / If/t}i 4 ‘\
= (/¢ >
- ;
\

' \
"7H” ﬁ,ﬁ/ f !
Ar:/ : | f /j}/ﬂl

R R R R R AR R R S

/ y
i
i’
.
V—;ﬂ\ 4 ; :
Aok

2 HEAVY METAL



SPARE CHANGE &
HEY MisCEE,
GOLANY SFPAFE

B H HEY,
o MISPER =

| «

— [—tet

please’|




N
\ Bz
|
=
/
@
3 |

SN

A
/
-

e

LN

|

(|
]!

S| (Y T T

5, Lot
| \
i

i .8
LG [T

_—_\E____ e

AN YU, = —_—
pAECS [ omen
i »-'wc;./! |
WUTCHABI S o "
- UBOAT e === I | pd
o = 4 \ :I |
f - =S | e
| | AD,. ~. > I\




50, 51POWN,
MuH BOWA.”

YA, SHUE ,
LIGE YU SEL/
BupC ponN

"CITIZENSG OF THE WHITE RACE MAY NOT
PARTICIFATE IN PANGEROUS O PROFESSIONAL
SPORTS. " AW, JULY 9,199¢.




WEL ...

wan/

SUMTHIN
o

YA, THANGS .
OLIGE THAL
ALOT. BOPPA
| coesz

T om—
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First, there was National Lampoon’s Lemmings...
Then, the National Lampoon Show...
And now...

“THAT’S NOT FUNNY,
THAT’S SICK:"”

National Lampoon drew huge audiences all over the United States and Canada with its presentations of Lemmings and the National
lompoon Show: From these shows came such stars as Chevy Chase, John Belushi, Alice Playten, Gilda Radner, Dan Ackroyd, Chris
Guest—and numerous others.

And now comes 110 minutes.of raucous black comedy and song...in your town, on your campus—right in your face!

Extra added attraction: Michael Simmons and Slewfoot. The most exciting new western rock group in years, they recently headlined at
the world-famed Rainbow Grill in New York City.

For booking information about the new National Lampoon presentation, contact

Gemini Artists Management
-1370 Avenue of the Americas
New York, N.Y. 10019

(212) 246-1700

Coming soon—National Lampoon’s new record album, That's Not Funny, That's Sick!

Here are some of the upcoming show dates:

September 21-22 Players Tavern, Westport, Conn, October  19-22 Electric Ballroom, Atlanta, Ga.
23 Univ. of New Haven, New Haven, Conn. 23 A g College, S , Ga.
24-25 My Father’s Place, Roslyn, N.Y. 26 Ivanhoe Theatre, Chicago, lll.
26 Jersey City State College, Jersey City, N.J. 27-28 Rev’s Flying Circus, Milwaukee, Wisc.
27 Middlesex County College, Edison, N.J. 29 Royal Oak Theatre, Defroit, Mich.
28-10/1  The Bijou, Philadelphia, Pa. 30 Duguesne Univ., Pittsburgh, Pa.
October 2 Tufts Univ., Boston, Mass. 31 The Agora, Cleveland, Ohio
5-9 Poul's Mall, Boston, Mass. MNovember 2-5 El Mocombo, Toronto, Canada
10-12 Cellar Door, Washington, D.C. 6 Queens University, Kingston, Ont.
13 Univ, of Maryland, College Park, Md. 15 Monmouth College, W. Long Branch, NLJ.
14 Empire Theatre, Richmond, Va. 16 Towson State College, Towson, Maryland
15 Bogie's, Knoxville, Tenn. 17 Old Dominion Univ., Morfolk, Va.
16-17 Exit Inn, Nashville, Tenn. 25-12/4 Coconut Grove, Miami, Florida
18 Nicholls State Univ., Thibodaux, La.
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